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The Nagamoni: A Mystery That Transcends Reality
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The Nagamoni is more than a legend. It's a mythical blue-green crystal that grants ultimate power and controls the very essence of human consciousness.

When Detective Dujo, a man of logic and steel, is drawn into the hunt for the fabled artifact, he faces a scientific and spiritual labyrinth left by ancient, power-hungry Zamindars. His enemy is the ruthless Second Guard, a fanatic obsessed with wielding the crystal's power for a dark ritual of 'Body Transference.'

The race to the temple's secret Skeleton Chamber is a deadly intellectual battle against a cunning foe and a centuries-old puzzle—where Dujo must decipher the cryptic technology to understand that the key is the lock, and the lock is the bait.

Dujo achieves the impossible: he defeats the Guard, saves the innocent, and secures the priceless jewel.

But his victory lasts only a heartbeat.

In a blinding flash, a final, desperate act snatches the Nagamoni from his grasp, shoving it not into a thief's pocket, but into the 'Third Dimension,' a void in time and space accessible only at specific cosmic coordinates.

Dujo is left with an empty box and the echo of the Guard's maniacal laugh: "The Original Knowledge was freed with my final move!"

Now, with everything lost Detective Dujo's mission shifts. He must abandon the physical world and pursue the Original Truth into the invisible reality. Myth or reality? The answer waits at the exact point where ancient folklore and advanced quantum science collide.

Dujo's greatest failure is about to become his most dangerous, mind-bending hunt.
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Part 1: The Legend Begins
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The Nagamoni and Its Supernatural Mystery
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In an ancient, unnamed region of West Bengal, at the very edge of the locality, stands a bewildering structure—a dilapidated Shiva temple. Shrouded in centuries of silence and the darkness of the dense forest, this temple is the focal point of a tale the villagers have heard for generations: The Legend of the Nagamoni. This tale is not just about a supernatural treasure; it is a symbol of the eternal conflict between ancient human faith, deep greed, and the logic of modern science.

Nagamoni! The very name sends a cold, mysterious shiver down the spine of the villagers. According to ancient texts and oral tradition, this gem is the central jewel on the hood of an Ichchhadhari Naga (a shape-shifting, wish-fulfilling serpent). Its light pierces the darkness of the night, shining brilliantly; the light is said to be so intense that it dazzles the eye upon a single glance. But the gem is not famous merely for its external beauty; it holds cosmic power.

It is believed that the Nagamoni is not only a light for travelers in the dead of night, but it also bestows its holder with unlimited power and immortality. Some of the key powers attributed to it are:

Healing and Vitality: Legend says that a slight touch of the gem can cure complex and incurable diseases. It grants the holder an inexhaustible vitality, helping them remain fresh and energetic even after crossing a hundred years.

Attraction of Wealth: According to folklore, where the Nagamoni resides, wealth and good fortune spontaneously accumulate. The gem itself seems to miraculously attract abundance and can reveal the location of hidden treasure troves deep underground.

Natural Control: The most terrifying and thrilling power mentioned is the partial control over nature. The holder of the Nagamoni can supposedly stop the rain and calm a storm—although the use of these powers is extremely rare.

Protection from Evil: It acts like a shield, protecting the holder from all kinds of evil forces, black magic, and curses.

However, this power is intertwined with a terrifying curse. The only condition for obtaining the Nagamoni is to steal it from the Naga on a full moon night. And if anyone tries to acquire it with ill intentions or solely out of greed, their end is tragic. This is why many mysterious deaths have occurred around the temple, which has further solidified the legend.

The construction and geographical location of the Shiva temple, where the gem is believed to be hidden, only deepen the mystery. Established by the local landlords (Jamindars) about five hundred years ago, the temple is now dilapidated. It stands at the edge of a dense forest, where even sunlight fears to enter. The temple's entrance is unusually North-facing, which is quite exceptional compared to traditional Hindu temple architecture.

