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	THE DEAD BODY

	On 23 December 2018, it was a foggy morning when Pintu, the sweeper, first spotted him. It was around 5:30 am in the Sadar Bazaar Market, a commercial hub in the heart of Gurugram city. Pintu saw him lying next to the door of the "Charitable Hospital for Birds" in outer Sadar Bazaar as he was about to start his daily work.

	5:30 am by Sadar Bazaar standards was quite early, especially considering it was a commercial hub in the middle of winter. Pintu heard the sound of prayers and the temple bell, folding his hands in prayer before beginning his work.

	Anyone heading to the temple could easily have missed him, as he was lying close to the hospital doors. Added to this, the thick fog made it exceptionally difficult to spot him.

	"Must be a drunkard," Pintu cursed, spitting on the ground. He ignored the man and moved on with his work. He swept the road around him and continued towards the temple. Every now and then, he would see drunkards lying around on the street. Pintu kept busy for a while, but after half an hour with no sign of movement, he decided to check on him.

	He walked towards the hospital door, moving closer since he couldn't see clearly through the mist. As Pintu approached, he knelt down to get a better look, brushing the hair away from the man's face. The blood covering the stranger's face shocked Pintu; he froze instantly. He tried to shout, but the cat had got his tongue.

	"It’s a dead body," was all he could faintly murmur, looking around.

	Pintu tried to back away, but his feet refused to move; he faltered and fell onto the road. He pushed himself backwards, crouching in fear away from the body. Somehow, he scrambled up and, without looking back, ran away.

	"Get away from the body as soon as possible, Pintu. The police will book you for the murder," he mumbled as he fled.

	Pintu had barely run about fifty metres when he turned left onto another street. As he rounded the corner, he bumped into someone coming from the other direction. The impact sent them both crashing to the ground.

	"WHAT THE HELL, MAN! GO TO A PARK FOR JOGGING!" the man screamed.

	A terrified Pintu slowly opened his eyes, recognising the voice. To his relief, it was Constable Amit Sehrawat. Pintu breathed a sigh of relief, as he knew Amit. Posted at the Sadar police station, Amit would often patrol the area on foot and in the PCR van.

	"WHERE DO YOU THINK YOU ARE RUNNING BLINDLY? YOU COULD’VE HURT ME SERIOUSLY!" shouted Amit.

	Still terrified, Pintu was unable to speak, despite trying his hardest.

	"Will you say something, or do you plan on sitting on the ground for the rest of the day?" asked Amit.

	"You'll catch cold sitting on the ground," he said as he helped Pintu to his feet. He brushed the dirt off Pintu's clothes.

	"Dead body..." was all Pintu could utter as he stood up.

	Amit took a few seconds to let the words sink in.

	"A dead body? Where is it?" he asked.

	Pintu pointed in the direction of the Bird Hospital. Amit grabbed his arm and pulled him towards the place he had indicated. By now, it was 6:05 am. The fog had begun to lift, and visibility had improved. As they turned the corner into the street near the SBI bank ATM leading to the "Charitable Hospital for Birds", Amit could see the body.

	Pintu walked reluctantly, trying several times to pull his arm free from Amit's grip. As they drew closer to the body, Amit loosened his hold, and Pintu bolted like a Diwali rocket. He ran in the opposite direction like hell, not looking back even once.

	"HEY, WHERE ARE YOU GOING, LEAVING ME ALONE?" Amit yelled as Pintu disappeared without turning back. Amit felt nervous; however, Pintu had no intention of stopping and soon vanished into the streets.

	Despite the cold, sweat trickled down Amit's face as he looked at the body. It was the first time he had seen an actual dead body. He had joined the police service only a year earlier. Until then, he had dealt with a burglary case, a chain-snatching case, and a couple of other minor matters, but this was huge. It was a man, and long hair covered his face.

	A dead body in my area... what do you know? he thought with a smirk. It was Amit's moment of glory; he was the first to arrive at the crime scene.

	He quickly snapped back to reality and began looking for something he could use to mark the scene, because people would soon start moving about. Street dogs were already prowling around curiously. He found a small piece of brick and used it to mark the area around the body. Then he pulled out his phone to make a call. He dialled a number, then immediately disconnected it.

	"Let me take some photos first," he mumbled, laughing.

