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The Blue Clue

The atmosphere was charged with excitement. About a
hundred residents had gathered on the field at the
podium level of the housing society to watch the much
anticipated world cup final cricket match between
India and Australia. The society managing committee
was airing it on a large outdoor screen. Both teams
were in top form throughout the tournament,
promising a thrilling contest for the coveted trophy.

The Indian team had finished batting. While the runs
amassed by the home team were by no means enough
to elate their fans, India had achieved a respectable
total and had a fighting chance. This made the second
innings all the more tense and exciting.

A few overs into the second innings, the crowd drew a
collective sharp breath as the ball soared high into the
air only to fall slightly short of the fielder at deep
square leg. People cursed and shouted in anger and
disappointment. There was so much noise that no one
noticed the screams at first.

Eventually as the crowd began to settle down, a
piercing scream made its way from the other side of
the society clubhouse. The repeated frightened wails
became louder as the crowd grew silent.
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A few people rushed around the clubhouse building. A
little girl was sitting by the poolside screeching her
lungs out. One outstretched arm pointed at an
unpleasant scene at the bottom of the pool, while the
other shielded her eyes from it.

Ronak and Sachin noticed a body at the bottom of the
pool. They wasted no time before diving in, while
some others went to find a resident doctor. “It’s Mohit
Naik!” Sachin shouted, causing several people to
gasp, as Ronak helped Sachin place Mohit on the pool
side. Sachin shook him violently, desperate for him to
show some signs of life.

Whispers of the blue lights guy, accompanied by
raised eyebrows and shocked expressions ran through
the crowd that had now abandoned the cricket match
and assembled near the pool to find out what all the
commotion was about.

The crowd parted to make way for Dr. Fernandes, as
he rushed towards Mohit. While Fernandes
administered CPR on Mohit, the little girl’s mother
tried to comfort her. The girl, finally stopped
screaming. “Sasha, do you know what happened?” her
mother asked, but Sasha could only blubber and sob.
Finally, she mustered the strength to say, “Uncle was
attacked. A man drowned him. I saw the man.”
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“What?” exclaimed everyone who heard her.

The story spread quickly through the crowd. While
Sasha’s mother tried to calm her and get more
information out of her, Sachin and Ronak darted off to
search the grounds.

It wasn’t long before they apprehended Vinay Das
soaking wet, skulking away through the less lit parts
of the grounds. They brought him to Mohit’s body.

Sasha pointed an accusing finger at Vinay. “He did it!
He drowned him,” Sasha squealed.

Several people glared at Vinay. “I didn’t drown him. I
swear I didn’t.” Vinay pleaded, frightened by the
accusing way people were looking at him.

Bathed in the sinister blue pool lights, the sopping wet
Vinay couldn’t look more guilty if he tried.

“He’s dead. I’m sorry, but there is nothing I can do,”
Dr. Fernandes announced, sweating profusely from a
desperate attempt at CPR.

“He was my best friend,” Sachin declared, before
punching Vinay Das.

“Stop, Sachin, stop,” Ronak shouted pulling Sachin
away. “Don’t do this. We need to call the police.”
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Minutes later, the society was riddled with police who
cordoned off the crime scene. The cricket match was
turned off, and the crowd thinned. But some people
stayed back trying to get a better look at what had
happened.

A policewoman, after talking to a few people, made
her way towards Sasha. “Hi, I’'m Tara,” she said,
pulling up a chair and sitting down in front of Sasha.
“Your name is Sasha, right?”

Sasha nodded, clearly nervous. Then she turned
around and buried her face in in her mother’s skirt.
“I'm Malika, Sasha’s mother.” Malika explained.

“Don’t worry, Sasha.” Tara reassured. “You are not in
any trouble at all. I just need your help to figure out
what happened. Can you answer a few questions?”

Sasha peeked back out. She looked at her mother who
gave her a thumbs up. Reassured, Sasha turned to face
Tara and slowly nodded.

Tara asked, “What were you doing near the pool?”

“I don’t know much about cricket,” Sasha replied.
“Mama and Papa were engrossed in the match, so I
got bored and started wandering around. I noticed the
swings were empty and started walking towards them.
I was almost there, when some pretty lights behind the
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clubhouse caught my attention. Then somebody
screamed for help from somewhere near the pool, so I
ran over to see what was going on.”

