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This novel plan presents a complex and multi-layered mystery story, divided into 60 episodes. The main plot revolves around the theft of a priceless painting, 'The Blue Apsara', from the 'Shitalchhaya' mansion of (landlord) Randhir Sengupta. Private detective Durjoy Bhattacharya, alias Dujo, and his nephew Bishu are called in to solve the mystery after local police fail.

Chapter 1: The Curse of the Blue Apsara (Episodes 1-15)

The story begins on a foggy morning with the theft of 'The Blue Apsara'. Dujo and Bishu start their investigation, interrogating Randhir Sengupta, his daughter Rita, the family doctor Ajit Roy, and the butler Shambhunath. The first clue is a mysterious note found beneath the painting ("Light under darkness, lies behind truth"), which adds depth to the story. Durjoy uncovers a secret chamber in the mansion and the hidden aspects of each character. Ultimately, Dr. Ajit Roy is identified as the thief, who committed the act out of jealousy.

Chapter 2: The Shadow of Old Sins (Episodes 16-30)

Even after 'The Blue Apsara' is returned, some questions linger in Dujo's mind. This chapter unravels a new mystery surrounding Rita's mother's mysterious death and a family jewelry theft. The arrival of the young artist Arnab and his relationship with Rita brings a new twist to the story. Shambhunath's secrets and Randhir Babu's old feud with a business partner introduce new suspects in this chapter. Dujo reviews old letters and medical reports written by Rita's mother to discover the real cause of her death and its connection to 'The Blue Apsara'.

Chapter 3: A Deeply Rooted Conspiracy (Episodes 31-45)

This chapter expands the scope of the story, hinting at a larger international art smuggling syndicate's conspiracy behind the theft of 'The Blue Apsara' and the family jewels. Dujo receives an anonymous letter and travels outside Kolkata in search of the syndicate. Arnab and Rita also get involved in the investigation and face danger. Dujo searches for a spy within the mansion and uncovers the dark side of the art world and its corruption. In this chapter, the identity of the syndicate's real mastermind, an unexpected person from the upper echelons of society, begins to be revealed.

Chapter 4: The Final Game (Episodes 46-60)

In this final chapter of the novel, the mastermind's full identity is exposed, and Dujo enlists the help of international police to capture them. Rita becomes active in seeking revenge for her mother's death, and Arnab uses his knowledge of art to decipher the syndicate's secret code. Shambhunath reveals an old secret passage in the mansion. Dujo sets a big trap to catch the mastermind, which is activated at an art exhibition or auction. After extreme tension, unexpected twists, and a final battle, the mastermind is caught. At the end of the story, all mysteries are solved, the characters' wounds heal, and Dujo moves on to the next mystery.
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Chapter 1: The Curse of the Blue Apsara (Episodes 1-15)
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Episode 1: The Cloak of Fog
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That winter morning was silent, shrouded in a dense blanket of fog. 'Shitalchhaya' mansion, located on the outskirts of Kolkata, with its ancient architecture and vast garden, was a mystery in itself. In the faint light of dawn, the spires of the mansion were vaguely visible, as if an ancient dream was submerged in the depths of the fog. The surrounding trees, even the dew drops on the blades of grass, were invisible due to the fog. A cold silence enveloped the surroundings, broken only by the distant calls of a couple of birds.

The owner of this mansion was landlord Randhir Sengupta. In his seventies, but his eyes still held a strange obsession with art. He was not just a wealthy landlord, but also a renowned art collector. Every corner of his mansion was filled with priceless paintings, sculptures, and ancient artifacts from home and abroad. For Randhir Babu, these artworks were not just assets; they were a reflection of his life, a part of his very existence. In particular, the painting 'The Blue Apsara' was his life's greatest achievement, which he often boasted about. It was a legendary painting, worth crores of rupees.

But the silence of that morning was shattered by a sharp scream—the cry of Randhir Babu's only daughter, Rita Sengupta. That scream pierced the silence of the fog and echoed through every corner of the mansion, like a dreadful ominous sign.

