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Andrew knew that he had circled the flat several times, but not only was it locked, a "For Rent" board was also hanging there. None of the neighbors knew him. The police and the Secret Service were looking for him. He wanted to leave the city soon, but without obtaining the agreement, it was impossible. He knew the other party was furious about the broken promise. He had decided he would publish the full story of this murder in a newspaper so the police would know the man in the car wasn't alive but was Peter's corpse, and that the woman who had reported the car stolen, Eleanor, was the one who had killed him.

He kept thinking. Then, having made a decision, he looked up at a building where the board of the ' Newspaper Evening News' was hanging. Andrew began climbing the stairs of the building.

Seeing the nameplate of the Chief Reporter, he opened the door and went inside. But when his eyes fell on the Chief Reporter sitting in the chair, his feet stopped right there. Eleanor was sitting in the chair. The only difference was that during their meeting, Eleanor had blonde hair and blue eyes, while the Chief Reporter in front of him had black hair and black eyes. And she was wearing glasses. She was busy writing, with papers and a pen in front of her. Despite this change in appearance, Andrew had recognized her; it was Eleanor. Without looking at him, Eleanor said while writing:

"Come in and sit down!"

Andrew 's blood was boiling. He felt like tearing out the hair of this woman who had made him dance to her tune. But he controlled his emotions, entered the room, and sat down on a chair. After a short while, Eleanor put the written paper in a file and said:

"Please, how may I help you?"

As soon as she looked at Andrew , a flicker of panic appeared on her face, but it vanished quickly.

Andrew said very patiently, "I have scoured every corner of the city to find you. Breaking a promise is not a good thing. I need Peter's home address."

"I told you, Peter's home address... Look, you're misunderstanding something. My name is not Eleanor, I don't know Peter's address, and I have never seen you before today."

Andrew  replied, "If this is a joke, I'm not amused. You know, once we see a face, it stays in our memory despite changes."

Instead of answering, Eleanor signaled to Charles.

When Charles entered, Eleanor said, "Tell this gentleman what my name is and how long I have been working here."

The servant replied, "Josephine... You have been working here for the past four years."

Josephine said this to the servant. "You may go now."

After the servant left, Josephine said to Andrew, "Now what do you say?"

Andrew  replied, "After this meeting, my knowledge has increased considerably. Now when I present the story of Peter's murder to the newspaper for publication, I will also write the name and address of the murderer."

Eleanor took a cigarette from the case, lit it, and replied, "Very good! Excellent! This story will be extremely interesting for the newspaper's Chief Reporter. I think we should call the police as well. Inspector Harper, who is investigating this case, is also looking for that fugitive suspect who escaped from their custody."

Andrew  replied smiling, "God! With that sentence and that information, you have admitted yourself that you know me and that we have met before. If your name is Josephine, then you told me a false name and deceived me. By that logic, I could also be a liftman or the building's watchman. I think we should call the police so they don't waste time finding the murderer."

Josephine laughed and blew smoke in Andrew 's face, saying: "Though you are young, you are a cunning devil."

Andrew  replied: "And you are no less than the devil's aunt."

Josephine wrote something on a paper and pushed it towards Andrew , saying: "This is Peter's address. Now get out of here and don't show me your face again."

As Andrew  got up to leave, Josephine said, "Devil! Remember one thing. The police will be watching Peter's house in plain clothes."

Andrew  replied, "Thanks for the tip! Now I will go carefully and fully prepared."

These days, immense enthusiasm was found among people throughout the city for the elections. There was a contest between Mr. David and Mr. Caleb for the assembly seat. Both candidates were using all possible means, fair and foul. The representatives and workers of both candidates were making tall claims for each other. In several places, fights had even broken out between the two opposing groups.

