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	Creepy Mental Institution


	Mr. and Mrs. Zafar slept soundly; they had left the door to their room open. Presently, they opened their eyes; they could hear Jasim mumbling in his sleep as though he was dreading something and trying to avoid it. They hurried into Jasim’s room and found Jasim tossing around in his bed clearly saying Rayan again and again. Mrs. Zafar strode toward Jasim and tried to shake him awake but he would not budge, she looked at Mr. Zafar, who called the doctor and then a moment later Amin and other household servants came into the room armed as though going to war. Amin asked, “He seems to be having an unimaginable dream” That indeed was true, to Jasim it seemed Rayan was running away from someone, Rayan was frequently looking behind his back, and then muttering something. Mrs. Zafar tried waking Jasim who jerked around but remained asleep. The crowd that was amassed in Jasim’s room felt their mouths opening when in a trembling voice, unlike Jasim’s voice pervaded around the room, “Where the tree is gone, where she told me to come” Mr. Zafar said, “I think we need to give an Azaan in his ear.” Mrs. Zafar moved aside and Mr. Zafar went to a bathroom to do a Wazoo and then stood beside Jasim and in a loud voice recited the Azaan, Jasim stopped twitching and then opened his eyes slowly by the time the Azaan ended. However, Jasim jumped back towards the bedstead raising his arms as though getting ready to strike.


	Miles away from Jasim’s room a main road passed from near his house and even at this hour, a small figure was leaping forward. The road was passing around the outskirts of the town and a jungle adorned its one side, whereas on the other side was an old inn. A large worn out and old-fashioned sign near the front door, created in Japanese style, read Chips and Herbs. At this hour, it was closed, and not even an animal, nearby, was in sight. However, the small figure now ducked behind trees and started running across the roots of these large trees, before going into the jungle, the boy looked behind him. The terrified eyes were beholding a large old building that had an aura of foreboding about it. Rayan, looking harried, looked over his shoulder and slowed down automatically a face, visible even from this far, was sneering at him from one of so many windows at the topmost floor of this building. The building once used to be an asylum but with time, after the owner’s death, it began to fall into disrepair and neglect and consequently, people stopped visiting the facility for treatment, with funds falling by the day, it got closed off and remained abandoned for years, fading out of the news. Recently, it came to the front pages once again when a bunch of kids went missing a few days ago. They betted against someone and then went inside the building through its doors and windows. The kids have never been heard from again since then. Fortunately, one of them survived the ordeal but it was clear from his condition that the boy would never be able to live a healthy life again as his physical and mental self had gone through an inexpressible physical and mental abuse and he was suffering from a severe post-stress trauma. Nevertheless, from his whimpered whisperings and the unclear drawings that he drew, it was gathered and floated that not only the building was haunted but also an occult group practicing satanic beliefs and using children in their activities was getting active again. While the local Ulema placed the ghouls in check and asked the public to avoid going near the place, the occult group was not part of their services and rather it was the duty of the local police, who were surprisingly ignoring the group. Since then, the adults have tried keeping their kids away from the hospital but they were unable to change the view cast about by it. Even now, when the dense fog was muffling its face, the windows of so many rooms were gaping at Rayan like large black eyes boring out of a ghoulish white face. With terror, he realised that these windows were covering the maze of eerily shadowy and narrow corridors filled with mysterious odours, marks, medical tools, and dolls. He shuddered as he remembered going into a room by mistake and seeing a doll wearing white clothes and a burnt out smirking face whizzing toward him. He had just hurried out of the room into another room and found other creepy stuff that he did not want to remember now, and sincerely hoped never to lay eyes on again ever. Ironically, the sheer length, number of doors, the similarity between each corridor, and their unusually low width made one feel that they were walking into a trap.


