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April 3, 1985, The police jeep came to a halt near the four storeyed building. I, Prakash Bharti, got down from the jeep, along with Inspector Balraj Kanwar. I was there – a non-essential – because the Inspector was feeling benevolent. He was a successful, hardworking and sincere police officer – and my friend. 

A middle-aged man was standing against the closed door of the building, puffing away on a cigarette. His face had a unique look – one that mixed fear, worry and eagerness. 

He stubbed the cigarette under the toe of his boot. He said, “Sir..” he was scared, he almost mumbled, “Sajjan Kumar Baweja has been murdered. The manner in which he’s killed.... it’s monstrous – terrible!”

“Where is the dead body?” Balraj asked. 

“It’s in his flat”. 

“Is it unlocked?”

“No, I have the key to the flat”

“You?”

“I have the duplicate keys to all the flats in the building.”

“And who are you?”

“I am Murarilal. I was the one who informed you of the murder over the phone.”

“I see. Come on, let’s see the dead body.”

Murarlial turned and took out a bunch of keys from his pocket. Each of the keys had some numbers etched on them. 

He took out the longest key and turned it in the keyhole. 

“Pleae come” he opened the door and invited us inside. 

Balraj left one of the guards that had come with him at the door. The others followed Murarilal into the building. 

We reached the second floor of the building after we climbed the staircase. 

Murarilal stopped in front of a door – it was closed. The door had a beautiful brass name plate. It proudly announced, ‘Sajjan Kumar Baweja’. 

Murarilal had searched through the keys that he had in the bunch, but he made no move to open the door. He gave an empty stare towards the name plate. 

“He was a very good man. Silent, mild-mannered. It was almost like he was reading an eulogy. We never had any problem with him. He had a special way of doing things. It’s difficult to meet a man with such principles and punctuality. 

Balraj snatched the bunch of keys from the man’s hand and unlocked the door. 

“Come inside.” He said, opening the door. 

The room was decorated, as any drawing room would be. Every object in the room was spic-and-span, at its correct place. The man who lived here was surely a connoiseur  of the arts. There was no sign of a deadbody in the room.  But then, a deluxe sofa set was very different from the room’s set up. The sofa set was new, but everything else in the room was old and looked worn. 

“He had bought this new sofa set a couple of days ago.” Murarilal said. 

“If the poor man knew that he’d meet sucha horrific end, he wouldn’t have bought this. But who can predict such things?”

“You said that he was murdered?” Balraj stopped him mid-sentence. “But I can’t see the dead body. Where is the dead body?”

“It’s inside, on the bed.”

We reached the connecting door and looked inside. 

That was the bedroom. Just like the drawing room, everything was in its place, spic and span. Nothing was out of place – apart from the dead body on the bed. There were no signs of struggle or violence. 

But the dead body – it was a terrifying sight. 

The dead man seemed strong, and the body was lying on its side. He was dressed immaculatey, in a grey suit, with a matching tie and a white, silk shirt.  Shiny, leather, black shoes adorned his feet. The blood stains on the shirt and tie had dried up. Some parts of the immaculate suit were torn and dirty, but the others were clean, new. Even the creases on those parts were perfect. 

We could decipher that the man lying dead was about thirtyfive years of age.  He was strong, well built and well-mannered. The dark spots on his body told the story of torture he had gone through before his death. His face had scratch marks, His lips were torn and so was one of his ears. His head had signs of various injuries. 

His hands were tied behind his back. Both his palms were tied to each other. He was tied to the bed as well, with brand new leather straps. Strangely, the person who had tied him so tightly to the bed had taken care that the leather straps didn’t claw into the man’s arms and palms – because all around the straps, there was soft, comfortable material.  

“What’s that?” I asked. 

Balraj stared at the tied hands intently and touched the soft material. 

“It’s lamb’s wool”. He said, his tone tinged with the incredulousness of it all, as if he couldn’t believe what he was saying. Or else, the existence of the wool had made him pensive. 

“Strange.” I said. “What’s the logic of adding these to the straps?”

“That’s surprising for me too.” Balraj spoke, still pensive. “I am sure there’s some strong reason for this. We will need to investigate.” He was looking at the dead body minutely. 

His eyes were fixated on the head of the dead body. The skull showed signs of cutting and lacerations

Balraj was looking intently at the scar on the cut behind the right ear, leaning down at it. I too looked at it. 

