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Preface: The Resonance of the Unseen

Sound is often perceived as a comfort—a lullaby, a symphony, or the rhythmic patter of rain. We trust our ears to define the boundaries of our world. But what happens when the music moves beyond the reach of our senses? What happens when a melody becomes "invisible," vibrating at frequencies that the human ear cannot hear, but the human heart cannot ignore?

The Mystery of the Invisible Melody is more than a traditional whodunit. It is an exploration of the dangerous intersection where scientific genius meets psychological obsession. In the high-tech, soundproof corridors of the Bose Academy; we witness the dual nature of discovery: how the same vibration that can heal a damaged nerve can also stop a beating heart.

At its core, this is a story of three men. Surajit Bose, the visionary who sought to use sound as a bridge to peace; Arnab Bose, the son whose brilliant mind was poisoned by a perceived shadow of inadequacy; and Detective Dujo, who understands that while digital data can be manipulated, the "acoustic fingerprint" of the physical world never lies.

As Dujo and his tech-savvy protégé, Bishu, peel back the layers of this tragedy, we are reminded that technology is merely a mirror. It reflects the soul of the one who wields it. Through the use of infrasound, "dead man’s switches," and room impulse responses, the narrative challenges the reader to look—and listen—more closely.

In the end, the most terrifying sound in this story isn't the lethal 7.8 Hz frequency. It is the silence of a father’s sacrifice and the echo of a son’s late realization.

Step into the studio. The monitors are glowing, the speakers are primed, and the air is thick with a vibration you cannot hear. But be warned: once the invisible melody begins, there is no turning back.
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Part One: The Advent of Shadows
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Chapter 1: The Silent Studio and a Cry

It was approximately two in the morning. The streets of that elite South Kolkata neighborhood were deathly still, the silence broken only by the occasional bark of a stray dog or the distant, mechanical rumble of a passing cargo truck. Yet, inside Surajit Bose’s studio, the world outside ceased to exist. This was no ordinary recording space; it was a state-of-the-art scientific laboratory and a temple of melody. Every inch of the walls was encased in expensive acoustic foam and soundproof glass.

Surajit Bose sat at his massive desk. The bluish glow from the three computer monitors before him cast an eerie, spectral shadow across his tired, lined face. Even at sixty-five, the sharpness in his eyes had not dimmed, but tonight, an unearthly excitement danced within them. He set his headphones aside. A mug of coffee on the table had long since gone cold, a thin film of cream forming on the surface, but he was in no state of mind to notice.

Ten years of relentless labor had finally brought him to this ultimate threshold. He was working with ‘Infrasound’—sound waves that vibrate beyond the limits of human hearing. Typically, the human ear cannot perceive sounds below 20 Hz, yet these invisible waves can trigger sympathetic vibrations in the very cells of the body. Surajit Bose intended to cross that frontier tonight. He believed that the precise arrangement of infrasound could awaken suppressed emotions within the human brain. This was not merely music; it was a secret key to psychological dominance.

He typed a series of commands. On the screen, red waveforms began to writhe and dance like serpents. The gargantuan speakers positioned in the four corners of the studio emitted no audible sound—at least, none the human ear could catch. But the air in the room suddenly grew heavy. Surajit felt a low thrumming deep within his chest. It was a vibration more subtle than the beat of a drum, yet it was recalibrating the very rhythm of his heart.

"Incredible!" he whispered.

His own voice sounded strangely heavy to his ears.

Suddenly, it seemed as if the elongated shadow in the corner of the room had flickered. He frowned. He had personally noted a side effect of infrasound in his diary: it could induce optical illusions or hallucinations. By causing microscopic vibrations in the fluid of the eye, it could make a person see things that weren't truly there. But tonight, the dread felt far more tangible than a scientific theory. Surajit felt the hair on the back of his neck stand up. Had the temperature plummeted? The air conditioner was still set to the same point.

He pulled his secret diary from the drawer and gripped his pen with a trembling hand. He wrote: ‘Experiment successful. A 7 Hz frequency is instilling a peculiar terror into the nervous system. I feel as if someone is standing directly behind me. The power of this invisible melody is terrifying.’

At that exact moment, the heavy studio door swung open soundlessly. Surajit spun around, startled. The hinges shouldn't have made a sound—he maintained them regularly himself. Beyond the door lay only the pitch-black corridor. Was someone standing there?

"Who’s there? Arnab?" he called out, raising his voice. There was no answer.

Surajit Bose stood up. His legs felt suddenly leaden, every step requiring immense effort. He tried to look back at the monitors, but the screens were vibrating. The digital characters appeared to be melting, dripping down the glass. The infrasound was shattering his equilibrium. He grabbed the edge of the table to steady himself.

Suddenly, a bizarre sound reached his ears. No, this wasn't infrasound. It was a human voice, though the words were unintelligible—as if someone were speaking from underwater. Terrified, Surajit saw the studio lights flicker. The "invisible melody" he had sought to tame was now closing in on him. The atmospheric pressure rose so sharply that a piercing pain shot through his ears. It felt as though a hammer was beating against the inside of his skull.