Villagers avoid this temple. To them, it is a symbol of a living curse. They believe that the walls, the stairs, and even the soil surrounding the temple are bound by an invisible net to protect the Nagamoni's profound power. A claim persists that a bright blue light is often seen on the temple spire—a flash of the Nagamoni itself. Thus, to the locals, the temple is not just 'Shiva Temple'; it is also known as the 'Den of the Black Cobra' (Kalnagirir Dera) or 'The Landlord's Ghost Temple' (Babubhut-er Mandir). This local fear has protected the temple from human greed for centuries.

In the rational society of the twenty-first century, this ancient folklore naturally faces major questions. Is the existence of the Nagamoni even possible from the perspective of modern science, archaeology, and geology? This very question is what has drawn Detective Dujo and his friend Aniket into the investigation.

Geologists have clearly stated that there is no scientific basis for a gem or pearl to exist in a snake's hood. Biologically, the internal part of a snake's head cannot generate any material that would form a stable crystalline structure like a diamond or a gem. So, what is the source of the legend?

The Fallacy of Bioluminescence: Some scientists speculate that in the deep forest at night, special types of fungi or bacteria might cause a faint glow in some spots, which, when viewed from a distance, could resemble the light of a gem. Ancient people might have mistaken this phenomenon for the supernatural power of the Nagamoni.

Ancient Magical Gem: Another theory is that it is actually a special type of natural crystal or a valuable gem, whose rarity or brilliance made it a symbol of miraculous power. Perhaps in ancient times, a sage or ascetic charged it through a special process, generating some kind of chemical or photo luminescent properties within it.

Greed-Driven Mentality and Mass Psychosis: Throughout human history, powerful or greedy individuals have often sought to hide valuable objects under the guise of the supernatural. It is possible that the landlords spread this terrifying legend of the Nagamoni to protect their vast treasury, ensuring that ordinary people wouldn't venture near the temple out of fear.

All these scientific questions and arguments are on one side, and centuries-old profound faith and folklore are on the other. This massive gap is what draws Dujo into his investigation. Dujo knows that if the gem truly doesn't exist, then there must be some historical truth hidden inside the temple that gave birth to this miraculous story.

The legend of the Nagamoni is no longer merely a story. The recent discovery of a mutilated corpse of a Sadhu (holy man) in a garden near the temple has added a terrifying dimension to this ancient mystery. The Sadhu had entered the temple but never came out. Is his mysterious death the curse of that supernatural power, or is it a human-made conspiracy? This question forms the central trajectory of the story. The legend is no longer just the past; it is a present-day unsolved crime. This mysterious beginning compels Detective Dujo to take up his shield of logic and embark on an adventure where ancient faith and the supernatural challenge reason at every step. Does the Nagamoni truly exist? Or is it merely an elaborate trick to conceal a treasure map? The answer lies in the deep darkness of the temple.
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The Temple and the Story of the Nagamoni
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The last of the relentless monsoon rains that had been pouring all day had eased in the evening, but a heavy, damp atmosphere still lingered on the balcony of the old, aristocratic house in Kolkata. Dujo's flat was on the third floor, and he was sipping his coffee in the dim light of the evening from that balcony. Detective Dujo—the image that typically springs to mind, of a man in a long overcoat, puffing on a pipe, with a serious face—Dujo was the opposite. He was modern, rational, and his greatest weapon was his sharp power of observation, which never rested for a moment.

Sitting next to him was his friend, Aniket, a professional archaeologist and history professor. Aniket held a stack of old newspaper clippings and some tattered book pages. In his characteristic excited manner, Aniket said, "You know, Dujo, what I'm saying isn't some crazy story. Look at these clippings. I've gone through the Lalbazar records—the case truly is unsolved."

Dujo calmly put down his coffee cup and said, "Aniket, being unsolved doesn't mean it's supernatural. It could be police incompetence. Many old Kolkata landlord property disputes remain unsolved. Have you come here to deprive me of my coffee on this rainy evening just to tell me a story about an imaginary Nagamoni?"