	Amit took photos of the crime scene from different angles. He thought this would help him earn a commendation and maybe even a promotion. Once he had finished taking the photographs, he noticed that his phone battery was almost flat. He did not want to leave the scene because another officer patrolling the area might take all the credit. He hurriedly called the SHO. As soon as the call connected, Amit said, "Jai Hind, sir," and the battery died.

	"Damn it..." he muttered in frustration, looking around.

	He thought for a second and then reluctantly decided to run towards the Sadar Bazaar post office. He needed to inform the SHO as soon as possible. The post office was where the SHO usually parked the PCR van when not patrolling the area. It was about half a kilometre away from the crime scene, on the main Sadar Bazaar road. When he reached the post office, he looked around; the PCR van was not there. Frantically scanning the area, he sprinted back towards the crime scene.

	Amit doubled back towards the street leading to the Sardarji Jalebi Wala shop. There, he spotted a security guard lazing on the porch of a shop, smoking a beedi.

	"Do you have a phone?" asked Amit, gasping for breath.

	Seeing Amit in his police uniform, the guard instantly stood up, threw away the beedi, and saluted him.

	"Do you have a phone?" Amit asked again.

	Without further delay, the security guard took out his phone and handed it to Amit without a word. Gathering some courage, the guard added, "This is my phone; it’s not stolen."

	Amit ignored the guard's remark and quickly dialled the SHO’s number.

	"Sir, a dead body..." he blurted out, still breathing heavily.

	The SHO, Sunil Sharma, jumped out of his seat when he heard the words 'dead body'.

	Catching his breath, Amit repeated, "There’s a dead body lying in front of the Charitable Hospital for Birds. I have secured the crime scene, sir."

	After informing the SHO, Amit quickly rushed back to the body. When he returned to the crime scene, to his utter shock, the dead body was no longer where he had left it. He felt as if his heart had skipped a few beats and he was about to have a heart attack. Breathing heavily, he frantically looked around for the body. In his excitement over a potential promotion, Amit had forgotten to check whether the man was actually dead.

	"Oh, you dumb arse. Why didn’t you check the body before?" he mumbled, scanning the area.

	He was frantically searching for the missing body when he heard a vehicle come to a screeching halt behind him. He froze, too scared to look back because he knew it was the PCR van.

	"I'll become a laughing stock in the entire police force if they find out I lost the dead body," he murmured.

	Finally, he gathered some courage and turned around, only to find the SHO, Sunil Sharma, staring at him.

	"So, where is the dead body, Amit?" asked Sunil Sharma, stepping out of the PCR van. As he got out, he adjusted his belt and pulled up his trousers.

	"It was right here," was all Amit could reply.

	"So, where did it go, haan? Did it go out for a stroll?" asked Sunil with a smirk on his face. "Have a look around, lads; a dead body might be taking a stroll," he continued, looking sarcastically towards constables Satish and Harinder, and Sub-Inspector Ramesh, who were sitting inside the van.

	They all burst into loud laughter, leaving Amit feeling deeply embarrassed.

	Suddenly, Amit saw a shadow moving behind the PCR van and quickly rushed to check it out. He was shocked to see the 'dead body' standing right behind the vehicle.

	He shouted, "SIR... THE DEAD BODY!"

	Everyone turned around to look, still chuckling. While the rest of them froze in shock, the dead body—wobbling and struggling to maintain its balance—walked towards Amit.

	"Water..." the man croaked, and then collapsed.

	Amit rushed to catch him before he hit the ground and managed to hold him securely. Satish quickly grabbed a bottle of water from the PCR van and poured some into his mouth, but it simply trickled back out; the man was unconscious. Amit sat down on the road with the stranger's head in his lap. He sprinkled some water on his face, but he did not regain consciousness.

	Amit looked at the SHO, who was still standing there dumbstruck, and said, "We need to get him to a hospital urgently. He's bleeding." The SHO quickly ordered Satish and Harinder to help Amit place him in the van.

	They lifted him into the back seat of the PCR van. "Satish, you stay here and secure the crime scene. Gather any evidence and look for clues. We are taking him to the Civil Hospital. We will send the PCR van back for you," said Sunil.

	"Yes, sir," Satish acknowledged, saluting.

	On the way to the Civil Hospital in Civil Lines, Gurugram, Amit held the man's head securely in his lap while Harinder searched through his clothes for anything that might confirm his identity. He was wearing a light-coloured shirt and dark trousers with a matching belt. His feet were bare, and there was blood on the soles as well. As Harinder searched his pockets, all he found was a twisted and crumpled card with only "Brijesh Mathur" written on it.

