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"Inside job? You mean one of us is the suspect?" the

bemused smile still lingered on Mrs Chopra's face.

"One of you, or someone else you trust and who has

access to your rooms."

"The only other person in our house, besides the three

of us, is Maya. And we trust her totally."

"But she becomes my prime suspect." Karishma was
convinced that this case had a short life as she zeroed in on
Maya. A pity because she was itching for something more

challenging... more juicy!

"But Madam Detective, Maya comes to work at ten in
the morning. The necklace was found missing by me at 8
a.m." Mrs Chopra seemed to be enjoying proving Karishma

wrong.

"Oh! Well...in that case...I think...er...I'll need some
time." A flustered Karishma quickly disappeared into another

room, promising herself never to be so conclusive in future.

As Priyanka joined Karishma, she sat down at a table

and tried reorganising her facts.

"From the facts at hand it is certain that this case has
to lead us to either of two totally different ends... Little Pinku,
or someone who knows that something valuable was easily
accessible in your house for a short period of time.
That...er...again narrows down the field to just...er. Tell me

Priyanka, is your father's financial position...okay?"

"WHAT? How dare you suspect my father? I think

you'd better, this instant, leave my..."
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"Sorty, sorry, sorryl I am really sorry Priyanka. That
was stupid of me. It is just that the situation looks so
impossible. Whew, this case is going to drive me nuts...and

I thought it was an open and shut one."

Karishma, now red in face, cursed herself for being so
tactless and thoughtless. "Okay, so let's return to the original
logic." Priyanka now realised why her friend was popularly

known as 'Crazy Krish'. Too impulsive and too aggressive!

"It could be Little Pinku, continued Karishma, or

someone... else."

"I think you've already mentioned that about two

hundred times."

"So let's start with Little Pinku. What do we know

about him?"

"Exactly nothing. And all mum knows is what she has

told us already...next to nothing."

"Okay, you find out the address of the previous

occupants, and let's do some visiting

The Kukude family, the previous occupants of Priyanka's
flat, now lived in the outskirts of Pune, at Vimannagar. A
comparatively new settlement, it was a peaceful and quiet

place.

"Little Pinku?" asked Mrs Kukude, after introductions
were completed. "Why do you want to know about the poor
boy? He had such a tragic end to his life. It would be better
to let him rest in peace." An overtly plump lady, Mrs Kukude

seemed to have a soft corner for the boy.
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"But he is not letting us rest in peace,” reminded an

agitated Priyanka. "Why is he still haunting that house?"

"That's a long story," she answered with a sad look on

her face. "Please come in and I'll tell you all about him."

Mrs Kukude offered them some light refreshments,
helping herself to some first. "He does not exactly haunt, you
know," she said, giving Priyanka a disapproving glance. "But
to answer your question we'll have to go back a few years.
About fifteen years ago, Pinku and his family lived in that
house, built by his father. It was a happy family with Pinku
the normal mischievous boy. I believe his favourite game was
pinching little articles from the house and hiding them
elsewhere. It used to drive his mother mad they say, but he
apparently enjoyed making them search the house. Ha, ha,
ha...what a dear boy he must have been." She paused for a
moment but that was enough to half empty the plate of

'chiwda. The gitls were yet to taste it.

She continued, "Then, when he was about twelve, he
went to the seaside at Alibagh for a school holiday, along
with other boys. Some boys say they saw him step into the
sea, waste high...too high for a non-swimmer. Some boys
remember him walking towards the rocks close to the sea. In
any case, in the evening when the roll call was under way,
Pinku was missing. They searched the beach and they looked
for him in the rocky areas too. But no sign of him! Naturally
the police were called in and a thorough search was made, but
to no avail. Next morning, when his frantic parents came to
the sea resort, one of the boys gave a fresh piece of

information."
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In one quick movement Mrs Kukude picked up the
plate, emptied the 'chiivda’into her podgy left hand, which in
a flash slapped into her open mouth. The girls looked on
apprehensively, but didn't mind as the story had caught their

full attention.

"And this fresh piece of news was...?" Prompted

Karishma.
v

"The boy said that he had earlier noticed a couple of
thugs near the rocks, and they seemed to be suspiciously
checking on the boys. And so the theory of kidnapping took
shape. The distraught parents returned home expecting a
ransom call, refusing to believe that the boy could have
drowned. Their suspicion soon changed to certainty, as no
body was recovered. They were convinced he was kidnapped
and the ransom demand would soon come by. Days passed
and then weeks, but there was no sign of either a ransom
note, or Little Pinku. The police confirmed that they caught
two shady looking thugs a few days later, but there was
absolutely no suggestion of a kidnapping having been
attempted. There was only one conclusion, but Pinku's parents

preferred to live in hope.

