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Utterly Useless

My brother was killed in a police encounter.

"What? What did you say? Your brother was killed in a police encounter?"

"Yes!" he said and began to cry uncontrollably. Tears streamed from his eyes so rapidly that our desk became wet. So much so that the flood of tears reached the few papers on the desk, and we became afraid. If he wasn't quieted, we might have to flee the office. So, instead of running, I said in a fluster:

"Look, sir! There's no doubt this is very tragic news and a painful incite for you. However many tears are shed for this incite, they are not enough. But one's own home is the most appropriate place to shed tears, and that too, sitting in a closed room."

"Oh yes! You are right."

"Thank you so much for this consideration. Otherwise, people generally think that I am always completely wrong in everything I say," I said happily. Then it occurred to me that this was not a moment for happiness.

"So, your brother was killed in a police encounter?"

"Yes! That's what the police say."

"And what do you think? Didn't it happen like that?"

"No! Because my brother was not a thief or a dacoit. He was not a criminal," he said.

"What do the police say? Why did your brother confront the police?"

"My brother was an employee at a bank. He was a cashier there. He was carrying cash in the bank's vehicle when the bank informed the police that my brother had fled with the bank's cash. The police immediately pursued the bank's vehicle and finally surrounded it in an open field. The police say he started firing at them. Compelled, the police had to return fire, and as a result, he was killed."

"Hmm! What are you saying? He wasn't fleeing with the cash in the bank's vehicle?"

"Absolutely not. He could never do such a thing."

"Why are you so sure of this? A person can become dishonest at any time."

"Yes, that's true, but I know my brother very well. He was not in favor of earning even a single penny through illegal means."

"Then how did the bank inform the police that he was fleeing?" I asked in surprise.

"The vehicle didn't reach the bank on time. The branch office was called, and they informed that the cash had been sent and it was already very late; the cash should have reached the branch by then. So, there was a lot of running around. Finally, a traffic sergeant reported seeing the bank's vehicle speeding out of the city on the road leading out of town. He remembered it because he had tried to stop the vehicle for speeding, but do drivers ever stop? So, he noted the vehicle's number. Meanwhile, a few police vehicles passed through that intersection. When the traffic sergeant was asked about the bank's vehicle, he immediately told them. The police set off in pursuit and then surrounded the vehicle in an open field. At that moment, firing came from the vehicle. The police fired at the vehicle. My brother was killed during this firing. The police took possession of the vehicle and my brother's body."

"So, was he driving the vehicle himself?"

"Yes, there was no one else with him in the vehicle at that time. The bank people say a driver was sent with him, but he wasn't found with the vehicle. The driver is still missing. No trace of him has been found."

"Oh!" we said in unison.

"You must have read this news in the newspaper."

"Yes, we did read the news, but at that time we considered it a common incite. Such incites keep happening in our country. Bank vehicles are looted, and people are killed in police encounters."

"So, have you now sensed something important about this incite?"

"Yes! The most important aspect of this incite is that driver. Where did he go? What does the police say about him?" I asked.

"The police think the driver and my brother conspired together to steal the bank's cash. The driver had already been dropped off somewhere with the cash, and my brother was taking the vehicle out of the city to dump it in a ditch when he was surrounded."

"Hey! So, didn't the cash fall into the police's hands?" Julian said anxiously.

"What?"

"No, sir. The police didn't even get a whiff of the cash."

"Oh—and how much cash was there in total?"

"Fifteen million Dollar."

"Oh my God! Such a huge amount." Rowan trembled.

"And now this huge amount is missing. The driver is also missing, my brother has been killed... My heart tells me that my brother was not involved in any conspiracy to steal the cash. He himself fell victim to a conspiracy. That's why I have come to you, because the police just laugh at my words, they mock me. They say that whenever someone is killed in a police encounter, their family members say exactly the same things as I am saying. You tell me, what should I do? Where should I go? I can't find a moment's peace without my brother."

"Look, sir. We cannot bring your brother back," Julian said nervously.

"But you can find out what the real matter is?" he said insistently.

"So, you have come to hand over this case to us?"

"Yes, sir! That's exactly it."

"Alright, fine. We will work on this case. First of all, tell us your brother's name?"

"His name is Charles Noble. Sheikh Charles Noble."

"And the driver's name and address? Also, write down your own address?" I said quickly.

"The driver's name is Noah Blake. He lives at 4 King Road, and our house is at 19 King Road."

"So, the driver is also your neighbor?" Ray said.

"Yes! That's right. You have promised you will work on this case."

"Yes, absolutely. But before that, we must discuss the fee. What will you pay us for this case? By the way, I don't understand, what will you achieve by getting this case solved now? Your brother has already been killed."

"Of course, that's true. But who wouldn't want their brother's killer to be arrested?" he said fluently.

"Killer? What do you mean? Hey, sir, your brother was killed in a police encounter. Have you forgotten? You yourself just told us this."

"Yes! That's right. It slipped out by mistake," he said quickly.

"This statement of yours is also wrong," I said, looking at him carefully.

"What do you mean?" he was startled.

"I mean, this is your own opinion that your brother was murdered, isn't that right?"

"What does my thinking matter? Things will proceed as the police say." "Alright, never mind. Don't you worry, we will definitely work on the case." Rowan's tone became sympathetic. "Now I come to the matter of your fee. My brother was a cashier in a bank, and I am a clerk in an office. We were barely making ends meet. Under these circumstances, we couldn't save anything. Therefore, I cannot pay you in cash. However—"

At that very moment, there was a knock on the inner door. Even he couldn't help but startle.

"One minute, sir." Saying this, I got up, went to the door, and said:

"Yes, Mother? What is it?"

She was standing with the door slightly ajar. "I heard you talking to someone and came to the door. This person won't be able to give you anything. So, don't get entangled in his case unnecessarily. Besides, this matter is for the police. Will the police let you succeed? Absolutely not. So, refuse him plainly. Did you hear me, Leo?" she whispered.

"Yes, Mother. Don't worry. We will think carefully before every step," I said evasively.

"Think carefully before every step? What do you mean?" she asked, surprised.

"If there's hope of getting some fee, then we'll take the case, otherwise not. What do you think?"

"Alright, that's exactly what I came to say."

"Thank you, Mother. You take so much care of us. Now, please go and rest."

Saying this, I turned back towards my client. "What is it, sir? Is everything alright?"

"Nothing. Our mother came to say something important. Yes, what were you saying?"

"We have nothing in terms of cash. My sister-in-law and my wife have sent this as your fee." Saying this, he placed something wrapped in a handkerchief in front of us.

"What is this?" I asked in surprise.

"Both of their jewelry."

"Oh!" escaped our mouths together. Meanwhile, he had already opened the handkerchief. We saw 58. Grams gold ornaments in it. At the same time, he said:

"These are about 58. Grams. They will sell for seven or eight thousand dollar. Will this fee be sufficient?"

We looked at each other, stunned. Just then, there was another knock on the door. I started and got up, reaching the door. Mother was still there; in fact, Father had also arrived now.

"Father, you too?" I said in a hushed voice.

"I came to take her away from here, but she just won't listen."

"What do you say now, Mother?"
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