	"It's his business card," he said, passing it to the SHO.

	Looking at the card, Sunil frowned. "There's nothing else written on it. No phone number, company name, address, or email ID."

	"It's not a business card, it's a name tag," said Amit.

	The SHO looked bemused and seemed about to ask what Amit meant.

	"The tag he's wearing is from either a conference or a meeting. It is usually displayed by all the delegates at the venue so everyone can know each other's names," Amit explained.

	The SHO quickly turned to Sub-Inspector Ramesh, who understood the glance and promptly got on the radio to inform headquarters about the incident. He also asked the operator to check whether any conferences or corporate events had taken place the previous night in the Sadar Bazaar area.

	*****

	It was 7:30 in the morning when Dr Mahender Kapoor came out of his cabin, yawning. He gazed at the SHO, Sunil Sharma, and then at the stretcher beside him.

	"Dead or alive?" asked Dr Kapoor indifferently.

	"Alive," replied Sunil.

	After checking the patient's pulse, Dr Kapoor instructed the ward boy, Ashish, to move the stretcher into the OPD and place him on one of the beds. Ashish got up from his chair, annoyed. "Why do they always have to come first thing in the morning?" he mumbled, reluctantly pushing the stretcher into the OPD. With the help of another ward boy, he managed to lift Brijesh onto the bed.

	Dr Kapoor looked at his watch and began his examination. "The patient appears to be in his mid-forties, and it looks like there’s an injury at the back of his head," he said, peering closer while a nurse standing next to him noted everything down.

	Amit looked down at his uniform; there were bloodstains on his shirt, and some on his trousers as well.

	"Seems like he was hit with something heavy, or he crashed into something to cause this injury. It’s still fresh—might have happened a couple of hours ago," said Dr Kapoor. "Was there any blood at the spot where you guys found him?" he asked, looking at Sunil.

	Sunil looked at Amit.

	"Not that I noticed," Amit clarified. "It was when I held his head in my lap that the blood got onto my shirt and trousers," he continued, pointing at his clothes.

	"Hmm," said Dr Kapoor, turning back to his examination.

	Remembering that he had taken photos of the crime scene, Amit quickly plugged his phone into the nearest socket to charge it.

	"Did he have any identification or other documents on him?" asked Dr Kapoor.

	"Just this name tag," said Harinder, handing the card over to the doctor.

	"Brijesh Mathur," Dr Kapoor read, looking at the card.

	"No, there was no blood at the spot where we found Brijesh," Amit confirmed, looking at the newly powered-up screen on his phone. He showed the photos to the SHO and the doctor. The SHO smiled at him, quietly admiring the constable's initiative.

	Dr Kapoor cut open the man's shirt to examine him further.

	"There are some injuries on his stomach, too," said Dr Kapoor.

	Everyone peered curiously at the marks.

	"Brijesh must have been running barefoot, as his feet are badly injured as well," noted Dr Kapoor, examining the soles. "Remove his trousers," he ordered, looking towards the ward boy, Ashish.

	The nurse immediately began drawing the curtains around the bed.

	As soon as Ashish touched the belt to undo it, Brijesh sprang up violently, shoving him backwards. Ashish was thrown a couple of feet away and hit the OPD floor hard.

	Brijesh was on his feet beside the bed in an instant, looking around in confusion. Dr Kapoor tried to restrain him, but Brijesh grabbed him by the throat and forced him to the floor. Dr Kapoor struggled to breathe as Amit and Harinder rushed forward to help. They tried to prise Brijesh's hands away from the doctor's throat.

	Harinder struck Brijesh in the back, forcing him to loosen his grip on Dr Kapoor. Brijesh turned on Amit and Harinder at once, lashing out with wild punches. They backed away, then rushed him again, but could barely get near him as he kept them at bay with a relentless barrage of blows. He fought like a man possessed, as though under the influence of alcohol or drugs.

	"WHERE IS SHE? TELL ME, OR I WILL KILL YOU!" Brijesh yelled, catching Amit and Harinder off guard for a moment.

	He continued throwing punches and kicks at them. Frustrated, Harinder snatched up his baton and charged. But Brijesh moved like an expert fighter; the baton did not even touch him. One of Brijesh's punches landed squarely on Harinder's jaw, and he crashed to the floor unconscious. Amit tried to hold his ground, but he too was struck when Brijesh swung a medicine tray at him. Then Brijesh made for the OPD door.