“What did you see when you got there?” Tara smiled
at Sasha, as she took notes.

“When I reached, I saw Vinay Uncle getting out of the
pool and running. He was not in his swim suit, but
wearing normal clothes. I was confused and wondered
what he was doing there. So I peered into the pool,
and then-then I saw Mohit Uncle...” Sasha looked at
her feet.

“It’s okay Sasha. You can take your time, but can you
tell me why you think Vinay uncle killed him? Did
you see Vinay uncle pushing him, or holding him
underwater?”

“No, I did not see anything like that, but I heard a cry
for help ...” She hesitated.

“Is that all?” Tara asked noticing Sasha’s reluctance.

“Well,” Sasha began, taking a deep breath, “Last
night, Mama and Papa were talking about Vinay
Uncle and Mohit Uncle fighting about the blue lights
in the pool on the society group. They hate each
other.”
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Sasha was puzzled to see her mother frowning at her.

Tara looked at Malika and raised an eyebrow,
“Ma’am, what is she talking about?”

“Oh, it’s a silly argument.” Malika sounded
embarrassed. “Everyone was going hammer and tongs
on Mohit. You see, he had these new lights installed.”
Malika said, pointing towards the pool. “Vinay posted
some nasty messages on the group. He was angry
because the glare of the blue lights would penetrate
the curtains in his mother’s room, disrupting her sleep.
His mother is old and has a weak heart.”

Sachin was walking by with Dr. Fernandes. “Mohit
showed me some angry emails he got from Vinay,” he
piped in. “Vinay was outraged about Mohit wasting
everyone’s money. He accused Mohit of making
stupid unilateral decisions. Vinay has always been
quite aggressive. I wouldn’t be surprised if he attacked
Mohit.”

Tara nodded in acknowledgment.

“Sachin. That’s not quite fair,” Malika objected. “He
has been under a great deal of stress since those lights
were installed.”

“Yes,” Dr. Fernandes nodded. “His mother recently
had a triple bypass surgery. She is also undergoing
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weekly dialysis treatments at home. Her health is in a
precarious state. She really needs her rest and sleep. I
had asked that she go to bed by 9:00 every night, but
the pool lights penetrating her window don’t go off till
10:30 making it impossible for her to sleep.”

“Oh please. He could just move her to a different
room, or black out the windows,” Sachin scoffed.

“No Sachin,” Dr Fernandes chided. “All the medical
equipment his mother needs was already set up. It was
no easy task to move her in her fragile state. The stress
would overwhelm her. The lights were going through
the curtains and blacking out windows is quite a job.
She needed peace and quiet to recover.”

“My goodness, all the treatment and equipment must
be really expensive, right?” Malika asked.

“Yes, that’s true.” Dr. Fernandes sighed.

“No wonder Vinay was angry about the cost of the
lights.” Malika observed.

“But doesn’t the whole society pay for these
enhancements? How much can it really cost him,
personally?” Tara was puzzled.
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Malika sighed, “The annual common area
maintenance (CAM) bill for each apartment in this
society is over a lakh and a half. It must have been
difficult for Vinay while he was also trying to manage
his sick mother. Most of us have bank loans to pay off
too. It must have really irked him that the lights not
only cost a fortune, but also made his mother’s
situation worse. Frankly, Vinay wasn’t the only one
angry about the lights. They’re a real eyesore as you
can see, and a lot of people made vitriolic comments
about them.”

“I remember Mohit was excited, because the lights
matched the color of the Indian cricket team uniforms.
He actually thought people would be thrilled about
how we were showing our support for our Men In
Blue.” Sachin added defensively.

“Wait, back up.” Tara interrupted. “Other people were
angry about the lights too?” she asked.

Sachin shrugged.

“I will need to see these messages.” Tara demanded. “I
know people get carried away by their emotions and
say a lot of things they don’t mean on WhatsApp
groups. But some of the threats may be serious. The
psychiatrist we consult, will have to comb through the
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messages to figure out if any of them were genuine
threats.”

“I will get them to you,” Sachin promised.

“I don’t understand why he didn’t test them out first. I
can’t imagine anyone liking those lights.” Malika
complained. “Mohit should have been more careful. I
remember someone posted that the lights don’t even
light up the pool properly.”