Aniket sighed, "Why are you always so rational? Listen! The Sadhu's body was discovered in Jaltuni Garden. What did the forensic report say? No signs of injury, no evidence of poisoning, just a kind of rapid freezing, as happens in the deep winter, yet the incident occurred at the beginning of spring. What does your scientific logic say here?"

This time, a slight expression of curiosity appeared on Dujo's face. Aniket had been telling him about this temple mystery for a long time, but Dujo had never paid attention. However, the peculiar nature of the Sadhu's death made him pause.

"The Sadhu? Did he really go inside the temple?" Dujo asked.

"Yes. The villagers last saw him entering the temple premises. And the next morning, his body was found in Jaltuni Garden—about two hundred yards from the temple. Imagine, this is a case for you. A man is entering an abandoned temple late at night. What is his motive? And why did he die without any injury? And why was his body found in a specific location where the corpses of condemned criminals were once cremated?" Aniket seemed intentionally trying to pique Dujo's curiosity by linking the most spine-chilling parts of the story.

Aniket dramatized his voice, "The villagers believe the Sadhu went to steal the Nagamoni. And the gem was so powerful that its evil glare turned the Sadhu to stone right there."

Dujo smiled wryly. "Turned to stone? Is this the Greek myth of Medusa? Anyway, a motive for theft might exist. But if there really was a gem, it would have been stolen by now. It's the temple of a former landlord's estate; surely thieves or robbers have targeted it many times."

"They have!" Aniket almost shouted. "History confirms it. About 70 years ago, a terrible robbery occurred in that area. A gang of robbers broke into the landlord's treasury. But the funny thing is, they only took the gold coins and jewelry. It was rumored locally that they never even touched the Nagamoni in the sanctum sanctorum. As if some invisible barrier stopped them."

This piece of information profoundly affected Dujo. Dujo doesn't believe in the existence of anything beyond human capacity to explain. But why would a gang of robbers, who risk their lives for a heist, leave behind a legendary gem right before their eyes? This illogicality struck his reasoning.

"Are you suggesting that this Nagamoni is not merely a mythological gem, but that there is an extremely powerful defense system behind it?" Dujo said, with the characteristic sharp intellect of a detective now visible in his eyes.

"I don't know, Dujo," Aniket said, "but this strange confluence of folklore and history fascinates me. The Nagamoni – it's a kind of 'living' gem that can only be used with good intentions. According to ancient belief, it has some chemical or crystalline energy that is far more intense than ordinary gemstones. Some say it generates a type of radiation that can instantly affect the human nervous system. Perhaps the Sadhu's death was the result of such a neurological reaction."

Dujo focused his attention on Aniket. "You are now shifting from folklore to science. Good. But if it is radiation or crystalline energy, it should be measurable. Did the police find anything like that inside the temple or around the Sadhu's body?"

"It was out of reach. There was no such advanced forensic technology at the time, and the Lalbazar investigating team initially dismissed it as a simple heart attack or a death due to cold exposure. Later, when the rumors grew, they investigated further, but the mystery remained unsolved. The file was closed."

Aniket then took out an old, yellowed photograph from his bag. The photo was of the temple's Shiva Lingam. "Look at this Shiva Lingam, Dujo. The villagers say it is made of a kind of stone that glows in dim light at night. Perhaps there is a secret code hidden within it that identifies the Nagamoni's location. Maybe the robbers didn't understand this code."

Dujo picked up the photo. The upper part of the Shiva Lingam showed some faint carvings and symbols, which to the naked eye might appear only as ornamentation. But Dujo, whose trained eye is adept at finding any kind of pattern or anomaly, seemed to grasp something at a glance.

"You mentioned the Shiva Lingam being rotated. Does that have any historical basis?" Dujo asked.

