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The Vanished Car

He will arrive at his doorstep exactly at ten o’clock. His finger will rise to ring the bell, he will press the button, and you will fire at him. Have you understood properly, or should I repeat it once more, Jack?

But, boss! What if he doesn't press the bell?

Then you shoot him anyway. But before the door opens. If he doesn't press the button, he will knock. In that case, fire immediately after he knocks. And listen, Jack. Your bullet must pass clean through his heart. If the post-mortem report says the bullet went through anywhere else, you'll have me to answer to.

Don't you worry, boss. The bullet will go through the heart—but boss... are you concerned about his death or the bullet going through the heart?

The bullet going through the heart. Let him die or not. The boss laughed.

How is that possible, boss? He'll die as soon as the bullet passes through his heart.

But if the bullet went through somewhere else, he wouldn't die immediately, and if that happened, the police could get his statement. Or he might tell someone before dying.

Tell what?

The murderer's name. He knows. In this world, there is one and only one person who harbors the most intense desire to kill him. No one else thirsts for his blood. And I have spared him until now only because the police would arrest me immediately.

"So, they wouldn't arrest you now, boss?"

Until today, no marksman of this caliber had fallen into my hands. I was afraid. If he didn't die instantly, he would reveal my name. But you are an expert at this. All the shots you've taken so far, the bullet has hit the heart, right?

But boss—it wasn't such a big deal, Jack said.

What do you mean—what wasn't such a big deal? The boss asked, startled.

That he might not die instantly. Why fire only one bullet? We could unleash a barrage.

"No, Jack. There's a specific secret to this too. You will fire one and only one bullet. You will not fire a second bullet under any circumstances, and your bullet must pass through his heart. Nothing else."

Alright, boss! It will be done. Any other orders?

I have already given you further instructions. Immediately after firing, you will vanish. Then no one should find a trace of you. All arrangements for your departure are complete. Exactly at half past ten, you will be boarding a plane. A comfortable house is ready and waiting for you in Britain. You will spend the rest of your life there. Do not return here. If you want to do this kind of work there, go ahead. In a way, I will exit your life, and you will exit mine. There will be absolutely no connection between us. We will never speak on the phone or via letters. As if there was never any relationship between us, as if we don't even know each other.

Alright, boss: Since you're doing so much for me, even buying me a house in Britain, why wouldn't I follow these instructions? Living in Britain was a dream of mine, but the real problem was accommodation. I wanted my own house there, not a rented place. And now I have the house.

Yes! In your briefcase, the house address, ownership papers—everything has been arranged. Your briefcase will be ready in the back of the car. As soon as you get in the car, the driver will take you to the airport like an arrow. Since your pistol will be silenced, people will take a few seconds to understand what happened, maybe even longer. Because it will be ten o'clock. People's coming and going will have diminished greatly.

But boss! Is it essential that he arrives at the doorstep exactly at ten?

"It's his twenty-year-old routine."

Oh! Then it's fine, boss. Since this is our last meeting too, let's shake hands, and then I'll leave.

They shook hands, and Jack left. The boss watched him go. Then he picked up the phone receiver and started giving instructions to someone. His voice was so low that even he had difficulty hearing it.

Exactly at a quarter to ten at night, he arrived at the designated spot. He looked towards the place where he was supposed to sit in the car. The car was parked, ready. He looked towards the bungalow door, where the person he was to target was supposed to arrive in exactly fifteen minutes. He patted the pistol in his pocket. According to the boss's instructions, he had loaded only one bullet. It was as if he couldn't fire a second one. This instruction from the boss had been puzzling him. He was tired of thinking—what harm could it have caused the boss if the person to be killed was shot twice? But he hadn't found an answer to this question yet. Eight hours had passed since he parted from the boss. They had met around a quarter to two in the afternoon. And that too in a room of a shabby hotel. He hadn't even been able to see the boss's face. He had contacted him secretly due to his marksmanship expertise. Otherwise, he had never done such work for him before. This was also a source of confusion for him. They had only met a few times at that hotel. And in just a few meetings, he had started calling that mysterious person "boss." He had even laughed at the word "boss," but the boss hadn't objected.

Now he was waiting. For his prey. The boss's offer was very attractive, so he had agreed immediately. He had said that after doing this job, he couldn't stay in this country. He had asked where he would go then. In response, he was told that a beautiful house had been bought for him in Britain. He would spend the rest of his life there. Money had also been deposited for him in a bank there. He wondered how that was possible without his signatures. In response, he was told he would go and sign. Instructions had been issued to the bank manager.

Anyway, on this final job, for some reason, his heart was pounding terribly—perhaps because afterward, he had to leave this country. The country where he was born. But here, he had fallen into the lap of crime in his childhood because both his parents had died in an accident. And thus, he had strayed onto the wrong path.

Just then, his ears perked up. A police car had passed right in front of him. He shook his head. Perhaps the car was on patrol. Suddenly, lines appeared on his forehead. The police car had stopped abruptly a little further ahead and then reversed rapidly, stopping very close to him.

His mistake was that he hadn't already positioned himself behind the pole from which he was supposed to fire. He had thought there were still a few minutes left. Exactly one minute before, he would go stand behind the pole.

"Hey, mister, what are you doing standing here at ten at night?"

"Nothing. Just like that."

"Come here." The police officer's thundering voice shook him.

He had many records with the police. He became troubled, but now he had to go near the car: "Yes, sir! What are your orders?"

" Thomas—get out and search him."

"Then why don't I call him inside the car and search him?"

Sub-Inspector  Thomas's voice came from inside.
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