“Yes, Mama,” Sasha, who had been listening intently,
chimed in. “Yesterday evening, my friend Arya hurt
her knee against the ledge in the pool because she
couldn’t see properly. It’s dark a little distance away
from the ledge, but suddenly gets blindingly bright.
She couldn’t play with me after her swim, because her
knee was hurting so badly.”

“Yikes!” Dr. Fernandes exclaimed. “Is she okay?”

“She has a bruise, and it was painful last night, but she
is much better now,” Sasha replied.

Tara looked at Sasha, Malika, Sachin and Dr.
Fernandes. “Thank you so much for your help with
this case. Now, I need to find Mr. Das.” Tara turned
and left.
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While Malika escorted Sasha home, Sachin and Dr.
Fernandes went to help Ronak and a few others wrap
up the event. All the excitement had vanished. The
equipment had already been packed up, but the chairs,
snack tables, and iceboxes, all had to dealt with.
Subdued and morose, the committee members
mechanically performed the tasks they were
responsible for. The match was completely forgotten.

Tara approached Vinay who was sitting down a little
away from the crowd. She pulled up a chair and sat
down next to him. “Mr. Das, I need to ask you some
questions,” she said.

Vinay nodded, looking at his feet. Tara gave him a
moment to collect himself before asking, “What were
you doing near the scene of the crime?”

“I was out on my usual evening walk along the
perimeter of the podium. I started just outside the C
wing entrance, walked past the noisy field, and when I
reached near the pool, I thought I saw something in it.
At first I thought it was garbage, and was angry. We
pay so much CAM for the upkeep of this society, but
some people are very selfish are uncivilized. I peered
in to get a better look, and that’s when I saw him.
Mohit was lying at the bottom of the pool.
Instinctively, I jumped in to help him.”
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“Okay. Sasha says that you were running away from
the pool. Could you explain?” Tara prodded.

“Once I was in, he seemed completely lifeless. I
remembered my anger towards him and regretted it.
Then suddenly, I realized that if anyone saw me there,
they’d think I had killed Mohit. You know, because of
the stuff I posted on the society group. I was scared
about being discovered there, so I ran away, but, I
didn’t, I swear I didn’t kill him.” Vinay looked at Tara
in the eye.

Malini saw Vinay and exploded. “Vinay, how could
you kill my husband? Mohit took your concerns
seriously. He was so upset that your mother couldn’t
sleep! But he was scared to spend anymore of the
society’s money after all the vicious reactions. He was
trying to find another solution!”

“Malini, I didn’t kill him. I would never do such a
thing, I swear!”’ Vinay pleaded, but Malini’s mouth
curved in disgust as she glared at him, her eyes
flashing with rage. Vinay cringed, unable to meet her
wrathful gaze.

“If you didn’t do it, then how did Mohit drown? Did
you see anything?” Tara asked.
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Vinay looked directly at Tara. “I don’t know. I swear I
was only trying to help him. I would never hurt
anyone. I really wanted to save him. I even called for
help, before I panicked about everyone suspecting
me.”

Tara’s eyes lit up, as she figured something out.

“Inspector, you can’t believe everything he says,”
Malini snarled. “You haven’t seen the nasty stuff he
wrote to my husband. Criminals are good at pleading
their innocence.”

“Mrs. Naik, I understand you’re upset, but be rest
assured, I have extensive experience with criminals. I
will do my best to figure out what happened to your
husband. I regret to inform you that your husband’s
body is being taken to the nearest government
hospital, where it will be examined by a medical
examiner (ME), but it’s essential so we can figure out
what happened. Also, please sit down. I need to ask
you a few quick questions.”

Malini felt exhausted by her outburst. She slumped
down on a poolside chair. “Yes, Inspector. Go ahead.”
She sighed.

“Inspector, if you don’t need me, I’d like to go home.
I need to change my clothes.” Vinay pointed at his
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dripping t-shirt.

Tara nodded, “Of course, but I might need to talk to
you later.”

As Vinay left, Tara turned back to Malini. “When did
you last see your husband? Why wasn’t he watching
the match with you?”

“My husband is on ...” Malini gulped. “I mean - was
on the sports and entertainment committee. He helped
organize this event. Ronak Shah had arranged for a
light show...”

“Is this Ronak Shah the person who jumped into the
pool with Sachin?” Tara interrupted.