"A few months passed yet his parents refused to accept
the reality. 'He will return someday,’ was their stubborn
attitude. Er...you like some more ‘'chiwdal It's from

Laxminarayan, you know. The best."

"No thanks." Karishma wanted to add 'just looking at
it was quite enough'. But she was impatient to hear what

happened next. "So what did the parents..."
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"No, I must get you something to eat first." Mrs Kukude
happily wobbled back to the kitchen and soon returned with
a plateful of Shrewsbury biscuits and some 'bhakerwadi’, a

popular Maharashtrian savoury.

"So," she said, picking up three of the biscuits together
"their relatives and friends got wortied as the little boy's last
rites were still not performed. They reminded the parents
about it and then insisted that some prayers ought to be
performed as is normally done for the dead. Try these biscuits,

they are delicious." Having finished her share she offered

them the plate. "They're from Kayani...the best."

"Et...not now...may be later, thanks." The dark and
sad story had obviously made the girls lose their appetite.

"Please don't be shy," she said as she picked up the
remaining three biscuits. "So the parents were pressutised from
all sides to conduct some prayers for peace of the departed
soul, which they flatly refused. They hung on to their hope.
A year later, they left Pune for good. They rented out the
house to us and gave us a forwarding address, to be given to

their beloved son when he returned."
The girls were almost in tears. "And...”"

"Well you know the rest. He did return, but not in his
body. His restless soul returned home, and he still goes on
doing what he liked most...play tricks on people. Please have
some 'bhakerwadis’. 1 get them from a special place here, and

they are..."

"We know...the best. But no thank you". Karishma

was disgusted with the woman's gluttony. "We must be leaving
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now." Both the girls got up and walked to the door. "And
thank you for all the refreshments."

"Not at all. Not at all," said a contented Mrs Kukude,
placing three of the 'bhakerwadis' simultaneously in her vast

mouth.

Later that night, Karishma couldn't get any sleep. She
kept thinking of the tormented soul of a young boy she had
never met. She didn't know much about religion and Hindu
customs relating to death, but prayed that there was some way

his soul could find peace.

Coming back to the problem at hand, the first part of
her investigation had proved futile. The possibility of a
poltergeist at work was still present. But if so, where could he
have hidden the necklace?

The second part of her investigation was even more
complex. Who could have possibly entered the bedroom,
not bothered to either steal or disturb any other item, gone
directly to the side table, opened the drawer and takes away
only the necklace? It had to be somebody who knew of
the necklace. She had to discount the family of three.
She had already learnt the hard way that that possibility couldn't

exist.

Maya, the maid! Every finger pointed at her, but her
alibi was too strong. If she wasn't there, she couldn't possibly

have stolen it.

At school a happy Priyanka greeted her. "Guess
what? I found my walkman in a suitcase on top of my

cupboard."
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"What?" Karishma was stunned by the news. She was
just about getting to accept that the missing items could not
be the work of Little Pinku. "How did it get there?"

"Little Pinku, of course. So you can now stop worrying

about thieves and police and..."
"May be, but what about the necklace?"
"Oh it will surface someday soon. We're sute of it now."

"Nope! I am still not convinced. Maybe my investigation
pattern is wrong, maybe my ring of suspects is small, maybe
I should consider other people too. Your laundry man?" she

asked suddenly. "How often does he come into the houser"

"We don't have a laundry man. Mum washes the clothes
in the washing machine." Priyanka looked suspiciously at her

friend...she seemed unnecessarily flustered.

"And for ironing? Or do you do that in the house too?"

asked Karishma, almost accusingly.

"The ironing man comes daily, but he never enters the
house. We hand over and collect the clothes at the door

itself."
"May be when you were not looking..."

"But he comes just before lunch. Hours after the
necklace was found missing. Come on Karishma, get a grip
on yourself. The world is not as full of convicts as you make

it out to be."

Karishma felt deflated. She knew Priyanka was right
and she was getting carried away. But the thought of Little
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Pinku being blamed for a possible crime committed by
someone else, did not gel with her well. This had to do with
a physical, human theft, and she won't give up on that theory.
But, she realised, she had to change her line of investigation.

After school, Karishma once again accompanied Priyanka
back to her house. She asked Maya some casual questions,
but found the answers equally casual and innocent. Soon
Karishma herself was convinced she was barking up the wrong

tree. She had to look elsewhere for an answer.

