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I dedicate 'The Mystery of the Serpent's Gem to those  who believe that real-life mysteries are more thrilling than any fiction. This book is for those seekers of truth,  who are obsessed with knowing the unknown. 

I would like to dedicate every member of my family whose  selfless support has made me perfect as a writer. Special love and gratitude to my wife; Whose courage and company have kept me going in every difficult moment. Without your love, this complex and mysterious creation would not have been transformed. 
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First of all, I bow my head in the court of the Most Gracious and Almighty Creator and express my deepest gratitude and thanks. Without whose infinite mercy and miraculous grace, I would not have had the opportunity to choose these words today. At a very critical moment in my life, when everything around me was covered in a blanket of darkness, Then he saved my family and me from a terrible and uncertain danger. This salvation was not only about saving lives., Rather, it is an absolute blessing to sustain our existence.

​I remember with great respect my colleagues and senior officials of that time. The cooperation of each of them has been invaluable in my career. Especially, I am especially grateful to Captain Maruf Sir. In those turbulent and turbulent times when making the right decision was as difficult as a mountain, His wise and invaluable advice served as a guide for me. His guidance was not just a professional responsibility., Rather, it was an ultimate example of humanity and guardianship.

​My sincere love and gratitude also goes to my dear readers. Thank you for your continued interest., Without curiosity and inspiration, I might not have had the courage and drive to write down this true story of my life on paper. You have given this small effort of mine a place in your hearts., This is my greatest achievement.

​Finally, I express my sincere gratitude to my publisher. His tireless work and dedicated efforts in bringing this story of my experience to the public in the form of a book are undeniable. Through whose hands this true story has reached your hands today., I remember his cooperation with gratitude.
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An unresolved chapter
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​This visible world is like a vast treasury of infinite mysteries. Standing in the era of the utmost excellence of modern science, we are conquering the infinite emptiness of space today., I am descending into the depths of the ocean to find the traces of the unknown. Yet, This familiar nature is sometimes interrupted by some miraculous or supernatural events., Which is all our logic, It instantly shatters the pride of intellect and science. I realized with all my heart on that bone-chilling, terrifying winter night in 2016 that a parallel reality exists beyond the walls of human-made logic. ‘The Secret of the Snake Man’ is not just an ordinary story.; This is a documentary based on the breathtaking and thrilling real-life experiences of my life., Which at that time, pushed my well-organized family into the face of a terrible storm and shook it to its roots.

​This is not a simple snake or a mere supernatural adventure story. It is essentially a dark tale of the primitive and profound instincts of man. In its pores, there is boundless human greed mixed in., Paralyzing fear of the unknown, The strain of a long-standing family relationship and an extreme and rare wonder of nature. The mental turmoil we felt in those days, I was trapped in a whirlwind of uncertainty and excitement., Every moment of it still shines in my memory. Even today, when I sit alone in the middle of the night, I think, Then the memory of the blood-curdling hissing sound of that mysterious snake and the miraculous bright light shining brightly in the darkness sent a cold shiver down my spine. It seemed, That mystery still follows me like a shadow.

​In our folklore for ages, The story of the 'snake stone' or snake gem is prevalent in fairy tales and grandmother's tales. Modern educated society may dismiss it as mere superstition or cheap gossip. On the other hand, a group of people see it as a miraculous divine blessing. But is this hazy truth just a picture painted with the skillful brush of imagination?? Or is there some unknown scientific truth or a deeper mystery hidden behind it—one that is far beyond our knowledge?? This story was born standing on that gray border between truth and falsehood.

​On every page of this book, I have tried to portray a perfect and realistic picture of those unresolved events., Which shattered our lives at that time. The question has repeatedly arisen in my mind - why was a dream of a million-dollar illusion woven around a single animal?? Why did primitive bloodlust awaken in the hearts of close relatives and blood relatives?? Why was human conscience abandoned by greed?? And finally, Why did that priceless and rare object so mysteriously disappear forever?, No trace of whom has been found to this day.?

