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Introduction: The Memory of Water

Water holds memory. It is a silent archivist, recording the histories

of the earth long before it evaporates into the blinding, bleached-

white skies of the Bangalore summer, and long before it falls again

as heavy, drumming monsoon rain that turns the city’s red soil to

thick, fragrant mud. In the quiet, tree-lined avenues of

Malleshwaram, where the rich, bitter scent of roasted Arabica coffee

beans tangles with the cloying, sweet perfume of tightly woven

jasmine strings sold on street corners, history is often hidden in



plain sight. It sleeps behind the vibrant, peeling ochre walls of

ancestral homes. It burrows beneath the sprawling, knotty roots of

ancient neem trees that have watched generations live and die. And

it waits, patient as a predator, deep within the dark, moss-slicked

walls of stone wells.

This is a story of a house that held its breath for more than two

decades. It is a story of a curse born in the freezing, pitch-black

depths of despair, spoken through shattered teeth and bloody lips.

It is a chronicle of the innocent who inherited a poisoned legacy,

completely unaware that the very foundation of their happiness was

built over a watery grave.

To understand the curse, one must understand the city as it was.

Bangalore in the late 1990s was a city caught in a violent, chaotic

transition. The old, slow rhythms of the "Pensioner's Paradise"—the

gentle ringing of bicycle bells, the soft rustle of silk sarees, the lazy

afternoons spent under the shade of blooming gulmohar trees—

were being violently drowned out by the harsh, metallic roar of

incoming industry. Real estate became the new gold. Men with deep

pockets and dark hearts looked at the sprawling, ancestral

properties of the old city not as homes, but as dollar signs waiting

to be bulldozed. In this collision between the old world of dharma

and the new world of ruthless capital, blood was inevitably spilled.

But blood, unlike money, leaves a stain that cannot simply be paved

over. When violence is committed in the dark, the earth absorbs the

shock, but the water absorbs the sorrow. This is the tale of the

unyielding fire required to finally boil away that sorrow, to bring

justice out from the suffocating darkness, and to drag a twenty-

year-old murder into the blistering, undeniable light of day.



Chapter 1: The Verdict and the Rods

Malleshwaram in 1998 was a quiet, profoundly shaded pocket of

Bangalore that still measured the passage of time not by

wristwatches, but by the deep, resonant, brassy ringing of the Kadu

Malleshwara temple bells. The streets were narrow labyrinths,

canopied by the massive, sprawling arms of rain trees and the

occasional ancient neem that dropped bitter, pale-green leaves onto

the sun-baked asphalt like confetti. The air in this part of the city

was a physical presence—heavy, humid, and constantly carrying the

comforting, roasted scent of fresh filter coffee brewing in stainless

steel tumblers, mingling with the sharp, medicinal tang of camphor

burning in local shrines.

In the City Civil Court building, located closer to the chaotic heart of

the city, the atmosphere was entirely different. It was a colonial-era

monolith, its walls stained with decades of monsoon dampness and

red betel nut spit. The air inside was thick and suffocating, smelling

of decaying paper, dusty law books bound in rotting leather, and

the sour tang of nervous sweat. Inside Courtroom Number 4, a

single rusted ceiling fan clacked rhythmically overhead, struggling

to push the heavy, stagnant air around the wood-paneled room.

The afternoon sun slashed through the tall, grime-caked windows,

illuminating millions of dust motes dancing in the humid air like tiny,

suspended insects.

Advocate Brahmananda Shastri rose from the dark teakwood bench

to deliver his final arguments. He was fifty-two years old, a man

whose physical presence commanded the room before he even

spoke. He was tall, lean, and austere, dressed in a spotless white

dhoti and a crisp cotton angavastram draped over his shoulder. His

wide forehead was marked with the vivid, golden-white slashes of

fresh vibhuti, applied that very morning after his ritual bath. His



voice, trained in the complex, rolling cadence of Sanskrit shlokas

since his early childhood, possessed a deep, theatrical baritone.

When he spoke, it cut through the humid, stagnant air of the

courtroom like a sharpened ritual knife slicing through silk.

Smt. Lakshmi, the widow whose two-acre plot near the edge of

Sankey Tank had been violently seized, sat trembling in the front

row. She looked impossibly fragile, wearing a faded, pale-blue

cotton saree, clutching a sepia-toned photograph of her late

husband to her chest as if it were a shield. She had no sons to fight

for her, no brothers to bribe the police. The land-grabbers had

forged property documents, bribed the taluk revenue officials, and

posted armed men at the boundary of her ancestral land.

Their leader was a man the bazaar whispered about but rarely

named aloud: Karim Bhai. He was a thick-necked enforcer who

operated out of a godown near the railway yards, collecting

protection money from every trembling shopkeeper between the

mosque and the market. Karim considered himself above the law

and did not bother to appear in court himself. Instead, three of his

men sat slouching in the back row. They smirked openly, whispering

to each other, their clothes smelling faintly of cheap, pungent

beedis, raw onions, and heavy, perfumed hair oil.

Brahmananda had spent six grueling months building the case,

working late into the night under the harsh, buzzing glow of a single

tube light in his study. Now, he produced the original land pattas

dating back to 1947. The crisp, papery rustle of the ancient,

yellowed documents echoed in the quiet room. He presented

witness testimonies from elderly, sun-beaten farmers who

remembered Lakshmi’s husband tilling the red soil. He presented a

forensic accountant’s report proving the signatures on Karim’s

deeds were clumsy forgeries.



The judge, an upright, exhausted man from the old school, listened

without changing his expression, his reading glasses perched

precariously on the bridge of his nose. When Brahmananda

concluded his argument by quoting from the Manusmriti on the

divine duty to protect the vulnerable, his baritone filling every

corner of the wood-paneled room, even the cynical court clerk

stopped chewing his betel leaf to listen.

The judgment came precisely at 4:17 p.m. It was finalized with the

sharp, violent, echoing CRACK of the wooden gavel hitting the

sound block.

“Restoration of possession to the plaintiff. The defendants are

directed to pay costs and damages. This court views the entire

transaction as a fraud perpetrated by muscle and money.”

Lakshmi gasped, collapsing forward, weeping openly. Her sobs of

pure, unadulterated relief were the only sound in the stunned court.

The three thugs in the back row stopped smiling. Their eyes turned

cold, fixing on the tall lawyer in white. Brahmananda allowed

himself only the smallest, most restrained nod of satisfaction. He

carefully packed his files into his battered leather briefcase, the

brass locks snapping shut with a sharp, decisive click.

He walked home alone. By the time he reached Malleshwaram, the

blinding golden heat of the afternoon had cooled into lengthening,

violet shadows. The sky turned a bruised purple, and the

streetlights began to flicker on, casting pools of sickly yellow light

onto the uneven pavements. The chaotic noise of the city faded,

replaced by the chirping of crickets and the distant, rhythmic

chanting from the evening temple pujas.
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