Local police quickly arrived at the scene upon receiving the news. Inspector Roy and his team entered the mansion. They examined the secure room; spoke briefly with Randhir Babu and Rita. The door to the room was intact, the windows were closed, and there were no signs of forced entry. Everything suggested that the painting had simply vanished into thin air. The police observed for a long time but found no clear clues. The complexity of the mystery seemed like a puzzle to them. In the end, unable to find a solution, they marked the case as 'unsolved' and left, as if the mystery had disappeared before their very eyes, just like the fog.

Randhir Babu did not stop there. He had to find a trace of the stolen treasure. So, he called a detective.

About an hour after the police left, an old model Ambassador car stopped at the mansion's gate. Two men got out of the car. One was middle-aged, nearly fifty, with a sharp intellect visible in his eyes and on his face. He wore a simple cotton kurta and thick-rimmed glasses. This was the private detective Durjoy Bhattacharya, known in his circles as 'Dujo'. His every step was slow and steady, but his gaze was as sharp as a hawk's. Next to him was a young man, about twenty-two. With a strong build and a look of courage and intelligence in his eyes, he was Dujo's nephew and assistant, Bishu. Dujo was known for his calm demeanor and prudence, while Bishu was known for his courage and quick decision-making ability.

Dujo entered the mansion. The fog from outside seemed to have entered inside as well, a chilly atmosphere enveloping him. In the drawing room, Randhir Babu, Rita, the family doctor Ajit Roy, and the old servant Shambhunath still stood with panic-stricken faces. Worry and uncertainty were visible in everyone's eyes.

Dujo introduced himself and calmly observed the situation. His eyes noticed every minute detail. He wanted to go directly to the secure room where 'The Blue Apsara' was kept. Randhir Babu accompanied Dujo to the room. The room was still a bit messy after the police's examination, which made it easier for him to observe the crime scene. Dujo bent down and noticed something beneath the picture frame. It was a small, folded piece of paper. It was so small that no one had given it much importance. Dujo carefully picked it up and read it. It was written in clear letters:

"Darkness under light lies behind truth."

Dujo stood still for a moment, holding the piece of paper. A new curiosity played in his eyes. This was no ordinary theft; it was a complex puzzle, pulling him into the depths of the mystery. Bishu came and stood beside him, a question in his eyes as well. Dujo sighed deeply. An invisible thief hidden in the fog had thrown a new challenge at them.
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Episode 2: The First Interrogation
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When Dujo returned to the drawing room with the piece of paper in his hand, Rita, Dr. Ajit Roy, and Shambhunath all had the same look of worry and panic on their faces. The police's failure had only deepened their frustration. Dujo gave them a calm smile, which reassured them a little. Bishu, meanwhile, had already pulled a chair from Randhir Babu and arranged a seat for Dujo.

Sitting on the chair, Dujo began in his characteristically calm voice, "I am Durjoy Bhattacharya, and this is my nephew Bishu. You can call me Dujo. Don't be disappointed that the police have left. I am confident that we can untangle this mystery."

Randhir Sengupta looked up at Dujo with a pale face. "Durjoy Babu, my 'Blue Apsara' is the most valuable thing in my life. Its value is not just in terms of money; many family memories are attached to it. It is a priceless legacy from my ancestors." A deep sorrow spilled from his voice. Dujo understood that this painting was not just an artwork to Randhir Babu; it was a part of his soul.

"I know, Randhir Babu," Dujo said sympathetically. "I understand your pain. But right now, we need to stay calm and provide all the information accurately. First, I need each of you to tell me in detail what you were doing last night."

First, Rita Sengupta spoke. Her eyes were swollen, and her voice was choked with tears. "I... I was in my room last night. I had dinner with my father, and then went to my room to read some books. I fell asleep around midnight. When I went to call my father in the morning, that's when I saw... 'The Blue Apsara' was gone." Rita broke down in tears again. There was a kind of restlessness in her words, as if she was hiding something, or a deep mental stress had gripped her. Dujo keenly observed her every word and facial expression. A deep sorrow was hidden behind Rita's beauty, which did not escape Dujo's notice.