	His heartbeat hastened as he recalled that Ahmer had led him into the hospital in the first place. Yeah, it was all coming back to him now, he had gone to his place and found it turned inside out; he had walked around the front, and into the backyard. He has found Ahmer lying at a side, and at that point, he has been bundled up. The next second that he opened his eyes, he found himself lying at a stretcher, with a note curled up in his fist. In fact, have Rayan not been able to stir that girl’s pity; he may have suffered the same fate as that boy, the poor kid he quacked as he retained the image of the needle being pinned by the creature with animalistic face into the boy’s spinal cord. The creature’s eyes, the syringes, the smell, the blistered hand, and the laughter while the poor kid screamed... Rayan juddered and quickened his pace, wiping his eyes, he stumbled forward because he was feeling pain in his entire body and he was sure that if he did not reach the spot, agreed between the girl and him, soon he shall fall. Presently, he became aware of footsteps that were seemingly walking nearby. He looked back toward the mouth of the building and then the alley, No one was following him now and the face was gone too, but he kept on running. However, he was completely exhausted and while hurrying past a tree he thought, had he not run by that tree only few minutes ago, what was happening was he running around in circles? Surely, the tree that the girl talked about must not be that far. He looked back and then tripped. 


	For a moment he lay there face down feeling the bliss of lying at the earthy floor. Nevertheless, this heavenly pleasure was punctured when he felt a cricket crawling over his back. He moved his arms, and became aware of their bareness; moreover, they felt like a lead. He then turned slowly around, while doing so, and rested his bare wrist upon a tree root, which scratched his hand. Wheezing he pulled it away, looking at it, and it was then that his eyes fell on a rope. The broken rope was trailing from his wrist, shaking his hair out of his eyes he looked down further. Perhaps, his uncovered chest, which was rising and falling rapidly, and a body stripped of clothes, made him stand up straighter as though he had been electrified with a newfound energy. However, before he has taken two strides, he jumps into the air as a voice speaks from right next to him. He has been dreading to hear it but has not been expecting it to grace his ears this soon, “There you are my sweet, come to me” This sentence followed the materialisation of a creature from right next to Rayan. Rayan screamed as the hands with syringes for fingers wrapped themselves around his body.




	The Library


	Mrs. Zafar said, “Jasim please wake up, it is your, well, parents, look around, you are in your room. Come on now, please sit down, eat this date, and then tell us what you saw.” Jasim wiped his sweaty forehead and then looked around the room, Mr. Zafar stood a bit farther, Mrs. Zafar was sitting at his bed, butler, the cook, and other household members stood beside the wall. To Jasim, they all were looking relieved, nonetheless, their faces bore traces of recent weeping, making Jasim realise that he must have indeed taken time in gaining wakefulness. Jasim said, “But the scream had sounded so real and it felt as it had come from close by” The butler raised a weapon and then looked out the window, whereas Mrs. Zafar moving closer and raising her arms as though to hug Jasim asked, “Screamed? Oh dear, please come and sit down here and eat this.”  Jasim sighed, and then he moved toward Mrs. Zafar who hugged Jasim and said, “What did you see, we have been trying to wake you for the past hour, and why are you crying?” Mr. Zafar said, “Let him breathe dear, he still seems a bit confused.” Jasim raised a hand to his forehead, massaged it for a moment, and then asked, “I saw Rayan, he was walking from a jungle that I am sure is at one side of the road passing from near Chips and Herbs...” Mr. Zafar said, “Does it not lead toward that, well, deserted asylum and why do you think that Rayan shall be there at this hour?” Jasim said, “I am not able to answer that but to be on the safe side, shall you please ask Rayan?” Jasim saw them exchanging a look of surprise. The butler, however, replied, “I will go and ask.”  