​Come on., But let's go back to those foggy, silent winter nights of 2016. Where every moment was numb with nameless terror., And every breath was filled with deep anxiety. Welcome to the dark and mysterious chapter of my life., Where the real and the supernatural meet at the same point.
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A miserable life in the depths of winter
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Devastation in North Bengal

December 2016. North Bengal was not just a geographical location on the map then.; It had been transformed into a land of terrifying shapes and fading echoes, shaped by the winter's atmosphere. The calendar was squeezing out its last days., And time became a painful ordeal for us., Which is not measured in hours or minutes, Rather, it was the sheer endurance of physical and mental pain. I was then serving as a young officer in the Bangladesh Army., I was deployed in the remote northern border area—a place like, Where it felt like the ground was falling off the edge, A huge one, losing its color and essence, Disappearing into the white void.

It was the height of a season known as ‘winter combined training.’ To an ordinary person, it might have been a traditional military exercise., It may even seem like a planned exercise under the open sky. But those who wear the uniform, for them, it is the most brutal annual ritual of the army. It is strategically designed to crush a man's ego. To strip away the comforts of civilization and make his morale like hardened steel., And his resolve can be turned into something as hard and inflexible as tempered iron. There is no middle ground in the northern wilderness of December. Here, not only do you have to train; Along with training, you have to survive the harsh weather conditions of nature.

The natural scene was unrecognizable. It was completely covered by a thick, suffocating blanket of fog. A scene unfolded over the empty rice fields as if it were a kingdom of ice. This was the tender tone of poetry., There was no romantic fog., What lover’s dream of or poets praise; It was a constant., Opaque walls, which is a vast expanse spanning hundreds of miles, The invisible cremation ashes, it looked like heavy smoke. If you were to reach out into that white darkness, your fingers would disappear inch by inch before your eyes., As if the fog were a living thing, Hungry being, that wants to consume your body for another dimension. Every step was a gamble into the unknown., A journey where the horizon has disappeared., And the sky has turned pale., With frozen soil.

The wind was our daily companion., Silent enemy. Distant, it would come down at high speed from the rugged peaks of the Himalayas, bringing with it hard, icy snow., Another smell of prehistoric silence. It was cruel and sharp. It didn't just hit the mouth.; It was like it was attacking your body. This cold was like a surgical knife., Which is a heavy wool sweater, Or the layers of thick jackets and state-of-the-art military-grade fleece would have been terrifying., With perfect skill. Every gust of wind felt like a personal insult from nature itself., A reminder of the insignificance of man. It was such a dry, the bone-chilling cold that made even the simplest act of breathing agonizing—condensing the moisture inside the nose into tiny ice crystals and burning the lungs with every breath of oxygen. The air felt heavy., Sharp and hostile.

Life outside the cantonment

For us, that ghostly snowy morning, there was no time to enjoy the silvery beauty. We were soldiers., And for us, comfort was an elusive dream at that time., Whom we had brought to our cantonment a week ago, I left it at the iron gate. That orderly barracks, Orderly life—neat paved roads lined with trees, A warm officers' mess with polished mahogany furniture and the buzz of elegant conversation., Smoky spicy lentil soup served in a white ceramic bowl, and a real bed of sparkle, The clean sheets—everything seemed like memories of a completely different life.

As if those luxuries belonged to some being from my past that, It's unimaginable to us right now. I close my eyes for a moment and imagine the smell of the mess hall or the chatter in our hall room or the talk of family., I tried to remember the sound of my son's laughter. But the cold would immediately bring me back to reality. Here, memory was a dangerous distraction.

Life had come down to its most basic elements, mud., Cold and duty. Our shelter was a fragile, A pitiful thing—a layer of thin olive-green tent cloth, which was tied tightly to the metal structure that creaked and trembled at night. Whenever the north wind blew, it was swinging wildly. The clothes flapped loudly like the frightened wings of a captive bird trying to escape its cage. The sound was rhythmic and uncomfortable., Which shows how thin the boundary between us and nature is., A constant reminder of him.