“Of all the hits on his body during his torture.” I said, “These seem pretty mild”

“Is that so?” Balraj asked. 

“They aren’t. Look at his face.”

“I see.”

Balraj didn’t say, but his tone made it clear. He didn’t agree with me. So, I stayed silent. 

His stare was fixated at the dead body, as if he was playing the torture that killed the man in his mind. 

“All this is weird.” He said, in the end. “Doctor Mulgaonkar will find this interesting as well.” Doctor Mulgaonkar was the autopsy doctor. 

“He might have problems in deciphering the time of death as well. I mean, the scar on the ear, that you can see, don’t prove that the hits were mild.”

“Then what does it prove?”

“Just that this is the oldest injury on his head. And it had time to heal. “

I have had first hand experience of Balraj’s capability and intelligence. But this time, I found his thoughts childish. I stared at the dead body, and then at him. 

You mean that this injury of his has healed after his death? That means that injuries of dead bodies have started healing now?

“No, my dear Bharti. The injuries of dead bodies don’t heal. That’s the reason I am interested in this injury that’s behind the ear. I will have to make it a point to speak to Doctor Mulgaonkar about this. 

I couldn’t understand anything. 

The face of the dead body grabbed his interest once again. This time, he was staring at the nose. He was staring at it as if he had seen a nose for the first time in life. 

I couldn’t see anything special in the nose. Just like the other parts of the face, there were some hideous marks of beating on the nose. Blood had dried on both the nostrils. There was blood on the upper lip, dried up. 

Balraj had inspected the nose, his face displayed a smile, full of mystery. 

“You call up the photographer, the finger prints guy and the ambulance.” He told this to Ashwini Sharma, the sub inspector. 

The phone was on the small table nearby. Ashwini picked up the receiver. 

Balraj looked at me. 

Did you see what was collected below the nostrils?

“Yes”. I answered in reflex. “It’s blood.”

“Look at it closely. And this time, keep in mind that it can be something else too – not just blood.”

I was flummoxed once again. But I didn’t say anything. I stared at it again, and tried wondering what could be on the nose, other than blood. Even so, I couldn’t see anything else, other than blood. But I kept staring at the nose. Maybe, just maybe, I could see something else and not just blood. 

“What’s the matter, Ashwini?” Balraj asked his sub-inspector.”You are just standing there, holding the receiver.”

“There’s no dial tone, sir.” Ashwini replied. 

“Is the line cut?”

Ashwini pulled at the wire and inspected the wires in the socket. There was nothing. 

“I can’t see anything wrong.” He said, “I think the line has some issue. That’s the reason it’s dead.”

“Okay, go downstairs and call up from somewhere.” Balraj said, “And listen, note down the number. Make a complaint about it.”

Ashwini Sharma left. 

“Did you see anything?’ Balraj asked me. 

“No.” I said, in a dejected tone. 

He took me by my shoulder, and moved me to the right, making me look at the dead body from a particular angle. 

“See now. You were seeing from a wrong angle earlier. Because it was directly under the light.” He said. After a pause, he continued, “Note the head of the nostrils. You will see minute, colorless, but shining marks.”

I looked intently. Voila! They were there!

“Yes. I can see.” I said. “If you wouldn’t have shown me from thisangle, I definitely wouldn’t have seen them. What is this?”

Only the lab will be able to answer this question correctly. I think this should be the blots of some colorless varnish. 

I couldn’t but praise Balraj in my mind. The small spots were like those of varnish. But I couldn’t understand why there were varnish blots on the nostrils. 

Is this the one we use on furniture?

Yes, but only if its not the kind of varnish we use somewhere else. Balraj replied. “Come, let’s go to the drawing room.” He went out of the bedroom. 

Murailal, one more constable and me, all of us followed him. 

“Muralilal, I want to ask you a few questions now. 

“Ask away.” Muralilal replied in a flat tone.

“Who lived in this flat?”

Muralilal stared at the inspector, as if he had asked some stupid question. 

“Did you not see the nameplate on the door?” He asked. 

“I did. But even so, I ask. Who stayed here?”

“Sajjan Kumar Baweja”

“Do you know the person who’s lying dead inside?”

“Yes. He’s the one who stays here.”

“So, you recognise the dead body and can confirm that the man lying dead is Sajjan Kumar Baweja.” 

“Yes.”

“Good. Did he own this flat, or was he a tenant?”