"It does. The old texts describe the temple's architecture. It says, 'The path is closed during worship, Shiva opens the secret door upon receiving the signal.' But the signal is not written anywhere. It only says, 'The tears of the deity are the only key.'"

Dujo's eyes now sparkled. His detective self was fully awakened. This mystery was not just about an ancient gem or the supernatural. It was a battle of wits, a puzzle that has remained unsolved for centuries. The abnormal death of a Sadhu, the legend of a miraculous gem, and a secret code in an ancient temple—all of this created an intense curiosity in Dujo's rational mind.

"Aniket," Dujo said slowly, the light of investigation in his eyes. "Where is the file for this temple? I'll go to Lalbazar tomorrow. I want to know exactly what is meant by 'the tears of the deity', and why this temple has kept its internal mystery secret for so many years."

Dujo didn't believe the miraculous story of the Nagamoni, but the mystery of human greed, historical codes, and an abnormal death hidden behind that story could no longer allow him to rest. Thus began Detective Dujo's terrifying adventure.
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A Glorious Past
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The temple that Detective Dujo and archaeologist Aniket are curious about is known locally as the "Babu-Mandir" (Landlord's Temple). This name suggests that it was once the center of the local landlord's power. But the cruel hand of time has left nothing of that grandeur. Now, the temple stands as a strange mixture of glory and ruin. It is isolated from the village, located on a small hillock at the end of the old Jaltuni Garden—as if intentionally kept away from the civilized world.

The temple was once a magnificent architectural masterpiece of terracotta and limestone. But now, Banyan and Peepal roots have spread like a web over its walls, slowly engulfing it. The masonry has collapsed in many places, and the moss and parasitic plants hanging from the roof look like the hair of a skeleton. Even the sunlight seems to fear entering the temple's interior. A perpetual twilight gloom reigns here, even in the daytime. This temple, once a place of human worship, now stands as a symbol of nature's and times silent revenge.

The terrifying environment surrounding the temple has further solidified local beliefs. Especially the extensive jungle on the southwest corner of the temple, named Jaltuni Garden. This name is synonymous with fear.

Locals believe that Jaltuni Garden was the last resting place for condemned criminals of the landlords. The spirits of many unjudged, prematurely deceased people supposedly still roam here. Villagers have heard strange sighs and groans emanating from the garden's trees at night for centuries. No one accidentally ventures deep into this garden during the day, as an invisible curse is said to lurk in every bend of the garden.

And right at the center of this garden is a vast, black pond. The water of this pond is so dark and opaque that its depth is impossible to guess. In the eyes of the villagers, this pond is not merely a water body—it is a horror. They believe a monstrous fish or aquatic creature resides in the depths of the pond, which supposedly devours one person every year. Slipping on the bank of the pond means certain death. The combined environment of this pond and the Jaltuni Garden has turned the Babu-Mandir into a center of supernatural dread.

In the eyes of the villagers, the dilapidated state of the temple is not natural decay—it is the result of the Nagamoni's curse. They believe the supernatural gem hidden beneath the temple's Shiva Lingam is so powerful and pure that only pure energy can exist around it. Whenever any person tries to approach it with motives of greed or sin, the gem uses its miraculous power to make the place terrifying.


	
Invisible Guardian: Locals believe the Nagamoni is guarded inside the temple by a thousand-year-old Ichchhadhari Naga. This Naga can take human form at any moment and silently devour anyone who enters the temple. If anyone hears a slight whisper near the Shiva Lingam at night, they are convinced that the Naga is making its presence known.

	
Blue Light Delusion: Claims persist that a kind of sharp blue light is seen on the temple spire on full moon or new moon nights. This is allegedly the Nagamoni's radiance. Whenever anyone sees this light, they fear that the Nagamoni is changing its dwelling or about to cast a curse. Upon seeing this light, villagers quickly close their doors and windows.