"Stop it... stop it!" he tried to scream, but no sound escaped his throat.

He saw his research papers on the table. They weren't flying in the wind; instead, they were rearranging themselves like a collapsing house of cards. The key to his drawer fell to the floor. Surajit Bose sank to his knees. The crushing pain in his chest intensified. Was this a heart attack? Or was his own creation consuming him?

Through blurred vision, he saw a figure enter the studio and walk toward him. The person’s face was obscured, a silhouetted form standing against the light. Surajit reached out a hand for help, but his body had turned to stone. Only one sound played in his ears now—a strange, humming drone that belonged to no instrument, but was the result of a distorted alignment within the human brain.

Surajit Bose reached for his diary one last time. Perhaps he wanted to tear a page, or perhaps he meant to write a final warning. But before he could, darkness descended. The grand union of science and sound—his life’s work—remained unfinished. Within the heavy, silent walls of the studio, Surajit Bose breathed his last.

And strangely, just seconds before he died, the invisible vibration in the room abruptly ceased. Only a single word continued to flash incessantly on the monitor: 'ERROR'.

The next morning, as the sun rose, the quiet house in South Kolkata stood witness to a grim tragedy. Surajit Bose’s mortal remains lay within his fortress of sound, where the air still hung heavy with an unknown dread. No one knew what other invisible shadow had entered that room along with the invisible melody that night...

An old ancestral house stood in the northern part of Kolkata. It’s peeling lime-washed walls and slatted shutters were telltale signs that the structure had long surpassed its centenary. Inside, the slanted rays of the afternoon sun fell across an old easy chair. Reclining in it was the private detective, Dujo. He was dressed in a loose-fitting Punjabi, his spectacles perched low on the bridge of his nose as he pored over an old volume titled Criminal Psychology and Behavior. Occasionally, he took a sip from a teacup, though the tea had long since turned stone cold.

In another corner of the room, at a modern desk, sat Bishu, Dujo’s young nephew. The two were worlds apart. While Dujo dealt in dusty books, the nuances of human gaze, and psychological complexities, Bishu’s world revolved around circuits, coding, and gadgets. His table was a chaotic spread of drone camera components, two laptops, and a tangle of wires. Bishu was meticulously repairing a drone sensor, muttering to himself under his breath.

"Uncle, did you know?" Bishu said, absorbed in his work. "If I can configure this new drone correctly, it will be able to detect vibrations in a person’s voice and determine if they are lying."

Dujo offered a faint smile without looking up from his book. His voice was deep yet calm. "A machine might catch the vibration, Bishu, but it won't understand the reason behind it. People don't just lie out of fear; sometimes they lie to protect someone, or even out of deep love. Can your drone capture that emotion?"

Bishu paused, setting down his screwdriver. "Perhaps not. But facts don't lay, Uncle. Data is never swayed by emotion."

Dujo closed his book and set it on the table. "Facts are like the body; psychology is the soul. One is incomplete without the other. You’ve been trying to fix that drone for a while now, and the creases on your forehead tell me you aren’t succeeding. That is 'data'—but the frustration behind it is psychology."

Bishu laughed. "It’s impossible to win an argument with you."

Just then, the silence was shattered by the harsh ring of the telephone. The old-fashioned landline sat atop a drawer. Dujo rarely received calls on this line; those who knew him understood his preference for solitude. The phone continued to ring. Bishu stepped forward and picked up the receiver.

"Hello? Yes, this is Dujo’s residence. Who is speaking?" Bishu’s tone suddenly turned grave. He looked at Dujo, his expression shifting. "Arnab Bose? The son of the renowned musician Surajit Bose?"

Dujo sat up straight. He had heard the name Surajit Bose many times and held a deep-seated respect for the internationally acclaimed maestro.

Bishu listened for a few moments, his face turning pale. "What are you saying? Surajit-babu is no more? But I saw him on TV just last night! I see... I see... we are coming. Please, try to stay calm."

Bishu hung up and stood there, stunned. Dujo asked softly, "What happened, Bishu? What happened to Surajit-babu?"

"Uncle, Surajit Bose is dead. He was found dead inside his private studio. Arnab-babu was weeping on the phone. He said the police want to dismiss it as a standard heart attack, but there is something unnatural about the studio. Arnab-babu wants you to visit. He said his father had spoken of you before."

Dujo sighed. The lazy afternoon evaporated in an instant, replaced by a stifling gloom. He stood up and took his coat from the rack. "Death is never lazy, Bishu; it is always busy. If the death of a creative soul like Surajit Bose is shrouded in mystery, there must be a deep, hidden melody behind it."

Bishu quickly packed his laptop and drone camera into a bag, his excitement rising. "Uncle, I’m taking my 3D scanner. If there is even a shred of subtle evidence in that studio, my technology will find it."