After tea, Maya left for the day and the two girls spent
time listening to music. Though Karishma was more of an
outdoor person she found herself attracted to a certain segment
of Indian music...gazals. And since Priyanka had a decent

collection of this kind of music, they often spent hours together.

Later, on her way back home in a bus, Karishma rued
the lack of evidence in this case. Should she pursue it or let
it take its course? She always felt more alive when she was on
a hunt. All her faculties seemed to shift to top gear and there
was certain briskness in her gait whenever an investigation

was on. But now...

The bus halted at a stop and there among the newly
boarding passengers was Maya. Her house was in this vicinity,
Karishma knew. But where was she going now? Maybe another
house for work, maybe to a friend or a relative's place, or may
be... Karishma on an impulse decided to find out. Maya had

not noticed her and Karishma slid lower in her seat.

Karishma's stop came soon, but she didn't alight. It was
a matter of just some extra bus fare, but she will have clarified

the one doubt still remaining in her suspicious mind.
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The bus went far into the city and finally Maya got up.
Karishma stayed back till Maya alighted, and then she herself
jumped off from the moving bus. Maya still did not see her,

and the hunt was on.

Maya entered a narrow alley and then a small passage.
Karishma waited in the alley as she saw her prey enter a
house. Suddenly, a commotion flared up in the house and a
minute later Maya stormed out, pulling a dishevelled man by
his sleeves. She was yelling at the top of her voice and after
every few steps took a swipe at the man's head. Still in a fury,

Maya and the protesting man disappeared down the street.

Karishma, who had now taken refuge behind a tree,
stepped out, amazed at the ferocity of the generally mild-

mannered Maya. She saw a shopkeeper chuckling to himself.
"Why was she so upset?" she asked him casually.

"She aught to be! She works her heart out all day, while
her husband, gambles and drinks. This scene has been repeated

many times over these last few months."
y
"You mean he doesn't work at all?"

"Of course not!l Who would employ a no-good lout?
He begs and borrows from one and all, including me, till he
gets neck-deep in debts. But I must say, he has cleared all his

dues eatlier this week. Must have won a jackpot, or something."
wor  something!!

Karishma walked fast, her heart beating faster, but her
mind simply racing away with all the concoctions it could

imagine.
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But how was it done? Karishma reached home but her
mind was still glued on Maya and her husband. If Maya had
taken the necklace, how did she get her hands on it, considering
that she had not been near the necklace before it disappeared?
Though Karishma had the intuition that she was on the right
track, it just didn't make any sense. So far everything lost in
the house was found again. Even the walkman, which Karishma
was convinced was stolen, had been in the house

all along.

Next morning, firmly believing that her original
diagnosis was more probable, Karishma left for school. Waiting

for her at the gate was a worried looking Priyanka.

"This morning mummy's purse was missing. We

searched everywhere but..."
"Maya! Where was she?"

"I told you she comes after ten. I left for school before
that."

This was getting too complex for Karishma's liking.

"And last evening, did your mother have the purse with her?"

"She is not sure. It's the purse she uses for petty expenses
and daily bazaar. She couldn't find it in the morning when she

rn

wanted to pay the !'sabziwali'

Once again, Karishma accompanied Priyanka back to
her house. What met their eyes there almost stunned them.
Sitting at the dining table, drinking hot tea and having a
hearty laugh were Mrs Chopra and Maya.
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"You two seem to be celebrating something. You have

found the necklace?" asked Priyanka hopefully.

"No, but we have found the purse. Little Pinku was at
work again, ha, ha, ha." Mrs Chopra actually sounded happy
discovering the poltergeist up to his pranks. "A little while
ago, Maya found the purse in the kitchen cabinet. Can you
imagine the tricks the little darling is up to? Come join us for

some tea."

"Was there any money in it?" Karishma came straight

to the point.

"Yes there was a hundred rupee note, a few ten rupee

notes and some coins. It's all in there. Nothing missing" replied
Mrs. Chopra.

"I tell you this little fellow has hidden your necklace
some place too," put in Maya, with an equally benevolent
expression on her face. "So don't bother about the police, the
necklace will show up sooner or later, and from the least likely

place."

"I think you're right, Maya. So Karishma dear, forget

about your investigations too. There is nothing to worry about."

n

"If you say so..." muttered Karishma, dejectedly yet

unconvincingly.

