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	My name was Safina and I was born in Bangladesh, May 15th, 1950. My mother had told me it was a rainy spring morning, with thunderstorms, gray cloud filled skies, and a slight warm breeze. The labor was quick and painful, but I did not come out crying. There was a calmness in me from the beginning that alarmed my family. But I like to think it was the rain that put me at peace. Since birth, I’ve identified with thunderstorms- they always brought me back to my center. Something about the drama and violence made me feel control. I’m not sure why. But when they would happen, I would always do the thing you’re not supposed to do, which is run outside to empty grasslands and revel in its triumphant, glory. I acted like I was the thunder itself and skipped around yelping and singing.
	I was always this way- doing the things you’re not supposed to do. I was a rebellious child and not your typical girl. I did not seek to impress, I did not dress beautifully, and I had no interest in being polite. I had thoughts and opinions and I would make them known. My mother would be constantly angry with me for responding with what she referred to as “tone”. I guess saying what’s on my mind automatically meant I had an attitude problem. I thought sarcasm was funny, but not much of my family understood my humor. I think because of this I did not have female friends, but that was no matter to me, I preferred living independently. It gave me more time to think. My favorite spot was the top of this Averrhoa Bilimbi tree a short distance from my home. Short enough to run back for supper, but far enough where I could be alone with my thoughts. It was a beautiful tree, full of green tropical leaves, and fruit so if I ever decided to leave home forever and live in the tree, I knew I would not go hungry. The trunk was strong, but not too thick, and its branches were close enough together that I could just straddle climb my way up to the top. I loved looking over the trees. I think nature was always my calling. Sometimes I really thought I could leave and live a life on my own in the forest. Falling asleep to the rustle of the wind and making friends with the tigers, monkeys, and elephants. I don’t think they would have minded my sarcasm so much.
	My family owned a fish farm in Dhaka, Bangladesh. We lived near the water, which made it easy to go out every day for shrimp, tilapia, and catfish. We had one set of neighbors on the other side of our home, who also took to fish farming. It was their son, Moula, who was my first friend. Our first years of life, we never spoke, we just watched each other. He would follow his father around outside, scampering about, trying to catch up with him, as his father took care of the land. It was not until I was five when I went out to the water to play and watch my mother catch the shrimp that I saw him playing in the water. I said nothing to my mother, I just skipped over to him, walked into the water, and splashed him. This frustrated my mother, as she called out to me, but I heard him laugh as I ran back to our home, and I knew from that moment we would be friends.
	We did everything together. I told him my thoughts and opinions and they did not bother him. He fantasized about adventure and life outside our farm, and I dreamed with him. When it would thunderstorm, we would sit together outside by the water and watch the sky in silence. He was my person. I remember there was a day in my fifteenth year where I spoke of my dreams to my father and he yelled at me for being so naïve. He wanted me to begin learning my place in the house. I ran outside with tears of anger, when Moula met me outside. We said nothing. He just sat with me, then tied a long piece of grass string around my finger, and just held my hand. 
I knew our families would approve of our inevitable marriage, but that didn’t matter to me. What mattered was the idea of being with my best friend forever, no longer feeling trapped. Not long after that day by the water, our parents began the arrangements. A dowry payment of 6,417 Taka was made to Moula’s father, and days later we were married. We lived close to the school in our area, in our own isolated home. I was happy there.
Years past and it was 1971. We were in a war. It was widely spoken of. People were dying in other parts of Bangladesh, but they hadn’t found us yet, we thought we were safe. It wasn’t until early spring when I saw them coming from the bilimbi trees. I was picking fruit for Moula and I when I saw the Pakistani military over the tree tops, coming down the hill. I sprinted home to tell Moula and he ordered me to hide underneath the house. We had a loose floor board in our kitchen that I could fit through and could be replaced as if nothing was there. No other person knew of this spot, but it was always me and Moula’s secret just in case. I was halfway through the floor board when there was a pounding on our door. Moula had just replaced the board when they barged in. They demanded our food, our prized possession, and most of all- me. Moula denied I was home, but the soldiers did not believe that a woman would be out of the house without her husband, and they found it unlikely that a young man, like himself, would live alone without a family and a wife. There was an argument, and all I could see through the floor boards was the shifting of light through the weight of Moula’s shoes and the soldier’s boots. They threatened Moula’s life, and before I could give myself up and climb through the floor board, I heard the sound of metal slice through human flesh. There was a thud onto the floor that made me jump, and now echoes permanently through my ears. Moula’s blood crept through the cracks of the floor, and I bit my tongue so hard to keep myself from screaming, that I tasted iron and blood. The soldiers searched the house the best they could, taking what they wanted, but they never found me in my spot.
Still I couldn’t stay there looking up at Moula’s lifeless body. I needed to run. I climbed through the board to the door. I looked back at Moula’s body and I felt like I was on fire. I ran to grab a blanket to cover him and kissed his forehead one last time. Leaving him behind was one of the hardest things I’ve ever had to do.
I went to my trees to get a lay of the land. From the top, I could see a clearing by the school. I ran to there and hid in the basement. I was not fully alone. I heard women’s footsteps overhead, crying and screaming. I sat quietly, waiting. I heard the soldiers above grabbing the crying ladies and taking them somewhere unknown to me. And suddenly there were footsteps down the stairs leading to me. I thought quickly and made myself vomit. My body was already drenched in my husband’s blood, and now my face was covered with vomit containing fruit from the bilimbi tree. When a soldier found me, he was disgusted and beat me, causing me to vomit for a second time. After, he stepped back and looked me over. He didn’t know what to do with me, so he paced around me trying to come to a decision. His thought process was far too slow because in the time he had started thinking about ending my life, I had already grabbed his bayonet. I felt thunder coursing through my veins. I had never felt so white hot. Anger had taken over and I suddenly had no fear of death. He tried to grab me, but I bit him so hard, I tasted his blood. Yelping in pain, other soldiers had come down to defend him, bayonets pointing right at me. They had stabbed me thirty-nine times, with the final blow ending in my chest. Then they took turns raping me. By that point I was already numb. They had stolen everything from me, I had nothing to live for. The date was May 18th, 1971. I had just celebrated my 21st birthday.
Becoming a bird is a form of torture I cannot fully explain. I got exactly what I wanted, but the gods have created a dark twist. I can fly away. I can venture off to new lands. And I can live a life alone with my thoughts in solitude. But I am no longer myself and my name means nothing to me. May 18th, 1971 changed my view of the world. My person is lost and I cannot find him. And his blood and my blood are still stuck to my feathered body, wherever I go.