Dujo looked out the window. The afternoon sky had suddenly clouded over, and the wind began to whistle through the narrow lanes of North Kolkata. He whispered to himself, "Technology and intellect—both will face a stern test today, Bishu. Surajit Bose didn't just sing; he played with sound. And for a man who plays with sound, the mystery of his death may lie hidden in a soundless darkness."

They descended the stairs together. Their old car sat in the garage, covered in a light layer of dust. Bishu took the driver's seat. As he started the engine, it gave a low, rhythmic growl. Dujo gazed out the window, wondering to himself: men who spent his life creating harmony—did his life suffer a sudden discord at the very end?

The car moved, pushing through the Kolkata traffic toward the luxurious neighborhood in the south where Surajit Bose’s empire lay. Bishu drove with focus, but his mind was racing with thoughts of the ‘Invisible Sound’ Surajit-babu had been researching in his final years.

"Uncle," Bishu said quietly, "If I can somehow access his research papers, it might be easier to understand the motive. His work on infrasound wasn't very well known."

Dujo nodded. "Let’s see the scene first. The final traces a person leaves behind often speak volumes. How did Arnab Bose sound over the phone, Bishu? Was it fear or grief?"

Bishu thought for a moment. "Both, Uncle. But the scales seemed to tip toward fear. As if he had seen something he never could have imagined."

Dujo said nothing more. His eyes were fixed on the road ahead. The darkness behind the sudden extinguishing of a brilliant life was beckoning him. A mysterious investigation had begun with a simple phone call on a quiet afternoon.

By the time their car pulled up in front of the massive mansion in South Kolkata, the evening shadows had deepened. The house was named ‘Suradhwani.’ As they passed through the grand gates, a somber silence engulfed them. Usually, this house echoed with the practice of instruments or the scales of a song, but today, even the brick walls seemed to be in mourning. On the veranda, a few police officers could be seen talking in hushed tones.

This section heightens the tension significantly, introducing the classic elements of a "locked-room" mystery with a scientific twist.

As they stepped out of the car, a tall young man hurried toward them. He wore glasses, his hair was disheveled, and his face bore the heavy marks of exhaustion. This was Arnab Bose. Upon seeing Dujo, he extended both hands in a gesture of profound relief.

"Your presence is a great consolation to me," Arnab’s voice cracked. "The police say it’s a natural death—that my father was elderly and had a heart condition. All of that is true. But I cannot accept it. When Father entered the studio last night, he seemed incredibly excited. But it wasn't the excitement of fear; it was the joy of discovery."

Dujo looked Arnab straight in the eye and said calmly, "Compose you, Arnab-babu. We would like to examine the interior. Have the police removed the body yet?"

"No. Inspector Mukherjee is an acquaintance of mine. I requested that the room remain sealed until you arrived. However, they won't wait much longer," Arnab explained, leading them toward the studio.

Located slightly apart from the main wing of the house was Surajit Bose’s sanctuary. Walking down the corridor, Dujo noticed the walls adorned with expensive oil paintings and numerous awards the maestro had received from across the globe. Two constables stood guard at the studio door. At Arnab’s signal, they stepped aside and opened it.

Upon entering, Bishu felt a strange shiver run down his spine. The air conditioner was humming, yet the air in the room felt frozen, almost stagnant. Modern electronic equipment, gargantuan speakers, and mixing consoles were scattered throughout. At the very center of the room, slumped over a massive mahogany desk, lay the mortal remains of the legendary musician, Surajit Bose.

Dujo approached the body with measured steps. He touched nothing, observing everything with a piercing gaze. Surajit’s right hand was spread across the desk, while his left hung limp over his lap. His head was turned to one side. Dujo noted a distinct look of inexplicable terror etched into the man’s eyes—as if, in his final moments, he had witnessed something no human was meant to see. His lips had turned a faint shade of blue.

"Bishu, begin your work," Dujo said in a low voice.

Bishu immediately pulled a 3D scanner and a high-resolution camera from his bag. He moved through every corner of the room, snapping photographs. He knew that in this moment, even a speck of dust or the specific alignment of a wire could be vital. Though he thought of launching his drone, he decided against it, sensing it was wiser to keep the air still. He knelt on the floor, examining something near Surajit’s feet.

"Uncle, look at this," Bishu whispered.

Dujo leaned down. Surajit’s shoe was scuffed in a peculiar way. It appeared that before dying, he had tried to drag himself across the floor or perhaps struggled to hold someone back. Yet, there were no signs of a struggle on the desk; every file was perfectly in place.

Suddenly, Dujo’s attention was drawn to a small scrap of paper trapped beneath Surajit’s right fist. The paper had been torn jaggedly. Using a pair of tweezers from his pocket, Dujo extracted it with extreme care. It was a fragment of standard sheet music, but no melody was written upon it. Instead, a single phrase had been scrawled repeatedly in blue ink by a trembling hand:

‘The invisible melody... the invisible melody... it is coming...’

The final part of the writing was too blurred to decipher. A dark stain—either blood or ink—smudged one corner of the paper.

