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Author's comment

This book is based on real-life events and experiences. Its purpose is not to criticize, blame, or embarrass any individual. Rather, its goal is to highlight the importance of patience, self-control, social harmony, and forgiveness.

The stories in this book show how, when emotions overwhelm wisdom, a seemingly minor conflict can escalate into a major crisis. They also show how dialogue, understanding, and compromise can help restore peace.

If this story encourages even one person to choose patience over anger, understanding over conflict, or forgiveness over revenge, then its purpose has been successful.

— S.M. Alam Rashid
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​Small events, big consequences
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​Chapter 1
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​Late night call

When I returned home after a light chat with friends, it was around 11:30 PM. The area was quiet and I was preparing to finish the day's work when my phone rang.

His brother was Zahid.

There was an unusual desire in his voice.

"Rashid Bhai, please come to the secretary's house. It's urgent."

I stopped for a moment.

Zahid was not someone whose requests could be easily ignored. Over the years, he had proven himself to be a reliable friend. If someone called him in the middle of the night for help, he would appear within minutes without hesitation. His commitment to people and society was extraordinary.

We were both involved in the local social welfare association; an organization dedicated to solving community problems and maintaining harmony among residents. While many in the association proudly held various positions, there were very few people who were truly there to help in times of need. Zahid was one of those rare individuals who never shied away from responsibility.

That's why I felt compelled to respond.

Yet something made me hesitate.

When he mentioned the 'last house', I immediately knew that something was wrong. That evening we spent several hours at the barrister's residence talking about various social issues. At that time, nothing unusual seemed to be happening.

I looked at the clock.

It was too late.

I had not yet prayed Isha. I had been busy with socializing for a long time, so the time for congregational prayers had also passed.

So I answered,

"Brother, I have just started my prayers. It will not be possible for me to come now."

Silence fell for a moment.

Then Zahid said,

It would be better if you could come.

Hearing his voice, it seemed like the matter was serious.

I explained,

I have just started my prayers. Then I have to have dinner. It is already very late.

He didn't force it.

"Okay," he said softly.

The call has ended.

I had no idea at that moment that my decision to stay home that night would save me from being directly involved in an incident that would ultimately shake our entire community and lead to consequences no one could have imagined.

What seemed like a minor disagreement was about to turn into a conflict involving humiliation, legal proceedings, imprisonment, and nearly two years of emotional and social turmoil.

But none of us knew that yet.

The night passed peacefully.

At least that's what I thought.

​

​

​

​Awal: A brave but ill-tempered man

After Zahid's phone call ended, I felt a silent relief.

The 'last house' he had mentioned was near Awal's house. Deep down in my mind, I suspected that whatever had happened, he was probably involved in some way.

Awal was a well-known person in our neighborhood.

No one could deny his courage.

If someone called him for help in the middle of the night, he would not hesitate for a moment. Whether the situation was danger, conflict or emergency, Awal would rush to the spot without considering the risk to his own life. This mentality of standing by others in difficult times earned him the respect of many people in the community.

​

​

​

​

​
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​Chapter 2
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​One o'clock in the night.

[image: ]

DC Office

The night seemed ordinary.

After the prayers, I sat down to eat dinner. It had been a long day and fatigue was starting to overwhelm me. By the time I finished eating, it was past midnight.

The area had become completely silent.

The streets outside were deserted. The lights in most houses were turned off. The night was so quiet that one could imagine that nothing unusual was likely to happen.

I was getting ready to sleep when my phone suddenly rang.

I looked at the screen.

He was a barrister.

I immediately became alert.

Barrister Sahib usually didn't call anyone at this time of night. In all the years I've known him, he rarely bothered anyone after midnight unless it was a really urgent matter.

An uneasy feeling settled in my chest.

I picked up the phone.

“Assalamu Alaikum, brother. Is everything okay? It’s late at night.”

There was silence on the other end for a while.

Then his answer came.

"Walaikum assalamu alaikum. Did you hear what happened?"

His voice sounded serious.

"No," I replied. "What happened?"

Then there was another break.

Then he said something that instantly erased all traces of sleep from my mind.

“Awal physically attacked lawyer Siddiqui.”

For a moment I thought I had misunderstood him.

"What are you saying?" I asked.

The statement seemed impossible.

Advocate Siddiqui was known throughout society as a calm, educated and respectful person. He was not the type of person to get involved in physical conflict.