“Yes. Ronak received a message about his passport
being delivered and had to go home to sign for it. So,
he asked Mohit to help the light technician set up.
Mohit got up and left soon after the first wicket fell,
and that’s the last I saw of him.” Tears streamed down
Malini's cheeks. She paused, struggling to choke back
her sobs.

Tara gently patted her shoulders as she waited for her
to resume. Wiping away her tears with the back of her
hand, Malini continued, “And to think I was angry
with him for leaving.” She grimaced.
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“What do you mean?” Tara asked.

“It had been a while since we had spent time together.
He promised to watch the cricket match with me.”
Malini smiled. “It was a precious moment, well, at
least until Ronak interrupted.”

“Then what happened?”

“I waited for him to come back, but he didn’t. Then
Ronak told me he had a headache and had gone home
to take a nap. I was annoyed with Mohit for deserting
me again, so I didn’t even go to check on him. I can’t
believe he’s gone, and I wasn’t there with him when
he needed me. I failed him. I should have checked on
him. If I had, he might still be alive,” she blubbered
overcome by a fresh wave of tears.

Malika came by and squeezed Malini’s shoulder. She
had returned soon after putting Sasha to bed.
“Inspector, do you need anything else from her right
now?” she asked.

“Not right now,” Tara mumbled.

“Come on. Let’s get you home,” Malika said, leading
Malini by her arm. “You need to get some rest.”

“I need to speak with Mr Ronak Shah,” Tara
announced.
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Ronak sat down in front of her. “Yes? How can I help?
Mohit and I were such good friends and ... and I feel
responsible for his death.”

Tara raised an eyebrow. “What do you mean?” she
asked sharply.

“Well, you see, the committee had planned this
surprise for the residents during the drinks break of
the of the second innings. People were to come to the
pool area to have snacks and drinks while watching a
light show. I was supposed to help the technician set
up and do a test run at the start of the second innings.”

“So were you near the pool then?” Tara asked.

“No! No. I wish I had been though. Then maybe,
Mohit would still be alive. At the end of the first
innings, I got an SMS notification informing me that
my passport was out for delivery. So I asked Mohit to
fill in for me and check on the lights. Later, Mohit
called to reassure me that everything was fine.”

“I was relieved and told him to save me a seat, so we
could watch the match together. But he said that he
had a sudden splitting headache and needed a nap, so
he would go straight home. He also said that, since
drinks and snacks were his department, he would
check on them on his way home.”
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“I guess that’s what he was doing when Vinay k-killed
him.” Ronak sniffed.

“What makes you so sure that Vinay killed him?” Tara
was intrigued.

“Vinay viciously attacked Mohit on the society group
for the lights. We found him skulking away soaking
wet. I know you have to be thorough, but it’s obvious,
isn’t it?”

Tara shrugged. “So when did you return to watch the
cricket match?”

“Just a few minutes after I spoke to Mohit, my
passport arrived. I put it away in my safe and dashed
downstairs. Malini called out to me. She was saving a
seat for Mohit and was wondering what was taking
him so long. I told her that Mohit had a sudden
headache and had gone home to take a nap. I assumed
he was keen to get to bed and had forgotten to inform
her. I took Mohit’s seat, and we started watching the
match together.”

Tara slowly nodded, pursing her lips together. “Thank
you. I need one last thing from you. Could you point
me towards the light technician? I need to ask him a
few questions.”
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Ronak nodded and pointed her towards him.

Tara walked up to the technician. “Hi, I need to ask
you a few questions about the death that took place in
the swimming pool.”

The light technician nodded. “I’m Sunil.”

“Sunil, do you remember talking to Mr. Mohit Naik?”
Tara asked.

“Yes. Mohitji showed me where I could set up my
equipment.” He pointed to an area outside the
clubhouse near the pool. “They have a high voltage
plug point there. The light animation was to be
projected on that section of the building wall.” Sunil
pointed to a flat column of the building wall that did
not have any windows. It was situated across the pool
from the clubhouse.

“So how long did Mr. Naik stay?”

“I am not sure. Fifteen minutes, probably. At first, the
snack table was getting in the way of the projection,
so I left the animation playing, and Mohitji and I
moved the table till it wasn’t in the way anymore. But
Mohitji thought the animation would have a better
range of visibility if we could project it a little higher.
I assured him that I could easily do that. Then he made
a phone call.”
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“What happened next?”