“All the people in this building are tenants. These flats are specially for those who are employed and unmarried. Of course, being unmarried is not a condition, but only unmarried people live here. They leave for their jobs in the morning and return in the evening. “

“The dead man lived here alone?”

“Yes.”

“What did he do? I mean, what did he work as?”

“That, I don’t know.”

“You said that you have the keys to all the flats here. Are you the owner of this building?”

“No. This building, and the nearby five buildings, Seth Chimman Das owns them. I am the caretaker of these buildings, and I collect the rent.”

“Did you know the dead man just because he was a tenant, or were you friends with him too?”

“I knew him as an excellent tenant and a jovial man.”

“Do you always take the duplicate keys when the tenants leave, or did you do that today?”

“I keep the duplicate keys all the time.” 

“Any specific reason?”

“Actually, all of these buildings are old. There are water pipe leaks and short circuits all the time. Sometimes, people are careless enough to leave their cooking gas on. That’s why I have to keep a emergency key with me.”

“And what happened in this flat today? A water leakage, short circuit, or did he keep his stove on?”

“No, nothing like that. I had come to meet Mr. Baweja.”

“And why’s that?”

“Actually, if it were any other tenant, I wouldn’t have bothered.’ He said, hesitantly, “But because it involved Mr. Baweja, I had no other option but to come.” 

“What was it about?”

“I have already told you how Mr. Baweja was. I am ashamed to tell you that I suspected his intentions. Murarlilal’s tone was tinged with embarassment. “Mr. Baweja was very particular in financial matters as well. Every other tenant would pay the rent on the tenth of every month. But in Mr. Baweja’s case, the cheque for his rent would reach me on the first of every month. This time, I thought that he left the flat without giving the rent.”

“But it is the third today. Don’t you give a couple of days to the good tenants?”

“As far as Mr. Baweja is concerned, I would have given him time until the end of the month as well. But this time, when he didn’t say anything and when his cheque didn’t arrive in its usual manner, I felt it to be strange. Today morning, Vimla told me something that I really thought something was off. I had no option but to come here. But what I saw here, I couldn’t dream about it even in my wildest dreams. 

“Who is Vimla?’

“She cleans these flats. She told me that exactly two weeks ago, she found an envelope sent by Mr. Baweja. Along with a letter, the envelope had three hundred rupees. In the letter, Vimla was instructed not to come to work from the next day. That money was her salary for the whole month. She came to me today and told me to give her work in some other house, in lieu of Mr. Baweja’s house. I suspected Mr. Baweja because of this, without any reason.”

“Two weeks ago.” Balraj said, thoughtfully. “Did she meet Mr. Baweja during this time?’

“No. She thought that Mr. Baweja left the flat without giving any reason.”

“Did you meet Mr. Baweja in these two weeks?”

“No.”

“Did someone you know meet him during this time?”

“I don’t know”

Sub-inspector Ashwini entered the flat. 

“Did you make the call?” Balraj asked

“Yes sir. They will be coming any moment now.”

“And did you lodge a complaint about this phone?”

“Yes sir, but that won’t solve anything.”

“Why?”

“I know a person in the telephone department here. After I lodged the complaint, I called him up for a quick fix, but she told me that the phone line is disconnected.”

“It’s disconnected? Why? Did he not pay the bill?”

“No sir. Sometime last month, on the twentieth actually, Mr. Baweja requested the permanent disconnection of the phone line.”

“You mean 20th March?” – “Yes Sir.”

“That means exactly two weeks ago.”

Ashwini Sharma did some mental calculations, using his fingers as the counting device. 

“Right sir, it’s two weeks today.”

Balraj was deep in thought. He then said, “You have seen the dead body, Ashwini. What do you think, when did Mr. Baweja die?”

“As far as I can think, it’s been a while that he’s dead.” Ashwini hesitated – and then spoke – “Rigor mortis has set in, sir. But there’s no stench as yet. I think he died at least two days ago.”

“And at the most?”

“At the most, three days, sir.”

“That means it can’t be two weeks.”

“Impossible sir. The dead body would raise a stench within four days in such a weather.” Ashwini quipped. 

“I think that Mr. Baweja was not here two weeks ago. He returned a couple of days ago. And that’s when he was killed. He didn’t get a chance to reconnect the phone line.”

“I think, he wasn’t going to come back here in a hurry when he left.” That was my opinion. “If that was the case, he wouldn’t disconnect his phone. It’s understandable that he fired the housekeeping staff. He didn’t want her to go through the hassle everyday. But why did he disconnect the phone? It didn’t solve any of his problems. It would have taken so much time – and money – to reconnect the line.”