	After five minutes, which to Jasim seemed to go on forever, the butler came back but he was not alone this time and to Jasim’s dismay, an old man with wrinkly skin entered the room and while Jasim’s head was getting heavier by the minute, he was unable to feel comforted by this appearance. His discomfiture increased when the man came to stand right next to him and then tried placing a placatory hand at his head. To Mr. Zafar’s bewilderment, Jasim jerked away as though an electric current had surged from the doctor’s hand into Jasim’s head. However, her wonderment grew to distress when she heard Jasim saying, “You shall not come at me this easily you…” Jasim raised his foot, no doubt to kick, but Mrs. Zafar intervened saying, “Simmer down you two, doctor, how daring of you to try to touch him while he is sitting in my lap. Jasim, come back here please, and sit down, he is a doctor and Mr. Zafar’s old friend.” Jasim, who had been eyeing the doctor with hatred as well as anxiety, sighed in relief and then came to sit beside Mrs. Zafar. He said in a loud voice “I am sorry doctor but you must know better than everyone else that children do not like an unknown person coming in the middle of the night and touching their hair or head, especially when they are feeling fearful.” 


	
It was not Jasim standing up and yelling it was panic and a calculated look in his eyes that puzzled everyone. The doctor looked at Jasim and then at others and then nodded to him and looked at Mr. Zafar, who approached Jasim warily and said, “May we?” Jasim looked shrewdly at their outstretched hands for a moment and said, “No.” Mr. Zafar said, “Pretty please.” Jasim looked away for a moment and then said, “Fine” He then looked up at the doctor. The doctor said, “Take a deep breath Jasim, and drink this water, in the intervening time, I shall inject a calming medicine.” Mrs. Zafar handed Jasim a glass of water. For a moment, Jasim eyed it too as though sizing it up, and then deciding it as safe, he took it. After a minute, while the doctor inserted an injection in Jasim’s upper arm and the liquid started flowing into his body, Jasim said “Is Rayan going to be….fine?” He was failing to stifle a yawn, and the glass was about to tumble over when Mrs. Zafar took it, before Mrs. Zafar could answer, Jasim had closed his eyes into sleep. Mrs. Zafar looked at everyone and was about to say something but stopped because the butler entered the room, his face was chalk white and registered pain. Doctor now looked as though bile was rising in him, he asked, “Is it the boy?” the butler in a disbelieving voice said. “The news is not good, the old mental hospital, thought to have been abandoned, has been traced with this murder. Master Rayan was last seen alive while hurrying away from it.” He paused, sighed deeply, and said, “Master Rayan was nabbed on the way home from school today, and if I am not mistaken, then Masters Jasim, Ayan, Daniyal, and Ashar have escaped by a lucky chance.”         


Silence swirled into the room, Mr. Zafar asked, “But then something must have happened...” He lapsed into silence for a minute and then said, “I wonder if someone else, close to them, has been working for the group, I mean why shall Rayan be tempted to leave so early and not come here to study with us, he has I believe been doing that for the past week?” He looked questioningly at Mrs. Zafar, who nodded. The butler said, “That is true, and now that you are bringing up the point, I am recalling something...” He paused and then said, “It is a bit strange, Master Jasim came in later than usual today and he said something about Rayan going to Master Ahmer’s place, he seemed put out about it too.” Mr. Zafar said, “Ahmer is not he the inventor boy?” The Butler said, “Yes sir, and have I suspected anything like this to happen, I may have been there...when it happened.”He bowed his head. Mr. Zafar said, “It is not your fault, anyway, what his parents just told you.” The butler said, “His parents say that a semi driver drove in Master Rayan’s body. This driver found his body lying at the cargo bed, during a routine check of cargo holds and tyres. The body was bloody of course but the driver kept his head cool and brought it to the police, and they traced it with the complaint filed for a missing boy. Mr. Zafar said, “So the driver never saw who it was who put the body there. By the way, do they know where he was going?” The butler answered, “I did not ask.” Mr. Zafar said, “Dang it, we are still where we began.” He looked at Jasim, who was still sleeping, and said, “Perhaps Jasim shall be able to tell us something, have you all noticed that he has become sober for the past few days and is thoughtful at all times.” Mrs. Zafar asked, “That is because three children from his school have gone missing and their teachers have asked them all to stay clear away from dealing with strangers. I think until further notice, the teachers want the children to remain indoors for the best part of the day.”      