Below us, Damp, A plastic sheet spread over the frozen grass was our only floor. A thin layer of mulch was used to protect us from the frost on the ground., The crusty military blankets were our only shield. The cold seeped through the plastic., Through our battle clothes, and finally, like an invisible parasite, it was penetrating deep into our bones. No matter how warm our clothes were, no matter how close I am, the cold stayed there. It settled deep into our marrow, making our bones and joints feel like they were filled with crushed glass and cold lead. You didn't just feel the cold.; You should have rubbed it on your body.

Endless routine of fatigue

The days were a constant cycle of physical and mental suffering., Which left no room for thought. Heavy, long before the sun dared to peek through the stifling gray horizon, When the earth was still covered with the death-like shroud of dawn, The sharp, harsh whistle of the drill sergeant is like a saw., It would cut through the silence like a sharp knife. We had come to fear this sound with all our might. It meant the end of the only peace we had known—sleep—and the need to leave it behind and face that most difficult moment once again.

Within minutes of hearing that sound, the camp would erupt into a frenzied yet orderly uproar. Then the drills would begin—physical training., And complex tactics in knee-deep mud, which would push the human body to its ultimate limits. We are friends of the border, I walked for miles on uneven terrain., We carried the constant weight of a heavy BD-08 assault rifle and a combat pack weighing about 10 kilograms on our shoulders. The straps would get stuck in our shoulders., And the weight seemed to increase every hour.

The sound of our boots crunching on the frozen ground, A rhythmic, the haunting sound that was the only music heard for days. We crossed the dried-up riverbed., I climbed the steep bank., And we made our way through the thorn forest which was tearing our uniforms. By evening, our muscles didn't just ache.; They seemed to be struggling with their own separate existence., Every nerve ending screamed for a relief that was rarely found.

As darkness fell, the fog grew thicker., And through the walls of white fog came the ghostly call of the fox—a sharp, ironic sound., Like a distant smile from a wild place. It was a perpetually haunting situation, as if we were only temporary strangers there. Intruders in a land of shadow and ancient spirits of the soil. Sometimes, looking into that darkness, I felt as if nature itself was waiting for us to leave or for us to fall.

Unexpected vibration

It was one of those bone-chilling evenings. After twelve hours of tiring patrolling along the border fence, I had just crawled into the darkness of my tent. The barbed wire of the fence hissed and clanked in the wind. The air inside the tent was heavy and the canvas was damp., Wet soil and the weight of a man reaching the extreme limit, The smell of stale sweat.

My fingers were red and numb—almost like wooden sticks—as I struggled to untie the tough, muddy laces of my boots. My hands were shaking from the cold, and every pull and every movement sent a sharp, electric jolt of pain through my blistered feet. My head was spinning with exhaustion., And I am dreamless for a few hours., I wanted nothing more than a deep sleep—a sleep that would wash away the fatigue of my tireless work and prepare me for the next day.

Suddenly, my phone rang loudly., The camp was shaken by a violent jolt., The sound was as sudden and unexpected as gunshots in the heavy silence. I took out my phone with a trembling hand., In the pitch darkness of the tent, the artificial blue glow of the screen dazzled my eyes for a moment. I squinted at the screen.

“Maya is my wife.

My chest immediately twisted because, During the training period, there were usually no calls from home unless there was a special need. And I would contact my family at my own convenience. Because of this, when my wife suddenly called, a cold feeling came to my stomach., A hard lump formed that had nothing to do with the weather. Phone calls during field duty rarely brought messages of peace or good news. In the army, ""No news is good news"—this mantra we follow with religious devotion. Usually, the phone call meant a family crisis—the child's sudden fever., or any other family problem. Since, I didn't have the power to solve the problem and I lived hundreds of miles away. So most of the time, unless there was a very serious problem, I wouldn't be called. And so, if the phone rang, the first thing I thought of was anxiety.