"So what should I be doing now...continue with the
investigation, or...?" Karishma wondered as she left for home.
Her instincts told her that Maya was not as innocent as she
made herselflook. But at the same time there is no overlooking

the fact that nothing actually was missing from the house,
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except the necklace. And since Little Pinku was obviously
behind all the temporary missing objects, then logically the
missing necklace must be his handiwork too.

But just to stimulate her thinking she decided to go
through the possibilities, assuming that Maya did take the
necklace. As logic was not working she decided to switch over

to a hypothetical case.

"So, if a poor person steals," she began analysing a
possible scenario, "an expeilsive piece of jewellery what would
he or she do with it? Selling it immediately would arouse
suspicion, especially if the police were already looking for the
thief. It would be a matter of time before he or she is caught.
So, to make matters more interesting, as in the current scenatio,
what would happen if the police were not in the picture yet?
Here to be on the safe side, the thug would probably hold on
to his loot for some time at least, make sure the heat was off,

before considering selling it."

But,  what ifhe needed money wurgently? Then he would
of course risk selling it, or use the jewellery as a guarantee
against a loan. Cash in hand, and jewellery too within his
reach is exactly what he would have preferred. And if that's
so, how should she unveil the truth? The answer, Karishma

decided, was in forcing the issue.

"Krishna," she asked of her elder brother on returning

home, "Have you ever considered acting?"

Krishna, who was valiantly tackling a difficult theorem,
jetked his head up. " What?" He spat the word out in such a

sharp tone as to make a simple 'what?' an incredulous 'what!
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"Well, considering you are so...ahem...good looking,

and...and..."

"HAIl" the exclamation couldn't have sounded crueller.
"You must be thinking I am some kind of a fool, don't you?
I mean obvious you are going to ask me for a favour, and you

are just trying to flatter me with some stupid praises."

"Don't be silly. Would I do such a thing to my own
brother? It's just that Priyanka's uncle, that famous film

producer Yash Chopra, is visiting her and..."

"Yash Chopra is Priyanka's uncle?" Krishna jumped up
in disbelief. Karishma was quite aware of her brother's keen
interest in Bollywood affairs, as he spent most of his pocket

money on film magazines.

"Didn't you know that? Well he is here and is looking
for a boy for a small role in his latest film. But of course you

won't be interested in such nonsense." She started walking off.

"Wait a minute, wait a minute." Krishna pulled her
back by her arm. "I didn't know Yash Chopra was Priyanka's

uncle. So about this small role, what do I ..."

Trapped!!

"But where is Mr Choprar" Krishna, quite
uncomfortable in the torn and dirty clothes he was made to

wear, looked about him unhappily.

"I told you he would be watching your performance
undetected. He does not want you to put up an act, which
you will if you see him. This is just to help you act naturally."

Karishma had managed to bring her brother to the slum area,
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where Maya lived knowing she would be at work at that time
of the day. But the main task still lay ahead.

"I feel stupid standing here and approaching these
people with your silly script.”

"Just do it.. .if you want that role." Karishma had taken
position close by, near the common water tap, and prayed her
key suspect would show up fast...before her brother lost his

patience.

"Excuse me, Sit," said Krishna, hurrying towards a
common labourer. "Would you like to dispose off hot
jewellery? Best price and no questions asked." He said it all
in one breath, looking pleadingly at the man as though he

was asking for candy.

"What?" snapped the man angrily.

n

Krishna gulped hard. ".. .er.. .would you like to.. .er...

"Would you like a blow and a quick trip to the police

station?"" the man asked threateningly.

Krishna quickly retreated back to Karishma. "There, I
did it. Now will you take me to Mr Yash Chopra?"

"Are you kidding? With that kind of performance he
will not touch you with a ten-foot pole. Where was the mean
look I told you to put on? Where was the toughness in your
voice? And what was all that about 'Sit'? Did he look like a
'Sir"?"

"Okay, okay, so I can't do it. That was my third try and
I failed again. So lets go back home."
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Just then Karishma caught sight of Maya's husband.
Her pulse began to race. "No! I'll give you one more chance
to be the next Shahrukh Khan. So give your best shot. See
that man there? Try convincing him and give him the slip of

paper 1 gave you. He is Mr Chopra's own man."

Tired of this act Krishna grudgingly walked towards
Maya's husband. This last time and then I'm going home, he
decided.

"Hey!" he called out, trying to look as mean as he
could. "Want to get rid of stolen jewellery? I know the place.

Best prices and no questions asked."

First the man ignored him, but the moment he heard

'stolen jewellery', he stopped in his tracks.
"What? Who are your" he demanded.

