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A brief history of the battle for truth and justice of a writer
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### **Story: "The light of the background"**


**Part 1: The Beginning**
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**Mamunul Haque**

The town isn't very big. Far from the clamor of Dhaka, it's a modest, medium-sized small town. All around are dust-covered roads, old mango trees, tin-roofed houses, and a sliver of a field where the local boys play football in the afternoon.

This was the town where Mamunul Haque was born. He was only twenty-two. He had completed his Intermediate from the local college. Unlike the other boys, he wasn't engrossed in looking for a job or thinking of taking over his father's business. Mamunul Haque's mind was in another world—he wanted to be a writer.

Since childhood, he had been obsessed with reading books. He had read almost every storybook available in their small town's library. Rabindranath, Sarat Chandra, Selina Hossain—he read them all! Reading these, a thought eventually came to him: "What if I could write... What if people read my words and were moved to tears, or to laughter!"

But real life isn't that simple.

His father—Mosharraf Mia—was a small shopkeeper in the town market, running a spice store all day. His mother had only one dream—for her son to get a good job and bring prosperity to the household. In their eyes, writing was not a practical pursuit.

— “Will writing fill your stomach?” his father often said.

— “Get your B.A. degree, try for a government job. You can write as a hobby.”

Mamunul listened in silence. But deep down, he knew he was perhaps killing his own dream this way.

**Neela**

There was another color in Mamunul's life—Neela.

His classmate, a girl from the same town. Dark eyes, a shy smile, and brilliant in her studies. Neela was the first to read Mamunul's writing. One day at the college canteen, Mamunul mustered the courage to hand her a notebook with a story he had written. The story was strangely simple—about the dream of a little village girl.

Two days later, Neela returned the notebook and simply said—

— “You can really write.”

This was the greatest recognition of Mamunul's life. An invisible bond formed between them from then on.

**The Inner Conflict**

But the conflict between dream and reality remained. On one hand, his father's expectations; on the other, his own desire to be a writer. At night, after everyone was asleep, Mamunul would turn on his table lamp and start writing. Notebook after notebook filled with his stories—no one read them, yet he kept writing.

[image: ]

––––––––
[image: ]


Neela sometimes asked to read them, and after reading, she would say—

— “If you really persevere, you will succeed one day.”

But no matter how sweet those words sounded; society's reality was the exact opposite. Whenever relatives visited, they would ask Mamunul—

— “What are you studying now?”

— “Are you trying for any jobs?”

No one ever asked— “What are you writing?”

Hearing these things, his heart sometimes broke.

**The Incident Begins**

One evening, on his way back from the market, Mamunul saw a strange crowd in front of the town's old library. Going inside, he saw a small literary gathering in one corner. Some local writers and poets had gathered. A banner hung in front of the stage—

“Young Writers' Competition 2013”

Mamunul's heart began to pound. This was the opportunity he needed, a place where he could present his writing! But mustering courage wasn't easy.

Returning home, he told Neela—

— “I think I'll submit my writing there.”

Neela smiled,

— “This is your chance. You can't be afraid. I'm with you.”

That night, for the first time, Mamunul dreamed that his words might one day truly touch people's hearts.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

**Part 2: The Conflict Begins**
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The poster for the literary competition kept swirling in Mamunul's mind.

For days, he couldn't sleep. Which piece should he submit? Were his old stories good enough? Or should he write something new?

Finally, one night, under the faint light of his table lamp, he began writing a new story. The story was a reflection of his own town—about a poor boy who dreams of becoming a writer one day, despite a thousand adversities. The story also had a shadow of Neela, though only she would recognize it if she understood.

**Family Pressure**

Just as he finished writing the story, another storm hit.

One evening, his father called him and said,

— “Mamunul, you've passed your exams. How long will you roam around unemployed? Learn the trade, come work at the shop. I can't manage alone.”

Mamunul replied in a trembling voice,

— “Father, I want to write. I'm thinking of submitting a piece for a competition.”

Mosharraf Mia stopped short, then said sternly—

— “And yet there's no rice in the house, your sister's education is about to stop for lack of money, and you're having pipe dreams! You can't run a household by being a writer.”

His mother's eyes welled up.

— “Get a job, son. We don't understand this writing of yours.”

An uncomfortable silence fell over the dinner table that night.

**Neela's Consolation**

When he told Neela everything, she listened quietly.

Then she smiled softly and said,

— “Don't give up. The family might not understand now, but one day they will be proud.”

Mamunul stared at Neela. Her eyes held a belief that he couldn't even find in himself.

**The Day of the Competition**

Finally, the day arrived. The event was at the town's only town hall. On the small stage sat a few local writers, journalists, and college teachers as judges.

The first few participants read poems, some read short stories. When Mamunul's name was called, his heart trembled. With shaking hands, he opened his notebook and began to read.

At first, a few people laughed—perhaps at his nervous voice. But gradually, the hall fell silent. When Mamunul reached the last line of the story—

“If dreams die, then human existence loses its meaning.”

The audience erupted in applause.

For the first time, Mamunul felt that his writing could truly find a place in people's hearts.

**The Result**

When the results were announced, the judges said—

— “The first prize goes to Mamunul Haque for his story, 'Not a Broken Dream'.”

The entire hall reverberated with applause. Neela watched him with tears in her eyes. Mamunul felt that all his past pain and despair had finally become worthwhile.

**An Unknown Danger**

But the happiness was short-lived.

On his way home after the competition, two strangers blocked his path.

— “You're Mamunul?”

— “Yes...”

— “You made quite a name for yourself today! But be careful... your story keeps alluding to some very important people. Those who are submerged in the darkness within society will not tolerate this.”

Having said this, they vanished.

Mamunul was stunned. The story was just imagination! But somehow, his characters had coincided with some influential people in town. How could something he wrote from his imagination, inspired by real events, match anyone? But it did.

––––––––
[image: ]


[image: ]

––––––––
[image: ]


That night, he learned that becoming a writer wasn't the only challenge; if he wanted to write the truth, he would have to face even greater risks.
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**Part 3: The Shadow of Darkness**
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The joy of winning the competition didn't last long. Fear crept into Mamunul's heart. The threat from those two strangers echoed in his mind.

“Be careful... your story keeps alluding to some very important people.”

Mamunul had first thought it was a coincidence, but within days, things took a strange turn.

**Unfamiliar Gaze**

When he went to the market, he could feel someone following him. Whispers in the shop gatherings—

— “That's the boy who writes... They say he writes very brave stories.”

— “Brave? No, foolish! If you go against the town's big shots with this writing, you won't survive.”

Though his heart quivered at such words, he remained silent.

**Neela's Family's Objection**

Meanwhile, Neela's family found out that Mamunul was engrossed in writing and had no intention of getting a job. Neela's mother told her daughter directly—

— “You shouldn't keep this relationship with that boy. Can a household run on writing? Can anyone fill their stomach by being a writer?”

Neela protested,

— “But Mother, he has real talent. He will succeed one day.”

But Neela's father said in a stern voice—

— “We cannot entrust our daughter with the dream of becoming a writer. Tell Mamunul this relationship ends here.”

**Mamunul's Crisis**

Neela told Mamunul everything. Her eyes were tearful, her voice trembling.

— “I don't know what to do... I believe in your dream, but my parents... they won't agree.”

Mamunul felt his world crumbling. On one side, his family; on the other, his love; and on top of that, an
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