“I agree, Bharti.” Balraj smiled. “And this means that it was absolutely important that he disconnect the phone, and fire the housekeeping staff.”

“What do you mean?” I asked.

Balraj smiled again. 

“You have seen the dead body.” He said. “Did you look at his left hand?”

I hadn’t paid much attention to the hands, apart from the fact that his hands were tied behind his back.  Even if I had looked, it would be difficult to ascertain which of his hands were left and right in a single look, they were tied so snugly. 

“No. What was so special about them?”

“Come, I will show you. We will need to see the dead body once again.”

We once again went to the bedroom. 

Balraj pointed to the right hand. This time, because my entire concentration was on the hands, I could easily spot the difference. It was all so clear, I should have seen it earlier. The finger tips of the left palm were lightly burnt, and I could see dried blood under the fingernails. Under the forefinger, there was a small matchstick, its’ tip covered with soot. 

A chill ran down Murarlilal’s spine. 

“What’s that, like a matchstick?” He swallowed his spit while speaking. 

“That means that someone rendered him unconscious by hitting him on behind the ear.” Balraj continued, “ Then, he was tied with these belts and was beaten up mercilessly.” He has been beaten repeatedly, not just once. He has been tortured for more than a week. The torture wasn’t just about beatings.  I can see the toothpicks under his left hand’s fingernails. Whoever was torturing him, would burn these toothpicks. The torturer didn’t want any disruption, that’s the reason of the disconnection of the telephone and the firing of the housekeeping staff.”

Before I could counter any of this, we heard some footsteps outside the flat. The photographer and the people with the ambulance had entered. 

The dead body was duly photographed, according to procedure and was then lifted.

Balraj wrote a note about the varnish under the dead man’s nose to the coroner, Doctor Mulgaonkar. 

Once he was done with all this, Balraj once again spoke to Murarilal. 

“Where can I meet Vimla?”

“She stays in Raghubarpure.”

“Have you seen her house?”

“Yes.”

Balraj gave some directions to Ashwini Sharma and then looked at me. 

“Will you come with me to Vimla’s house, Bharti?”

“Of course.”

We left the flat and climbed down the flight of stairs. We got into the jeep outside and left for Raghuvarpure. 

***
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It was an old, dilapidated house. It had a door that opened into the gully. 

Balraj motioned Murarilal to knock on the door. 

After a few moments, a 45 year old woman opened the door. She was dusky, and we could see the intelligence and maturity on her face and demeanour. She was startled when she saw the police officer’s uniform. When she saw Murarilal, she gained her wits and then put up an appearance. 

“Yes? She said. 

“The Inspector wants to speak to you, Vimla.” Muralilal said. 

Vimla moved away from the doorway, thoughtfully. 

“Please come,” she said in a worried tone.

We moved inside. 

The room was big and spic and span. Everything was in its place. It was evident, Vimla was hard working and liked cleanliness. She was a good housekeeper, as well. 

She slipped out three stools from under the bed and then beckoned us to sit and we did.

In short, Murarlilal told Vimla about Mr. Baweja’s murder and that the Inspector wanted to speak to her in connection with the investigation. 

She was shocked, her disbelief writ large on her face as she stared at Murarilal. She was silent for a while, and then sighed.

“How can I help, sir?” She said, finally. 

At first, Balraj asked the same questions that he posed to Murarilal. 

To be frank, there was consistency in both the set of answers. According to them, Mr. Bawjea was a silent, mild-mannered and a good man. 

“What did he do for a living?’ Balraj asked. 

“I don’t know.” Vimla answered.  “But he lived royally. He had good tastes. Seeing all that, I would think that his business, whatever it was, was a lucrative one.”

“Did he ever introduce you to anyone?”

“No.”

“At what time would you go to his place to work?”

“I would reach the building at 10 in the morning. I would work in Mr Baweja’s flat first and then in the other three.”

“At what time would you return?”

“When I used to work at Mr. Baweja’s, I would return at about two in the afternoon. Now, I have work  only at three flats, so my work is over by 1 in the afternoon.”

Balraj was silent for a while. 

“Can you tell us anything about the people who visited Baweja?” – He asked, in the end. 

“No, I never saw anyone visit him. 

“You mean nobody ever visited him?

“No. I didn’t mean that.” Vimla retorted, as if she wanted to prove the Inspector wrong. “I said that I never saw anyone visit him.”