	"Don't move, or I will shoot," said the SHO, pulling out his gun.

	Brijesh stopped and turned. Then he lunged at the SHO, who instinctively began backing away. In seconds, Brijesh was standing inches from the gun, staring at him as if daring him to fire. The SHO's hands trembled at the sight of him. Brijesh calmly snatched the gun from his hands and examined it. Then, while the SHO stared in disbelief at his empty hands, Brijesh dismantled the weapon piece by piece without even looking at it. He dropped the final piece to the floor, turned around, and walked calmly towards the door.

	As he reached it, he saw a nurse standing there, trembling with fear. Instead of leaving, he moved towards her.

	"AAAIIEE!" she screamed as Brijesh came closer.

	Brijesh clapped his hands over his ears. Seizing the moment, Sunil, tall and powerfully built, threw himself at him from behind and locked his arms around him. Brijesh struggled to break free. Amit slid across the floor, grabbed Brijesh by the legs, and pushed hard. Brijesh lost his balance and went down with the SHO in a heavy thud. While they were still on the floor, Dr Kapoor quickly plunged a syringe full of sedative into Brijesh's shoulder. Within moments, the sedative took effect, and he slipped into unconsciousness.

	"WHAT THE HELL WAS THAT? How did he manage to fight all of us while being injured? Is he high on drugs or something?" screamed Sunil, gasping for breath.

	Ashish, the ward boy, got up, badly shaken, and slumped into a chair.

	Dr Kapoor was still coughing from the tight grip around his throat.

	Amit, Ashish, and Harinder lifted Brijesh off the floor and placed him back onto the bed. Amit rushed out and returned with a couple of sets of handcuffs, restraining the man's arms and legs. To be absolutely certain he was secure, Amit added extra cuffs.

	Dr Kapoor walked over to the nurse, who was staring at Brijesh in terror.

	"Nice scream, Anitha," said Dr Kapoor, smiling as he placed a reassuring hand on her shoulder.

	Anitha shifted her gaze from Brijesh to the doctor and managed a faint smile.

	"Clean his wounds," Dr Kapoor instructed.

	"Yes, sir," replied Anitha, still trembling.
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	MY NAME IS 110

	It was around 12:30 in the afternoon when Brijesh woke up. The moment he came to, he began struggling against the handcuffs.

	"HE'S AWAKE, HE'S AWAKE!" screamed Anitha, the nurse on duty, even as she tried to calm him down.

	Dr Kapoor rushed in, followed by Ashish, the ward boy, and Constable Amit, who had been waiting outside. Dr Kapoor tried to calm Brijesh by pressing down on his shoulders, but Brijesh kept struggling to free himself from the cuffs.

	"He's going to hurt his arms if he keeps struggling like this," said Dr Kapoor.

	Ashish hurried to a nearby cabinet and returned with a syringe and a vial of sedative. But just then, Brijesh calmed down at the sound of Anitha's voice.

	"Please calm down, sir," said Anitha.

	Brijesh looked at her, his eyes fixed on her as she stepped closer. Anitha remained near the bed, though she kept a cautious distance, afraid that he might lunge at her.

	"Come closer," he whispered, barely audible.

	Anitha moved closer, slowly.

	"Be careful, sister," Amit warned her.

	"Come, sit," said Brijesh, pointing towards a chair to the left of the bed.

	Anitha sat down, frightened, making sure to keep some distance between them.

	Brijesh raised his left arm, and Dr Kapoor, Amit, and Ashish sprang into action. They rushed towards the bed, thinking he was about to attack Anitha. But Anitha raised a hand and signalled for them to stop. She leaned forward, and Brijesh gently touched her head, as though blessing a child. Tears rolled down his face as he began to cry inconsolably. Meanwhile, Dr Kapoor administered a mild sedative.

	"Let him rest," said Dr Kapoor.

	*****

	After nearly two hours, Brijesh opened his eyes in Room 110.

	"Water," he mumbled, trying to speak.

	"WATER!" he yelled, mustering all his strength when he saw no one around.

	Anitha rushed in with a glass of water, followed by Ashish.

	"Can you raise the bed?" asked Anitha, looking at Ashish.

	Ashish helped Brijesh to sit up by elevating the head of the bed. Though Brijesh was still in handcuffs, Anitha handed him the glass, which he gulped down in a second.

	"More, please," he said.