Amin took the story, “I think the teachers are right in saying this, did Master Jasim tell you that he was asked for a ride today by the police officer just after they parted from Master Rayan, luckily, Khan Sahib came in just in time and was able to shoe them all away from the situation.” Mr. Zafar asked, “But that just proves that some sort of noise was created and Khan Sahib was delayed. Anyhow, were you aware of all this?” Mrs. Zafar answered, “You know as well as I do that I knew nothing about this until now. Besides, you only got back last night, and I guess that Jasim did not want to trouble you then, you know what he is like, and he does not want to share on his own, he expects you to engage. I do not blame him for behaving that way; he is used to living unsupervised by an adult and relying upon himself at all times. He is unlikely to change his ways in a hurry.” Mr. Zafar looked at blonde haired head resting upon Mrs. Zafar’s shoulder. Jasim finally seemed to have gone into an enjoyable sleep. Then after a pause, he looked at Amin who said, “Sure.” Mrs. Zafar whispered, “Where are you going?” Mr. Zafar answered, “Got to find how Rayan got distracted from coming here, I also suspect that maybe this driver shall be able to tell us a thing or two if questioned rightly, and he is still alive. Another thing that worries me is to answer whether the police officer has any hand in Rayan’s death.” Mrs. Zafar said, “Khan Sahib….” The butler said, “He already succumbed once, what are the chances that he shall give in again, in addition, he has still not contacted Master Jasim....” Mrs. Zafar looked question, “Wasif told me that he has not been as active as he used to be last year.” The butler answered. Mr. Zafar said, “I guess that he is mired deep within his problems this time and therefore we shall do well if we look around for alternatives.”       


Stillness so solid fell in the room now that Jasim’s snores could be heard. Mrs. Zafar said, “Well, I suppose Khan Sahib shall still like to be told about it. After all, Jasim deems him as a person who may be trusted.” Mr. Zafar agreed and was gone. Deciding it was too late to sleep, Mrs. Zafar, and the cook went down to the kitchen. Mrs. Zafar then went outside to fetch the newspaper and brought it in, she placed it aside so the front was visible, and poured herself milk. She was about to drink it when her eyes fell on the page facing her, and she choked into her mug as she cried in shock. Nevertheless, she rearranged her face as she heard Jasim coming down the stairs and quickly hitched on a welcoming smile.  “Have they found out about Rayan?” asked a voice. Tousle-haired and looking restless but well rested, Jasim stood there bearing a questioning look. Mrs. Zafar asked, “Are not you going to school?” Jasim stared at her and then slowly and pointedly shot his glance toward the clock. Mrs. Zafar flushed. Jasim then repeated his question, “Have they found out about Rayan?” Mrs. Zafar “About that, Jasim, is Ahmer still friends with you?” She felt Jasim hesitate a bit before he answered, “Yes, we have parted ways but we are still in contact. At any rate, please tell me what have you found?”  Mrs. Zafar replied, “Well, they are onto it…” Jasim said, “Really, that is surprising me, You just asked me about Ahmer, there must be a reason behind it, also, you are looking as though you have just found something out of something dreadful, and are trying very hard and yet failing at hiding it. By the way, you are twisting that newspaper too.” Reluctantly, she showed him the paper and said; “I am sorry” Jasim looked at the image for a moment and then numerous feelings passed across his face. Anger, sadness, and shock, Mrs Zafar understood, Rayan was his friend, and the body was not clothed and it looked as though Rayan had been tortured.   


Jasim said, “I want to murder this person.” He scrunched the newspaper into a ball and chucked it aside on the table. The cook, the butler, and Mrs. Zafar all saw death in his eyes; his clenched fists were telling them that he was itching to go away at the moment and do the honour of killing Rayan’s killers himself. Presently he got up, Mrs. Zafar asked, “Where are you going? Jasim closed his eyes and turned around. He said, “I am going to make a couple of calls to my friends, maybe they shall know something that I know not.” Mrs. Zafar said, “Okay but please note that I am going to take you to school today and bring you back too.” Jasim did not reply, she took it as a yes when she saw him going upstairs with his head bowed down she turned to look at the cook and butler, both were looking nervously after Jasim. However, they were unable to discuss the matter any further, and a second later, they were surprised when the library door opened and closed. Mrs. Zafar said, “Oh no” and hurried outside.     





