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"Oh Lord! Has it suddenly gotten cold?" Freddie exclaimed, startled.

"What do you mean?" Martin glared at him.

"A cold gust of wind just brushed against my neck, even though the garden air is warm."

"It's from the bench next to us," Martin said in a low voice.

"From there, the bench next to us?" Freddie made a face.

"A gentleman is sitting there, sighing heavily again and again. If he keeps this up, I'm sure the warm air of the garden will turn cold," Martin chuckled.

Now Freddie turned to look. He was a young man, with such profound sadness etched on his face that they had rarely seen anyone look so sorrowful. His clothes were very neat and clean. He had light slippers on his feet.

"He seems troubled by circumstances, let's help him."

"Alright, let's go."

Both of them got up and went to sit beside him. He looked at them in surprise.

“We actually came to thank you,” Freddie said. Martin immediately glared at him.

“What do you mean?” he asked, startled.

“It’s quite hot today, even the air up to the national park is warm, but because of you, the air in the garden has become quite cool. And if you sit here a little longer, the weather will change a lot, and everyone in the garden will feel this change, and then everyone will be seen thanking you.”

They saw a spontaneous smile spread across his face, and they also heard the sound of his laughter.

“Thank God, you smiled and even laughed. By the way, can we help you with anything, can we be of any use to you?”

“You can’t, I know that.”

“Whatever you know, just tell us too, so we can thank you.”

“There’s no use, I’ve told my story to many sympathizers like you! No one could do anything for me, what will you be able to do? You are so young, you can’t even be employed, I mean you’re not free to do whatever you want, you probably have to do everything with your parents’ permission.”

“I’m not wrong, am I?”

“Yes!” Martin said this time.

"You mean I am wrong."

"Yes!" This time Martin spoke.

"You two are a bit strange," he said.

"We two are a bit poor as well."

"I didn't understand." He was surprised.

"No matter, we'll manage somehow," Freddie said.

"I still don't understand." His tone held even more surprise.

"Well, never mind, what will you do by understanding? And tell us, what is your problem?"

"The problem isn't going to be solved, so what's the point of asking what you'll do?"

"Do you think no one in the world can solve your problem?"

"I can't say that, but it's highly likely."

"Still, at least you could tell us."

"Alright, I'll tell you, but so far, everyone who has asked me hasn't been able to do anything for me, so now I've become disappointed."

"Don't you know what?" Martin asked.

"Know what?"

"Despair is a sin."

"A cleric said that too, but what can I do? For me, there's nothing left in this world except despair."

"Now we will definitely hear your story."

"My story is that I don't know who I am, what I am."

"What are you saying, brother?" Freddie said in surprise.

"A year ago, I found myself lying in a jungle. When I opened my eyes, I looked at myself, looked around, and started thinking, who am I, where am I, what place is this? Then I saw cars passing on the road, I came onto the road. Many cars passed, then a kind man stopped his car and asked me,

'Where will you go? I can give you a lift.'

'I don't know.'

'I don't know... I don't know where to go, I don't know anything about myself...'

'What do you mean?' The car driver was astonished hearing me. Then he made me sit in the car and drove off. I didn't object. He is a doctor; he brought me to his house. He has a hospital set up at home too. He checked me, checked my brain, then told me that there are signs of injury on my brain. Because of these injuries, my memory is completely gone and I have completely forgotten my past. Now I live with that doctor. He has named me Ray because I don't even know my own name. He has given me a quarter to live in; I get food from there too, and I do some chores for his house. Actually, he has many staff there; I'm not told to do any work, whatever I do, I do of my own free will."

"And he started your treatment?"

Yes! He keeps giving me medicines, but so far I haven't felt any difference. My memory is still lost; there's no sign of it returning anytime soon.

"There are two or three very strange things about this. Why did no one search for you? You must have lived in some house, you must have parents, siblings, other relatives. When you went missing, why didn't those people search for you? And how did you end up in that jungle?"

"I have no answers to all these questions. I am in complete darkness."

"If you want, if we are to do something for you, then take us to that doctor. Perhaps we can learn something about you from him, and based on that information, we can take the next step."

"He is very good; he will be happy to meet you."

"Then let's go."

"But how will we go? You can't walk there."

"Why, how did you come?"

"That's different for me; I just wander around."

"Come on, we'll get a ride like this."

"Just to be clear, I don't have enough money to pay for a taxi."

"Don't you worry about that."

Now they brought him out of the park. Their car was parked here.

"Tell us the doctor's address."

"I can't tell you anything, but I can take you there."

"Okay, then show us the way." Freddie made a face.

They seated him in the front seat. The car started moving; he kept giving directions. Eventually, they stopped outside a large and magnificent hospital.

"Come, I'll take you to the doctor."

He led them inside, soon bringing them to the doctor's room. A nameplate was on the door; it read:

Dr. Kaan. A line of degrees followed.

"He is a very senior doctor, a specialist in mental diseases and an expert in plastic surgery too."

"Yes, please come with me. He doesn't say anything to me... It's not like you need a check-up for yourselves."

"Hmm... okay."

They entered the doctor's room with him. Dr. Kaan was checking a young man inside; his parents were sitting to one side. When the doctor's eyes fell on them, he couldn't help but be surprised, then displeased.

"Ray! Where had you gone? I sent Caretaker Gauri to look for you three times."

"S... Sorry, Doctor Sahib, I went to the National Park. I really like the flowers there. Well, the flowers at your house are very good too, but I don't know what it is, I feel very restless in that garden, so I go there."

Hmm, I hope you will forgive me.

"It's alright, roaming around is your right and it's very beneficial for your mental state too, so that seeing some scene might bring your memory back. And who are these people? Do you know them, Ray? I don't see patients like this; an appointment is necessary first."

"These are not patients, Doctor Sahib! They are my friends."

"First you bring new friends every day. Well, if they have become your friends, then take them to your quarter."

"They want to ask you something."

"Yes, please, but be quick, I'm very busy. There's a line of patients outside... I mean, patients are lined up."

"Yes, we saw before coming in. God has willed it, you are quite a successful doctor. We have heard his story; we just want to know in which jungle, near where, you found him."

"On the Road that goes towards Leader Town, at the seventh kilometer, I found him standing there, but that was a year ago."

"We want to help him. Our names are Martin and Freddie; we are Inspector Nate's children," Martin said quickly.

A silence fell. Hearing this, he was surprised... "But what will you do by going to that jungle now?"

"What you should have done a year ago! After hearing his story, you should have..."

"...taken help from the police. Perhaps the police could have found out something about him... Anyway! Now we will do this work... Thank you very much. Can we take him to that place in the jungle with us?"

"Certainly, why not? If he has no objection, you can take him."

"M... I will go happily," Ray said immediately.

"Okay, I will pray for your success. It is my own heartfelt desire that this poor fellow's relatives are found. The most puzzling thing is why nothing has been published in any newspaper from their side so far, why no report was filed at any police station."
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