"Nobody you know," Krishna replied confidently. "But
if you are interested, this is the address, and only between
four and five in the evening." Krishna slipped the paper into
the man's hand. It had an address scribbled on it. "And ask for
Kalu," he whispered, dramatically.

"What does he want?" Another young man entered the
scene. "I've been watching him and that girl there for sometime

now, and I've never seen them here before."

"He is talking of some stolen jewellery." Maya's husband

informed him.

"Is that so? He must be a thiefl"
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"No, "> tio,...you are making a mistake," explained
Krishna hastily. "This is just a film shooting and Yash Chopra
is there..."

"Shooting?" s,id the young man with a sneer. "I do the

shooting around here, particularly at boys with weird stories."

Karishma had seen and heard enough and knew they'd
be in trouble any second now. "Run Krishna, run!!" she warned

aloud.

"Why?" asked a calm Krishna. "Just tell them about Mr
Chopra and..."

"You and your Mr Chopra...I'll..." the young man

whipped out a k™ife and walked menacingly towards Krishna.

'RUN KRISHNA! JUST RUN/!" panicked Karishma,
herself running to help her brother, but Krishna needed no
further prompting. The sight of the knife was enough to
power his legs with speed Olympians can only dream of. In
seconds the siblings were running for their lives as half the

slum dwellers jojaed in the chase.

It was a good fifteen minutes of sprint before they felt

safe. Leaning ag”™qst a wall the two panted, trying to catch
their breath.

"Why didn't you.. .tell them.. .about Mr Choprar" asked
the gullible Krishna between gasps.

"He.. .wasn't there." Karishma confessed, genuinely
hating * he to her brother. But the plan had worked. The

address was now i, Maya's husband's hands.
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"What?"

"Must have been delayed. Anyway, the job was done.
So thank you brother."

"What job?"

"Mrs Chopra said today that it was time to bring in the
police," Maya nervously informed her husband. "She said Mr
Chopra insisted as the necklace has been missing for too long
a period. What shall we do now? Do you think the pawn

broker, to whom you gave the necklace, will give us away?"

Her husband looked away worriedly. "Can't be sure of
that. We must take back the jewellery from him and sell it off
at an unknown place. But how do we get the money to buy
it back from him? We'll need rupees ten thousand that we
borrowed from him, plus the interest, to get the necklace

released again."

"We know the necklace is worth almost a lakh of rupees.
What if we take a loan of ten thousand from a moneylender,
retrieve the necklace, and sell it at whatever price we get,
which should be at least fifty thousand? And then repay the
moneylender too. But we must have a ready buyer. No use
holding on the necklace indefinitely, as the moneylender's

interest will be very high."

Maya's husband removed the slip of paper the boy had
given him in the street. What luck! He got down to planning
the entire deal. He knew a person who would give him the
loan at an exorbitant interest rate. But the loan would be for

just a day. No harm done.
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It was 3.30 PM and Karishma had taken up position
next to a tea stall in front of the police station. The address
Krishna had handed over to Maya's husband was just two
houses away. It was a small house, old and unimpressive. A
tailor's shop took up half of the ground floor, and an old man
stood on the balcony on the only floor above. From her
vantage point Karishma could keep an eye on both, the house
as well as the police station. Through a window she could see
her uncle, the police inspector, at his table, just as she had

calculated.

Now it would be clear if the culprit was really Little

Pinku as everyone thought, or Maya as she suspected.

4 o'clock it already was, and no sign of Maya or her
husband. But she had given the time as between 4 and 5 pm.
The wait had just begun.

4.15 pm and she started pacing up and down, between
the two buildings. Mustn't get impatient, she admonished
herself. Lots of time left yet.

4.30 pm and still no sign of either Maya or her husband.
Was she wrong after all? Maybe they already have buyer, or
maybe they have decided to come some other day? The
possibility of 'another day', she struck out. She had taken care
of that.

Suddenly, she saw her uncle come out of the police
station and get into a waiting jeep. OmigoshU 1f he goes away,
the whole plan will go for a six. She ran forward and called

out loudly to him.
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"Karishma? What in the world are you doing here?" he

was not in uniform she noted thankfully.

"Just visiting a friend when I thought I'd have a cup of

tea with you."

"That's nice, but not today dear. I've just been called

for a..."

"Please! 1t will take just a few minutes and they are
supposed to make the best tea in town." She said pointing to

a ramshackle stall.

