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To the memory of Ajay Khullar, the storyteller whose earthly tales are probably blockbusters in heaven.




AUTHOR’s NOTE


While working on my last book about the legendary actor-filmmaker Guru Dutt, I had the privilege of having many conversations with his sister, the late artist Lalitha Lajmi. Each meeting felt like peeling back another layer of the mystique surrounding Dutt.


One day, when we were talking about Guru Dutt’s shelved thriller Raaz, her eyes lit up. “It was a mystery film. Have you seen the photo from the shooting? How handsome he looked in that army uniform!” She began talking about Dutt’s early days of filmmaking. “Thrillers and mysteries—he loved them. For a while, that was all he wanted to make. But as more time passed, his films became darker, deeper, with a weight of their own. The lightness of thrills gave way to something…else.”


That conversation, casual and half-forgotten, lingered in my memory until I started writing this story of a damaged cop. One who is haunted yet relentless.


In my mind, I imagined Guru Dutt as a brooding investigator moving through a world of twisted cases while shrouded in a cryptic mood and fighting his own shadows. By day, he worked through his investigation with a quiet intensity, piecing clues together, leaving no stone unturned. But at night, when the city finally became still, his demons came to visit him—silent, gnawing shadows that only he could see.


Each case might be a mirror, revealing another fractured piece of his own soul. He would go on to solve each case, even while in turn unravelling himself.


My lead protagonist—Roshan Rana—isn’t exactly Guru Dutt.


I’ve never met Guru Dutt. But in a way, it was Guru Dutt who inspired the character I created in this book. Roshan is a character who picked Dutt’s air but eventually grew into his own self. 


During the course of writing this book, Roshan Rana developed his own distinct quirks and life story. The initial spark for the setting of a father-son conflict drew inspiration from another beloved film (which I will leave to my readers to figure out) but soon these characters began to carve out their own destinies which is the essence of storytelling. Characters breathing, evolving and seizing their own narratives!


Yasser Usman






Inspired by true stories and several headlines

which we all wish weren’t true






The burn in his throat from a long drag was something he savoured.


He blew out a plume of smoke and opened his eyes. Watched it dissipate into the cool night air. It was a ritual, this moment. After the deed was done. A moment to let the adrenaline recede. The stillness of the young man sprawled on the cold ground…easier than anticipated. Luring him to this beautiful, discreet place had been easy. “Adventure,” he had said.


He remembered and smiled.


“He said he trusted me,” he rasped. “At no point did I ask him to trust me. No, trust hadn’t brought him here. It was a far more potent force, a primal hunger that eats at the edges of reason. Desire.” A word he savoured himself. What was he if not a product of desire? He knew how it consumed all logic. It was desire that made them oblivious to the monster disguised as a friend. He had no compunction in seeing himself as a “monster”.


“And then he looked so heartbroken when I took his breath away. The expression of betrayal, of fear, of heartbreak and unbearable, searing pain. Self-centred bastards! Blinded by their own lust. As if others don’t endure betrayal.” His breathing hitched, a sudden spike of agitation disrupting his sense of calm. Why was pleasure always so fleeting? So swiftly replaced by a consuming pain.


“You’ve to pay the price of your desire. I know that better than anyone. Yet here I stand, bereft of desire.”


The memories came flooding back—memories laced with pain, humiliation, betrayal. He despised them, yet they refuse to let go, and torment his soul.


They reminded him of a defeat. He resolved to put an end to the way they clung to him. Their refusal to leave further fuelling his resolve…


He shook his head vigorously, as if trying to shake off the disturbing thoughts.


“Why can’t these memories leave me alone?”









SECTION 1




ROSHAN
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Memories are evidence. Of the lives we have lived. Of the whispers that echo from the depths of time. Memories forge our identities, illuminate our past, define the journey ahead.


But what do you do when the past starts to slip away?


Roshan Vir Rana was an inspector in the Crime Branch of Delhi Police and his years of experience in the role had made him one of the most senior inspectors around. Roshan had chased hardened criminals for decades. But it was chasing the memories of his father, Raghuvir Rana, that exhausted him the most. His 78-year-old father lay in bed, his face lined with confusion and weariness.


“I feel so tired. I want to go home. Mujhe ghar le chalo?”


Roshan’s heart sank. Dementia had gradually and mercilessly gripped his father’s mind over the past two years.


“This…this is your home, Papa. The home that you built with so much zeal.”


This reply puzzled the senior Rana. He looked through Roshan as if searching for a lost home. An ex-police officer in the Haryana State Police, he was once known for his sharp mind and stern demeanour. Always in a hurry—about everything in life. His dementia had been true to this habit, progressing swiftly. A week ago, he had slipped in the bathroom and was rushed to the hospital. Fortunately, there had been no fracture. Roshan had reached in a few hours from Delhi and had stayed with him since. He was discharged in two days.


In the last few months, Raghuvir Rana had almost stopped recognizing everyone, even those close to him. Sometimes, in a fleeting instant, he would look at Roshan with some residual fatherly warmth. In that precious moment, a glimmer of hope would ignite within Roshan. He would remind his father of the good times they spent together, distant memories of his mother and their family. Even the stories of Rajput valour and their previous generations, stories his father used to love narrating to him when Roshan was younger. Yet, as quickly as the spark of recognition flickered in his father’s eyes, it would dissipate into thin air once again.


Roshan’s eyes brimmed with unshed tears as he reached out to hold his father’s fragile fingers. He had grown up in a household where reverence for elders, especially one’s father, had been ingrained. The space for friendship, or any camaraderie that transcended formalities, remained unexplored. Unlike the conversations brimming with laughter and tears that he had shared with his mother, Roshan struggled to recall a single instance where he’d truly opened up to his father. It was a generational silence, a cultural script where emotional vulnerability was a woman’s domain. Yet there was always an unspoken understanding and warmth that had defined their relationship. A cascade of unspoken words tugged at his heart, desperate to be expressed. But his father’s mind was now tangled in a fog. It was too late. Yet another addition to Roshan’s list of regrets.
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Roshan stepped out into the huge drawing room where time seemed to have stopped since his mother had left the world. Every piece of furniture arranged in simple elegance by her occupied the same space it had six years ago.


His eyes were drawn towards a framed photograph on the desk beneath the window. The smiles, the warmth of washed-out colours, the faces not weighed down with age, tricking us into believing that life had been perfect back then. A rose-tinted “in retrospect” filter of the mind. The photograph was taken eight years ago when Roshan, accompanied by his wife Radhika and their son Arsh, had visited his father’s house for a winter break. A snapshot of a distant, happier time.


