


i 

Incognito 



ii 

Publishing-in-support-of, 

FSP Media Publications
RZ 94, Sector - 6, Dwarka, New Delhi - 110075 

Shubham Vihar, Mangla, Bilaspur, Chhattisgarh - 495001 

Website: www.fspmedia.in 
__________________________________________________ 

© Copyright, Author
All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a 
retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form by any means, electronic, 
mechanical, magnetic, optical, chemical, manual, photocopying, 
recording or otherwise, without the prior written consent of its writer. 

ISBN:978-81-19927-58-6 

Price: `360.00 

The opinions/ contents expressed in this book are solely of the 
author and do not represent the opinions/ standings/ thoughts of 

Publisher

Printed in India 



iii 

Incognito 

Mythos, 

Logos 

 & an 

Enigma called Love 

Praveer 



iv 

Disclaimer 

_____________________________________________ 

This is entirely a work of fiction. All references to any 

historical or mythological characters, events or 

monuments have been used fictitiously. Various 

locations and descriptions of certain carvings may be 

true, but the interpretations are completely fictional. 

Associations mentioned in the novel are purely 

imaginary.   
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reading the chapters with each passing day. Writing has 

been a way to express whenever he felt a desire to share 

his thoughts. He took to writing for the immense 

pleasure associated with it. He has been captivated by 

the Indian mythology and the world civilizations since 

childhood. A mechanical engineering graduate, he could 
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Dedicated to 

Time 

Which never ceases to move on 

Which never remains the same.  
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न त ुम ां शक्यस ेद्रष्टुमनेनैव स्वचक्षुष  | 

दिव्यां िि मम त ेचक्षुुः पश्य मे योगमैश्वरम ्|| 

 

But surely you will not be able to see me with these 

human eyes of yours | 

Therefore I bestow upon you the divine eyes with 

which you behold my extraordinary powers || 
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Prologue 

The silence of the night was intensified by the 

purposeful clouds draping the moon. A flickering flame 

could be seen through the cracks of the temple door. It 

seemed that the flame‟s attempt to end darkness would 

go in vain.  But the ambience had a strangely soothing 

effect attached to it. Even the majestic flow of the river 

was reduced to pure calmness. A few stray dogs were 

sleeping on the steps of the temple after another struggle 

filled day of survival. It was early into the night and the 

temple doors had been closed after the evening rituals. 

The sanctum sanctorum of the temple was peaceful with 

the God of destruction, Lord Shiva in his yogic sleep. 

Even the otherwise ferocious Nandi, the bull seemed to 

be an image of tranquillity. 

Suddenly, the aura of the surrounding was disturbed by 

voices coming from the room within the temple. The 

priest of the temple, Pandit Puratan Shastri resided in 

that room. 

“You are not helping our cause,” said some unfamiliar 

voice. 

“I am doing what is right for the people and religion. I 

will not let your intentions be successful” Shastriji 

replied. 

“Then be prepared to pay for it” 

“I shall in the name of almighty” 

An eerie silence could be heard in the air. There were no 

more voices. Half sleepy half starved dogs didn‟t care to 

bark at the man walking briskly down the steps of the 

temple. His throbbing heart and brisk steps persuaded 
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him not to turn back to have a glimpse of what had 

transpired behind him after his actions. 

In his dying moments, Shashtriji had dragged himself to 

the sanctum with a book in his hand. He needed to finish 

the task on hand before taking his last breath. 

Even in his death, Pandit Puratan Shashtri had served the 

purpose of his life. 

P 
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Chapter 1 

The village seemed alive in the last hours of the night. A 

family had visited the temple in the darkness of the night 

to seek the blessings of the almighty before starting a 

journey of twelve hours on a bullock cart to attend a 

wedding at their relative‟s village. The child saw a blood 

trail which the father followed to gasp in horror at the 

sight before his eyes. 

The news had spread about the murder of Shashtriji. 

Shastriji‟s body was surrounded by the villagers. They 

would not allow police to carry out post-mortem of this 

sacred religious soul. There were vehement 

demonstrations. Shivlal along with his group had arrived 

on the scene. They were not going to relent under any 

kind of persuasion. It had become even more difficult for 

Inspector Chirayu after the arrival of Shivlal. He could 

not use force on the villagers. It was an issue which 

needed tactful handling. 

Shri Puratan Shastri had been appointed the chief priest 

of the temple recently. The temple was not a grand one, 

but it was large enough for a village of five hundred. 

Arkpur was an isolated village situated on the banks of 

Jharahi River. The nearest town Siwan was nearly forty 

kilometres away. The only mode of transport was a 

bullock cart until that fateful day when three jeeps with 

few shirt–pant wearing men had come to the village. 

After hours of chaos the villagers could make out only 

that they were some government officers and they would 

build something. They didn‟t know what they would 

build, but the village would be getting electricity.  

The illiteracy and poverty of the village were no hidden 

fact. Birju was the most learned man among them. He 
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