"Invisible melody?" Dujo murmured. "Arnab-babu, did your father use this term recently?"

Arnab lowered his head. "Yes. For the past few months, he kept saying he had discovered a sound that couldn't be heard, only felt. He called it ‘The Silent Requiem.’ We thought it was perhaps a flight of fancy brought on by age, but he was deadly serious about it."

Dujo scanned the room again. His gaze settled on the studio’s rear window. It was glass, locked firmly from the inside. However, on the external sill, there was a streak of damp mud. On a sunny day like today, the presence of wet mud was highly irregular.

Meanwhile, Bishu was loading his scanning data onto his laptop. "Uncle, have you noticed something odd? There are ten high-frequency speakers in this studio. But the mouth of one speaker is pointed directly at the chair where Surajit-babu sat. Usually, during mixing, speakers are positioned to fill the room, not focused on a single point like this."

Dujo walked over to the speaker. He took a small magnifying glass from his pocket. On the mesh of the speaker sat a very fine white powder. He took a sample on his finger and sniffed it. It was odorless.

"Bishu, take a sample of this powder. And Arnab-babu, where is your father’s diary? He used to write in it every day after finishing work."

Arnab hesitated. "I was looking for it, but I can't find it anywhere. And yet, it was in the desk drawer just last night."

Dujo’s pupils contracted. A missing diary meant this was no ordinary death. Someone did not want the world to know what transpired during Surajit Bose’s final night.

He took one last look at the still form of the maestro. Why did a man who spent his life in pursuit of harmony leave behind such a desperate cry for help? Was the ‘Invisible Melody’ merely a scientific discovery, or was it a harbinger of some approaching doom?

Dujo knew that something had happened within these silent walls that transcended the boundaries of science. He turned to Bishu and said, "Tell the police they may take the body. But this room must be guarded twenty-four hours a day. We will return. The mystery begins with that scrap of paper."

Bishu packed his camera. Outside, the heavy thud of Inspector Mukherjee’s boots could be heard. They would likely want to close the case immediately, but Dujo knew that Surajit Bose had left his killer’s name embedded within his own melodies. Now, it was only a matter of finding that sound.

When Inspector Mukherjee entered the studio, his face wore a mask of professional irritation. Middle-aged, somewhat stout, and a firm believer in traditional police procedure, he saw a locked room, an elderly man, and no signs of external trauma—to him, that equalled a heart attack. Behind him, two constables stood with a stretcher, ready to remove the body.

"Well, Dujo-babu, find anything?" Inspector Mukherjee asked, mopping his brow with a handkerchief. "Arnab-babu was so persistent that I had to call you. But based on what my forensic team says, it’s a clear case of cardiac arrest. The door was locked from the inside, the windows are bolted. No struggle. Just a natural death."

Dujo looked at the Inspector calmly. He knew arguing with the police was a futile exercise. He simply asked, "Mukherjee-babu, did you notice the position of Surajit-babu’s feet?"

The Inspector frowned and leaned down. "The feet? Why, what’s there? Just ordinary socks and slippers."

Dujo clicked on his pencil torch and shone the beam near Surajit’s right big toe. "Notice how the front of the slipper is scuffed—but not straight across; it’s at an angle. If a man dies of a heart attack while sitting in a chair, his feet shouldn't be scuffed like this. He was likely trying desperately to reach a specific point on the floor while still seated."

Mukherjee paused. "He could have been thrashing in pain."

"Perhaps," Dujo said softly. "But if he were thrashing in pain, the files within arm's reach would be in disarray. Yet, look—every file on this desk is in perfect, parallel alignment. Except for that one scrap of paper he had concealed beneath his hand. It’s as if he knew someone would search this room thoroughly, so he hid the evidence under his own body."

Bishu stepped up beside Dujo with his laptop and addressed the Inspector. "Sir, I’ve taken a backup of the studio’s electronic logs. Look at this interesting detail: at 2:14 AM, the voltage for the AC and lights in this room spiked significantly. This fluctuation lasted for nearly ten minutes. Yet, there’s no record of a power surge from the neighborhood transformer."

The Inspector sighed dismissively. "My dear boy, its electronics—they glitch. You can’t charge someone with murder based on a voltage spike."

Dujo moved behind the mixing console, where a web of colorful wires lay tangled. He pointed to one specific cable. It looked new and bore a small sticker: 'High-Intensity Output.'

"Mukherjee-babu, do you know what effect infrasound—or ultra-low frequency sound waves—have on the human nervous system?" Dujo asked.

The Inspector scratched his head. "I’ve read about that in science fiction. Can people actually be killed with that in real life?"

"They can," Dujo said, his voice turning somber. "If the frequency of those waves conflicts with the natural rhythm of the human heart, it is possible to kill a person without using a drop of poison or a single weapon. Surajit-babu spent his life working with sound; he knew which melodies gave life and which took it away. The arrangement of the speakers in his studio today is not normal. Every speaker has been tilted at an angle to create pressure on a single focal point—and that point is Surajit-babu’s chair."