Nostalgia is a cat. It prowls through the corridors of our memories. It slinks into our minds, uninvited yet oddly comforting, leaving a trail of longing in its wake. It can curl up in our laps and allow us to stroke its fur, basking in the soothing embrace of familiarity. But like a cat, nostalgia is also a cunning creature. It can sharpen its claws, stirring up a sense of longing that pierces our hearts. Reminding you of all that’s lost, of the roads you didn’t take.


Roshan remembered when the photo was clicked. Things weren’t perfect, but it was a time when they were naive enough to believe that everything was going to be alright. Somehow. And even if not, at the very least they will always be together.


He had been wrong.


In the last few years, Roshan’s family had completely disintegrated. Radhika’s untimely death had shattered him. She shouldn’t have died. How could she? More than sorrow, her death made him angry. The injustice of it all. And perhaps guilt. Guilt he couldn’t articulate. Wouldn’t acknowledge. Yet it festered. Pricking at his conscience. Refusing to let go.


And then, his son Arsh left him. Or was it the other way around? The question weighed heavily on Roshan. For three long years, it had loomed like a shadowy cloud, demanding an answer. One that he was not prepared to give.


He had drowned himself in work—cases and criminals. And in the moments when nothing seemed to help, he had hit the bottle with a vengeance. But the question seemed to have a life of its own, popping up uninvited, demanding an answer repeatedly.


As it was doing now.


Roshan quickly walked back to his father. Perhaps dementia wasn’t entirely a curse. It could be, in a perverse way, a form of freedom. It had stolen his father’s memories—yes—but he was also free from life’s unbearable truths and unanswerable questions.


The loud ringing of the phone interrupted his thoughts. The number flashing on the landline phone was of his boss, D.C.P. Ajit Thakkar. An absolute “system-ka-aadmi”, as they say.


“Maybe a bit of dementia for the boss too…then he’d forget me for a few days,” he mused to himself. Roshan had taken personal leave for two weeks to spend time with his father and it had only been a few days. Going on a long leave was the rarest of rare things for the workaholic Roshan Rana. In fact, it was only at his boss’s insistence that he had reluctantly agreed to a much-needed break.


The phone was still ringing. Roshan picked up the phone.


“Jai Hind, sir!”


“Jai Hind, Rana! How’s your dad?”


Roshan went silent for a moment. “Status quo, sir. Stable.”


“Socha haal-chaal le loon,” Thakkar sympathized.


Roshan knew the D.C.P. too well to know it wasn’t merely a courtesy call.


“Sir, all ok there? Kuch urgent…?”


“Sorry, I called you. I don’t wish to intrude…”


“Koi baat nahin, sir.”


“I wouldn’t call it ‘urgent’ Roshan. And I understand you would like to be with your dad.”


“Sir, since I’ve never spent so much time here in years, I can feel the pitying glances from the neighbours and relatives who think I’ve been fired from my job. I need to show them I’m still employed,” Roshan chuckled.


D.C.P. Thakkar laughed.


“You wouldn’t have called me if it wasn’t serious, sir…bataiye? Do you want to discuss over the phone or should I come over?”


“Are you sure, Roshan? Ek VIP maamla hai. It might involve travelling to another city for a few days. Karoge?”


Roshan shut his eyes for a moment. He took a deep breath—this wasn’t a question really. He had just been handed a choice. Was it a choice between running away from his father or from the crushing weight of his own loneliness and memories?


“Roshan?” D.C.P. Thakkar’s voice interrupted his thoughts.


“Ji, sir,” Roshan replied. “Some relatives from the extended family are arriving this afternoon to stay with Papa. We’ll manage.”


“Ok then! I’ll see you in the office around 5 pm?”


“Ji, sir. Jai Hind, sir.”


Roshan was immediately consumed by guilt at the relief he felt at the thought of leaving his father, his home, and escaping to the demands of work life. It was a two-hour drive from his small town in Haryana to the D.C.P. office in South Delhi. He told himself that work was a better option than alcohol, which he would have resorted to if he didn’t have to go back to the office soon.
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Roshan Rana’s Qualis made its way through the busy streets of Gurgaon that were trying to navigate their new-found millennium City status. The new millennium was already over a year old, yet the word “millennium” was still a part of every new corporate “sales & marketing pitch”. On the outskirts of New Delhi, the recently built multistoried buildings dominated the skyline, looking down upon its older sibling—the old Gurgaon—which was essentially a large village cajoled into being a city due to its proximity to the country’s power centre.


He remembered his growing up years when his father was posted here. Those days, Gurgaon was a sleepy, homely, small town. As he passed the old Sheetala Mata Mandir, a sudden vivid memory of his mother made him smile.


The temple had been a grounding force for him then, just as it was now a reminder of simpler times and togetherness. His mother would emotionally harangue him into visiting the mandir whenever he was home from his hostel at the prestigious Fort School. The past is really etched into our being. The smoke from the incense sticks and its familiar scent were intertwined in his memories. A serenity enveloped him when he sat beside his mother, listening to her whispered prayers and watching the flickering flames of the oil lamps.


The new upscale Gurgaon was harder, more brittle. Roshan knew their glass windows reflected a distorted reality of progress, despite liberalization and the material wealth it brought along. On one hand, incessant construction to make way for the corporates setting up their offices, soaring salaries, and increased access to education—yet, a virulent strain of intolerance seemed to be infecting the very fabric of the city. The rising crime graph was a stark reflection of all that plagued its streets. The working class, once lauded for their resilience, now harboured a simmering resentment. Frustrations boiling over into acts of astonishing brutality that shocked even a seasoned cop like Roshan.


He gazed upon the multistoried building, the office of a telecom giant. The beautiful stained-glass facade was a stark contrast to the memory of a horrible case. Two years ago, the brutal rape and murder of a young woman, Rituja Kumari, in Vasant Kunj area of South Delhi had sent shockwaves through the city. It was a brutality that defied comprehension. She was picked up in the evening while she was going home from her place of work. Roshan was a veteran of violence. He had witnessed the depths of human depravity and encountered countless psychopaths cloaked in normalcy and living routine lives, yet this case had pierced even his hardened soul.


Despite evolving societal shifts, education, and liberalizations, Roshan knew that violence against women has remained a constant. A large percentage of his caseload involved crimes perpetrated against women. Despite the relentless progress of civilization, the specter of violence against women remained inevitable. Like death. It persisted. Women were controlled and raped and killed for many reasons. For many centuries. The motives changed. The cruelty remained.


