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No. They couldn't help but be surprised to see him so terrified. Freya immediately said:

"What happened, sir? Are you feeling alright?"

"Yes! I'm fine... What happened to his grandfather... When did he die?"

"He was murdered, sir," Felix said, grimacing.

"What... No!" he shouted... Now the fear in his eyes intensified. "What is this all about?..."

"Now... now you will have to stay here... You cannot leave... For God's sake, don't go."

"You people are strange too... A little while ago you were saying... 'We don't need you... You can go.' Now you're saying we can't leave."

"If Cyrus's grandfather has really been murdered, then in that case, I am not safe... He will surely target me... Cyrus's grandfather could have told me something about him, but he eliminated him... Now I'm in a strange situation... It seems he doesn't want to harm any member of my family... only and only... he wants to kill me..." There was immense fear in his tone...

They had never seen him so terrified before... What was it? "Can't you do something for me?"

"We can certainly try... but you will have to tell us... What grudge does this unknown man have against you?"

"I don't know anything, I just have a guess... and that's an old guess too... nothing new."

"What kind of talk is this..." he retorted.

"This is exactly what happened... However, there is a belief in our family. That these actions against us were started by my grandfather's brother, Devlin Kane ... When he died, his son took over this duty. And now perhaps his son has..."

"Do you know the name of Devlin Kane 's son?"

"Unfortunately, this is just a belief, or I don't know if it's even true or not. Since Devlin Kane  left our house, and no trace of him was ever found since then... so how could we have found out about his son or grandson?"

"Hmm, you're right... That means... if this murder and mayhem was started by Ali Jan, then his grandson is now carrying out his duty... What else can be said?"

"And who is he? Where is he?... We don't know." "Yes, exactly."

"Did your grandfather really do some injustice to that family?"

"Not to my knowledge... The things I've heard... are that they took their share of the wealth and separated, but then they lost all their wealth in gambling... After that, it's possible... they came to grandfather for financial help and grandfather gave them a blunt refusal... and that's how they became his enemies." "Absolutely right... It must have happened like that... Then this old revenge has been continuing, and now you are about to be caught in the vortex of this revenge."

"Yes! Cyrus's grandfather's murder points in that direction... Therefore, I have really become frightened now, whereas before I used to consider it a joke."

"It's clear now... it was no joke. However, the question that arises here now is... who is he... who knows the murderer's plan?"

"The murderer," Marcus said immediately.

"What do you mean?" he was startled.

"If the murderer doesn't know his own plan, then who will?" "But why did the murderer need to warn us..."

"No, sir... It can't be like that... If he made the call, then he created a lot of difficulties for himself, whereas if he hadn't informed us, he could have quietly gone about his work."

"Well, only he can tell why he made the call."

"But there's also a strong possibility that someone else made the call."

"But who is that someone else... and how did he find out about the murderer's plan?"

"Yes! That is the question... Who is he?"

"This has only increased our confusion..."

"The good news is that Edmund Victor is now ready to let us stay here."

"Hmm. I am compelled."

At that very moment, his eldest son entered: "Baba Jan, someone on the inside phone wants to talk to you."

"Oh, okay." Saying this, he turned to them. "Excuse me," he said, slapping his hand to his head.

"No problem."

He went inside... Cyrus stayed behind: "Why do you want to stop me now?"

Marcus smiled. "Because you could be the grandson of Devlin Kane ."

"What are you saying... We have been servants of this family for generations... My grandfather was a servant of Khan Sahib's grandfather, my father served his father, and I serve him... Now how can I be Ali Jan's grandson?"

"You could be," Felix smiled.

"How?" he exclaimed.

"Like this: When Julian LordSahib took his share of the wealth and separated, and he lost all the money in gambling, he came to his brother to ask for more money, but Julian Lordrefused... So they became intent on revenge... they planned to murder Devlin Kane ... and after quietly murdering your grandfather and burying him somewhere, they came to the mansion in his guise... Now the grandfather knew that a servant was working in the house. But in reality, he was his brother and his mortal enemy. Then, according to their plan, they murdered him... The idea was that Julian Lordhad done this... Now how could the police find him? He was present in the mansion himself in the guise of a servant. Then, when he was about to die, he made a will to his son... to kill Devlin Kane's son... He promised and died... Similarly, when he himself was about to die, he took a promise from you... Now, for a man who is present in the house himself, this task is not difficult. That's why you cannot go."

"But I have to go to the funeral, don't I?"

"Yes, why not. But with the plainclothes men... No one will stop you with them... It will be assumed that they have come from the city with you to attend the funeral. Your two friends and that's it... What do you think?"

"Okay... I have no objection. You arrange the plainclothes men to go with me. After the funeral, I will come back here."

"Oh, certainly. This task is a piece of cake for us."

And then they sent two plainclothes men with him.

"Now we have no work left here... As soon as Cyrus returns... we will also return... He will be kept under surveillance anyway... Therefore, you don't need to be frightened." "So you are sure... that Cyrus... is actually Ali Jan's grandson."

"Yes, absolutely... Don't worry." "Then you are mistaken." he said, perturbed. "We don't understand," Felix said.

"What if he gives those plainclothes men the slip and disappears?" "Those plainclothes men are not ordinary policemen... they are very special men."

"Oh, then it's fine." And they took their leave from there and came home. Mrs. Mark Reynolds blossomed upon seeing them. But at that very moment, the phone rang... He was startled and moved towards the phone... His mother frowned... He pressed the speaker button. His father's voice came: "Are you people at home?"

"Yes, we just got home."

"Stay right there. I'm coming."

"That's great news, Uncle !" Felix said in an enthusiastic voice.

"There's something in your voice... Have you pulled off some great feat?"

"Can't say anything for certain yet."

"Oh, okay."

And then he reached home.

"But Uncle is not in sight." There was surprise in Freya's tone.

"He's gone to do a job... He'll come here after finishing... First, you tell us what you've been up to till now."

They narrated the whole story.

"So you think... Cyrus is responsible for this whole mess?"

"Yes! Again and again, the same feeling arises... The caller's voice resembles Cyrus's... Then his grandfather's murder points towards him. As for that writing, if he hadn't been in a hurry to go to the funeral, we would have obtained a sample of his handwriting from him. And then this case would have been solved... Anyway, we'll do that when he returns."

"Very good! It's reassuring to know all this... You really are excellent investigators... But a 'locket' has appeared in the middle of it all," she said with a smile.

"A locket in the middle... Yes... What do you mean?"

"Well... a locket means a locket."

"Still, what are you trying to say?"

"We found a locket outside the mansion... That locket belongs to a famous thug, Jacka... What is Jacka's locket doing outside the mansion?"

"You can ask him that."

"I've sent your Uncle Mercy and Professor Uncle for this matter."

"Yes.. What do you mean?"

When she explained the details to them, they started laughing: "Wow... This time even both Uncles are doing detective work."
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