	Jasim walked out and remembered about Math, he hurried to the library, and stopped, compared to the rest of the house it was dark now. While his eyes got adjusted to the darkness, his gaze fell at the far end of the room. He stepped back as he noted a wide mouth opening wider by the second, and as he continued looking at it, it grew red. Jasim may have shouted but the next second got hauled off the ground. What the...he thought and looked around, he was covered in a net. Then looking around at the apparition, he inwardly laughed, it was only a fireplace.


	 




Unexpected Arrival


	Presently, the door opened and Mrs. Zafar walked in, she said, “Oh, I am sorry, we forgot to tell you that the library is packed with surprises like these.” Jasim saw her pressing a button, which lowered the net down and he was able to stand up. Mrs. Zafar after a moment asked, “May I ask why you came in here?” Jasim answered, “I wanted to check my Math problem” he held out the paper.  Odd he smiled as he thought about Mrs. Zafar. However, the next second, his smile vanished as he blinked and looked around, he had climbed another flight of stairs and thus reached the highest floor, and was now standing in an entirely new corridor. He turned about ready to go back down, when his eyes fell at the corridor’s paint and curiosity overcame his urge to speak with Salam or Abdullah as a thought then flashed across his mind; he got here already now, why not then just look around it. However, he then remembered Ayan talking about Mr. and Mrs. Zafar’s protective nature when it came to kids exploring the house but he is not a kid, he is their child and they shall not hate him for merely looking around. Compared with the rest of the house, this corridor wore a classical morbid look and therefore held imperialism about it, his eyes were drawn particularly to an image that mirrored a building that was shaped in an old style, and then he jumped as an alarm sounded from his wristwatch. He looked down at his watch and then hurried into his room. He then hurriedly dressed for school and went downstairs. He felt Mrs. Zafar’s mouth open slightly, he had gotten used to her reacting like this now. The first time her reaction to his hairstyle and clothing made him change it, because he thought that it made them feel revolted, and only at their request to slip back at his energetic style has told him that they cared for his satisfaction development.      


	Jasim’s length and handsomeness struck upon her at that moment, he was tall for his age. Then from afar, his voice fell at her ears, she shook her head and saw Jasim shaking his hair out of his eyes and saying, “You are to take me to school, right? But, it is also okay from my side if I go alone, you seem, as though you have to be at some pre-planned appointment” Mrs. Zafar blinked and said, “What, no, no …of course, I shall take you to school.” the cook said, “Hear is your breakfast and lunch master Jasim.” Jasim thanked and then gulped his breakfast down. He then waved goodbyes and followed Mrs. Zafar out onto the porch. As the LS were not there, a black Hilux stood ready for them. The butler took the responsibility of driving. They entered the school grounds and noted that some kids ogled the vehicle apprehensively, while the others hurried away from it, apparently news about Rayan’s death had spread around. Jasim got out of the vehicle and was about to walk away when a jeering voice asked, “Missing him? How very touching” Jasim ignored and began to wait for Ayan, Ashar, and Daniyal who were now coming toward him, the boy said, “Do not turn your back on me when I am talking.”    


	
By this time, Ashar, Daniyal, and Ayan had come by Jasim, who answered, “Stop talking then” and began walking away, however, Jasim had only taken one step away when a fist made contact with his shoulder, Jasim was pushed forward nevertheless, in a flash, Jasim turned around and brought his fist down at the ear of the boy. Butler asked, “Are not you going to stop that boy?” Mrs. Zafar replied, “Jasim would not like it, he is used to dealing with all this on his own and anyway, it has been a long time since I intervened in between the kids, and I trust that those teachers shall know about it a trifle more than I do.” The butler said, “It might get out of hand.” Mrs. Zafar said, “Fair point.” She got down of the vehicle as Jasim asked, “Did the lesson to leave other people alone drive home, or want another lesson?” However, the boy and his friends rushed forward with their fists raised. Jasim, said, “Hold this bag Ashar” and launched himself upon the boy, had it not been for Mrs. Zafar and the teacher joining them next second the four would have torn themselves apart.         