	Brijesh quickly drank four glasses of water.

	"Everything seems normal," said Dr Kapoor, checking his vitals on the patient's notes.

	"How is Brijesh?" asked SHO Sunil Sharma as he walked towards Amit, who was observing from outside the room. Amit had called him when the patient first woke up, as Sunil needed to take a statement.

	Dr Kapoor stepped away, and Sunil sat on the chair next to the bed. Before he could ask anything, Brijesh asked, "Where am I? What is this place?"

	"This is the Civil Hospital. We brought you here injured and unconscious this morning," Sunil replied. "I am the SHO of the Sadar police station. What is your name?"

	"My name... umm... Is it Brijesh?" mumbled Brijesh.

	"Brijesh? What makes you think that is your name?" Sunil asked, probing gently.

	"You just asked him outside, 'How is Brijesh?'" replied Brijesh, pointing towards Amit.

	Sunil looked at Amit. "We found a name tag in your pocket with the name Brijesh Mathur written on it. We figured that was your name," Sunil explained, showing him the tag.

	Brijesh took the card and looked at it carefully. He stared at it for a few seconds, as if trying to remember something. "I can't remember anything," he said.

	"Take your time, sir. Try to remember how this happened to you," Sunil said. "You are in remarkable physical condition despite your age. You must be around forty-five or so."

	"The way you fought us all off—it was amazing," Dr Kapoor added with a laugh.

	"I fought you all?" asked Brijesh, feeling awkward about the chaos he had caused earlier.

	"Yes! You even dismantled a gun without looking at it," said Amit, jumping into the conversation with excitement.

	"Forget about it, you weren't in your right senses," said Dr Kapoor, shooting Amit a warning look. Amit took the hint and backed off.

	"What has happened to me?" Brijesh asked.

	"You have suffered injuries to your head, back, and feet," Dr Kapoor replied.

	Brijesh touched the bandage on his head. "I don’t remember how I got injured. All I remember is that I was running out of a building with loud music playing in the background. I bumped into a man, and I suppose I got hold of this tag from him."

	"That explains why it was twisted and badly folded."

	"So, his name might not be Brijesh?" said Amit, looking towards Sunil.

	"Let him rest today, and I shall schedule an appointment with a neurologist to check on him tomorrow. Perhaps after a day's rest, he might remember something," said Dr Kapoor.

	They all moved out of the room and gathered in Room 115 on the same floor. Room 115 was the nurses' room at the other end of the corridor.

	"I have to file an incident report and also brief my superiors. I would ask you and the rest of the staff not to let this slip to the media until we can ascertain exactly what we are dealing with here," said Sunil, as everyone listened closely. "He could be a criminal for all we know. We have already enquired with the local army offices, the cantonment, and any units in the nearby area to see if they have a missing officer. The way he fought, I'm damn sure he's an army officer."

	He continued, "Amit will stay here until 8:00 pm, after which another constable will replace him. Keep me posted if anything changes."

	"I will certainly keep you posted if '110' remembers anything," said Dr Kapoor.

	"'110', haan? So, that is what we're calling him now that we know the name tag might belong to someone else?" Sunil said, laughing.

	Everyone smiled and laughed before leaving.

	*****

	Though Nurse Anitha was born in Tamil Nadu, in the southern part of India, she had lived all her life in Gurugram. Her father worked in the central government, and they had settled in Gurugram. She could speak fluent Hindi.

	Dr Kapoor knew that Anitha’s shift ended at 6:00 pm, but he still requested that she stay through the night. 110 seemed to connect with her, and Dr Kapoor thought he might remember something with Anitha present. Anitha graciously agreed to his request.

	"I will be available on-call throughout the night, so don’t worry, you will not be alone. A constable will also be here throughout the night," said Dr Kapoor as Anitha smiled.

	Anitha left the OPD at around 5:30 pm and went up to the first floor, where 110 was recuperating in Room 110. Outside, she saw Amit scrolling through news websites on his phone, checking for any reports of a brawl in the nearby area or someone else getting hurt, which might connect to 110. Amit looked up as Anitha passed him to enter the room. She was carrying some medication in one hand and a glass of water in the other.

	"Let me know if I can help you in any way," said Amit. Anitha just smiled and went inside. Amit stood up and walked to the door to see what was happening.

	"You have to take this medication," said Anitha.