The savagery of the crime had ignited a personal fire within Roshan. The Rituja Kumari murder investigation had plunged him into the underbelly of Haryana as the suspects were thought to be from the bordering villages of Haryana. The memory of the ambush, a chilling encounter in a darkened alleyway of a village, sent shivers down his spine. There were four assailants, members of a local criminal gang, who had sprung from the shadows. Roshan had narrowly escaped death that night. He wasn’t carrying his service revolver but his courage had saved him. It was a fightback Roshan was proud of. He had later faced strong resistance from his superiors in the Delhi Police and the Haryana state police for crossing his area of influence and conducting his “unofficial” investigation in a state that wasn’t his domain. There was political pressure too. His actions had put his career on the line. But Roshan had seen the battered body of the young girl and the inhumanity she was subjected to. He was told by colleagues that cops shouldn’t let crimes get to them. Not to take them “personally”, as such crimes were a part and parcel of the job. But Roshan didn’t agree. He never did. How could one remain unaffected by such brutality, no matter the frequency? They should still be shocked and upset by brutal crimes, he believed. For him, justice was paramount. Nothing else mattered, except the investigation. It eclipsed all other things in his life.


Resistance only fuelled his determination. He hadn’t slept for six nights straight and investigated the case with such vengeance that his relentless pursuit, bordering on obsession, had astonished his boss, D.C.P. Thakkar. Roshan had nabbed the murderer. What had ultimately shocked him was that the killer of the girl was not the expected sexually depraved, uneducated criminal from a rural background that they expected, but a well-educated professional working as a senior manager in the multinational telecom company. A product of privilege and a prestigious management institute.


Roshan recalled the moment he had apprehended the killer. He had restrained himself from inflicting the same brutality upon him. The killer was a married man with a wife and two daughters. How could he choose to inflict such horrific suffering on a young girl? After the arrest, Roshan had offered Rituja’s parents the opportunity to exact their revenge, unofficially granting them an hour to punish the man in the lockup. To shout at him. To beat him up. Yet, the father had broken down after a few slaps. Their grief had overwhelmed them. The realization that nothing will bring back their daughter. Roshan knew that the killer’s wealth and connections would grant him access to the best lawyers, potentially allowing him to avoid maximum punishment.


Even years later, today, as he navigated the transformed “millennium city”, driving past the building where the killer once worked, Roshan couldn’t shake the thought off: Does it take the desperation of poverty or the hollowness of prosperity to truly expose the darkness within us? He didn’t have an answer. What he did believe, however, was that any transformation, whether of a city or a person, is not without its consequences.
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Thirty-five minutes later Roshan was with D.C.P. Thakkar in his South Delhi office. The D.C.P. was seated on a high-backed leather chair behind a large wooden desk. He was in the middle of a phone call. Roshan guessed from his tone that he was talking to the commissioner.


“Please don’t worry, sir! I’m on it. We’re sending Inspector Roshan Rana. Will keep you updated.”


The D.C.P. put back the phone receiver and turned towards Roshan.


“I was speaking with Commissioner Sahab.”


The D.C.P. gestured for him to take a seat.


“You look tired, Roshan.” D.C.P. Thakkar began, a forced cheerfulness masking his concern. “Are you ok or have you been drinking?” Roshan knew the boss’s cheerful tone and casual banter simply meant a trap. That something more serious was coming.


“All good, sir.” Roshan smiled back. “Remember, that old proverb from my Haryana…‘Sharabi ke do thikaane, theke pe jaave ya thaane.’ Since I am not drinking, I chose to come to work.”


Thakkar roared with laughter at Roshan’s sarcastic remark about calling him during his leave. Then he asked, “Papa kaise hain?”


“Theek hain sir…just that…bas mujhe pehchaante nahin,” Roshan replied with a smile that had a hint of sadness. He’s fine in his own world, just that he doesn’t know his son anymore.


“Sorry yaar, Roshan. I called you in the middle of your leave…you should be with…”


“Sir, koi baat nahin,” interrupted Roshan. It didn’t matter. “Aur waise bhi Papa mujhe bhool jayein, poori duniya mujhe bhool jaaye, lekin boss kabhi nahin bhoolte,” Roshan said with a smile.


D.C.P. Thakkar laughed again. “Ok, ok I got it! I owe you a long leave again. Roshan, I’ll come straight to the point. Though I told you earlier that it wasn’t, but it is, kind of…urgent.”


“Ok…”


“Do you know R.K. Jaiswal?”


“Jaiswal? That industrialist?”


“Yes, the industrialist and Rajya Sabha MP.”


“And?”


“His son Rohit Jaiswal, 25 years old, went for a holiday to a yoga retreat in Darjeeling. He is missing since the last three days.”


“Darjeeling?” Roshan took a pause. “The local police can find him, sir. Why are we, the Delhi Police, worried?”


“We are worried because Commissioner Sahab is worried. He is worried because the minister is extremely worried. Jaiswal is important for the ruling party. You know how it works.”


Roshan Rana nodded slowly.


The D.C.P. continued. “The local police is working on it, but his father wants someone from Delhi to be there too. This file has the information on the boy and his photographs. I want you to go and find him.”


Roshan went quiet. He wasn’t prepared for this at all.


“Sir, koi aur ja sakta hai apni team se?” said Roshan rather sheepishly. Someone else from the team should be able to go. “I know I agreed to go. But I thought…it was somewhere nearby. Just that, Papa is not really fine yet.”


D.C.P. Thakkar’s voice softened. “Roshan, I get it. Believe me, I do. But I only informed the Commissioner after you confirmed you were up for the trip. I could have sent S.I. Surinder, but he is stuck with the R.K. Puram murder case. Plus, I want my best officer to be there for this important matter.”


Roshan kicked himself for trying to use his father as a crutch to desperately escape this situation he had dug himself into. There was a reason why he didn’t want to go to Darjeeling. He could have never anticipated this.


The D.C.P. continued “Look, there’s a chance this Jaiswal kid is just blowing off steam, might even call back later tonight.”


Roshan opened the file and looked at Rohit Jaiswal’s photo. Young, good-looking boy.


“How many days are we looking at, sir…realistically? And is this going to be a formal investigation?”


