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​“Every clue speaks, all you need is a detective who listens.”



This novella began with a single idea: every mystery is shaped as much by the people who chase the truth as by the secrets they uncover. I wanted to explore that tension—the quiet persistence, the overlooked details, and the moments when intuition matters more than evidence.

The story that follows is not just about solving a crime, but about the characters who must confront their own assumptions while navigating a world full of shadows and half-truths. Writing it has been a reminder that the smallest clue can shift everything, and that curiosity is often our most dangerous companion.

Thank you for stepping into this mystery with me.

I hope you enjoy the investigation.

Every mystery begins with a question. Some questions whisper; others strike like a bolt of lightning. The story you are about to read was born from both : the quiet curiosity about what people hide, and the sudden realization that even the smallest secret can unravel a life.

This novella doesn’t claim to provide grand answers about truth or justice, but it does invite you to walk beside a detective who chases both with stubborn determination. Follow the clues, trust your instincts, and remember: in every shadow, there is always more than one story.

I hope you enjoy the pursuit.
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Chapter 1 
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"Lucknow is a historical city situated on the banks of river Gomti, in every corner of which we can witness glimpses of history. However, we came to this city just a few years ago. Well here 'we' means me and my elder brother who is just a few years older than me. We live with our maternal uncle at 17 C Victoria Street Chowk. My name is Apala Srinivas Joshi, my uncle's name is Kumar Das Tiwari who is also an inspector and my brother's name is Upamanyu Krishna Joshi. Srinivas Joshi and Krishna Joshi are my parents who live in Allahabad with my grandfather Shyama Prasad Joshi."

I was introducing myself in a loud voice to the grandfather of Gyanendra Mishra, who lives in my neighbourhood and who had come to his house a few days ago. He must have been around 90, the hair on his head was still present in good quantity but had completely turned grey. He had thick eyebrows, hair peeking from his ears and worn teeth. But the loving smile on his face really gave him a feeling of belonging.

"Oh! You are the granddaughter of Pandit Ji. I know your grandfather, he is a gentleman."After chitchatting for a while, I came back home.  I saw my brother sitting cross-legged with his eyes fixed on a book. The title of that book was 'Death on the Nile' which was written by Agatha Christie. My brother Upamanyu found a different kind of pleasure in reading detective and crime fiction novels. He would always listen to news related to any kind of crime in the newspaper or on the radio with great interest. At the same time, he would often help his uncle in his work. Since childhood, he had a desire to do something different in his life, but due to our father's insistence, he was preparing for civil services and was also completing his graduation. Meanwhile, my uncle had also returned from the temple, but instead of devotion an expression of anger was visible on his face, "What happened uncle, you seem quite furious?"

Uncle replied heatedly, "What can I say, people are such fools. I thought that since I had come to the temple, I would have bought today's newspaper as well, so when I was on my way to the shop to buy the newspaper, In the meantime, a window of a house opened and someone threw eggshells on me. At first, I got furious but I noticed that she was a woman and she didn't even notice that she was throwing garbage at me. Now I will have to take a bath again." Saying this, Uncle picked up his towel and rushed towards the bathroom. 

Meanwhile, Mewa Singh had also prepared breakfast and after a few moments uncle had also returned after taking a bath. After a while, the three of us were having breakfast, "Uncle, my friend is going to get married after some time, that's why she is going to celebrate her birthday with great pomp because after the marriage she will shift to Mumbai and who knows when we will meet again. That's why she has requested to reach her house a day early, that's tomorrow itself. With your permission, can I go?"

"Yes, of course, you must go. And you should  take Upamanyu with you. By the way, where does your friend live?"

"My friend Rukmani lives in Ramchaura village. Her family was an old landlord."

The next day, uncle made arrangements for me and Upamanyu, after which we left our house at 8:00 in the morning, and after traveling for about a few hours, we reached outside the gate of Rukmani's residence, outside of which there was a wooden board on which 'Chandhary Niwas' was mentioned. The watchmen present there asked for our introduction after which Rukmani arrived to welcome us. 

"Thank you so much for coming here at my request." 

"After witnessing this lovely village of yours, I too become very glad. By the way, this is my elder brother Upmanyu Krishna Joshi." 

"You are also welcome in our village," 

Upamanyu smiled and replied, "Thank you."

"Please come inside, Appu ji, please bring their luggage inside."

After crossing a big wooden door, we reached across a narrow lane and reached a room on the right side.

"Jaidev ji.....Jaidev ji" When Rukmani yelled out, a middle-aged man reached the room, " Please bring three cups of tea."

"By the way your house is quite lavish and beautiful." 

"The foundation of this mansion was laid by my great grandfather. However, taking care of such a big property is also quite a difficult task."

Unexpectedly my eyes fell on two big photographs on the wall. In both photographs, two strong-built men were sitting on a chair and a woman was standing next.

"I think maybe these photographs belong to your grandparents," I asked. 

"You recognised it right, actually, the photograph on the right side in which the man is wearing golden glasses is my grandfather and next to him is my grandmother. And the second photograph in which the man has a long mustache on his face and a black cap, he is my great grandfather and next to him is my great grandmother."

Meanwhile, Jaidev came back with tea. The conversation continued for some time while sipping tea. 

"I will show you both your room. Take a breather and then I will show you the mansion and the surrounding area.

All of a sudden when I looked at the door I noticed a shadow passing from there. In the blink of an eye the shadow came back and entered the room. A person of average height was wearing golden glasses, black pants and a blue shirt.

“Uncle this is my friend Apala and his elder brother Upmanyu.”  With a smile he extended his hand towards Upmanyu, "My name is Keshav, glad to meet you."  After greeting he left the room.

After walking out of the room we reached a big courtyard where some women were present, but without paying much attention to them we reached the upper floor through the stairs. Rukmani was walking ahead of us and stopped near a room and unlocked the door. When we went inside it was a grand room on one wall of which there were pictures of Lord Krishna and Gopi. There were two beds in that room and between those two beds there was a big window in which an iron grill was installed. Our luggage had already been delivered there. 

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
GIgn Of Absence

N /4
\ (778

7

MiNir ishrq





OEBPS/d2d_images/image001.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image002.png
Sign of
absence

Mihir Mishra

waon





OEBPS/d2d_images/image000.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





