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    Dedicated to the memory of my late father, Shri Chandan Kumar Das. > A Senior Banker who dedicated his life to the principles of trust, integrity, and service in public sector banking. He taught me that the truest wealth we can amass is the respect we earn and the lives we uplift. This book is a tribute to his vision, his unshakeable work ethic, and the lasting legacy he left behind.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "Boardrooms can evaluate risk, litigate liability and manage continuity, but they cannot tell a man where his brother is. For the sharpest suspense lives in the gap between what a company minutes and what a family remembers."
— The Himalaya Code
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Preface
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Every family carries a silence that outlives the event that caused it. “The Himalaya Code” begins with one such silence — a boardroom pause, a leave application no committee quite knows how to approve, and a photograph on a desk that has waited thirty years to be explained.

This novel moves between two worlds that rarely touch: the disciplined, high-stakes corridors of a global corporation, and the wind-scoured trails of Uttarakhand, where a family once went on pilgrimage and returned incomplete. Arun Sharma is a man who has built his life on governance, precision and control, precisely because the one event he could not control took something irreplaceable from him. When a stranger arrives with a sealed envelope and a single sentence about Uttarakhand, three decades of careful order begin to unravel — not only for Arun, but for a family in London that has never known it was connected to his at all.

At its heart, this is a story about the questions institutions are not built to answer. Boardrooms can evaluate risk, litigate liability and manage continuity, but they cannot tell a man where his brother is. That search takes Arun, and the reader, from Kolkata's glass towers to Himalayan transit camps, from sealed corporate archives to an adoption record in London, each chapter turning over one more fragment of a truth that several people have spent a lifetime protecting.

I wrote this novel in the belief that the sharpest suspense often lives at the intersection of the personal and the institutional — in the gap between what a company minutes and what a family remembers. It is a story about governance and grief, about the ledgers we keep on paper and the ones we keep in silence, and about what it finally costs to reconcile the two.

I hope The Himalaya Code keeps you turning pages long after you intended to stop — and that, like Arun, you find the ending worth the climb.

— Abhijit Das
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The Extraordinary Leave Application

The July sun reflected brilliantly off the glass façade of Conscious Group Global Limited, 

turning the thirty-eight-storey corporate headquarters in Kolkata into a shimmering monument of 

steel and ambition.

Every weekday morning, more than four thousand employees streamed through its revolving 

doors. Architects discussed smart cities over coffee. Investment bankers analysed billion-rupee 

acquisitions. Project managers tracked construction sites spread across India, Singapore, Dubai 

and Kenya. Artificial Intelligence systems monitored energy consumption across hundreds of 

commercial buildings in real time.

Inside the building, everything moved with precision.

Except one man.

At 8:45 a.m., Arun Sharma stood alone in his corner office on the thirty-sixth floor.

Below him, Kolkata was already awake.

Yellow taxis crawled through traffic.

The Hooghly River glittered beneath the morning sun.

Construction cranes dotted the skyline like giant steel birds.

Ordinarily, this view filled him with pride.

Today, it felt meaningless.

He loosened his tie and looked at the photograph resting on his desk.

It was old.

The colours had faded.

The corners had curled with age.

A young woman smiled into the camera while holding a toddler wrapped in a bright red blanket.

Beside her stood a man with a thick moustache.

An older boy held his father's hand.

The photograph had been taken barely two weeks before their pilgrimage to Uttarakhand.

The younger child had never returned.

Arun gently traced the tiny face with his thumb.

"You would have been my age today," he whispered.

A soft knock interrupted his thoughts.

"Come in."

His executive assistant, Rhea Sen, entered carrying a leather folder.

"Good morning, sir."

"Morning, Rhea."

"The Board members have started arriving."

He nodded.

"The agenda papers?"

"Already placed before every Director."

She hesitated.

"Sir... are you absolutely certain?"

Arun smiled faintly.

"I've never been more certain about anything."

She understood immediately.

No further questions.