And although Awal had a reputation for being a bad-tempered man, the idea that he would attack a local lawyer seemed unbelievable.

The barrister continued to speak.

“The situation has become very serious.”

I sat up straight.

My mind immediately started replaying the previous phone call from Zahid.

Suddenly everything started to become clear.

The plea of ​​Zahid's voice.

He insisted that I come immediately.

His disappointment because I didn't agree.

What had seemed trivial just a few hours ago had clearly turned into something much bigger.

After finishing talking to the barrister, I immediately called Zahid.

He answered almost immediately.

Before he could say anything, I apologized.

“Brother, I’m sorry. After praying, I sat down to eat. I was very hungry. It was too late to eat. So I didn’t go out tonight.”

“Okay,” he replied.

Then I asked the question that had been bothering me.

“What exactly happened?”

Zahid took a deep breath before answering.

His description of the incident painted a disturbing picture.

According to his statement, "Advocate Siddiqui was returning home while talking on his mobile phone."

It was late at night.

The streets were almost empty.

Meanwhile, Awal had already finished dinner and gone to bed.

His bedroom window faced the street.

Awal's sleep was apparently disturbed by Siddiqui's voice as he passed by while talking on the phone.

What happened next was a perfect example of how a momentary annoyance can turn into a terrible disaster.

Awal opened his window.

He shouted at Siddiqui and told him not to make a fuss.

Siddique replied.

Perhaps he felt humiliated.

Perhaps he believed he had done nothing. Wrong.

Perhaps he was just reacting emotionally.

Whatever the reason, there was an argument.

The argument became more intense.

The situation didn't end there, it got worse.

Awal came out of the house and confronted Siddiqui.

"In an instant, the verbal argument turned into a fight."

According to Zahid, Awal attacked him.

What's even more surprising is that Awal's wife also got involved in this conflict.

The whole incident happened quickly.

By the time people became aware of the incident, the damage had already been done.

While Zahid was talking, I remained silent.

The more details I heard, the more worried I became.

Not just because someone was physically injured.

But because I understood the personalities of the people involved.

The opening was emotional.

Siddique was educated and respected.

Neither side was likely to forget what had happened.

And once ego gets involved, resolving conflicts often becomes much more difficult.

After Zahid finished explaining the situation, I said,

“This cannot be ignored.”

“I know,” he replied.

"We have to sit together tomorrow and find a solution. Otherwise, this will get much bigger."

Zahid agreed.

After the phone call ended, I sat in silence for a while.

There seemed to be something dangerous about the whole situation.

Not physically dangerous.

Socially dangerous.

Communities are fragile.

It takes years to build a relationship, and only a few minutes to break it.

A careless move can cause discord among neighbors.

A moment of anger can create enemies instead of friends.

And just one punch can set off a chain of events that are beyond anyone's control.

I looked at the clock.

It was almost two o'clock in the morning.

Even though it was late at night, I decided to make one more call.

This time I called Secretary Zaman.

After a few rings, he answered.

I told him everything I knew.

I was surprised to see that he had already heard about the incident.

"I know," he said.

I am in Sirajganj now. I will return tomorrow morning.

"What do we do?" I asked.

"We'll discuss this tomorrow," he replied. "Let's see if we can calm everyone down before things get worse."

His answer seemed reasonable.

Yet there was something in his voice that worried me.

Perhaps this was because none of us fully understood how deeply the incident had already affected the people involved.

Or perhaps it was because the situation had by then reached a point where it could not be resolved through simple talks.

I finally put the phone down and went to bed.

But sleep was not coming at all.

The scene of the incident kept replaying in my mind.

A lawyer is returning home.

A tired man is trying to sleep.

Argument on the other side of the window.

A moment of anger.

Physical attack.

Damaged reputation.

And a community suddenly faces a crisis.

Even at that moment, I believed that the matter could be resolved within a day or two.

A meeting.

A few apologies.

Some mediation.

Maybe a handshake.

Perhaps a promise not to make the mistake again.

This is how most neighborhood disputes ended.

Unfortunately, this wasn't going to be one of those kinds of disputes.

None of us realized it at the time, but the events of that night had already sparked something bigger.

The consequences will soon extend far beyond a simple argument between two neighbors.

They would reach the police station.

Courtroom.

Prison cell.

And finally, almost every member of our community.

The real story had just begun.
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