The boy said, “You are going to regret it.” Jasim merely looked coldly which meant I would love to see you try out the swag when you are alone. “Here is your bag, and are you okay Jasim?” Ashar asked, Jasim replied, “Of course, I am Alhamdulillah fine.” Daniyal said, “Are you sure that something other than Rayan is not bothering you” Jasim bowed his head but they heard a familiar horn, a large vehicle was entering the driveway now. Saad and Adil came out of their white, the name of which they did not know, the vehicle that had a grace of its own. Saad and Adil greeted Mrs. Zafar who noted their downcast expressions. Mrs. Zafar said, “Look boys, I have to say something to all of you and I shall expect you to listen to me because I have got used to your presence now and I do not want to readapt. Already Rayan’s death has got us all in a tight ship and trying to find out individually about him shall be equal to inviting a lion to tear you apart. Therefore, this is what I want you to do, please remain within the sanctity of this school, and none of you must walk about the area alone especially, since it has become clearer now that the same police officer who spoke to you was trying to have you rounded out too. Yes, I know that because Khan Sahib told Mr. Zafar about the loss of one of his several friends and Rayan. Khan Sahib also informed us that recently he sustained an injury while he was trying to locate the place where the occult group is located. This wound rendered him incapable of dealing with the group’s people and later found out that the police officer who he found talking to you had earlier attacked his men and killed one.”      


There was protracted silence, a second later a dreamy expression came over Ayan’s face, Mrs. Zafar asked, “Remembering something.” Ayan said, “That is odd, but it is making sense now, the officer was only acting out then, he was talking nonsense and had even put the siren on too, he was vociferously trying to entice us in stepping inside his car. Oh, Rayan, it is our fault after all” Mrs. Zafar said, “Now, now, let us calm down and think rationally here, Why shall someone hold you to blame?” She looked around at them all, Ayan said, “Because...” he looked surreptitiously about and said, “I think that...” He stopped and then remained thoughtful  Mrs. Zafar said, “You cannot have known that you were being watched that day or that the police officer had kidnapped Rayan, by the way, I guess that Rayan was not even in the car at the time the officer was talking to you, people. On the other hand, there is a message for you people and it shall serve you well, only if it is heeded...” She stopped and looked around as an entirely black vehicle, an ‘80s American brand model, came racing into the driveway of school and parked near a boy who was about to enter the driveway. Two hands shot out toward the boy, who was late to realise and whose attention was attracted by shouts from nearby boys, from one of the vehicle’s rear windows. The boy ran but stopped short as though his back had been hooked from behind, his bag was caught up in the grip of claw-like hands. The vehicle then began backing out of the driveway, the claws lifting the boy off the road and pulling him near the window.  


A pair of loud sounds erupted from around the corner of the road that passed besides the school and everyone, including the boy, the vehicle driver, and other students froze.  As six semis followed by several police, cars were tearing towards their respective destinations from both sides of the road. The semis already driving in the early hours and being pursued looked, as though they would not slow down for any cause and everyone continued watching the scene that was unfolding like a movie scene. The semis continued bearing down at the vehicle, whose driver it looked have either forgotten to drive or the old vehicle had developed a mechanical problem regardless the vehicle remained unmoving. The boy took advantage of his captors’ preoccupation with semis and gave a stupendous tug at his bag, which came free, and he then ran back inside the school. A second later, the vehicle burst into flames as two semis, heading in opposing directions, roared through it and thundered away from it. One of the undamaged semi drivers showed the school a thumb up and continued on his respective journey along with fellow drivers, honking semis’ loud horns, and dipping their lights, leaving behind a trail of smoke from their exhausts and the bursting apart vehicle, the smouldering pieces of which were flying everywhere now.         