Inspector Mukherjee looked genuinely troubled now. He signaled the constables to hold off on moving the body. "Are you suggesting someone did this via remote control?"

Dujo didn’t answer immediately. He walked toward an art piece placed in a corner—a bronze Buddha statue. He stared at it intently before turning to Bishu. "Bishu, use the zoom lens on your drone camera to check the pupils of this statue."

Bishu quickly aimed his camera. A massive image flickered onto the screen. It revealed a microscopic lens embedded inside the Buddha’s eyes. It was a hidden camera, but not a standard one—it was a motion-sensor camera.

"The case is no longer 'natural,' Mukherjee-babu," Dujo said quietly. "Surajit-babu was being monitored in his own room. But whoever installed this camera made a mistake. There is a thin layer of dust on the lens, but right beside it, a small, clean smudge. It means someone tried to wipe this lens or retrieve a data chip as recently as this morning."

Arnab Bose, standing by the door, had heard everything. His face went ghostly pale. "Then... was my father... was he murdered?"

Dujo walked over and placed a hand on Arnab’s shoulder. "Arnab-babu, it’s too early for conclusions. But one thing is certain: Surajit Bose’s death was no biological accident. It was a meticulously planned mechanical execution. The killer knew that when the police arrived, they would look for a heart attack, not a sound wave."

Inspector Mukherjee straightened up, realizing the gravity of the situation. "Alright, Dujo-babu, I’m taking notes on everything you’ve said. The body will go for an autopsy, and I’ll tell the surgeon to be thorough."

Dujo offered a faint, knowing smile. "An ordinary autopsy won't be enough, Mukherjee-babu. Ask them to check specifically for micro-hemorrhages inside the eardrums. And Bishu, check the history of the studio’s Wi-Fi router. We need to know if any signals were transmitted out of here last night."

Before leaving the room, Dujo took one last look at the lifeless body. In the blue light of the studio, Surajit Bose appeared even more tranquil now. But Dujo’s sharp gaze remained fixed on the pinch of powder lying on the floor. He wondered to himself: Was the ‘Invisible Melody’ merely a play of sound, or was there a touch of some toxic chemical behind it?

The first phase of the investigation was over. The police sealed the room, but the words from that torn scrap of paper continued to echo incessantly in Dujo’s mind. ‘It is coming...’—who exactly was Surajit Bose referring to?

Bishu slung his bag over his shoulder and stood beside Dujo. "Uncle, this is much more complex than I initially thought."

Dujo looked up at the sky outside. The darkness had thickened. "Complexity is merely the mask of truth, Bishu. We only need to remove the mask, and the truth will emerge on its own."
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Chapter 2: Footfalls of the 'Invisible Melody'
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Leaving the stifling atmosphere of the studio, Dujo and Bishu sat in the mansion’s sprawling drawing room. The room was a rare blend of aristocracy and refined taste. Expensive sitars, sarangis, and rare musical instruments collected from across the globe adorned the walls. The furniture gleamed under the light of a crystal chandelier hanging from the ceiling. Yet, amidst this opulence, a sense of melancholy and a heavy unease hung in the air.

Arnab Bose sank into a sofa opposite them. His fingers were interlaced tightly—a clear sign of agitation. A domestic help arrived and placed three cups of steaming tea on the teapoy, but no one had an appetite for it. Dujo was observing Arnab with clinical precision. A man had lost his father only a few hours ago; was the grief visible on Arnab’s face exactly what it should be?

Dujo noticed a peculiar self-awareness in Arnab’s mourning. He seemed to be constantly checking himself, speaking with measured caution. When grief is truly profound, people are rarely capable of such calculated composure.

"Arnab-babu," Dujo began, taking a small sip of tea, "What was your relationship with your father like? I know it’s a personal question, but for the sake of the investigation, we need to know everything."

Arnab paused. He looked out into the darkness beyond the window and said, "Father was like a giant banyan tree. Being in his shadow was a matter of pride, certainly, but at times, that shadow felt suffocating. He loved music more than he loved—perhaps—me. His world was comprised of melodies, research, and his Academy. Despite being his only son, I always had to chase after his shadow of success."

Dujo nodded. "Does success always bring happiness?"

"In Father’s case, I suppose it did," a hint of bitterness crept into Arnab’s voice. "But lately, he had changed. That research on the ‘Invisible Melody’ seemed to be eating him from the inside. He would stay up all night in the studio and wouldn't speak to anyone. He’d even get angry if I walked in. The distance between us grew to a point where, for the last month, we spoke of nothing but business."

Bishu, who had been quietly reviewing data on his tablet, suddenly looked up. "Arnab-babu, you manage the Bose Academy. Was there any conflict regarding your father’s research there? Perhaps with another artist or scientist?"

Arnab shot a sharp look at Bishu. "Father never let anyone get close to his research. But yes, we had frequent arguments over the Academy’s management. I wanted to modernize this research and use it on a commercial basis, but Father was a staunch idealist. He used to say, 'Music isn't for sale; music is for feeling.'"