	
The Sadhu's Death: The mysterious death of the Sadhu a few days ago has intensified this fear manifold. The villagers firmly believe the Sadhu entered the temple driven by greed, and the Nagamoni's supernatural power turned his body to stone and froze him. This incident is no longer just news to the villagers; it is a living proof of the Nagamoni's unbeatable power. The police's failure has only strengthened that belief.



The environment of the temple is terrifying not only for geographical or legendary reasons; its auditory and sensory environment also creates fear.

Profound Silence: As soon as one enters the temple premises, a strange, profound silence engulfs the surroundings. This is not ordinary silence; it is stillness where even the usual sounds of nature are absent. There is no chirping of birds, no buzzing of insects. This silence seems to indicate that the energy of this place is so intense that no life can sustain its presence.

Abnormal Sounds: Within this deep silence, some abnormal sounds occasionally float—the creaking of an old door, the faint murmur of collapsing stones, or the sudden sound of a falling leaf. These sounds, in the deep darkness of the night, create fear in the heart of every person.

Air Movement: When the air flows normally in the locality, the air in the temple premises often remains still. Then, sometimes, without any reason, a sudden gust of intensely cold wind arrives and disappears in an instant. The villagers believe this cold air announces the presence of an evil spirit.

Due to all these folk beliefs, historical terror, and environmental horrors, the Babu-Mandir is not just a dilapidated structure in the eyes of the villagers—it is a living, terrifying turning point. This impregnable wall of fear has protected the Nagamoni and its secret mystery from human greed and curiosity for centuries. And to breach this wall, Dujo must not only be rational, but he must also understand the psychology of this folk fear.
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The Sadhu's Disappearance
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The incident occurred late in the spring, when the night air had suddenly turned abnormally cold. It was the full moon night—the night when villagers believe the Nagamoni's supernatural power is most active.

That evening, a resident from the edge of the village, nearly sixty-year-old Niranjan Das, locally known as the 'Sadhu Baba' (Holy Man), set off towards the mysterious Babu-Mandir. Niranjan Das was no ordinary holy man. He was a long-time ascetic who was more interested in Tantric powers and occult knowledge than mere folklore. The villagers knew that the Sadhu Baba harbored deep greed. He had been secretly researching the temple's history for years. Likely, the legend of the Nagamoni had lured him.

His disciples saw an unusual sparkle in his eyes that evening. He entered the forest path leading to the temple carrying only an old scripture (puthi) and a small brass pot. Villagers saw him from afar, and an unknown fear gripped their hearts. They were sure the Sadhu Baba had risked his life to acquire the Nagamoni.

But then... deep silence.

The night passed. The sun rose. But the Sadhu Baba did not return through the temple gates. Initially, the disciples waited, but when the midday sun began to climb, their anxiety grew. No one dared to go near the temple—fearing the Nagamoni’s curse. They began to believe that the Sadhu Baba had either become a victim of the Ichchhadhari Naga or had been incinerated by the gem's power.

The next afternoon, a few brave village youths finally gathered the courage to head towards the temple. They searched extensively from the main gate outwards. Inside, they found nothing but the broken Shiva Lingam and roots hanging from the ceiling. The Sadhu Baba had seemingly vanished into thin air.

Just then, one of them screamed. The sound came from the direction of the cursed Jaltuni Garden, located in the temple’s southwest corner. Near the pond that was the focus of the villagers' ominous beliefs, strangely, under a small knotty banyan tree, the Sadhu Baba’s body was discovered.

The sight was horrific and unbelievable.

The Sadhu Baba's body was abnormally cold and stiff. It was as if someone had frozen him in intense cold. In the warm spring weather, where a body should have been soft, the Sadhu Baba's skin was like icy stone. Most strangely, his face held a fixed look of fear and terror—as if in his last moments he had witnessed something beyond imagination.

There were no signs of injury on the body. No animal bites, no violent marks, or any indication of a struggle for self-defense were found. His saffron robes were intact, only lightly dusted. Even the brass pot he had carried was clutched tightly in his hand.