“We’re talking two, maybe three days, Roshan. And I’ve pulled some strings to get you flight tickets. Kar do yaar! Think of it as a quick getaway, a change of scenery. And wapas aane ke baad chhutti le lena.”


Roshan nodded.


D.C.P. Thakkar was his mentor of many years. He was among the very few who had supported him in the worst of times. In the department, he was commonly known as D.C.P. Thakkar’s man. Roshan took a deep breath and decided to honour his boss’s orders, “Jo hukm, sir. Kab nikalna hai?”


“First flight in the morning. I’ve asked Deepak to book your tickets and stay. Also, since you do not use a mobile phone yet, he will give you an official mobile phone with a SIM card that you can use. I don’t know if you’ll receive proper signal there but still take it with you. But be careful. Kidnapping bhi ho sakti hai…ya there might be some political motive behind it. Tum jakar pata lagao.”


“Three days and no ransom call yet?”


“I was also wondering. Also, the local police in Darjeeling may not be happy we are sending you. But we have Tanvir there…”


“Bhote?” Roshan asked immediately, realizing they had not spoken in years.


“Yes, apna Tanvir Bhote. I remember he worked in your team on that Mehrauli case years ago. Tumhe pata hai na, after leaving the Delhi police job, he had shifted back to his home in Bengal. Now he runs a tourist taxi business, somewhere near Darjeeling. He’ll provide local support. Meri baat ho gayi Tanvir se.”


“Ji Sir. I’ll go home and pack my bag.”


“Good luck, Roshan! Thanks. Keep me updated.”


“Jai Hind, sir!”
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Roshan cursed himself under his breath. The escape he’d craved from his father’s house now felt like a trap of his own making. He yearned for a drink, or something stronger.


He collected his flight tickets and local numbers from Deepak Kumar, the D.C.P.’s secretary. Deepak offered a dose of misplaced sympathy. “Hope your pitaji is feeling better, Roshan ji.” Roshan grunted noncommittally, eager to make a swift exit as the secretary was known for his over-enthusiastic and unending conversations.


“Ab bataiye, kya faayeda aisi job ka?” Deepak continued his rant, “aise samay mein parivar ke sath bhi nahin reh, sakte. But don’t you worry! It was actually me, you see,” Deepak puffed out his chest slightly, “who convinced the D.C.P. sir to send you by flight. Trains are such a hassle these days. Ye mobile phone bhi hai.”


Deepak handed Roshan a heavy black Siemens mobile phone, slightly smaller than a cordless landline receiver. “Calls are pricey, but I know you’ll use it judiciously and will return as soon as you’re back. You’re a responsible officer, after all,” Deepak said slyly.


“Thank you, Deepakji,” Roshan responded with a deadpan expression, badly irritated by his constant blabber. “There’s a saying in Haryana, ‘Kai too jeebh sambhaal, kai khopdo sambhaal!’”


“Hehehe, what does it mean, Roshan ji?” Deepak asked.


Roshan stared at Deepak but didn’t explain. The old saying simply meant, take care of your tongue otherwise you will have to take care of your skull. But Roshan wasn’t in the mood to explain. He picked up the tickets and phone and turned to leave.


“Go aaram se,” Deepak intervened again, “Sab theek ho jayega! Hum hain na!” Deepak had casually told him that everything will be alright. Roshan stopped. Then turned around.


“Deepak,” Roshan had removed the respectable “ji” now. “Do you know what my Murphy Taau used to say about that?”


Deepak nodded, a little uncertainly.


“So, Murphy Taau said anything that can go wrong will go wrong. Nothing’s as easy as it seems, and everything takes longer than you think it will. But most importantly, Taau’s life advice was…”—he leaned in—“…we should save our words like we save our retirement funds. Samjhe aap?”


Deepak didn’t. He just gave Roshan a feeble smile. But he did understand, a little resentfully, that he was being asked to shut up.
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Before leaving the D.C.P.’s office, Roshan dialed Keerti to ask if she is home. His equation with Keerti was simple and transactional.


Keerti Malik was a corporate lawyer working for a law firm in South Delhi. At thirty-six, she had been living alone in an apartment in East Of Kailash after her divorce. Roshan had met her at the Saket Court during a case of financial fraud in which she had helped him. She had instantly liked the brooding policeman, the way he spoke, the unexpected humour. When she secured the bail in that case, she had asked for a dinner as her fee. It started with a drink, then dinner, and finally, a night that ended in a tangled mess of sheets. The sex was intense. A shared hunger, a devouring that spoke of years of denial.


Roshan felt guilty the next morning. Guilty because he had really enjoyed it. Since Radhika had left, his father had even suggested that he should remarry, but starting something serious felt too daunting. He’d tried casual flings, but none of them sparked any real interest. Keerti had ignited something different.


Roshan had been upfront about it. He told her the following day that relationships weren’t what he needed. Keerti had laughed and said she wasn’t looking for a commitment either. As he was leaving, she added that she enjoyed what happened between them and would be open to a casual relationship if he was interested too. Roshan hesitated. It was a foreign concept for him. The idea of casual intimacy, a convenient solution for their physical needs, wrestled with the remnants of his moral compass. He’d even once confessed, to a fleeting vision of Radhika’s disapproving eyes in the throes of passion. Keerti had just laughed, but the memory lingered.


Yet, he returned. When the physical need arose, when the loneliness grew too much to bear. In his skewed perspective, it was easier than navigating the complexities of love and commitment. Arrangements, he reasoned, were far easier to manage than the entanglement of hearts. He was all for arrangements. They worked better.


He always called and asked before coming to her house. There were times when she said no, and he never questioned her reasons. Although he occasionally wondered if there was someone special in her life. Today, the weight of his decision with D.C.P. Thakkar pressed heavily on him. She opened the door with a knowing glance. All he craved was Keerti, the haven of her arms, the quiet understanding that passed between them without words.


“You’ll have dinner?” she asked. His answer was a low murmur, barely audible. “I’ve to go. Travelling early morning.” She knew there wouldn’t be a lot of conversation, but that was ok. Without a word, he reached for her. Their clothes were shed with a shared urgency. It started slow, fuelled by a yearning that had been simmering. He took her from behind with a fierce tenderness. He knew she liked that too. The quiet sighs that had punctuated their embrace deepened into ragged gasps as he moved with a consuming intensity.