The cold air was starting to choke me. I pressed the green button. I was hoping for some kind of news., Or some tiresome complaint about our son's stubbornness. But instead, I heard a voice that was suffocating., Hysterical and shaking with an emotion I couldn't quite identify. It was panic and madness., A dangerous mixture of uncontrolled joy.

"Hello? Hello? Can you hear me?? Are you there??" He spoke in gasps. His voice sounded a little crazy, with tears in it. I could hear the wind whistling on the other side., Or maybe it was just his frantic breathing. "Something... something incredible has happened! My hands are shaking so much I can't even hold the phone properly... I don't know where to start.", I don't even know how to tell him.

I told him., “Calm down, Maya." My voice is the same as yours., The authoritative and low voice changed., Which I used to give orders to my platoon during high-pressure exercises. It was a reflex action., A self-defense tactic against the chaos heard in his voice. "Take a deep breath and speak slowly. Is everyone safe?"? Is there an emergency?? Tell me exactly what's going on at home. Has something happened to our son??

He is like a madman., I started speaking in fear., As if he was afraid that the air in the room would run out before he could finish his sentence. He said....

This is Raju! (My wife's younger brother and my only brother-in-law) You know how he is... He never listens to anyone., He thinks himself invincible. Last night he and Bhuvan (Raju's friend) brought something... that shouldn't be in this world! You can't even imagine—it's no ordinary snake. They say there's a gem inside it... a shining stone., Which is inserted directly into its skull! A couple of hours ago, an agent from Dhaka called. The agent said that, He will work for a buyer. They say its international market value is over 50 million taka! We are all sitting in this dark kitchen staring at the pot... not knowing what to do.

Myths and dreams

50 million taka in local currency! A snake gem? The numbers were spinning like a fever in my tired head. I couldn't seem to fit them into any logical pattern.

I froze inside the dark tent. One muddy boot still hung in my hand. My other foot was bare and freezing on the cold plastic floor. The pain in my foot seemed to disappear., A cool clarity replaced it. For a while I pondered deeply over this extreme fatigue., A few weeks of insomnia, And the lack of oxygen in the bone-chilling cold air is what finally ruined my head.? Was I seeing some kind of clear illusion while I was awake?? The older officers were smoking cigarettes.'Field Madness'-He used to joke about it., Is that it??

My brother-in-law Raju came to mind. Twenty-five years old., A young man in a frenzy. He was possessed by a thirst for recklessness and thrills that often led to suicide. He was the kind of person who found it easy to wander alone in the woods at night. He would fish in the middle of the night in ponds and rivers that the villagers considered haunted.; Just to prove that he could do it. He was brave, that's right., But he lacked the essential layer of common sense. He lived for the thrill., For the story, and for that moment he can brag about it. But a "snake's gem"?

As a child, on hot summer nights I would sit at my grandmother's feet., And I would listen to all the scary stories of Nagmani that he whispered. That legendary, Bright jewel, which is ancient, the demigod is protected by serpents. He described it as a stone that gives infinite power., But whoever finds it by being foolish, Bleeding for him, brings a terrible curse of betrayal and greed. He used to tell us that, this stone is the soul of the snake., And to accept it is to invite a rage that never leaves.

But I was a man of science., Logistics, Shelling and the difficulties of the physical world, A soldier trained in the harsh realities. I knew it well. It was biologically impossible. Crystals don't grow in snake skulls.; They grow venomous fangs., Scales and venom glands. It was a mirage of folklore., Wet, An illusion of torchlight on rainbow-colored scales. Maybe it's a tumor., Or a piece of glass stuck in a wound. And whatever it was, I knew very well that it was definitely not a gem.

Listen to me., Maya," I said., My annoyance and fear grew as the logic of my training finally dawned on me. I needed to bring her back to the real world. "You are an educated woman. Raju is a dreamer and a fool.", But why do you believe this?? There is no scientific basis for a snake having a stone on its head. It is probably a rare mutation of a highly venomous species. If it bites someone, I am hundreds of miles away at a remote border post. I will not be
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