"Your mother called twice."

"What did she say?"

"The same thing she says every Thursday."

Arun closed his eyes.

"Did she cry?"

Rhea lowered her head.

"Yes."

For a long moment, neither spoke.

Finally Arun picked up the folder lying on his desk.

The first page read:

Application for Extraordinary Leave Duration: Ninety Days

Reason: Personal.

He closed the file.

"No more delays."

At exactly 9:30 a.m., the Board Meeting commenced.

The Boardroom occupied almost the entire western wing of the top floor.

A twelve-metre oval walnut table dominated the room.

Every seat had a nameplate, encrypted voting console, microphone and digital tablet displaying 

the day's agenda.

Two enormous LED walls projected the company's performance dashboard.

Market Capitalisation.

Quarterly Revenue.

Debt Position.

ESG Ratings.

Share Price.

Project Pipeline.

Cash Flow.

The atmosphere was formal but not tense.

Coffee cups were quietly placed beside each Director.

The Company Secretary, Kabir Mehta, stood beside the Chairman.

"Ladies and Gentlemen, good morning."

The conversations ceased instantly.

"This is the One Hundred and Eighty-Sixth Meeting of the Board of Directors of Conscious 

Group Global Limited."

He glanced around the room.

"All Directors are present."

The Chairman, Rajiv Khanna, adjusted his spectacles.

"Good morning, everyone."

"Good morning, Chairman," came the collective reply.

"Mr. Mehta, kindly proceed."

The first hour passed smoothly.

Approval of previous minutes.

Audit Committee observations.

Financial performance.

A presentation on the company's proposed Green Smart City Project.

The Chief Financial Officer, Nandita Rao, concluded confidently.

"Our consolidated revenue has increased by eighteen percent year-on-year."

Applause followed.

The Chairman smiled.

"Excellent work."

Then came the next item.

Kabir cleared his throat.

"Agenda Item Number Seven."

He looked directly at Arun.

"Application submitted by Executive Director Mr. Arun Sharma."

Several heads turned.

Most assumed it concerned overseas travel.

Rajiv looked across the table.

"Arun?"

Arun slowly stood.

For a moment, he said nothing.

He looked around the room.

These were not merely Directors.

Some had watched him grow from an awkward teenager into one of India's youngest business 

leaders.

He respected every one of them.

Which made what he was about to say even harder.

"I wish to request the Board's approval for Extraordinary Leave."

The Chairman nodded.

"For how long?"

"Ninety days."

Silence.

The silence lasted only three seconds.

But inside the Boardroom...

It felt like an eternity.

The first person to speak was Justice (Retd.) Arvind Sen, Independent Director.

"Ninety days?"

"Yes."

"During the most important international negotiation in the company's history?"

"Yes."

The CFO leaned forward.

"The Bradford collaboration enters final due diligence next month."

"I know."

"The lenders' consortium expects your presence."

"I know."

"The Government has nominated you to lead negotiations."

"I know."

Every answer was calm.

Measured.

Almost rehearsed.

The Chairman folded his hands.

"Arun..."

"This request is unlike you."

"It is."

"May we know the reason?"

Arun remained standing.

His voice was steady.

But his eyes betrayed years of pain.

"I cannot mention it in one sentence."

"Then take your time."

He looked once more at every Director.

"I have spent the last ten years building this company."

"I have earned wealth."

"I have earned recognition."

"I have earned respect."

He paused.

"But every evening..."

"I return home to a mother who has forgotten how to smile."

No one interrupted.

Even the air-conditioning seemed quieter.

"My younger brother disappeared during a pilgrimage in Uttarakhand thirty years ago."

"Everyone believed he died."

"My mother never did."

"I was too young to remember him."

"But I have watched my mother wait for him..."

"...every single day of my life."

He reached into his briefcase.

Placed an old faded photograph on the table.

"My father searched."

"The police searched."

"Volunteers searched."

"They found nothing."

"I have decided to search again."