They had dinner together after an hour. He told her about his father who doesn’t recognize him anymore, not all the time. He told her how he had wanted to run away from his father’s house today. He also told her he doesn’t want to travel to Darjeeling, but he must. As he spoke, the words tumbled out, a torrent of emotions he hadn’t intended to share. He was surprised that sharing these deepest burdens with Keerti felt strangely easy. Keerti listened intently as Roshan laid bare his troubles, with a detached tenderness. Her quiet attentiveness felt…safe. A feeling he hadn’t known since those carefree days with his late wife, before life had thrown its harshest blows. It was a stark contrast to the guarded walls he’d built around himself in these last many years.


“Sorry, I didn’t mean to burden you with my problems?” Roshan suddenly said, preparing to leave.


“Of course, you did! You absolutely meant it,” Keerti laughed. “You needed someone to share your…issues with. You’re surprised that how could Roshan Rana, the strong man, open up, aren’t you?”


He stared at Keerti, realizing she was absolutely right. A faint smile was about to creep onto his lips, but he held it back.


“You’ll drive yourself mad if you keep letting your emotions pound against the walls of your closed heart, Roshan. Open up. Share them.”


“See you, Keerti,” Roshan nodded, starting to leave. “I really don’t want to go to Darjeeling,” he whispered, reaching for the door.


“I have a feeling you’re trying to avoid something. Jitna bhagoge…utna hi mushkil hoga. I don’t know what it is, but the more you run, the harder it will be,” she said, closing the door.


The weight of his emotions, offloaded onto Keerti, had left him feeling uneasy about the implications of their carefully constructed dynamic.
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Roshan unlocked the main door of his first floor flat in Lodhi Colony. The home which had the lingering scent of loneliness permeating the air. Yes, loneliness has a distinct smell. He realized it after Radhika left. The smell hung like an invisible mist in these rooms. “Murphy Madarchod!” He whispered, glancing at the envelope with the Darjeeling tickets before tossing it onto the counter. “Why do you have to be so right all the time? Everything I try to escape…why do they keep chasing me back?” The room remained almost exactly as his late wife had left it. He lacked the courage to change a thing. The maid would clean the house, but he had instructed her not to alter anything.


His gaze was fixed on the collage of family photos, a portal to happier times, a distant life. Their wedding photo, capturing their youthful innocence, seemed like a distant memory. Where had that innocence gone? So many moments were preserved in these images, from playing badminton with Arsh to the one that stood out: Radhika and little Arsh embracing him after he received the prestigious President’s medal for a famous investigation, their pride radiating brighter than his own. It was as if they had earned the medal. Roshan smiled remembering the moment.


He poured himself a drink. His favourite Red Label whiskey swirled in the glass, its aroma entwining with the scent of solitude.


Roshan Rana and Radhika Mukherjee had met on the first day of college in Delhi. She came from a world of privilege and academic prowess. Her father headed one of the biggest law firms in town and her mother was a professor in JNU. An elite Delhi family. Roshan had gone to a boy’s school, the prestigious Fort school in Rajasthan. An expensive boarding school but Roshan’s father wanted him to get the education that he himself never got. Roshan couldn’t bear the loneliness of the residential school hostel. He badly missed home. He left and came back in two years. Then he completed his education in the local English medium school in the old town of Gurgaon, Haryana.


A stark contrast separated Roshan and Radhika, leaving them with seemingly nothing in common.


Roshan had later admitted to a sense of aversion towards Radhika during the initial few days of college. It was her air of elitist privilege, something she bore naturally. But Radhika noticed him when he firmly stood his ground against four seniors in college over the issue of ragging new students. He made it clear that he wouldn’t stand for any form of ragging, not just directed at him, but against any of his classmates as well. The seniors were close to beating him up but there wasn’t a hint of fear in Roshan’s eyes. Radhika was intrigued.


Then on a serene afternoon, Radhika was on the U-special bus, a bus meant exclusively for the university students. The unsettling, leering gaze of a male student who stood near her seat made her increasingly uncomfortable. She tried to maintain her composure but as the stare persisted and became progressively lewder, her patience wore thin.


An angry Radhika turned around, unsure what to do, and that was the moment when she saw Roshan who was standing near the back of the bus. Something shifted within her. She got up from her seat and step by step drew closer to Roshan, as if an unspoken bond of safety enveloped her in his presence. Their eyes locked in a moment of timeless connection, and that was when Roshan truly saw her for the first time. Her jet-black hair cascaded gracefully, framing her face. The elegant curve of her cheekbones added a touch of aristocracy to her appearance. Words seemed superfluous, but their hearts quietly acknowledged the attraction. Roshan later told Radhika, sometimes a few moments engulf an entire lifetime in them.


Their connection was instantaneous. Radhika’s confidence and grace drew him towards her. Radhika, in turn, was intrigued by Roshan’s unique life experiences. Not shying away from expressing his opinions, even if they were contrary to popular belief. Unlike many, Roshan wasn’t afraid to call a spade a spade, even if it ruffled feathers. Perhaps it was his Haryanvi upbringing and honesty. It was only with time that Radhika would realize that the same quality which had appeared refreshing at first, could often be a double-edged sword.


Roshan’s possessiveness, which she initially appreciated as protectiveness, started to trouble Radhika. Subtle at first, it manifested into comments about her choice of clothing or questioning her friendships with male classmates. His need for constant reassurance, his occasional jealous outbursts, chipped away at Radhika’s sense of freedom. They broke up multiple times, but always ended up back together. A powerful yet unhealthy pull that neither could resist. Radhika’s mother called it a toxic relationship. In her opinion, Roshan, deep inside, was an orthodox Haryana boy who was not exposed to the concept of equality in a man–woman relationship. She was right.


But falling in love blurs your distant vision. Only the two faces remain in sharp focus. The rest of the world, the past and the future, fade into the background.


Roshan joined the Delhi Police as a sub-inspector and despite reluctance from the two families, 24-year-old Roshan married Radhika who was a year younger to him. They married because they believed there was no reason to wait. A son was born a year later. The happiest event in Roshan’s life. His heart swelled with emotions he had never known before, as he cradled his newborn son in his arms.


With the overflowing love he felt for this tiny being, his voice tender and filled with emotion, he whispered to Radhika, “I promise you, I’ll be the best father I can be.”


An elated Raghuvir Rana named his grandson Arsh, signifying the boundless expanse of the sky.
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In the initial years in the Delhi Police, Roshan stood out as a maverick investigator. His initial success compounded a growing love for the job. The thrill of the hunt solidifying his belief he was born for this. Roshan was always propelled by a desire to prove himself to his father, who had been an illustrious police officer during his time. The orthodox Haryana boy had intuitive skills which led him to crack case after case, earning him the admiration of superiors who saw a “spectacular investigator” on the rise—brilliant but stubbornly independent.