	Brijesh signalled for her to raise his head. Amit rushed in, offering to help. "Let me do this," he said. He slowly turned the handle on the other side of the bed in a clockwise direction, raising the head of the bed to get him into a sitting position. Anitha noticed an empty plate on the table next to the bed, which meant 110 had eaten his food. She placed the pill in his hand and gave him the glass with the other so he could drink. 110 quietly obliged, swallowed the medicine, and took a sip of water.

	"Can you sit here for a while?" asked 110 before Anitha could leave. "You remind me of someone. I don’t know who it is, but I feel if I talk to you, I might be able to remember something," he continued as Anitha sat on the chair.

	"But I have never met you in my entire life. I would have remembered if we had met," Anitha said, surprised.

	"I don’t know why I feel that I know you," said 110, holding his head in frustration. "I can only remember that I was running away from someone or something, out of a building. There was loud music in the background, and I bumped into a man."

	"Do you remember the face of this man you bumped into?" asked Amit.

	"It seemed quite dark, and there were many flashing lights, so I couldn't see his face properly when I bumped into him... and this loud music. Oh God, it’s maddening," said 110, clamping his hands over his ears as if he could still hear the music.

	"Do you remember the kind of music that was playing? Was it a film song? Hindi, Punjabi, or perhaps English?" enquired Amit.

	"I think it was a Punjabi song," Brijesh replied, thinking for a second. "Yes, it’s a Punjabi song," he added with confidence.

	"Can you remember the lyrics?" asked Amit.

	"It went something like this: beat te ae ae, angrezi beat te," replied 110 with a touch of a Punjabi accent.

	"It’s a Honey Singh song!" exclaimed Anitha as 110 looked over. "He’s a Punjabi singer," she added, noticing 110’s confused expression.

	"You speak excellent Punjabi, sir," said Amit. "Did you get a good look at the building while you were running out?" he asked as 110 looked over. "I mean, was it a hotel, a house, or an office? Moreover, can you recall anything about the area where this building was? It would help us track the location and solve this mystery," Amit clarified.

	"No, I'm afraid this is all I remember right now," replied 110.

	"Don’t worry, you will remember everything soon, and you will meet your family as well," said Anitha, handing him another pill.

	110 looked at the tablet with disgust, like a child.

	"It’s meant to help you sleep peacefully," said Anitha, as if she were trying to persuade a child to take their medicine. 110 obliged her once again and took the pill. Anitha sat there for a while until 110 drifted off to sleep.

	Harinder had already taken over Amit’s position outside.

	"Good night, madam," said Harinder as Anitha left the room at around 8:00 pm.

	"Good night," she replied.

	"My good night will be spent sitting outside this room," replied Harinder, smiling and pointing towards the wooden bench outside Room 110.

	"Let me know if you need tea or coffee. I will be in Room 115, not far from here," said Anitha.

	"Thanks," replied Harinder.

	Anitha went to Room 115.

	*****

	Neurologist Dr Kanhaiya Singh arrived to see 110 at 10:00 am the following day. Dr Singh, along with Dr Kapoor and SHO Sunil Sharma, gathered in Dr Kapoor’s office.

	"We have a problem," said Sunil, his face grim.

	"What happened?" asked Dr Kapoor.

	"My superiors have told me not to pursue the matter any further, and to get 110 out of the hospital as soon as possible," Sunil replied.

	"What do you mean, 'not pursue the matter further' and get him out of the hospital? And where to?" asked a bemused Dr Kapoor as Sunil looked on. "I mean, where would he go? He doesn’t know who he is or where he lives."

	"I have instructions not to reveal anything about 110 to the media or investigate this matter any further—and that goes for you chaps as well," replied Sunil, taking a deep breath.

	He looked around and continued as Dr Kapoor frowned in confusion.

	"When I say 'instructions', I mean from really high up," Sunil whispered. "I mean someone high up in the ministry," he clarified, still keeping his voice low. "Our job is to get him back to good health and let him go wherever he wants."

	"Right, I suppose this is above our pay grade, so let’s just go and see him," said Dr Singh as they all stood up.

	When they reached Room 110, Constable Amit and Nurse Anitha were already there, waiting to see if the patient remembered anything. Amit had taken over from Harinder. SHO Sunil took Amit aside and briefed him on the new orders.

	"We cannot disclose anything about 110 to anyone. The media must not catch wind of this," Sunil said as Amit listened.

	"But how will we find out who he is if we don’t enquire about him or put an advertisement in the papers?" asked Amit, looking concerned.