This discovery transformed the incident from a normal death into a terrifying turning point. The villagers' belief solidified—this was the Nagamoni's curse. According to them, the Sadhu Baba couldn't withstand the gem's miraculous power, or the Ichchhadhari Nagini had frozen him solely with the chill of its breath without touching him. This horror widened the gap between the villagers and a rational detective like Dujo.

The news spread quickly. The local police retrieved the body. But the forensic report only deepened the mystery.
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Forensic Report Discrepancies:
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Cause of Death: The report stated, "The exact cause of death could not be determined."

Absence of Poison: No evidence of any kind of poisoning was found.

Organs: The internal organs were abnormally preserved, which resisted normal decomposition.

Symptoms of Freezing: Doctors noted signs of severe hypothermia or frostbite, which was utterly impossible on a spring night. It was as if the body's temperature had dropped to dangerous levels within minutes.

This event, devoid of scientific explanation, shocked Dujo's rationalist friend Aniket and compelled him to delve deep into the mystery. If this was not merely a natural death, why was the Sadhu Baba's body in such an abnormal state?


	
Unknown Gas or Chemical: Aniket first hypothesized that the temple might have stored some kind of extremely cold or neuro-toxic gas in ancient times. The Sadhu Baba might have entered that gas chamber, which instantly almost froze his body.

	
Effect of Natural Crystals: If the Nagamoni were truly a rare crystal or radioactive element, the extremely powerful heat or cold radiation emitted by it could have regulated the Sadhu Baba's body temperature.

	
Psychological Shock: Perhaps the Sadhu Baba saw something inside the temple that created intense stress on his brain, causing instantaneous cardiac arrest or a fear-induced death. The impression of that mental trauma remained on his face of fixed terror.



The Sadhu Baba's abnormal death and the initial failure of the police (as described in the following chapter) completely altered the course of the story. Until now, the story of the Nagamoni was just folklore, but now it became a real crime, an unsolved death mystery.

This incident personally interested Dujo in the case. Death by freezing on a spring night, without injury or poison! Dujo's rational mind refused to bow to this illogicality. He knew that where science was silent, there might be hidden a secret technique or historical truth that modern society has yet to discover.

The Sadhu Baba's body was found in Jaltuni Garden, which was the final resting place for condemned criminals. Was this a mere coincidence, or was there a message in the Nagamoni's defense system that the Sadhu Baba was 'a criminal' and thus cast there?

This death was not just the end of a life; it was an irresistible call to Dujo's investigation. The Sadhu Baba's fixed, terrified eyes seemed to ask Dujo: "What did I see? What is hidden inside that temple?"

Until this terrifying death mystery is solved, the Nagamoni will not remain mere folklore to Dujo, but will turn into the target of a deep, dark investigation.
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Jaltuni Garden
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Much of the mystery surrounding the Babu-Mandir revolves around the Jaltuni Garden. Located on the southwest corner of the temple, this place is not just a forest or jungle; it is a dark chapter of history, a dense center of curses and folk fear. The local word 'Jaltuni' means 'place of burning or incineration'. The name itself carries the burden of its spooky past.

In the past, the judicial system of the local landlords was extremely harsh. Capital punishment was common even for minor offenses. But the village cremation ground was far away at the time. Therefore, this secluded garden was chosen as the place for the last rites of condemned criminals, or sometimes for the secret disposal of bodies without even a trial. It is believed that the unsatisfied souls of those criminals who were never judged or who died in extreme agony still roam this garden.

Although the sun's light rarely reaches the ground through the gaps in the leaves during the day, the atmosphere of this garden is perpetually damp and cold. The dense weave of wild creepers, weeds, and century-old trees casts a spectral darkness upon it. No villager dares to enter deep into it even during the day, lest an unsatisfied soul misguides them into danger.
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