The senior officers had noticed his special talent to solve murder cases. They joked that he could think like a killer. But Roshan struggled with authority and bureaucratic doublespeak. It was a trait that both defined him and dogged him. His candour often rubbed superiors the wrong way and hindered his climb up the ranks.


While his contemporaries ascended the ladder, Roshan’s promotions were few and far between. Yet, when a critical case arose, it was Roshan they turned to. This hypocrisy fuelled Roshan’s bitterness, a bitterness he sometimes sought to drown in alcohol. But it was D.C.P. Thakkar who, after working closely on a case with him, developed a liking for his honesty and obsession with work. He took Roshan under his wing.


Over the years, Roshan’s all-consuming obsession with his work had taken its toll. Radhika sometimes felt that it overshadowed his love for her and Arsh.


The truth was, in Arsh’s laughter, Roshan felt a beacon of light cutting through his bitterness. It was his lifeline, a sanctuary from his ceaseless frustrations, a glimmer of normalcy that illuminated his darkest moments and filled his heart with warmth. As Roshan watched the six-year-old Arsh playing with Radhika at the beach in Goa during a vacation, he knew there would never come a day, not an hour, minute, or second, when he wouldn’t love his son.


“Rachna ma’am asked me who my idol is, Baba,” Arsh had said one evening. “She told me what idol means.” Roshan could picture the scene, the innocence in his son’s big eyes, “You’re my idol, Baba.”


For him, Arsh was his lucky charm.
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Three drinks down, and Roshan saw Arsh clearer than ever, through the haze of alcohol, but in a memory that was lucid. It was Children’s Day, November 14th, and Arsh, a tiny eight-year-old, beamed in his police uniform. Roshan had gone the extra mile, getting a tailor to stitch the miniature outfit just for him. He remembered the playful threat: “Baba, if you’re late for my show, I’ll shoot you!” as he brandished a toy gun. But as happened too often, a case had kept him away from the school performance. He felt a pang of regret on remembering that even after so many years.


Regret appeared like a cracked mirror, reflecting the past in distorted fragments, constantly reminding him of what could have been different.






“No, I hold no regret.”


Sleep evaded him.


He exhaled smoke and coughed a bit. The smoke seemed to cling to him, like a physical manifestation of the past that refused to let go.


“He thought I would whimper and whine like some pathetic victim. Drown myself in tears, lamenting the unfairness of it all? No. Tears are for the weak. The truly brave take action.”


He thought about his last hunt. It was surprising the news hadn’t broken yet. Perhaps his work was too meticulous, the kill too clean. A smile played on his lips. Good. He would continue to hunt, uninterrupted.


Like that old bastard told me in the good old town: “In this world, you’re either the hammer or the nail.”


“I choose to be the hammer.”
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Day 1, Darjeeling


Roshan felt a cocktail hangover of whiskey mixed with memories and regrets when the early morning flight from New Delhi landed at Bagdogra Airport at 8.50 am. Nestled in the foothills of the Himalayas, Bagdogra offered a picture-perfect welcome. Through the airport’s large glass windows, Roshan looked at the distant view. He could easily picture the towering Himalayan peaks and the lush tea estates carpeting the rolling hills below that awaited him.


With his head pounding like a drum, Roshan stepped out into the crisp cool air and instantly felt better. As he came out of the airport with his red suitcase looking for his pickup vehicle, a voice cut through the din, “Welcome to Darjeeling, Rana Sir!”


It was Tanvir Bhote walking towards Roshan with a warm smile. A touch of grey at the temples but the same playful glint in his eyes that Roshan remembered. A wave of relief and nostalgia washed over Roshan. He smiled back and hugged him warmly.


“Tanvir Bhote! Bholi surat dil ke khote.” (Tanvir Bhote of innocent face but who knows what lay behind it!) It was a rhyme Tanvir’s colleagues had invented inspired by a popular Bollywood song of the 1950s, featuring the actor Bhagwan dada.


Tanvir chuckled, “Aapko abhi tak yaad hai sir? Poori team mujhe aise hi bulati thi. Kya din thay sir!” Those were indeed the days.


“It’s been what…? Ten years?”


“Eleven, sir! I can never forget those days.”


“And look at you, Bhote,” he said looking at Tanvir’s paunch. “The hills haven’t dulled your appetite, I see. But it’s great to see you again Tanvir, really,” Roshan put his arms around his shoulders.


“Let me carry your luggage.” Tanvir looked at the red suitcase and said, “Bag to kaafi colourful liya sir.”


Roshan kept a straight face. They settled onto the worn leather seat of Tanvir’s olive green jeep.


“So, how’s the business empire, Bhote? Heard you’re a taxi tycoon here?”


Tanvir let out a hearty laugh. “Taxi tycoon might be a bit of a stretch, sir. But yeah, I managed to scrape together a small fleet. Five cabs, all running strong, especially during the tourist season.”


Roshan nodded, “Busy times! But thank you for finding time to pick me up.”


“Let’s just say, when Roshan Rana himself shows up in Darjeeling, well, you drop everything else, wouldn’t you?”


Roshan laughed.


“So, it has to be a case that brought you to Darjeeling, sir.”


“Yes, Tanvir! But this time it’s just you and me in the team.”


“Hum dono kaafi hain, sir!”


“Breakfast karaaoge?”


“Absolutely, sir! Fresh breakfast with special Darjeeling tea. And speaking of food, my wife’s asked me to invite you for dinner tomorrow, before you dive into this case headfirst.”


“That’s very kind. Please convey my thanks to her. I look forward to meeting her at long last.” Roshan chuckled.


Tanvir’s grin widened. “Tomorrow you will, sir. Trust me, her mutton curry is legendary.”
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During their drive to the nearby Cafe By The Way, Tanvir told him Darjeeling was a three-hour long drive from Bagdogra. Roshan had to meet Param Dorjee, the superintendent of police of Darjeeling, at 2.30 pm. As Tanvir enthusiastically described their lunch options, detailing the intricacies of Tibetan cuisine, Roshan interjected, “How far is Kurseong, Tanvir?”


“Kurseong…is about an hour and a half, sir. This place Bagdogra actually serves as the gateway to Darjeeling, Kurseong, Kalimpong, Mirik, Gangtok, and a few other hill station towns in the North Bengal region. But sir, why do you ask about Kurseong? That boy Rohit Jaiswal is missing from Darjeeling, isn’t he?”