Justice Sen spoke gently.

"After thirty years?"

"Yes."

"You believe he may still be alive?"

Arun took a slow breath.

"I don't know."

"But I know one thing."

"If I never search..."

"I will spend the rest of my life wondering."

The room remained silent.

Then Raghav Bedi, Executive Director, broke the silence.

"Chairman, with due respect..."

"This is an emotional issue."

"But we have a fiduciary responsibility towards our shareholders."

Several Directors nodded.

Raghav continued.

"The company's valuation is nearly ₹80,000 crore."

"The Bradford deal alone is worth more than £2 billion."

"We cannot suspend leadership because of... hope."

The word hung heavily in the room.

Hope.

Arun looked at him without anger.

"I am not asking the company to stop."

"I am asking permission to step away."

The Chairman interjected.

"This Board has always respected both governance and humanity."

"Let us discuss the matter objectively."

The debate continued for nearly forty minutes.

Some Directors believed Arun deserved the opportunity.

Others argued that the timing was disastrous.

No decision emerged.

Finally, the Chairman looked at Arun.

"Before we vote..."

"I have one final question."

"If we grant this leave..."

"How exactly do you intend to search for a man who disappeared three decades ago?"

For the first time, a faint smile appeared on Arun's face.

"I won't search alone."

"I have assembled a team."

"The best data scientists."

"Former police investigators."

"Satellite mapping experts."

"Genealogists."

"I will analyse thirty years of government records."

"I will trace forgotten newspaper archives."

"I will use Artificial Intelligence."

"I will consult historians."

"I will meet Vedic astrologers."

"I will question monks who have lived in the Himalayas for decades."

"I will follow every clue."

"No matter how impossible it seems."

The Directors exchanged uncertain glances.

The Chairman leaned back slowly.

"You have thought this through."

"For two years."

Arun's answer surprised everyone.

He had not acted impulsively.

He had planned this.

Meticulously.

Then, before anyone could speak, Kabir Mehta's tablet vibrated.

A secure email.

Marked:

URGENT – CONFIDENTIAL

He frowned.

His expression changed.

"Chairman..."

"What is it?"

Kabir looked around the room.

"I've just received confirmation."

"The Chairman of Bradford Group has unexpectedly advanced his visit to India."

"When?"

Kabir swallowed.

"He lands in Kolkata..."

"...tomorrow morning."

Arun felt a strange, inexplicable chill.

He didn't know why.

Nor did anyone else.

But somewhere, thousands of miles away, aboard a flight leaving London, a man named Robert 

Bradford stared out of the aircraft window.

He had been dreaming about the Himalayas again.

And this time...

He could hear a woman calling his name.
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Chapter Two
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The Weight of Responsibility

The Boardroom remained silent long after Kabir Mehta announced that the Chairman of 

Bradford Group would arrive in Kolkata the very next morning.

Silence inside a corporate boardroom was never a good sign.

Every director understood what the announcement meant.

The timeline had changed.

The stakes had doubled.

Chairman Rajiv Khanna removed his reading glasses and looked around the oval table.

"For the first time in twenty-seven years," he said quietly, "I am compelled to suspend the 

scheduled agenda."

Nobody objected.

On the large digital display, the final agenda item still glowed.

Item No. 7 Application for Extraordinary Leave – Mr. Arun Sharma

Rajiv folded his hands.

"Ladies and gentlemen, before we decide on Arun's application, we must evaluate its impact on 

our shareholders, employees, lenders, customers, regulators and strategic partners."

He turned towards the Company Secretary.

"Mr. Mehta, kindly record that this discussion concerns governance, succession planning and 

business continuity."

Kabir typed rapidly.

Every word spoken in the Boardroom would become part of the official minutes.

•  •  •
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GOVERNANCE BEFORE EMOTION

JUSTICE (RETD.) Arvind Sen, the senior-most Independent Director, adjusted his spectacles.

"Mr. Chairman."

"Yes, Justice Sen."