	The smaller boys gasped and covered their faces, the police vehicles converged onto the burning vehicle, and the older children ran for cover to avoid being hit by one of the burning pieces. One of the several pieces landed near Ayan, Jasim, Ashar, Daniyal, Saad, and Adil. Jasim said, “Of course” They all looked at Jasim who had a dreamy look in his eyes, Mrs. Zafar asked, “What is it?” Jasim answered, “Was not it a semi-driver who reported Rayan to the police?” They all nodded, Ayan said, “Do you mean that the man displaying a victory sign was the same driver?” Jasim smiled broadly, nodded, and then became serious and looked down at the charred paint. 




	The Coat of Arms


	Others followed his gaze, and they were able to discern the coat of arms. “I have seen this livery before,” said Jasim. They all recoiled as he pushed the piece with his foot. Jasim said quietly, “It was embossed on the vehicle, the driver of which asked to give me a ride.” Mrs. Zafar said, “And when were you going to tell us that, by the way, you got your wish after all, Rayan’s murderers are lying dead.” Ayan said, “I would not be too sure about this if I were you, from what Jasim is saying and we know, it would be a whole group and groups like these could not be managed by four people only.”Mrs. Zafar looked questioningly at Jasim, who said, “This coat of arms was painted on the car that stopped near me the other day.” Mrs. Zafar said, “When was that?” Jasim looked like a child who had been caught red-handed. He failed to say anything and kept his head bowed down. Mrs. Zafar said, “You promised Jasim, you gave your word.”Jasim looked up and after a moment said, “I am sorry but…” He stopped. Mrs. Zafar asked, “Yes, what is it that you are refraining from telling me.” Jasim said, “You know, I am a child and well while you were one, were you likely to remain cooped up in the house all the time, without having someone to talk to about your friend and get to know what was going on? Besides, I need to engage with the physical environment, evolve myself, and tune my natural strengths, especially after what happened to Rayan.” 


	Mrs. Zafar looked at him for a full minute then apparently realised that Jasim was after all a child and at this age, children like to feel that they own their lives and can decide a future course of action. She said, “Very well, it is going to be arranged however, you must make an oath, never leave for anyplace without your well, father and me, or Khan Sahib and his friends.” She then looked at all of them and said, “This conversation is applicable at all of you, Remember this, if they got Rayan because either they determined your destination or knew your timings, then you shall do well if avoid the place or at the least change your movement patterns.” Ayan said, “Grandma, we understand, and I am sure that after what happened to Rayan, none of us would be giving you people a slip this time.” Mrs. Zafar said, “You gave us one about a few months ago, remember?” Daniyal answered, “Times have changed since then, until then we were…well distrustful of your ways, now we trust you…” Ashar said, “Grandma, I think we hardly need to remind this all to you.” Mrs. Zafar said, “Well, it seems that then we are all good. Now before I leave you, I need you to tell me another thing.”       


	
They waited, and after a moment she said, “When shall you be coming to stay this year for summer with us? You shall come shall you not?” Ayan replied, “Sure Grandma?”She turned back and then said, “I forgot what new idea you are working at now?” She was looking at Saad and Adil, Saad answered, “We have not been working on any inspiration so far…” Adil added, “In fact, we are taking a leaf out of Jasim’s book, we have been working on making our hands and muscles stronger.” The twins held them. Mrs. Zafar’s mouth opened slightly and she said, “Wow, by the looks of it, you have been working hard.” She then hugged them all and went down the stairs as assembly began forming. The moment she was out of earshot, Ayan said, “I have been thinking, but I need to speak about it at the library.” They hurried into the empty library. Ayan then turned around and said, “You know, I think that Ahmer and someone from class who is already intimate with our schedules has been observing our movements and then telling about it to that group two forces are opposing each other without knowing realising the person at other end is one of their own.” 