“Yeah! Just curious.”


Tanvir was waiting for him to say more but then the breakfast arrived.


“I know you love samosas, sir, so I’ve specially asked them to prepare our Tibetan samosa—sha phaley. It’s deep-fried bread stuffed with meat and cabbage. I am sure you’ll love it.”


“Thank you, Tanvir. It’s nice to have a leisurely breakfast after so long. Breakfast used to be such an important meal in our home when Radhika was there.”


Tanvir looked at him, “I came to know about Bhabhi’s passing much later. I am so sorry, sir. She was a great lady. I would never forget how welcome she made us feel whenever we went to your place on Arsh Baba’s birthdays and other functions.”


Roshan offered a melancholic smile.


Tanvir continued, “Akele ho gaye honge aap, sir. How is Arsh baba? Bade ho gaye honge? Where is he these days?”


Roshan’s gaze seemed far-off, indicating his discomfort with the question.


“Sir, the famous Darjeeling tea is here,” Tanvir interrupted his silence.


“Oh yeah! And your Tibetan samosa, the sha phaley is delicious.” Sipping the tea he started reading the report about Rohit Jaiswal.
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As they left the cafe, the cool breeze carried a hint of the mountain air. Roshan saw a young couple across the road, joyfully posing for a photo. Perhaps they were here for their honeymoon. That phase of life, intoxicated by youth and love, when everything seems attainable and within reach. Before it is not.


Soon after, their car veered onto a road framed by a lush canopy of pine trees. Tanvir said, “It doesn’t look like a kidnapping case, sir. The classic rule—no ransom call or any other demand for forty-eight hours, phir to anhonee ke chances zyada hain.”


“Hmm! Rohit is an educated guy, Germany se padhkar lauta hai and planning to start his own business this year. Do you think it’s possible he has gone off on a trek or something and doesn’t want to be disturbed?”


“Should be smart enough to not get lost. But not smart enough to call home before choosing to get lost?”


“You’re right Tanvir. I spoke to his family and a close friend last evening. Rohit was talking to them regularly and seemed fine. There was no plan to go incommunicado. He doesn’t have many friends. No enemy. Who would want to harm him.”


“An accident?”


“Could be. Classic missing cases are either a runaway, accident or misadventure, or…abductions. It could be anything at this point.


“When D.C.P. Thakkar Sir called me yesterday, I made a phone call to my friend, the sub-inspector at the local police station. He told me, off-the-record of course, that the police thinks Rohit Jaiswal must have gone somewhere, may be with a girl, and they must wait before taking any action.”


“I hope he is right, Tanvir. Though we need something more solid to convince the boss and answer to Jaiswal’s folks,” said Roshan. “But three days…there appears to be something beneath the surface. A gut feeling.”


“And everyone knows, no ‘if’, no ‘but’, when Roshan Rana feels from the gut…” trailed off a grinning Tanvir.


Roshan smiled, glad that Tanvir’s sense of humour hadn’t faded over the years, unlike his three-pack abs.
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Darjeeling, the queen of hills, and a beloved tourist spot since the colonial era, is known worldwide for its serene landscape, charming toy train and lush tea gardens. Nepali is the main language here, and in India, language is a powerful, emotional marker, woven into the fabric of each community’s identity. But beneath the beauty lies festering discontent. For almost a century, Darjeeling has simmered with the desire for a separate state. As Tanvir drove past the landmarks that became flashpoints during the Gorkhaland movement of the last decade and spoke about them, Roshan thought how often beauty hid the silent scars of past struggles.


“The paradox of paradise, Tanvir,” Roshan said, “Last year I was in Kashmir. I stood there, surrounded by breathtaking beauty, yet felt a heaviness in the air. It was as if even paradise carries hidden curses and scars that are often pushed aside in the narrative of perfection we weave.”


Passing through numerous tea estates blanketing the undulating slopes of the hills, cascading waterfalls, blooming rhododendrons, and the distant snow-capped peaks of Kanchenjunga, the world’s third-highest mountain, Roshan and Tanvir reached the Darjeeling Police Headquarters. Only Roshan went inside the cabin of the Superintendent of Police (S.P.) Param Dorjee. He was cordial yet precise.


“D.C.P. Thakkar was saying great things about you, Roshan Rana. You know he was my senior at the IPS Academy.”


“He sends his regards and thanks for your support, sir.”


“We are deeply concerned about the Rohit Jaiswal missing case, and I have entrusted Inspector Tenzing Lepcha with the investigation. He’s a smart and capable officer. You can be in touch with him to coordinate efforts.


“I will.”


“But Rana, my sincere advice is to let Tenzing and the team handle the fieldwork. They’re familiar with the area. You can relax and stay updated. Don’t worry about Delhi. I’ll send a positive report about your work. Meet Tenzing. I’ve briefed him already.”


“I will meet him soon, sir,” Roshan replied, clearly understanding Dorjee’s subtle suggestion to avoid overstepping boundaries in their territory.


“I hope your stay and other things are taken care of.”


“I’m sure my survival skills will come in handy, sir.” Roshan said with a straight face.


Dorjee laughed at his reply, “Welcome to Darjeeling and good luck to you, Roshan Rana!”
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Back in the car Roshan told Tanvir about the meeting and S.P. Param Dorjee’s “advice” to relax and keep Inspector Tenzing Lepcha in the loop. Roshan intrinsically wasn’t adept at heeding advice.


They were now driving through the bustling streets of the vibrant Chowk baazar, the main market of Darjeeling town. The narrow lanes lined with a delightful array of shops, each adorned with colourful banners and traditional signs. A stray dog, ribs showing but spirit unbroken, trotted confidently down the street.


The close-up of the town was different from the lush long shots one was used to seeing. Buildings and roads bore the scars of time. Sometimes small towns find themselves burdened by the weight of their own history and the relentless passage of time, causing them to crumble and decay.


“I have never met Inspector Lepcha but my friend in the local police station told me he is a smart cop. He may not like having any other cop in his area. You are the classic outsider here,” remarked Tanvir.


“Yeah! Same old shit of cops being territorial. They’ll only be happy when we dance to their tune. There’s an old saying in our village, Tanvir.”


Tanvir listened intently, a smile playing on his lips.


“Jaat kahe jaatni se, jai is gaon main rahna,


chitti khaa gi hathni ne, haan ji haan ji kahna…


It means a jaat told his wife, if you want to live happily in this village, just be a yes person. Even when someone says an ant has eaten an elephant, just say yes.”


