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"Someone is poisoning me." The visitor’s sentence made Jack Remington jolt. He looked at him intently; the visitor had just entered his office. The very first thing he said after saying Greetings was exactly that.

"Someone is poisoning you, is that what you said?" Jack Remington asked with a sense of disbelief, observing him closely. The man had thin mustaches, a fair, reddish-white complexion, large black eyes, and hair that was half-grey and half-black. He was likely around forty-five years old.

"Yes! That is what I said, someone is poisoning me," he replied in a firm tone.

"Who is it?" he asked.

"I don't know. If I knew, wouldn't I have handed him over to the police?" he responded.

"Even if you knew, perhaps you wouldn't be able to hand him over to the police," Jack Remington said.

"Why! Why wouldn't I be able to hand him over to the police?" he asked, startled.

"As long as you don't have any evidence, you cannot arrest anyone," he explained.

"Oh, yes! That is true. Well, that is exactly why I have come to you."

"Why did you come to me? Why didn't you go to the police station?"

"I did go to the police station. They asked me who I suspected. I said, 'no one.' The station officer said that if that’s the case, what could they do? ... I was disappointed, so I went to a friend, and he suggested I come to you."

"What is your friend's name, and how does he know me?" Jack Remington asked.

"His name is Nash Zarek. I don’t know how he knows you," he replied.

"I am not familiar with anyone by that name. Well, he must know something about me. You haven't told me your name yet," Jack Remington said with a smile.

"Oh, yes! My name is Shay Sullivan, and I live here in King’s Settlement."

"Very good! What is your business?"

"I have a leather business. I own three villas in the city, from which I collect six thousand dollars in rent every month. The leather business also provides a very good income; it's a Three to four million dollars turnover."

"Very good! Now tell me, who lives in your house, and who among them could be poisoning you... This is the same question the police must have asked you, but since you couldn't answer it, it doesn't matter."

"I really cannot answer that question. I have no children. My wife has passed away. I have a younger brother; he is married, and they both live with me. There is a servant in the house who does all the household chores; he is very old and devoted. These are the only three people in the house. Now, who could I suspect among them? I have loved my younger brother more than my own children. I have always cared for his happiness. I wanted him to marry according to my wishes, but he married of his own choosing. I didn't even say anything about that. Now, both of them are very happy, so I am also happy. You tell me, in such circumstances, who would poison me?" He fell silent after saying this.

"How can you be sure that you are being poisoned?"

"A month ago, I felt great difficulty breathing. I called the doctor. He examined me, took my blood, had it analyzed, and gave me the horrific news that there was a very small amount of poison in my blood, which had affected my lungs. I was astonished to hear where the poison in my blood came from. The doctor even told me the name of the poison, which I don't remember... He instructed me to take every possible precaution. Since that day, I started taking every possible precaution with my food and drink. Two weeks ago, I felt the same complaint again, even though I was taking the doctor's prescription very regularly. I called the doctor again; he took blood again, and the doctor was terrified to learn that the amount of poison in my blood had increased compared to before. I was very surprised. I couldn't understand how the poison was being administered and who was giving it. Yesterday, the same thing happened again, and this time the doctor said the amount of poison had increased further. My anxiety has reached its peak because I have stopped eating and drinking at home. Under these circumstances, the poison should have been neutralized after using the doctor's medicine, but instead, the amount has increased. Now you tell me, what should I do?" He fell silent.

Jack Remington fell into deep thought... Finally, he said, "Until I examine your house, I cannot say anything. If you like, I am ready to come with you right now."

"What could be more pleasing to me than that!" he said happily.

"Then let's go! I am ready to leave right now," he said, standing up.

They left the office and came outside, where a long, blue car was parked.

"Let's go in the car... I will drop you back," Shay Sullivan said.

"That's fine." They both sat in the car, and Shay Sullivan started driving himself.

"You haven't hired a driver?"

"I am very fond of driving," he said.

"But now you should avoid driving, because due to the poison, you could face trouble at any time."

"Your point is valid. Anyway, I will put an ad in the newspaper for a driver tomorrow."

"I know a driver; he is a very good man. There is no need to advertise; I will send him to you tomorrow," Jack Remington said.

"That is even better," he said happily.

"How many days has it been since you ate at home?" Jack Remington asked.

"For about twelve or thirteen days, I have been eating at hotels. I haven't even drunk water at home."

"You don't smoke, do you?"

"No! I don't use such things."

"Then it is surprising. How exactly is the poison being administered, who is giving it, and why? These are the three things we likely need to find out."

"Exactly! If it is known who is giving the poison, the matter will be over," he said quickly.

"Well, let's see. Before examining your house, I am not in a position to say anything."

"And you will see that right now. Here we are," Shay Sullivan said.

They looked up and saw that they were standing in front of a magnificent villa. Parking the car in the porch, they got out and moved toward the inner door. As they pushed the door and stepped inside, they were jolted severely.

"Trying to walk like a swan, he forgot even his own gait,"* (A common idiom meaning trying to imitate others leads to losing one's own identity) Mark said while leaving the school.

"You think I am a swan?" Matthew asked, annoyed.

"I wasn't talking to you. You didn't see perhaps... I am talking about Seth Arshad's son. He was talking in English, and there was hardly any word of English language in it. I am thinking, if someone ever asked him to talk in pure English, he would fail miserably."

"Forget it. Why have you sat down with such a dry topic?" Matthew said with irritation.

"So you want 'wet' topics? But I can only have 'wet' topics after going home," Mark said with a smile.

"Why? Is there a pond of ghee at your home in which you will swim
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