“What do you mean by that? Did people visit him?’

“Yes.”

“How do you know?”

“I used to work there in the morning. I noted that sometimes, there was several cigarette butts and ash in the dustbin. One man couldn’t  have smoked so many cigarettes. Also, there used to be so many bottles of liquor and soda, am sure more than one person consumed them.”

‘So, he used to throw parties?”

“Yes.”

“Was this consistent, or was it a rare occurence?”

“A couple of times in a week.”

“Were there only men at these parties or women too?”

“How can I know that?”

“I will help.” Balraj said.” Please try to remember. Did you ever see any red marks on the cigarette butts?”

“You mean lipstick marks?’

“Yes. Did you ever see them?’

“Yes, often.”

“Good. When was the last time that he hosted a party like this?”

“I haven’t gone there since two weeks.” Vimla fell into thought. She then replied,” A couple of days before that.”

“You used to see the bottles of liquor and soda. Did you ever try to gauge how many people used to attend the party?”

“No.”

“Can you?’

“No.”

“Did you ever visit Baweja in the evening or night?”

“No”

“Baweja lived alone. Did he ever tell you anything about his personal life?”

“I have already told you, he was a silent and mild-mannered person. He used to talk only what was needed.”

Balraj went silent again. After a while, he asked, “Did Baweja send you a letter firing you?”

“I have told you. the envelope had the letter and three hundred rupees.” Vimla countered. “Why are you asking me again?” “Look, sir, I am a hardworking and honest woman. I hate lies. If you ask me the same question a thousand times, I will have the same answer that I did when you asked me the first time.”

“I am not accusing of telling lies. I wanted to know if you have the letter.”

“No, why?’

“I wanted to see it.”

“I am sorry, I tore it up and threw it away then and there.”

“And the envelope?

“I tore that too.”

“Did you get this letter through post?”

“No.”

“So, someone came to delivery it to you?”

“Someone must have, but I didn’t see him. I leave the house in the morning and return only in the afternoon or the evening. When I reached home that day, the envelope was inside. Someone had put it through the door. There was no postal ticket on the envelope as well. 

Balraj fell silent once again. He asked after a while, “Did he ever write you a letter before that?”

“No.”

“How long have you been working at Mr. Baweja’s?

“At least two years.”

“In those two years, was he always at his flat, or did he go outside also?”

“Only once, for three weeks.”

“Did he give you a holiday during those three weeks?’

“No. He paid me for the whole month before that. He also told me to go to the house everyday and clean up. He didn’t want dust on everything that was in the house.”

“So, did you feel it strange when he sent you a letter this time, telling you not to come?”

“I did.”

‘Didn’t you think it would be better to talk to him about this?”

“I went to his house once in the evening. But I didn’t see any light through the windows and he didn’t respond to the doorbell as well. I understood that he had gone somewhere for a longer duration and had left the flat. 

“When did this happen?’

“Two days after I got his letter.”

“Did you ever go again?’

“No.”

“Did you ask anyone about this?”

“No. Because after I visited his flat that day, I was convinced that he had left the city. If he was staying here, he definitely wouldn’t have fired me. He was very satisfied with my work.”

I was silent, listening attentively to Vimla’s questioning. I suddenly remembered something and I couldn’t hold myself. 

“There’s a new deluxe sofa set in Baweja’s house.” I asked Vimla. Can you tell us when he bought it?’

Vimla stared at me, confusion writ large on her face.

“What?’

Balraj’s complimented me with his look and then repeated the question. 

“New sofa set?’ She fluttered her eyelashes. “But I have not seen any new sofa set. There was a tapestry sofa set in the drawing room. Even though it was old, it looked new and was good to look at. He used to take extreme care of all his belongings.”

“Are you sure that it was a tapestry sofa set?’ Balraj asked. 

“I can bet on it.  Yes.” Vimla’s tone rose. “I know and remember everything in that flat, as if it were in my house.”

Balraj rose.

“Would you come with us to Baweja’s flat and look at the sofa once?”

“That is not an issue. All I will have to do is give the key to the neighbor, so that if my husband returns when I am not at home, he won’t be in a hassle. 

***
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We returned with Vimla in the jeep. 

As soon as we reached Baweja’s flat, Vimla glanced at the sofaset. She confirmed that she has never seen the sofaset before. 