Dujo watched Arnab’s hand movements. As he spoke, Arnab repeatedly rubbed the armrest of the sofa with his left palm. In psychology, this is known as a 'soothing gesture'—when a person is deeply anxious or trying to hide something, they subconsciously touch their own body or an object to calm them.

"Did you go to your father’s studio last night?" Dujo suddenly asked point-blank.

Arnab jumped slightly, his pupils dilating. "Me? No, I mean... I was in my room. My room is quite far from the studio. Around midnight, I was heading toward Father’s room with some coffee, but seeing the door closed, I turned back. Father detested being disturbed while working."

"Did you hear any sounds? Any strange humming or vibrations?" Dujo pressed.

Arnab hesitated. "Actually... there was a sort of whistling sound. I thought the AC was just running on high. I didn't give it much importance. Now I feel that if I had forced my way in then, perhaps Father could have been saved." Arnab’s voice broke into a sob, and he covered his face with his hands.

Dujo did not get up or move to comfort him. He simply stared at Arnab’s hand. A thin red mark was visible on Arnab’s right wrist. What kind of mark was that? Friction from a rope, or something else? Arnab noticed Dujo staring at his hand and immediately pulled the sleeve of his Punjabi down to cover it.

"Arnab-babu," Dujo said softly, "I understand your grief. But remember, truth is sometimes more terrifying than sorrow itself. We want you to cooperate with us fully. It is vital to find your father’s diary. Without it, we cannot reach the bottom of this mystery."

"I will provide every help possible," Arnab stood up. "I also want my father’s killer to be punished. But is it really murder? The police said..."

"The police look at the body; we look for the cause," Dujo replied calmly. "We shall leave for today. Bishu will come tomorrow morning to finish the remaining work in the studio. Will you be home then?"

"Yes, I’ll be home all day tomorrow," Arnab said, escorting them to the door.

On the way back in the car, Bishu asked, "Uncle, what did you think of Arnab? Is he hiding something?"

Watching the streetlights flicker past the window, Dujo replied, "The line between grief and performance is very thin, Bishu. It is clear that Arnab Bose did not love his father, and it is equally certain that he is terrified by something he saw. Do you know what that red mark on his wrist is? It’s the kind of mark left by a heavy watch or a gadget strapped on too tight. Last night, Arnab Bose was surely doing something that required his hand to be perfectly still."

Bishu asked in surprise, "Does that mean he was in the studio last night?"

"We can't say for sure yet," Dujo sighed. "But remember, the one who cries isn't always the innocent one. In Arnab Bose's tears, there was more an attempt at self-preservation than actual sorrow. Our next task is to find the invisible corners of that studio."

The yellow light from the roadside lampposts repeatedly cast Arnab’s suspicious face onto the mirror of Dujo’s mind. The investigation had only just begun, but already the questions far outnumbered the clues.

The next morning. The Kolkata sky was clear today, but the oppressive atmosphere inside the 'Suradhwani' mansion seemed to have tightened its grip. Bishu had come alone today to finish the technical work at the studio. Dujo had instructed him: "Look more through the lens of your instruments than with your eyes. Human eyes can be deceived, but pixels do not lie."

Bishu entered the studio with his massive bag. Inspector Mukherjee had kept his word; though the room was sealed with yellow tape, Bishu had been granted permission to enter. In the daylight, the studio looked different. What had seemed mystical last night appeared today as a sophisticated laboratory. Bishu knew that every inch of this room was now a data point for him.

He took a specialized stand from his bag and mounted a LiDAR scanner on it. This was a cutting-edge device that used laser beams to create a perfect 3D model or map of the entire room. Placing his laptop on a high stool, Bishu switched it on. The scanner began to rotate on its axis with a peculiar whirring sound. Gradually, a bluish geometric blueprint of the walls, furniture, and equipment began to form on the laptop screen.

"Let’s see what game Surajit-babu was playing with the geometry of this room," Bishu muttered to himself.

Bishu noticed an anomaly on the northern wall in the digital model. To the naked eye, it looked like a simple soundproofing panel, but the 3D map indicated a void of about two feet behind it. In other words, something was hidden between the studio’s actual wall and the interior paneling.

Next, Bishu pulled out his drone camera. This tiny drone was a custom build of his own. Its blades were so refined that it flew with less noise than a mosquito's wings. Taking the remote control, he launched it into the air. The drone ascended toward the ceiling with a faint hum. A high-definition video feed began streaming to Bishu’s tablet.

He maneuvered the drone behind the large speakers. In the light cast by the drone, the powder Dujo had mentioned last night was even more visible today. Bishu saw small devices attached to the rear connection points of each speaker—devices that were not part of the original sound system. They sat atop the main system like parasites.

"How strange! Was someone bypassing the main control panel to manipulate these speakers?" Bishu thought, bewildered.

He brought the drone down close to Surajit-babu’s desk. Underneath, he spotted a hidden switchboard that was not easily visible. Bishu lay flat on the floor to photograph the board. He saw that one wire from this board led directly into that void behind the northern wall.