Jasim said, “Are you saying that the group is divided at ground level and one faction is trying very hard to steer the strategic direction away from satanic practices the same way the group performs?” Ayan replied, “Yes, take a look through the sequence of events, we visit a place that only Jasim knows about, Moments later, Rayan receives a message, which is talking about Ahmer needing urgent help. By the way, Rayan is a most unlikely person to have gone off plan and to an unknown place...” Saad asked, “How do you know all this?” Before Ayan answered, Jasim said, “I too think it probable, that Yousuf is missing... but are you sure that Ahmer is not the one who is acting a double act?” Ayan answered, “I do not think so, he is not in our class and therefore is not aware of our planned visitations as well as that girl, In addition, she came inside your house too, remember?” Jasim said, “Fair deduction, Ahmer has been kind of avoiding us, and well, the lab where they were working seemed to have been burned down...” Ayan then continued, “You must know all this too because we all know Rayan’s nature, Put it together with facts that we have uncovered so far and it is all falling into one piece. In addition, why do you think Khan Sahib does not show up? I am guessing that he was busy doing something else and was ambushed there...” Saad asked, “What has that got to do with his not coming to visit us?” Ayan sighed and said, “You are right but what if he was injured during this surprise attack? Now, who shall have been able to do it? No one else, except other than a person who, even if he is seen by Khan Sahib, is never suspected of foul play until the last minute. Yes, Adil, you are right, why Khan Sahib is not dead, well, that is where the role being played by the other sub-group is coming in. They either tip off Khan Sahib directly about us and then hurry out of harm’s danger in time or the group sends a third person to do it.” 


Saad and Adil looked at each other, and then looked at Ayan, who said, “I am warranting the third person option as it is allowing an escape from identity becoming known to the rest of the group. Anyways, a police officer arrives, turns the siren on, and then tries talking us into sitting in his car. Why shall he do that? We were not in trouble, therefore, his offer was unofficial, and that fact makes his action a punishable offense. Besides, the man is blown to see Khan Sahib alive, whom we see panting and looking fretful. By the way, did you all observe that Khan Sahib was frequently looking at a watch and device’s dial as though waiting for some sort of information?  He does not even ask us about Rayan, meaning that he already knew about Rayan’s predicament, and has previously laid out his strategy in that regard too. He must have been shocked to know about his death a day after...” At that moment, the door opened up and a voice said, “There you are.” They all chorused Khan Sahib and then greeted him. Khan Sahib said, “I am sorry for Rayan, I tried warning you...but, well, some things simply never work the way they ought to work.” He was silent a minute or two and then asked, “Is not Ahmer with you?” 


Saad answered, “Ayan thinks that he is working for the group.”  Ayan asked, “Get this Saad, Rayan went missing fifteen minutes after we reached our homes, we received phone calls from his mother remember? That means that he was probably nabbed from Ahmer’s place, as it is the last place he was seen alive, and... Well, at least Jasim or I knew that he was going there. I admit that Ahmer may not have known about the place we intended to visit because only Jasim knew about it then. That is where the other faction of the group comes in, only they shall have known where we were going because they have had plenty of time to listen to our conversations and have been in a position too, they are in school, where we are envied by a lot of people, and who shall gladly see us go down.” Ayan said, “I have one suspect and that is the girl but I still need to prove it...Saad, you are looking pale and alarmed, is there anything the matter?” Adil said fearfully, “The thing is Ayan, Ahmer was in contact with us until two weeks ago, and well he wanted our skills with a tracking device.” Jasim said, “What is now done is done, and my brawny brain is pointing me to look for finding a solution to this problem now.” Ayan said, “Khan Sahib, your lips seem to be hovering over something.”




OEBPS/Images/519700-eyes-of-the-forgot-lores.jpg
- Memon, and Daniya
Memon =






OEBPS/Images/logo_xinxii.jpg
XinXii