“I went to adjust the angle of the projector, when I
realized the special toolkit I needed for the task was
missing.”

“You didn’t talk to Mr. Naik after he talked on the
phone?” Tara asked.

“No, I was worried about my kit. It comes with the
projector and cannot be easily replaced. I hoped it had
just fallen out of my bag, so I retraced my steps back
to where I was originally waiting on the field where
the match was being shown. Luckily, I found my kit
right where I had placed my bag at the corner of the
field, but just then Australia lost a wicket. I got caught
up in the match for a few minutes, before returning.”
Sunil explained.

“Few minutes?” Tara raised an eyebrow. “Could you
be more specific?”

“Okay! Fine, it was more like twenty minutes. I came
back with the crowd when I heard screams coming
from the pool area. That’s when I realized I had
forgotten to pause the animation.” Sunil recalled.

“Okay,” Tara nodded. “That’s all I needed to know.
Thank you for your help.”
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Tara got up and went to find Sachin. She spotted him
skipping stones into the pool. “Excuse me. I need to
see those messages that you were talking about
earlier.”

“Mohit was a good man, Inspector. He was
enthusiastic and took on a lot of projects to improve
our lifestyle. I admit he made a mistake with the
lights, but after all the work he has put into this
society over the last couple of years, he did not
deserve the filthy viscous messages from these
ungrateful people. Shakespeare said it right. The evil
that men do...”

“I know,” Tara nodded. “In my line of work, I often
see the worst of human nature. But I have also learned
that things are not always as they seem. Don’t be so
quick to blame Vinay Das. You may say something in
anger, that you may later regret. I am sure some of the
people who wrote those messages about Mohit are
repenting right now. Harsh words haunt the ones who
utter them far more than the ones they are intended
for.”

“Not always. Mohit was deeply upset by those
messages. He felt he lad let everyone down. He was a
sensitive person and their words really stung him. I
know he brooded about them. Actually, when Ronak
said Mohit had a headache and wanted to take a nap, I
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wondered if he was just keen to avoid everyone. His
headache would have to be pretty severe for him to
skip watching the world cup final. He loved such
society celebrations.”

“I need to see these messages,” Tara repeated.

“Yes, of course.” Sachin nodded, taking out his phone.
“I have taken screenshots of some of the messages.
I’ll send them to you. But I need to leave right now,”
he added, reading a message on his phone. “My wife
and I would like to check on Malini. I can’t imagine
what she is going through.” He tapped on the touch
screen of his phone a few times. “There, I have sent
you the messages, but I need to go now.”

As Tara skimmed through the messages, some jumped
out at her.

Who did you even consult about this decision, you
power hungry megalomaniac?

Our CAM bills are through the roof, and you think
you can burn with our hard earned money. The society
looks so ugly now, I bet property value and rental
rates will fall. Then I will sue you.

Ugh, I can’t even bear to walk by the pool anymore.
The glare is so strong. Did you know blue lights can
cause cancer? You're killing us all.
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These and several other vitriolic personal attacks on
Mohit from various group members including Vinay
caught Tara’s eye. Reading them, set Tara thinking in
a new direction. Could it have been suicide, she
wondered.

Sachin had mentioned that Mohit was deeply upset,
but could it have been worse? Was he possibly
depressed? Maybe, there were other problems in his
life too.

After all, Mohit was almost six feet tall, fit and
muscular. It wouldn’t have been easy for anyone to
drown him. Let alone Vinay, with his thin arms and a
visible paunch. Though, from experience Tara knew,
that fueled by adrenaline and anger, people could
sometimes muster an astonishing degree of physical
strength.

Or, perhaps, someone dumped his body into the pool
dfter poisoning him, Tara mused. That would point to
in a whole new pool of suspects. Tara’s lips twitched.
She decided to wait for the ME’s report before
forming a theory. In the meantime, she decided to try
and obtain Mohit’s medical records.

Tara dropped by Mohit’s apartment. A distraught
Malini seemed to be staring into space. Malika was
holding her hand, while Sachin was making some
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calls. Another woman, Sachin’s wife, Tara assumed,
placed a cup of hot tea on the table. “Here, drink some
of this,” she urged, giving Malini a hug.