Bishu then launched specialized software on his laptop designed for acoustic waveform analysis. He began processing the data he had downloaded from the studio's router the previous night before the police arrived. The laptop’s processor began to hum loudly, the sound of the fan filling the room. A series of graphs appeared on the screen.

Bishu saw that on the night of the murder, from 1:45 AM to 2:15 AM, the studio’s internet bandwidth had spiked abnormally. This meant that at that time, someone was either streaming a massive audio file from outside the studio or remotely controlling the internal sound system.

"Uncle was right. This is a digital murder!" Bishu sat up straight in excitement.

After finishing the 3D mapping, Bishu went to check behind the desktop monitor. He discovered that a specific hard drive was missing from Surajit-babu’s computer. Only a USB cable hung limply. This meant the killer hadn't stopped at killing Surajit-babu; they had also made off with the primary digital data of his research.

As Bishu was landing the drone in the corner of the room, his eyes caught a glimpse of an expensive pen. It had been flung far under the table. Putting on gloves, he picked it up and saw the engraving: ‘A. Bose’. Bishu’s heart skipped a beat. Arnab Bose had claimed last night that he had turned back at midnight finding the door closed—so how did his pen end up so deep under the table?

Bishu quickly tucked the pen into a ziplock bag. He realized that the 3D mapping wasn't just giving him the layout of the room; it was revealing the final positions of the killer and the victim in their last moments. A complete virtual world of the studio now existed on his laptop screen. If he wanted, Bishu could now reconstruct and simulate the events of last night within this model.

Before leaving the room, Bishu stood by the panel on the northern wall. Touching it, he felt it was slightly loose. He knew that whatever lay behind it might change the entire course of this mystery. But he didn't take the risk alone. He quickly attached a small sensor to the panel so that if anyone opened it, an alert would be sent to his phone.

Stepping out of the studio, Bishu found Arnab Bose standing on the veranda, watching him. There was a searching, inquisitive look in Arnab's eyes.

"Is the work finished, young master?" Arnab asked.

Bishu tried to regain his composure and said, “Yes, Arnab-babu, the preliminary data collection is complete. I need to go and show these to my uncle. I must say, the room is decorated beautifully; your father had impeccable taste.”

Bishu walked quickly toward his car. His bag now contained information that could make this ‘Invisible Melody’ visible. But he knew the killer might be tailing him. Killers in the digital world are exceptionally cunning.

Just as Bishu was about to drive off toward Dujo’s house, his phone emitted a sharp ‘beep.’ The sensor he had just placed on the northern wall of the studio was signaling him. This meant that within five minutes of his departure, someone had touched that secret panel. Bishu faced a dilemma. Should he go back? Or should he call his uncle? Then he thought: if the killer is inside right now, this is the best chance to catch them red-handed.

Bishu parked his car behind a distant tree and crept silently back toward the rear of the studio. The small ventilator at the back was a bit high, but it was no obstacle for his drone. He launched it again. This time, the drone entered through the ventilator gap in total 'silent mode.'

What Bishu saw through the drone's camera made his blood run cold? Ratan—the old, trusted servant—was attempting to pry open that northern wall panel with a screwdriver. Ratan’s face was slick with sweat, and his hands were trembling. After a brief struggle, the panel slid away with a mechanical click. A small, dark alcove or closet-like space emerged behind the wall.

Bishu used the drone’s zoom lens to peer inside. It wasn't home to any ordinary musical instruments. Instead, there were several oddly shaped metallic cylinders and a custom-made amplifier, with large letters on it reading: ‘WARNING: INFRA-LOW FREQUENCY.’ This was the machine—the one that escapes the human ear but can make the brain vibrate.

What was Ratan’s motive? Was he removing the devices? No; instead of moving the equipment, Ratan detached a small black box or recorder and stuffed it into his pocket. He then replaced the panel as it was and hurried out of the room.

Bishu didn't wait any longer. He rushed into the studio. By then, Ratan had vanished through the back door. Bishu went straight to the panel. It was loose now. As he pulled it aside, a stale, metallic odor wafted out. This was the secret corner from where Surajit Bose conducted his lethal experiments.

Bishu shone his flashlight on the machinery. He saw digital meters attached to each cylinder; they were still active. Most terrifyingly, these devices were not connected to the studio’s main power line. They were powered by a high-capacity lithium-ion battery pack. This meant that even cutting off the main power wouldn't stop this killing machine.

Bishu noticed a specific knob on the amplifier marked with a red line. The mark sat at the ‘7 Hz’ point. Bishu knew that in science, 7 Hz is known as the ‘Frequency of Fear.’ Sound waves at this level, when entering the human brain, trigger a panic attack or intense dread. One begins to hallucinate, and the heart starts to beat irregularly.

“So, Surajit Bose was trapped in the web of his own discovery,” Bishu whispered.