	"Orders are orders. But one thing is for sure—he is someone very important, because these instructions appear to have come directly from the ministry. We have received strict orders to keep a lid on this one," Sunil replied. "110 cannot know about this at any cost, alright?" he added in an assertive tone.

	"Yes, sir," Amit acknowledged.

	"Let’s go and see if he remembers anything," said Sunil, walking towards Room 110. Amit followed him.

	Dr Singh sat beside 110 and checked his pupils with a small penlight.

	"I am Dr Singh. How do you do, sir?" said Dr Singh, introducing himself.

	"I'm alright, I suppose," replied 110.

	"Let me just check," said Dr Singh, reviewing the patient's notes. "The toxicology report is negative," he said, flipping through the attached test results.

	"That means there were no drugs or alcohol in his blood," whispered Amit, until Sunil silenced him with an angry glare.

	"So, sir, you don’t remember anything? Not even your name?" asked Dr Singh, looking at 110.

	"My name is 110, or at least that is what they call me," he replied. "Am I right?" he asked, looking towards Dr Kapoor and SHO Sunil.

	"Umm, no..." was all Dr Kapoor and SHO Sunil could utter.

	Feeling awkward, they looked away, avoiding eye contact with him.

	"I could hear you all talking yesterday after you gathered in the other room," continued 110.

	Everyone looked surprised. They had taken great care not to use that name in front of him, and Room 115 was at the other end of the corridor. They were astonished that he had been able to hear them from so far away.

	"Don’t worry, I don’t mind you calling me 110," he said.

	"Your hearing is extraordinary, sir. You can hear people talking from quite a distance; Room 115 is at the far corner of this floor," said Dr Kapoor.

	"I notice things," he said, pausing as he looked at each of them in turn. "For example, the SHO here tries hard to keep his hands busy, which means he gave up smoking recently and is trying to control his caffeine cravings. Also, Dr Singh here is trying to mask the smell of vodka by chewing gum. Harinder, sitting over there, has different coloured ink stuck under his nails, making him a painter," he said in a single breath.

	"In the last fifteen minutes since you all arrived, I have noticed three ward boys, two nurses, three children, and seven adults in normal clothes pass by the door," he said, stopping to look out of the window.

	Everyone clapped.

	"Very good!" said Dr Singh, clapping his hands. "You are right about me, and the way everyone else clapped suggests you are right about them as well," Dr Singh continued.

	"How did you develop such a keen sense of observation?" asked Dr Kapoor.

	"I don’t know. I wish I could remember, but I just can’t..." replied 110. He looked frustrated.

	"It was a pleasure meeting you, sir. I wish we could talk more, but I am afraid I have to leave for another appointment," said Dr Singh, extending his hand towards 110.

	110 graciously shook hands with Dr Singh, though he felt a bit uncomfortable with his hands still cuffed.

	"Perhaps we could do something about these cuffs," said Dr Singh, looking towards SHO Sunil.

	Sunil, Anitha, Dr Kapoor, and Dr Singh went to Dr Kapoor’s office for a discussion.

	"What do you think, Dr Singh? What is wrong with him?" asked Dr Kapoor.

	"He seems to be fine physically. His injuries are not that serious," replied Dr Singh. "I think he has suffered temporary amnesia due to the head trauma, though I don’t believe it has caused lasting damage. I am still recommending an MRI scan and some other tests. Please send me the reports as soon as you receive them," said Dr Singh, scribbling on the notepad on Dr Kapoor’s desk.

	"Right, I will share the reports as soon as possible," said Dr Kapoor.

	"He is no danger to anyone. I suspect he just panicked yesterday, which is why he attacked you all. So, you can remove his cuffs and let him rest," said Dr Singh.

	"That won't be a problem; we will remove his cuffs right away," said Sunil.

	"Unfortunately, we cannot keep him here for long, as his injuries are not life-threatening and he is perfectly mobile," said Dr Kapoor. "Once he is well enough, he will have to leave and go wherever he wishes."

	"Okay. I would just like to remind everyone not to discuss this with anyone outside, please," said Sunil.

	Dr Singh stood up and left. Nurse Anitha left for home, having been at the hospital for a long shift, and SHO Sunil departed as well.

	Anitha went to see 110 one last time before leaving, just in case he was no longer there when she returned for her evening shift. She also wanted to check whether his cuffs had been removed. As Anitha entered the room, she saw Amit unlocking the handcuffs. A visibly relieved 110 rubbed his wrists as the heavy metal was taken off.