888

Tara felt awful intruding on their grief. “I need
Mohit’s medical records,” she announced, awkwardly.

Malini sighed and was about to get up, but Sachin
stopped her. “Where are they kept, Malini? Tell me,
and I'1l take care of it.”

Malini nodded. “Bottom left desk drawer. It’s
unlocked,” she mumbled.

Sachin went into one of the rooms and minutes later
arrived with a file. He handed it to Tara. “Is there
anything else you need, Inspector?” he asked.

“Yes, can you tell me who his regular physician, or
perhaps family doctor is?”

“Dr. Fernandes. You met him downstairs. He lives two
floors below in apartment number 1201 of this
building. He has treated Mohit ever since he was a
kid, so he will be able to give you any information
you need. But I beg you, please leave Malini alone,
right now. She is in a very fragile state.”

23



Kanika G & Kinara Goyal

“Of course,” Tara nodded. “Thank you. I am sorry for
your loss.” She sighed and left.

She looked at her watch. It was late. There was
nothing more for her to do right then. The ME’s report
wouldn’t arrive before 11:00 the next morning.

Tara held her breath as she opened the ME’s report. It
could easily hold the answer to the case.

She sighed when she read the conclusion: Death by
drowning, but lack of bruises or defensive wounds
indicate the victim was not murdered.

Since Mohit hadn’t left a note, Tara would have to
investigate what prompted his suicide. Talking to all
his friends and relatives would be a messy affair. But
she steeled herself for the task at hand.

At the society entrance she saw a poster inviting
anyone interested to attend a condolence meeting in
memory of Mohit at his apartment at noon. A
condolence meeting, she thought. Perfect. People will
be talking about him anyway. I can just listen without
asking uncomfortable questions, and maybe I’ll learn
something useful. Tara looked at her watch. If she
rushed, she could make it there in time.

888
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“Inspector, how nice of you to come,” Sachin ushered
Tara to an empty seat.

Ronak was up front talking. Malini was seated on the
front row next to Malika.

“We have all been rattled by Mohit’s unexpected
death. While the police figure out what happened, his
funeral is sadly delayed. We are conducting this
meeting so we can all reminisce his life, and find
closure.”

“I’ll begin by saying, I have known Mohit ever since I
moved into this society four years ago. What struck
me most, was the child like enthusiasm with which he
did everything. He found enjoyment in the littlest of
things. But most of all, he loved the people of this
society. Almost everyone here knew him, because he
was always busying himself organizing events. Even
the kids here loved him because of the summer camp
he started last year. I have never known a more
excitable and fun loving person than him.”

“Who wants to go next?”

Malini rose and made her way to the front. Malika
walked with her. Malini said, “I can’t believe Mohit is
gone. Just this morning I learned that he had planned a
surprise anniversary celebration for us in France next
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week,” Malini waved the tickets she was clutching.
She blew her nose before continuing, “He was such a
good husband — and such a good man. But lately, his
work on the society committee was consuming him.
He knew he had made a terrible mistake with the blue
lights, and he really wanted to make it up to everyone.
That’s why he organized the world cup party. He was
busy at the office all day, so he would work late into
the night on the society related stuff. In fact, he stayed
up all of the night before last to finalize all the details
of yesterday’s event. He was always there for me
when I needed him, but I wasn’t...” Malini tried to
choke back her tears, but they wouldn’t stop. “Wasn’t
...” she tried to resume speaking, but words failed her.
She buried her face in her hands and Malika escorted
her back to her seat.

Sachin walked up to the front. “Mohit and I were
friends since childhood. I've never known a more
loyal and trustworthy person. He certainly didn’t
deserve the rude messages he received for putting up
the blue lights. Everyone makes mistakes. I think, in
spite of his mistakes, we all know the dedication, time
and effort he put into our society.”

“The thing I liked about him most, was, well that
Mohit always used to think big. Even when we were
kids, I remember how he would undertake super fancy
projects. Sometimes they were disasters and
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sometimes they turned out to be more awesome than
any of us could have imagined, but he always put his
heart into them. Right until the end, he worked hard
and played hard. I can’t imagine my life without him.
I know heaven is supposed to be perfect, but I bet he
is making it a better place. Love you buddy.” Sachin’s
voice began to break, so he hurried back to his chair.