Right next to the machinery was a small wooden shelf. There, Bishu saw several glass vials. There were no names on the vials, only code numbers. He noticed one vial was broken, its liquid dried into a stain on the floor. Bishu pulled a swab from his pocket and collected a sample of the dried residue. He remembered the specific powder Dujo had mentioned last night. The same whitish residue was visible here.

As Bishu was photographing the machines, his eyes fell upon a small diary hidden behind the equipment. It wasn't Surajit-babu’s missing diary, but rather a small lab notebook. With trembling hands, Bishu opened it. What he saw inside made his jaw drop. Surajit Bose had written:

“Today’s experiment revealed that if aerosol-based neurotoxins are combined with infrasound, it is possible to completely control the human brain. This is not just a weapon; it is an invisible prison. But I am afraid—if this technology falls into the wrong hands, it will lead to disaster. Arnab has been very insistent on seeing this prototype lately. He cannot be trusted.”

Bishu realized how far the web of conspiracy stretched. This wasn't just a murder; it was a battle over a scientific discovery being used as a weapon. Was Ratan working for Arnab? Or was Ratan hiding something himself?

Suddenly, the sound of heavy boots echoed outside the studio. Bishu quickly replaced the panel and ducked under a large control table. His heart was now thumping like a drum. Someone had entered the studio through the main door. From under the table, Bishu saw a pair of expensive leather shoes come to a stop in the center of the room.

The shoes halted near Surajit Bose’s empty chair. Then, a soft sigh was heard. Who was it? Bishu gripped the drone’s remote, but didn't dare use it. What if it made a sound?

The man stood silently for a moment and moved a glass resting on the table. Then, in a low voice, he began talking to someone on the phone. “The job is done. Ratan managed to remove the file. But that detective’s nephew is poking around too much. He needs to be stopped. Otherwise, the truth of the ‘Invisible Melody’ won't stay buried for long.”

A lump formed in Bishu’s throat. He couldn't recognize the man’s voice because he was speaking in a low, muffled whisper. Finishing the call, the man quickly exited the room.

Bishu remained frozen like a statue for another five minutes. Once he was certain no one was outside, he stood up, shaking. In his hands, he now held the notebook of Surajit Bose’s secret research and the sample of the mysterious liquid. He realized he was standing on a volcano that could erupt at any moment.

Bishu bolted out through the studio's back door and ran toward his car. His only goal—to reach Dujo as fast as possible. He knew that today’s discovery would turn the investigation 180 degrees. Arnab Bose, Ratan, and the owner of that mysterious phone call—all seemed to be part of a dark circle. And at the center of that circle stood the ‘Invisible Melody.’

By the time a panting Bishu reached Dujo’s drawing room, the sun was bidding farewell to the western sky. Dujo was still in his easy chair, but this time, he held no book. He was staring out the window, lost in thought. Seeing Bishu’s disheveled state and the ziplock bags in his hand, he sat up straight, realizing something major had happened.

“Uncle! You won't believe what I’ve found,” Bishu said, placing the small lab notebook on the teapoy. “There was an entire laboratory hidden behind a panel in the studio. And I found this diary there.”

Dujo picked up the notebook with great care. His long fingers turned the first page. The paper had yellowed slightly, and at the top, a date was written in blue ink—January 2nd. It was a record of the early days of Surajit Bose’s private research. Dujo began to read in a low voice, and Bishu listened with bated breath.

“Music is not merely entertainment; music is a mathematical equation. I have spent the last twenty years experimenting with melody, but today I was confronted by a bizarre truth. There are sounds in nature that we cannot hear, yet our bodies absorb them. Today, in the lab, I generated a 10 Hz wave. To my astonishment, the rats kept in the studio cages began to dance even without music. Is this merely a tune, or is it a switch within the brain? I have named it the ‘Invisible Melody’.”

Dujo turned the page. The subsequent pages were filled with complex graphs and wavelength calculations. In one section, circled in red ink, was the phrase: ‘Amygdala Stimulation’.

“The amygdala is the part of the brain that governs our fear and anxiety,” Dujo explained. “Surajit-babu realized that it was possible to artificially induce extreme terror in humans using sound. It was no longer just art, Bishu; it had become a lethal weapon.”

Bishu pointed to the glass vial sample on the table. “And this liquid, Uncle? I found it inside the panel. Look at the next page of the diary; he mentions aerosols there.”

Dujo read a page from the middle of the diary. There, Surajit Bose’s handwriting was far more erratic and agitated.

“May 15th. I cannot tell if I am discovering something noble or handing a master key to the Devil himself. Arnab came to my lab today. I saw a peculiar greed in his eyes. He claims he can use this technology to make the ‘Bose Academy’ world-class. He wants people to experience something miraculous at our concerts. But he doesn't understand—if this wave lasts for more than two seconds, it can cause permanent brain damage. Even death is not impossible. I have decided to destroy the primary chip of this research. From today, I am making myself the guinea pig of my own experiment. Let’s see how much my body can endure.”

Bishu shuddered. “So Arnab-babu knew everything all along! Perhaps he was blackmailing
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