"Really? Here I work right in front of the stall and I've
never heard of its popularity. Okay, let's give it a try."

Five minutes later, the inspector put down his empty
plastic cup and prepared to pay for the tea. Karishma frantically

looked around for any sign of her prey, but there was none.
"I'd like one more cup, uncle. Please."

The inspector looked irritated. "Well okay, but frankly
I wouldn't give this stall the reputation of serving the best tea
in town. And why do you keep looking all round us? You

have not paid attention to a word I've been saying."

It was 4.45 pm already, and Karishma was sipping her
tea as though each drop had to be sipped separately. No sign
of her suspects yet.

"Will you please finish that last sip so that I can be on

my way?" cried her uncle, impatiendy looking at his watch.

Then she saw him! Moving suspiciously, Maya's husband

hovered around the entrance of the address she had given.
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"There he is!"
"What...who?"

"Please trust me, uncle. I've laid a trap for this man. If
my suspicions are correct this man will have a stolen necklace

on him." Karishma pulled the inspector's arm urgently.

The totally bewildered inspector looked dumbly at her.

"You laid a trap for..him, or me? You..."

"Please let's not waste time. He might run away when
he realises he has been fooled." Karishma could be persuasive

when she wanted to be, but today she was downright pushy.

They briskly walked up to Maya's husband as he stood
talking to the tailor on the ground floor.

"Kalur" the tailor was asking. "No one by that name in

this house. In fact no one by that name in this locality."
"But...I am sure this was the address..."

"Why don't you ask the Inspector Sahib, behind you?

He knows everyone here."

The man almost jumped out of his skin on hearing
this. He whirled round, ready to run, but Karishma and her

uncle had him cornered.

"Hand it over!" Karishma snapped, reassured by the
presence of her uncle close by. "The game is up. We all know

about the necklace."

Later, at the Chopra's residence, the two families had
gathered for dinner. Mrs Chopra was clutching on to her

necklace as though it was about to leap out of her hands.
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"And to think I considered Maya to be totally
trustworthy. And I kept blaming poor Little Pinku," she said,
eyes lowered in shame. "But how did she do it, I am still not
clear. Remember, she came only after the robbery was

discovered."

"Earlier she had made a duplicate set of your house
keys," explained Karishma, thoroughly enjoying the attention
she was getting. "She also knew where you keep your jewellery,
till it is returned to the bank locker. That night her husband,
a petty thief, had sneaked into your house, taken the necklace
from your drawer and made off without touching anything
else, knowing next day with a little help from Maya, Little
Pinku will be blamed."

"Why didn't they sell it immediately?" intervened Mr
Chopra who had little idea of what had happened till date.

"That may have been dangerous," replied the inspector,
also a guest at the dinner. "So they pawned it first, got whatever
money they needed for the time being, and later when things
had cooled down, they planned to retrieve it from the pawn
broker and sell it. This process would have taken a long time.
So instead of waiting for things to happen, Karishma forced

the issue on them."

"I know," said Mrs Chopra shyly. "But when she asked
me to tell Maya that we will be contacting the police soon,

I had no idea what she had planned."

"Yes," the inspector confirmed. "They confessed that
they first took a loan for a day, and retrieved the necklace
from the pawn broker. They then tried to sell it to a known

dealer but he didn't offer a good price, so Maya's husband
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brought it to the address given by Krishna. Teaches you,

greed gets you nowhere."

Krishna, who was sitting next to Karishma leaned over

and whispered to her, "But where is Mr Yash Chopra?"

"Later." Karishma turned to the others, "and we must
not forget to thank Krishna without whose help this just

wouldn't have been possible."

As everyone applauded, Krishna just sat there looking
around him with a surprised and embarrassed look. He later
leaned over again and softly asked his sister, "My help? What
did I do?'

Before Karishma could reply, Mrs Chopra cut in, "I

suppose it all ended well except tha; I am now without a maid."

Mr Chopra suddenly announced, "Yes, it all ended well
thanks to Karishma...er...anc' Kri ' na. If there is anything

we can do for you in return, you have only to ask."

"As a matter of fact there is." Everyone looked towards
Karishma in surprise. "As you all know Little Pinku's last rites
were never performed in this house. I wish you would summon
a priest and conduct the antim kriya prayer for the little boy's

soul to rest in eternal peace."

The strange suggestion was met with silence as forks
and spoons were put down. In all the excitement everyone
had forgotten the little boy's innocent pranks, albeit after

death, were taken advantage of.

"Chopra confirmed. "We shall feel honoured to have

that privilege."
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