Tara stared blankly. Why would Mohit commit suicide,
if he had such a happy and productive life? If he was
planning an anniversary in France, why would he kill
himself? Something didn’t add up. Was there some
secret he was hiding? Some deep dark secret none of
these people knew about?

Tara continued to listen, but no such revelations
surfaced. She noted that practically everyone had the
same idea about Mohit’s life - he was energetic,
joyous, hardworking and fun-loving. Nobody even
mentioned a recent change in attitude. Malini was
upset that he was distracted, but it was because he was
trying to do something good for the society after the
blue lights fiasco. So, he was handling it fine. Then
what happened? How did he die? It made no sense.

Tara scanned the room and felt like something was
amiss. She checked off the faces against the names she
had learned the previous evening, and it didn’t take
her long to realize that Dr. Fernandes was conspicuous
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in his absence. Hadn’t Sachin said that Dr. Fernandes
had known him since he was a child. Shouldn’t he be
here at this meeting then? Something was definitely
wrong.

Tara excused herself and slipped out of Mohit’s
apartment. Recalling the address Sachin had given her,
she dashed down the stairs to apartment 1201. The
door was ajar. She heard a bang. Cautiously, she
walked in, keeping her hand on her hip holster. As she
peered around the entrance passage wall, she noticed
that Dr. Fernandes was at his desk, looking distraught.

“I don’t understand it,” he mumbled banging his fist
against the desk, as tears splashed onto the papers in
front of him. “How could this be?”

“How could what be?” Tara demanded, calmly.

Dr. Fernandes was startled. “Inspector,” he gasped
quickly shutting a folder in front of him.

“What do you have there?” Tara asked, sternly.

“No... no... nothing,” Dr. Fernandes stammered, as
Tara gave him a piercing look. “Patient file.
Confidential, you understand?” he rambled.

“Really?” She asked, looking him in the eye, and then
before he could react, she snatched the file from his
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desk.

“Please Inspector,” he blubbered, as she goggled at the
contents of he file.

“This is the ME report for Mohit Naik! How did you
get it?” she demanded, her eyes flashing dangerously.

“He was my patient. I have known him since he was a
little boy. I had to know what had happened. The ME,
Sujata, was my student. She had interned with me
when I worked at a teaching hospital. I coaxed her to
let me have a copy of the report. She faxed it over as a
special favor to me.”

Tara gritted her teeth. “That was most unprofessional
of her. I will have to report her. She will lose her
credentials.”

“Please, don’t do that. She was really reluctant, but I
begged her. She did it for me, an old and beloved
teacher.”

“And why did you need this report so badly?”

“I had to know what happened. Mohit and Vinay were
both my patients. I couldn’t believe Vinay could have
killed anyone. But what alternative did that leave?”

“Suicide ...” Tara whispered.
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“I refuse to believe that. It’s impossible.”
“Is it?” Tara held up the ME report.
“I know, I know, but it doesn’t make any sense.”

“On that, we agree. I was just at his condolence
meeting, and from everything I have heard about him,
it seems crazy. But he clearly wasn’t murdered, so
what else is there?”

“Accident?” Dr. Fernandes looked hopefully at Tara.

“In a four foot deep pool?” Tara snorted. “No way.
Even if he fell in, he could just stand up and walk
out.”

Dr Fernandes frowned. “Well, it’s possible.”
Mechanically he began listing the causes. “Dizziness,
tiredness, nausea, fainting, epilepsy...” Dr. Fernandes
stopped abruptly and stared.

“Doctor, are you okay?” Tara asked, but got no
response. So she shook him gently.

“Yes, I am.” Dr. Fernandes recovered. “But I think I
figured it out. Seizures can cause drowning.”

“But why would he suddenly have a seizure, Doctor?
It seems like you’re reaching. Isn’t a suicide far more
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likely of the two?”

“No, wait! Hear me out.” Dr. Fernandes requested.
“You have his medical file, right?”

Tara nodded. “Give it to me,” Dr. Fernandes
demanded, “And I’ll explain.”

“Okay.” Tara raised an eyebrow. She opened her
backpack and handed him the report.

Dr. Fernandes started flipping through the pages.
“Where are you?” he murmured.