Tanvir burst out laughing.


“Should we say yes to everything, Tanvir?” Roshan asked mockingly.


“No, sir” Tanvir nodded while still laughing.


“Let’s meet and greet our friend Lepcha, but I think the resort where Rohit was staying is on the way, before the police station. Let’s grab a coffee at the resort’s cafe?”


“Without telling Lepcha?”


“Do we need his permission for coffee?” Roshan smiled, “Like you suspect, Lepcha will hate us no matter what. We need all the information we can get. And there is no point in letting the grass grow. Let’s go.”
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Standing in front of his police vehicle, Inspector Tenzing Lepcha gazed intently at the crowd gathered near the railway station. A cacophony of voices swirled through the air, blending with the echoes of waving banners and impassioned chants. It was a protest by the Lepchas, one of the major hill ethnic groups living in Darjeeling district. The area where this protest was happening came under Tenzing’s police station and he was responsible for providing security.


The local Tribal Lepcha Group (TLG) had organized this rally for their long-standing demand of recognition and introduction of the Lepcha language in schools and colleges of Darjeeling. They lamented the fact that very few remaining households were left where the younger generation speaks the language.


The senior members of the organization were going to submit a memorandum highlighting their demands to the officials present there. Language was the core of a people’s identity, and the most effective means to destroy a culture was to eliminate its language or replace it with an “outsider” language. When a language dies, it takes with it the stories of its ancestors, the whispers of their struggles, and the chants that had echoed through generations. Losing their language meant losing a piece of their soul. Lepchas, the original inhabitants of Darjeeling were trying desperately to save their language, their culture.


It was ironic. People across the world fiercely guard their own identities. Yet, given a chance, they can casually, with disturbing ease, crush the rights and cultures of others. Perhaps this hypocrisy, this ability to champion our own identities while extinguishing those of others, is humanity’s most glaring madness.


Lepcha personally knew most of the members shouting slogans and protesting. As he stood on the sidelines, waiting for the “peaceful protest rally” to come to an end, he couldn’t help but think about the futility of it all. These rallies, more often than not, served to benefit a handful of politicians, leaving the majority of protesters shortchanged.


Tenzing Lepcha hailed from the picturesque village of Lingsey, nestled in Kalimpong. Yet, the idyllic memories of his childhood were marred by the brutal storm of violence that ripped through his generation in the 1980s. The fight for a separate state within India, Gorkhaland, led by politician Subhash Ghisingh, erupted on the grounds of cultural and ethnic differences from West Bengal.


This violent agitation in 1986–87 shook West Bengal to its core, leaving the region scarred with over 1,200 lives lost. The memories of this barbarism still haunt the mothers whose sons and daughters were shot dead and wives whose husbands never came back. Tenzing counted himself lucky to have emerged alive when many of his fellow Lepchas had fallen victim to the mayhem. But something shifted within him. In his career as a cop, he earned the respect of his colleagues. Yet, a deep mistrust festered, particularly towards those who weren’t from his own land.


And these protesters were his own people. The memorandum was submitted and the rally dispersed peacefully. But during his drive back to the police station, Tenzing pondered how nothing had changed. Lepchas, the original inhabitants of Darjeeling, still felt threatened because of a huge influx of other communities, the “outsiders” to the area. He ordered a cup of tea as soon as he reached the station but before the tea could come a phone call arrived. It was from the manager of the Himalayan Heritage Resort who relayed the information that someone from the Delhi Police had arrived, snooping around, asking questions about a missing man.


The S.P. had briefed Tenzing about Roshan Rana, who was meant to meet him before initiating any inquiries. But history had shown that “outsiders” often arrived with a sense of entitlement. Tenzing Lepcha knew he needed to have a chat with this outsider.




8


The grand Himalayan Heritage Resort was once a summer residence of the king of Cooch Behar. This uber-expensive property in Darjeeling was a beautiful blend of Victorian charm and grandeur with every room offering a gorgeous view of the valley and pine trees.


Reluctantly, Manager Rajan Sherpa had divulged the information Roshan and Tanvir sought. The missing boy Rohit Jaiswal had booked a two-week-long yoga workshop at the resort but had vanished on the fifth day of his stay. Rohit usually had breakfast and lunch at the hotel but only had dinner there on the day of his arrival.


“Dinner was included in his package, but like most tourists, he preferred dining out in the evenings. He attended the morning yoga sessions regularly, and there was nothing unusual,” Manager Sherpa remarked, his voice tinged with reservation.


“Who was the last person who saw Rohit?” asked Roshan.


“The man on duty at the reception, Bijoy. You want to speak to him?”


“That would be great.”


Bijoy said Rohit seemed to be in a hurry that evening, his wet hair suggesting he had bathed a little while back. “He had on a stylish royal blue hoodie. I greeted him with a ‘good evening’, and he smiled back. Then he departed, and he hasn’t returned since. It was slightly after 8 pm because I came for the night shift at 8 pm,” Bijoy recounted, his words weighed with uncertainty.


Manager Sherpa revealed that the local police had already inspected Rohit’s room and his belongings but found nothing amiss. There was a bottle of vodka and a glass with some vodka in it on his bedside table suggesting he might have taken a drink or two before leaving. “The room is locked, and his luggage remains untouched,” Manager Sherpa added.


“Thank you for your assistance, Mr Sherpa,” Roshan and Tanvir spoke to the manager in the grand lobby near the reception. A few of the resort staff members appeared curious about the new inquiries. One person, dressed in a waiter’s uniform, caught Tanvir’s attention as he walked past twice with a tray of water glasses. While Roshan was busy talking to the manager, Tanvir excused himself to use the washroom.


From the gallery, Tanvir called the waiter over, who seemed flustered by the sudden attention. Swiftly, Tanvir picked up the glass of water from his tray and downed it in one gulp before asking the waiter to guide him to the washroom. Tanvir leaned in and said in a low voice, “I don’t want anyone to see you with me, but I sense you have something to share.”

OEBPS/images/Cover.jpg
BRUTAL MURDERS. A TWISTED SECRET. A KILLER ON THE LOOSE.

ZAS

@
x
=
=
<
z
<
o
Z
<
=
@

O

P

<
,M.M

K





OEBPS/images/common.jpg





OEBPS/images/logo.jpg
SIMON &
SCHUSTER

London - New York - Sydney - Toronto.