Next was Dr. Ajit Roy. His age was close to Randhir Babu's, but his appearance was much calmer and composed. He said slowly, "I was playing chess with Randhir Babu last night. Our game ended around midnight. Then I went to my room. I didn't hear any unusual sounds or anything. The security system of the mansion is so strong that it is impossible for an outsider to enter here." There was a kind of overconfidence in Dr. Roy's words, which raised a slight suspicion in Dujo's mind. How could he be so certain that no outsider had come?

Finally, the servant Shambhunath. The fear was still clear on his face. "I was awake all night, Sir. My job is to look after the mansion. But I didn't hear a single sound last night. This is like a ghost's work! Such an incident has never happened in this mansion before." Shambhunath's voice was trembling. His long-standing loyalty and devotion to the mansion were unquestionable, but his 'ghost' theory seemed strange to Dujo. It was not normal for an experienced butler to say such a thing.

Dujo listened to everyone attentively. He noticed Rita's restlessness, Dr. Roy's excessive confidence, and Shambhunath's simple fear. Everyone's mental state was different, but a kind of suppressed tension was working within all of them.

"I have seen the secure room," Dujo said, "The door, the windows, everything is intact. There are no signs of forced entry. That's what I find most surprising. The police said the same thing." There was surprise in Dujo's voice, but his eyes were firm. Bishu stood beside him, taking notes and listening to Dujo's every instruction carefully.

Randhir Babu sighed and said, "Yes, Durjoy Babu. I had the highest security arrangements for 'The Blue Apsara'. The walls of the room are bulletproof, the door is made of steel, and the key is only with me. I don't understand how the painting could have disappeared from such a secure room."

Dujo took the piece of paper in his hand and looked at it again. "Darkness under light lies behind truth." This puzzle was now their only clue. Dujo understood that this theft was not a simple crime; there was a deep conspiracy behind it, hidden in every corner of the mansion. To uncover the truth hidden behind the fog, they had to go even deeper.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Episode 3: Rita's Sorrow
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After the initial police interrogation, Dujo decided to speak with Rita Sengupta alone. They sat in a quiet library room in the mansion, away from the commotion of the drawing room. Bishu stood guard outside to ensure no one disturbed their conversation. Rita was still emotionally distraught, her eyes red, but a certain determination had appeared on her face.

"Rita Devi," Dujo began in his usual calm voice, "I know you are in great pain. But at this moment, your cooperation is extremely important to us. Your mother is gone, and you are Randhir Babu's only support. You must be strong in this situation."

Dujo looked at Rita intently. A deep sorrow was hidden behind her tears, a pain that went beyond the loss of 'The Blue Apsara.' Dujo’s experienced eyes could tell it was the result of a long-standing, unspoken anguish.

Rita sighed deeply. "I know, Dujo Babu. But this mansion... all of this feels like a nightmare to me now. 'The Blue Apsara' was not just my father's favorite painting; it was my mother's too. After my mother passed away, my father became even more protective of this painting."

"When did your mother pass away, Rita Devi?" Dujo’s question was soft but inquisitive.

Rita looked down. "About fifteen years ago. In an accident. I was very young then." A suppressed pain was evident in her voice. "After my mother left, my father withdrew even more. He would immerse himself in his artwork. Our relationship... it just changed. I know he loves me, but that old, simple relationship is no longer there."

Dujo kept his gaze on Rita's face. Randhir Sengupta's passion for art may have intensified after his wife's death. But Dujo noticed a certain distance and resentment in Rita's words. Is such a relationship between a father and daughter normal?

"Was your mother's death truly an accident, Rita Devi?" Dujo asked directly.