“If I hadn’t seen it myself, I wouldn’t have believed that this is here.” She spoke in a strong tone. “You can see for yourself. This doesn’t match with any other furniture in the room.  You will see that everything else is matching in this room. Even after seeing this sofa set here, I don’t believe that Mr. Baweja has bought this sofa.”

So, there was no doubt that the sofaset was bought sometime in the last two weeks. 

Balraj thanked Vimla and he dropped her off at home by the police jeep. 

Balraj was elated at the information that Vimla gave him, as if she had given him the name of the murderer. 

“Thank you very much, boss” he said to me.  He had a habit of regarding his friends as ‘boss’. 

“For asking her about this sofa. I had completely forgotten this point.”

“It has given you some clue?” I wanted to know. 

“Oh yes, a very solid clue.”

“Tell me also.”

“Wait, let the time come and you will know it also.”

I understood that he was dilly-dallying, so I didn’t press him. 

It was evening by the time we wound up. The tenants of the building had begun returning home. The sounds coming from the flat adjacent the dead man’s was proof that someone was living in it. 

Balraj decided to start his investigation right there, but before that, he directed the fingerprints expert to take the prints from every object that’s present in the house. had also directed his SI, Ashwini, how to search the flat minutely. 

We then reached the flat next door to Baweja’s. 

A woman answered the doorbell, opening the door. 

We were stunned. 

She was, in a word, beautiful. She was demure, and her skin had a unique, saffron hue to it. She had jet black, thick hair, a compliment to her big, dark eyes that used thick, dark eyelashes as a cover. She had a longish, svelte nose. She didn’t have a lot of makeup on her, only a simple grasp of lipstick on her soft, full lips. 

She had worn a low cut, satin gown that accentuated her figure well and left nothing to imagination. On her fingernails, was nailpolish that matched her lipstick. 

The woman was around 24 years of age, full at all the right places, something that would make any man’s heart aflutter. 

She gave a light smile, showing off her white, pearl like beautiful teeth, and dimples settled on her cheek. 

“Please come” she moved away from the door and invited us inside. 

Her sensuous voice complimented her form. 

“I am Neera Malkani.”

We entered the apartment.

Her flat was similar to Bawejas, but not as well kept as his. The cushions on the sofa were not in their place. The two ashtrays on the big center table were full to the brim with cigarette butts. We could see the cigarette ash on the carpet as well. There were some empty glasses on the table.  The lipstick mark on the tip of the glasses gave away the fact that it was either Neera or her female friends who were using the glasses. 

Neera wasn’t startled when she saw Balraj’s uniform  - this was proof that she knew the reason why we had visited her. Because the police were in the room, and because of the movement of the police in Baweja’s room, it was evident that something big had happened. 

“Please be seated.” She closed the door and then motioned towards the sofa. 

“Thank you.”

We sat on the sofa. 

Neera stood near a sofa chair that faced us. She didn’t make any motion to sit. 

“You have come here to ask me about Baweja?”

It was as if she was telling us this, instead of asking us. 

“Yes.” Balraj said, “Do you know that he has been murdered?”

“I did hear it while coming upstairs.” Neera spoke in a casual tone, “But I couldn’t believe it”

“Why?”

“He was a Prince Charming. Who would want to kill him?”

“He was your next door neighbor.” Balraj didn’t pay attention to her comment. “You must be knowing her very well?”

“No.” Neera pouted. “He definitely was a Prince Charming, but he didn’t talk much. He kept to himself.”

“That means you didn’t know him very well.”

Neera took in a deep breath. She leaned on the sofa.

“I tried to.” She said. “But either he didn’t have a heart, or he didn’t like women like me. Believe me, Inspector, I tried for about two months. But the Prince Charming didn’t show any interest in me. In the end, I stopped trying.”

“When did you try this?”

“Almost about one and a half year ago. I had just come here."

“So, if not well, you knew him.”

“We only used to wish each other while coming up and down the stairs. That’s all.”

“Do you work?”

“I am a steno in Smith and Johnson.”

“What do you do, apart from that.”

“I am a model. I go to parties. I like photography and cycling. I like befriending men that I like.” She was frank. 

Balraj smiled. 

“Even when you had some pros, Baweja didn’t show any interest in you. This was unfair on you. 

“These pros are for later. Actually, I am a rarity in myself, inspector.” She chuckled. “I know the effect my beauty has on men. But when it came to the Prince Charming, my beauty was worthless.” She paused, and then asked, “Has he really been murdered?”
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