	"I am sorry if I hurt anyone yesterday," 110 apologised.

	Amit and Anitha just smiled.

	"It’s okay, sir. You weren't in your right senses," said Amit.

	Anitha said her goodbyes and left. Amit returned to the wooden bench outside the room, while 110 climbed back into bed.

	 

	
3 

	The Aravali Retreat

	It had been eight days since Amit first found 110, and he still couldn’t remember anything about himself, his family, or how he had been injured. He was growing restless and would often call Amit to ask about the progress of his case. Amit had arranged a phone for 110 so they could stay in touch.

	Thanks to Amit, 110 found refuge at the "Aravali Retreat", a place of solace for the rich and famous of Delhi-NCR. It was a sprawling estate, spread across sixteen acres in the heart of the Aravali Hills next to Damdama Lake, well away from Gurugram city. Despite strict warnings from the SHO, Amit had arranged 110’s stay there. There was a small catch: 110 had to perform odd jobs in return for his lodgings. 110 obliged simply because, with no memory of his past, he had nowhere else to go. Amit had assured him that the investigation was ongoing and advised him to lie low at the retreat for a few days. Besides, 110 welcomed some time away from the hustle and bustle of the city to sit, concentrate, and figure out his next move.

	He settled in with the other employees of the retreat in no time. Everyone at the resort cheerfully called him 110, and he didn’t mind. He had no desire to be called by any name other than his own, and since no one knew his real name, he was quite alright with being called 110. As it was winter, this was the busiest season for the retreat. With the New Year fast approaching, 110 found himself working all day long. 

	*****

	New Year's Eve, 2018.

	"How are you, Amit?" asked 110 as Amit answered his call.

	"I'm doing well. How about you, sir?" replied Amit.

	"I am doing well, too. Work at the retreat keeps me busy," replied 110. "It’s quite hectic because of New Year’s Eve," he continued.

	"That’s good, sir," said Amit.

	"Any...?" asked 110, pausing awkwardly. "I don’t want to bother you by asking again and again..." he said.

	"It’s okay, sir. I understand your frustration," said Amit. "A couple of others and I at the station have been making rounds of Sadar Bazaar with your photograph. So far, no one seems to know you or recognise you. No one has ever seen you in that area before," Amit said.

	Amit was lying; they were not supposed to be doing any follow-up regarding 110. He kept his fingers crossed.

	"The next step is to publish your photo in the newspaper for identification," Amit continued.

	"Oh..." was all 110 could say. The disappointment was evident in his voice. "I am sorry I keep bothering you," he added.

	"Don’t worry about it, sir. You can call me anytime."

	"We will soon reunite you with your family," Amit said reassuringly.

	"If I have a family," said 110, sounding defeated.

	"Why do you say that, sir?" asked Amit.

	"Because no one has come forward asking about me yet, and it’s already been eight days since I went missing," replied 110.

	"Perhaps your family isn't aware yet that you are missing?" said Amit, trying to cheer him up. "By the way, Happy New Year, sir. Enjoy it!" said Amit, attempting to change the mood of the conversation.

	"Thank you! I wish you and your family a Happy New Year!" replied 110 enthusiastically.

	It was around 23:50. The drinks were flowing freely in the banquet hall, the music was loud, and everyone was dancing in the massive room. 110 was trying to find somewhere quiet away from the music when he suddenly bumped into someone outside the main hall. 110 looked up apologetically. It was a huge man wearing a kurta-pyjama.

	"I am sorry, sir," 110 apologised.

	"That’s alright, I shouldn’t have had so many drinks," the man replied, throwing his arms around 110 in a hug.

	Suddenly, the clock struck midnight, and huge cheers rocked the retreat as everyone in the banquet hall yelled at the top of their lungs, "HAPPY NEW YEAR!"

	"Happy New Year!" said the man, hugging 110 again and kissing him on the cheek.

	"Same to you, sir," replied 110. Feeling awkward about the kiss, he stepped back to let the man pass. As 110 looked up, he noticed the man was staring at him, shaking.

	"Are you all right, sir?" asked 110.

	"I am, I am... I'm okay," the man stammered, as if the cat had got his tongue. He rushed towards a group of people in the distance, leaving 110 completely bewildered.

	"Could it be possible that he knows me?" muttered 110, deciding to
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