Rita was startled. Her eyes widened. "Why would you say that, Dujo Babu? Yes, it was an accident. The police said so, too." There was a kind of intensity in her voice that heightened Dujo’s suspicion. Was Rita hiding something? Or did she not know the answer to this question herself?

"Just asking," Dujo said calmly. "Sometimes old events can be connected to the present. Did Randhir Babu's love for 'The Blue Apsara' increase after your mother's death?"

"Yes," Rita nodded. "After my mother died, my father kept the painting even more securely. As if it was his last refuge."

Dujo pondered. Rita's mother's death, Randhir Babu's unusual obsession with art, and Rita's own suppressed sorrow—all seemed to be tied together by an invisible thread. Was the line from the poem found in Rita's diary ('Darkness under light, lies behind truth') merely a poem, or was there another meaning hidden behind it? Was Rita involved in this theft in some way? Was a shadow of guilt hidden behind her tears?

Dujo felt his first suspicion about Rita forming. This girl might not be as simple as she appeared. Her past and the complexity of her relationship with Randhir Babu were making this mystery even deeper. Dujo realized that the mystery of 'The Blue Apsara' was not just a story about a lost painting; it was a story of a family's hidden history and the complexity of their internal relationships.
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Episode 4: The Doctor's Calm Face
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After speaking with Rita, Dujo now called Dr. Ajit Roy into the library room. Dr. Roy entered the room with slow steps. The anxiety and restlessness that were present in the other members of the mansion were not at all visible in him. His face was calm, with a composed expression, as if he was ready to perform his professional duty. This calm demeanor seemed a bit unusual to Dujo’s experienced eyes. Was such detachment normal in a major theft where his long-time friend had suffered such a loss?

"Dr. Roy," Dujo said, "I need to talk to you about a few things."

Dr. Ajit Roy sat down opposite Dujo. There was no hurry or restlessness in his posture. "Please ask, Detective. I am ready to help."

"You are a long-time family friend and physician to Randhir Babu," Dujo began. "You are familiar with every corner of this mansion, aren't you?"

Dr. Roy smiled slightly. "Yes, Randhir is my school friend. Our friendship spans over forty years. This mansion is like a second home to me. When Randhir falls ill, I am the one who looks after him." There was a deep sincerity in his voice that proved the depth of their friendship.

"What were you doing last night, Dr. Roy?" Dujo came directly to the main question.

"As I said before," Dr. Roy answered calmly, "I was playing chess with Randhir Babu. Our game finished around midnight. Randhir Babu went to his room, and I returned to my designated room." He spoke each word very clearly and specifically, as if he were testifying in a court.

"After you returned to your room, did you notice any unusual sounds or anything?" Dujo asked.

"No, nothing at all," Dr. Roy said with certainty. "The mansion's security system is so strong that it is impossible for an outsider to enter. And if someone inside had done something, I am sure I would have heard the sound. My room is very close to the secure room."

Dujo stared at him. Dr. Roy's every answer was flawless; his alibi (playing chess) was irrefutable. A person can be this calm and certain when they are completely innocent, or when they know how to hide their crime very well. This overly calm and composed demeanor of Dr. Roy raised a subtle suspicion in Dujo’s mind. After such a major incident, where his close friend had suffered such a great loss, was his unwavering composure normal?

Dujo wondered if there was another motive hidden behind this calm face. His long-standing friendship, his familiarity with the mansion, and his irrefutable alibi—everything kept him off the suspect list, but Dujo’s innate instincts told him otherwise. This perfect picture seemed to be creating a snag somewhere.

"Thank you, Dr. Roy," Dujo said. "We will need your cooperation."

Dr. Ajit Roy stood up, with the same calm smile on his face. After he left the room, Bishu came in. "What do you think, Mamu?" Bishu asked.