Andrew  set out for Peter's house address at night. The crowd was less compared to the day, which is why Andrew  had chosen this time to identify the Secret Service or police personnel surveilling Peter's house. There was a tea shop nearby, right next to Peter's house, where workers from both parties were gathered, busy campaigning for their respective candidates. Andrew also went and sat among the workers of one party. He had chosen his seat near the tea shop window from where Peter's flat was clearly visible. He was apparently interested in the conversation of the party workers, but in reality, his eyes were on the surveillance of the flat, trying to figure out who was watching it. In just a short while, he had identified four people who were surveilling the flat under some pretext.

Peter's flat was still locked, and a "For Rent" board was hanging there. After identifying these four people, Andrew  devised a scheme to get rid of them. He saw that the workers of both parties in the tea shop were shouting slogans in favor of their star candidates to tease each other.

Andrew  was looking for just such an opportunity. He saw a basket of rotten tomatoes and a basket of rotten eggs in a crate of stale vegetables among the hotel supplies nearby. And then...

When the workers of both parties were shouting slogans for their candidates with full force, Andrew  secretly threw a few rotten eggs and tomatoes at the workers of the other party. The fire of conflict was already smoldering; this wind turned it into a storm, and a battle started between the two parties involving shoes, chairs, rotten eggs, and the tea shop's crockery, which soon escalated to firing. In the midst of this, some troublemaker set the tea shop on fire. Such a huge riot broke out that the plainclothes soldiers stationed there left their surveillance of the flat and got busy putting out the fire and other rescue work, getting involved in the riots. This was exactly according to Andrew 's wish. He went to the back of Peter's flat, broke the glass of the locked window, reached in to open the latch, and entered through that route.

Eleanor or Josephine's guess was absolutely correct. Peter had not vacated this flat; his belongings were inside. Andrew  quickly searched through the belongings, and soon his wish was granted. He found his hat hanging on a peg. Andrew  quickly took down the hat and checked inside the lining for the agreement...

The agreement was there. Andrew  was overjoyed.

But on his way back, suddenly his eyes fell on the charpoy in the corner where someone was sleeping under a sheet. Before Andrew  could escape through the window, the man sleeping on the bed threw off the sheet. A bolt of lightning struck Andrew  because the man on the bed was Inspector Harper, holding a pistol in his hand. Harper got up and said:

"Mr. Andrew ! My informant told me too late, after your escape, that at the time of the arrest, you had placed your own hat on the head of that smuggler scoundrel Peter, who was evading the law. After recovering the corpse from the stolen car, which was your property, I found the connections between you and Peter. I soon made this hat the center of the investigation and found the agreement inside it. Now you were the focus of my investigation, and I had deduced that Peter's death was not a car accident at all, but it was this hat that you entrusted to Peter to save it from the police. After escaping, when you demanded the hat, Peter must have realized its importance. So he would have tried to bargain with you, and ultimately you killed him, put him in a stolen car, and sent the car into a ravine to make it look like an accident."

Andrew  replied smiling, "Since I was wearing a Sulaimani hat, the police, who were chasing that car, couldn't see me."

Harper said, "Why the police didn't spot you and how you managed to escape, you will tell all that yourself at the police station."

Harper reached out and took the hat off Andrew 's head, which he was wearing, and arrested him.

Outside, the riot was at its peak. Seeing Harper getting into the jeep, the four plainclothes soldiers came and sat in the jeep to protect the criminal. Harper looked at them angrily and said:

"Great surveillance! If the criminal had been inside the flat, he would have done his job."

One of them replied, "Sir, we got busy controlling this riot and the fire."

Harper asked, "According to the police report, both parties gather at this hotel every day and campaign peacefully for their candidate. So why did this riot happen today?"

A politician replied, "Sir, a member of the Relief Party threw rotten eggs and tomatoes at the workers of the Muter Caleb party. That's how the fight started."

Harper thought for a moment, smiled at Andrew , and said, "Very good! There could be no better plan to remove the men on surveillance. But Mr. Andrew , now that this riot has happened, you are responsible for the loss of life and property."
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