“There!” He pointed triumphantly. “Mohit had an
epileptic fit when he was a kid. The medicine has
some minor side effects, so long term treatment isn’t
advisable until after the second attack. The attacks can
be years apart. I guess he got the second one by the
poolside. You see, the flashing lights, the stress of the
previous few days, the noise, lack of sleep,” Dr.
Fernandes looked questioningly at Tara, who nodded
remembering what Malini had said.

“These circumstances significantly increase the
probability of an attack. So it makes sense.”

“Okay.” Tara nodded slowly. “But I will need to check
your theory with the ME.”
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“Of course, I understand.” Dr. Fernandes handed the
report back to her. “But, I feel quite...” His phone
started buzzing with several consecutive messages.
“Please, just one second ...” He stopped to check his
messages.

Tara waited patiently as he scrolled through a few
messages.

“I feel quite confident that my analysis is correct,” Dr.
Fernandes continued. “I don’t mean to be rude, but I
need to go down, right now. There’s been an incident
in the meeting room on the podium level. Bela was
punched, and has a bloody nose.”

“Punched? Why? Was there an altercation?” Tara
joined Dr. Fernandes on his way down. As police, she
felt obligated to take charge of the situation.

When Tara got there, two women seemed to be
wrestling each other while some others, were trying to
pull them apart. One of them had bloody scratch
marks on her face, while the other, presumably Bela,
was bleeding from her nose.

Dr. Fernandes pointed to the woman with the scratch
marks. “That’s Suman. She and Bela are always
having a go at each other.”
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What a circus, Tara thought, as her fingers twitched on
the trigger of her gun. If only she could fire a warning
shot to silence these fools. But that would cost her a
lot of painful paperwork, so she restrained herself.
Just as she was about to step into the middle of the
fight, the residents managed to pull the two angry
wrestlers apart. Tara goggled at them.

“Oh, don’t worry.” Dr Fernandes shook his head.
“This is nothing serious. It happens practically every
meeting.” He rolled his eyes.

Tara raised her eyebrows. “You must be new here,”
Dr. Fernandes whispered.

“Why do you think that?” Tara was intrigued.

“Because, otherwise you wouldn’t be surprised. They
often get the local police involved in their petty fights.
Some of them register cases and lawyer up too.” He
couldn’t help smiling at Tara’s horrified expression.

“My maid doesn’t reach on time because the service
lift is too slow. You have a live-in maid, so you have
very conveniently framed these rules. Why does your
driver get to use the regular lift, ha? Tell us Bela
Madam, tell us.” Suman demanded, her face red with
rage.
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“Sumanji, my driver does not get special treatment.
All the drivers are allowed to use the regular lift and
before you call me sexist, I have already explained to
you several times that this is feasible because there are
far fewer drivers coming to our society than maids.
It’s numbers, plain and simple, but probably too
complicated for your donkey brain.” Bela laughed
harshly.

Tara rolled her eyes and snorted. As Dr. Fernandes
went to fetch the first aid kit from the supply closet,
Tara followed him. “I think I have seen enough.
You’re probably right about Mohit. I’ll confirm with
the ME and get back to you.”

Relieved to be out of the madhouse society, Tara
sighed. These people were insane. She deserved a pay
raise at her new posting. She looked at the trio of fifty
storey high concrete buildings stretching into the sky.
People from all parts of the country came to the
metropolis. Conflict was inevitable, she concluded.

But there was something else she realized. The society
was a microcosm of the city itself with its dense yet
diverse population. She could learn a lot from this
posting. No one had actually done any serious harm.
Their shenanigans and regular open confrontations
were probably what kept them sane in this crowded
and fast paced city.
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Tara went to the ME’s office. “Hi, Sujata. Is it possible
that Mohit Naik’s death was an accident?”

“Yes, that’s what I think after reviewing his medical
records, that you faxed over last night. He showed no
signs of depression, but he did have epilepsy. I also
recalled you mentioning that he told his friend he had
a headache. Clearly the lights were getting to him. Dr.
Fernandes told you, didn’t he? I’'m sorry I faxed him a
copy of my report. Please don’t tell anyone. I’ll be in
big trouble.” Sujata pleaded.

“No, I won’t. But don’t ever let it happen again.” Tara
warned.

That evening as Tara typed up the case report, she
couldn’t resist using the title, Much Ado About the
Blue Clue.
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