Dujo was silent for a moment. "Dr. Roy is too calm, Bishu. Too calm. And his alibi is a bit too perfect. It feels as if everything has been pre-arranged." The first slight suspicion about Dr. Ajit Roy formed in Dujo’s mind. As these case progresses, each of its layers seems to be becoming more and more complex.
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Episode 5: The Butler's Fear

[image: ]




After speaking with Dr. Ajit Roy, Dujo now called the butler, Shambhunath, to the library room. Shambhunath's face was still pale, and his eyes were wide with fear. His trembling hands rubbed against each other, as if he were trying to protect himself from the cold, even though the room was adequately warm. Every one of his movements showed a kind of restlessness, indicating his deep mental stress.

"Shambhunath Babu," Dujo said softly, "you are the oldest and most trusted employee in this mansion. Your experience is very important to us. Please, have a seat."

Shambhunath sat down on a chair, but his body was still shaking. "I... I don't know what's happening, Sir. I have never seen such an incident in this mansion in my life." His voice was almost choked with fear.

"You said you were awake all night and didn't hear any sound," Dujo reminded him. "Are you sure?"

Shambhunath nodded. "Yes, Sir. I am sure. My room is not very far from the picture room. I would have heard even a slight sound. Every night I check every corner of the mansion, making sure all the doors and windows are secure. Last night, I checked everything. Everything was fine." There was a kind of helplessness in his words, as if he couldn't accept this incredible event. "I think it's the work of a ghost, Sir! Otherwise, how could a painting disappear from such a secure room?"

His 'ghost' theory surprised Dujo a little. Why would an experienced butler, who knows every detail of the mansion, say something so illogical? Was it his simple belief, or was he trying to hide something behind his fear?

"The work of a ghost?" Dujo smiled faintly. "Shambhunath Babu, we live in the real world. Ghosts don't steal paintings."

Shambhunath sighed. "I know, Sir. But I can't find any explanation for this. I have been working in this mansion for almost forty years. Landlord Randhir Sengupta’s father and his father before him... I have been serving this family for three generations. This mansion is not just a workplace to me; it's my home. I don't want any harm to come to this family. For a valuable item like 'The Blue Apsara' to vanish like this seems unbelievable to me."

Shambhunath's words clearly showed his long-standing service and deep loyalty to the mansion. His eyes were moist, which proved his sincerity. He was like a living part of the mansion itself, with memories attached to every brick and piece of wood. His emotion touched Dujo. Could such a man really be involved in a theft?

But Dujo’s professional mind forced him to ask another question. "Shambhunath Babu, you say the mansion's security is so strong that it's impossible for an outsider to enter. Randhir Babu said the same thing. So, how could anyone enter such a secure room? If no one came from outside, was the thief inside the mansion?"

Dujo looked Shambhunath directly in the eyes. Shambhunath's face turned even paler. He lowered his head and gave no answer. His fear seemed to have increased. This question might have been swirling in his mind as well, but he couldn't admit it.

Dujo realized that Shambhunath's fear was not just about the theft, but about some deeper truth behind it. His 'ghost' theory might have been a way to hide this internal fear. Only one question was now swirling in Dujo's mind: If no one came from outside, whom is the thief? Is the invisible thief hiding inside the mansion? This question encouraged him to investigate even deeper. From him, Dujo also learned about Arnab, who had left the house just a few days ago, having come to make a replica of the painting.
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Episode 6: Arnab's Shadow
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After finishing his conversation with Shambhunath, Dujo returned to Randhir Sengupta. Randhir Babu was still restlessly pacing, the signs of worry clear on his face. The absence of 'The Blue Apsara' seemed to have taken the life out of him. Dujo inquired about a new matter that had raised new suspicions in his mind.

"Randhir Babu," Dujo said in a calm yet firm voice, "you were having a replica of your 'Blue Apsara' made, weren't you? Can you tell me anything about this?"

Randhir Babu was startled. "Yes, Dujo Babu. You heard correctly. I was always worried about the security of 'The Blue Apsara'. So I decided to have a perfect replica made and keep the original in an even more secure place. However, this incident happened before I could carry out that decision." Disappointment dripped from his voice.
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