"I sympathize deeply with Arun."

He paused.

"But sympathy cannot replace governance."

Several directors nodded.

Justice Sen continued.

"The Companies Act requires directors to act in the best interests of the company."

He looked directly at Arun.

"The company employs forty-six thousand people."

"The decisions taken in this room affect thousands of families."

"If the market perceives instability in leadership, the consequences could be severe."

Arun listened without interruption.

Justice Sen wasn't attacking him.

He was reminding everyone of their duty.

•  •  •
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THE NUMBERS SPEAK

CHIEF FINANCIAL OFFICER Nandita Rao touched her tablet.

Immediately, a financial dashboard appeared on the main screen.

"Our current position is exceptionally strong."

Revenue Growth: 18.4%

Net Profit: ₹4,860 Crore

Order Book: ₹1.12 Lakh Crore

Debt-Equity Ratio: 0.42

Cash Reserves: ₹8,900 Crore

She looked towards the Board.

"But..."

The room became attentive.

"...the Bradford collaboration represents nearly twenty-two percent of our projected growth over 

the next five years."

She clicked again.

A map appeared.

The proposed Indo-UK Green Smart City would transform nearly twelve thousand acres of land 

into an integrated township powered by renewable energy, autonomous public transport and AI-

driven infrastructure.

"This project," she said, "is the most ambitious in our company's history."

She looked towards Arun.

"Without your leadership, negotiations become significantly more difficult."

•  •  •
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THE AMBITIOUS DIRECTOR

EXECUTIVE DIRECTOR Raghav Bedi leaned forward.

His voice was polite.

Almost too polite.

"Chairman, may I suggest an alternative?"

Rajiv nodded.

"Please."

"Approve Arun's leave after the Bradford agreement is signed."

"Delay it by ninety days."

He smiled.

"That seems reasonable."

Several directors murmured in agreement.

Only Dev Malhotra, the Chief Risk Officer, remained expressionless.

He had known Raghav for nearly eight years.

And he had learned something important.

Whenever Raghav sounded reasonable...

he usually wanted something.

•  •  •
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A FRIEND SPEAKS

DEV FINALLY BROKE HIS silence.

"Chairman."

"Go ahead, Dev."

"I would like to ask Arun one question."

Arun nodded.

"Ask."

Dev looked directly into his friend's eyes.

"Why now?"

"You've waited thirty years."

"What changed?"

The question lingered.

For a long moment, Arun did not answer.

Instead, he opened his leather briefcase.

He removed a small cloth bundle.

Carefully.

Almost reverently.

He unfolded it.

Inside lay an old brass wristwatch.

Its glass was cracked.

Its leather strap had almost disintegrated.

"My father's watch," Arun said softly.

"It stopped at..."

He turned it over.

"...4:17."

"The exact time the landslide occurred."

No one spoke.

"I found this in my mother's cupboard three weeks ago."

His voice became quieter.

"She has Alzheimer's."

The words struck the room harder than anyone expected.

Even Raghav lowered his eyes.

"The doctors say..."

Arun swallowed.

"...that memories disappear in reverse."

He struggled to continue.

"She remembers my brother."

"But soon..."

"...she may not remember either of us."

Silence.

The kind of silence numbers could never measure.

•  •  •
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THE CHAIRMAN'S DILEMMA

RAJIV KHANNA STOOD and walked toward the panoramic window overlooking the city.

He had chaired hundreds of board meetings.

He had negotiated mergers worth billions.

He had dealt with hostile takeovers, shareholder activism and regulatory crises.

Yet no corporate manual had prepared him for this.

He turned back.

"There comes a time," he said slowly, "when leadership is tested not by quarterly profits..."

"...but by difficult choices."

He looked at every director in turn.

"This Board must decide whether success is measured only in financial statements."

No one answered.

•  •  •
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AN UNEXPECTED INTERRUPTION

A SOFT KNOCK SOUNDED at the boardroom door.

Kabir
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