Title page from the February 1992 issue of Subha’s Super Novel.
The letter from the authors at left reads: “Hello, thank you for bringing it to our notice that although K.V. Anand’s cover picture for the
last issue featured a character in handcuffs, no such scene occurred in
the story. This is proof that our readers pay great attention to every
detail in Super Novel! We had to change the climax at the last moment,
and did not have time to change the cover. Sorry.”
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and the occasional special “team-up” story in which Naren and Vaij collaborate on a case with Pattukkottai Prabakar’s detective couple, Bharat
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he automatic doors closed behind Narendran as he entered the
airport lounge. With his hands in his pant pockets, he chose an
empty seat next to a granite pillar, sat down, and crossed his legs. His
eyes scanned the lounge, trying to figure out who the anonymous phone
caller could have been.
Was it the man in the blue shirt, at the water cooler? Or the guy in
the green shirt, browsing through a heavy book in the bookshop? What
about the one in the gray safari suit, rubbing his lips after burning them
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on a tasteless airport espresso? Or the one with the traveler’s bag, talking
to the policeman?
“Naren! Very, very urgent. Can you meet me at the domestic terminal at the airport? I have arranged for someone to meet you there. I
am unable to come and see you directly at the Eagle Eye office. Please,
please, please!”
Narendran could easily have ignored the phone call. But since
Vaijayanthi had taken her mother to the homeopathic doctor, he had no
company at the office. There was no good reason not to make a trip to the
airport. And so, here he was.
But after five minutes of waiting, Narendran was already losing patience. The television monitor was displaying a list of planes that were
indefinitely delayed. The words “Check In” flashed in red, next to the
number of a flight that would probably not take off for another several
hours. Some bratty kid was pointing at the ceiling, screaming like an air
raid siren for his mommy to get the chandelier down for him so he could
play with it.
He felt something nudge his elbow. He turned. It was the arm of the
person sitting next to him.
“Car number TN-O9-7611 is waiting for you outside. They’ve got
your information,” the man said, hardly moving his lips.
“And who are you?”
“You don’t need to know.”
“I don’t make a habit of jumping into the cars of people I don’t need
to know.”
“Listen, I could tell you my name, but it wouldn’t be of any use to
you. I’m here at the airport on a different errand. I was asked to give you
this information. That’s all!”
Narendran got up, irritated.
In the car park, he found a green Fiat with the matching number plate.
He opened the rear door and got in. Despite what he’d told the guy,
this was the third case he’d been on where someone had arranged to
meet him this way. So he sat and waited. After a moment, the driver
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showed up, climbed in, and started the car. Narendran tapped him on
the shoulder.
“I don’t have any answers for you,” said the driver.
“I don’t have any questions. I just want a match, pal,” said Narendran,
a cigarette between his lips. The driver handed him a matchbox with his
left hand. The car sped away from the airport.
Dragging deep on the cigarette, Narendran looked at the driver in
the rear-view mirror. A square face, thick moustache, brutal brow, small
scar next to the left eye—and a rudraksh tied around his neck, just visible
above his top shirt button.
“Look, I’ll limit myself to really easy questions. Where are we
headed?”
“To my employer’s house.”
“And do you know your employer’s name?”
“You’re going to see him soon. Can’t you be patient till then?”
“Why don’t I try to guess who your employer is?”
“Think you can?”
“If I can’t figure out something that simple, what have I been doing
working at Eagle Eye all this time?”
“Fine. Go ahead and guess.”
“Your employer is Surya Shekar, the opposition leader.”
“How did you know?”
“Well, you have a tattoo of the three doves, the party symbol, on your
left wrist.”
“Any party cadre member might have the same tattoo. He could be
employed elsewhere, you know.”
“Fair enough. But you also have a ring with the same design. I read in
Dhinathanthi that Surya Shekar presented rings like that to twenty of his
employees. Third page, second paragraph. Didn’t you read it?”
“You’re good.”
“I’m good, eh? Think I’m as good as your boss? Or better?”
The driver didn’t answer that.
“What’s going on, anyway?”
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