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Shaam ka waqt hai. Ek tang, echo karne wali apartment hallway mein cool corridor lights jal rahi hain, aur ek bulb

baar-baar flicker kar raha hai. Door number 4B frame ko almost dominate karta hai, jaise khud kuch chhupa raha ho.

Aman, white shirt sleeves rolled up, haath mein key ring aur blueprints ka folder liye, door ke saamne khada hai.

Uska chehra dekhkar lagta hai jaise woh kisi purane ghar mein wapas aaya ho, kisi aise ghar mein jahan usne saans

li thi, sapne dekhe the, aur shayad kuch bhool bhi gaya tha.

Kusum, sari aur cardigan mein, mop aur spare keys ke saath doorway ko guard kar rahi hai. Uski aankhon mein

sternness hai, lekin us sternness ke neeche ek ajeeb si thakan aur caution bhi. Aman bolta hai ki yeh flat uska tha.

Woh yahan rehta tha. Woh andar jaana chahta hai. Kusum seedha mana kar deti hai: “Aapka yahan koi kaam nahi

hai.” Aman apni key ring dikhata hai, usmein ek purani key bhi hai—shayad wohi “second key” jiski baat woh kar raha

hai. Woh kehta hai ki pehle bhi usne is door ko khola tha, usi hallway mein khada hoke plans discuss kiye the, aur

andar jo flat hai woh uske dimaag ka extension tha. Kusum jawab deti hai ki is flat ka record kuch aur kehta hai. Na

koi Aman, na koi purana tenant jo uske naam se match kare. Woh kehti hai ki building mein bahut log aate-jate rehte

hain, par is door ka asli raaz uske paas hai.

Dono ke beech dialogue ka rhythm tez hota jaata hai—kabhi taana, kabhi doubt, kabhi unnerving silence. Aman

blueprint folder kholta hai aur ek plan nikaalta hai jo isi flat ka lagta hai. Woh har wall, har window ka zikr karta hai.

Kusum pehle uska mazaak udaati hai, phir dheere-dheere uske chehre ko padhne lagti hai. Aman ke words mein ek

strange intimacy hai, jaise woh flat ke andar ke har kone ko yaad karta ho. Woh batata hai ki bedroom mein ek crack

thi, kitchen sink ke neeche leak, aur living room ki wall par ek faint pencil mark—“wahan meri height measure ki gayi

thi.” Kusum ka expression badalta hai. Woh pehli baar hesitate karti hai.

Phir Kusum door chain thodi si kholkar door ke andar se jhaankti hai. Andar ka scene ek second ke liye dikhai deta

hai: stripped-down flat, dust, ek folded cot, aur wall par ek old family photo frame ka nishaan, jaise frame kabhi yahan

latka tha. Aman ki aankhon mein shock flash hota hai. Woh bas itna kehta hai, “Dekha?” Kusum chain phir se band

karti hai, lekin uske haath kaanp jaate hain.
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Ab twist ka pressure badhne lagta hai. Aman ko yaad aata hai ki usne is flat ko design kiya tha, apni wife ke liye, jab

woh pregnant thi. Woh bolta hai ki is flat mein ek second key thi jo usne khud banwayi thi—ek emergency key.

Kusum usse seedha dekhti hai aur pehli baar uski awaaz soft hoti hai: “Aap wife ka naam le rahe hain, par aapko

uska chehra yaad hai?” Aman ruk jaata hai. Uske paas jawab nahi hota. Woh folder ke andar se ek purani hospital

slip ya note dhoondhta hai, lekin kuch nahi milta. Sirf blueprints. Sirf plans. Sirf spaces.

Kusum finally confess karti hai ki woh yahan caretaker hai, par sirf caretaker nahi. Woh is flat ki pehli occupant bhi

thi—jab building nayi thi aur construction ke baad ek family ko temporary yahan rehna pada tha. Us family ki ek

chhoti beti thi. Aman us family ka architect tha, lekin usne jo project banaya tha, usmein ek aisi galti thi jo kabhi

records mein nahi gayi. Ek hidden service shaft. Ek concealed wall cavity. Aur us cavity mein, years pehle, ek cheez

chhupayi gayi thi—kisi ka asli identity file, jo building ke ownership dispute aur ek illegal eviction ko expose kar sakti

thi. Kusum ne woh file sambhali thi. Isi liye woh “second key” ko guard kar rahi thi.

Aman ko samajh aata hai ki uski memory aur identity dono fractured ho sakti hain. Shayad us flat mein uska rehna

utna simple nahi tha jitna woh maanta tha. Shayad woh tenant nahi, witness tha. Shayad architect bhi tha aur culprit

bhi. Kusum door chain khol deti hai, lekin flat ke andar jaane ka invite nahi deti. Woh bas kehti hai, “Aapko andar

jaane ki zarurat nahi. Aapko yaad karne ki zarurat hai.”

Climax mein Aman key ring par lagi purani key ko dekh■■ hai, phir blueprints ke ek corner par likha note notice karta

hai—“Second key with caretaker.” Woh note usi ka handwriting lagta hai. Woh dheere se samajh jaata hai ki usne

khud hi yeh sab arrange kiya tha, shayad apne past ko bhoolne ke baad, ya use chhupane ke liye. Kusum ne jo

guard kiya, woh flat nahi tha—woh ek sach tha. Aur Aman jis ghar ko apna keh raha tha, woh asal mein uski yaadon

ka ek carefully locked room tha.

Aakhri shot mein hallway ki flickering light ek baar steady hoti hai. Kusum mop ko side mein rakh deti hai. Aman key

ring ko dheere se pocket mein daal deta hai. Dono door ke saamne khade rehte hain, ek dusre ko dekhte hue—na

dushman, na dost, bas do log jo same lie ke opposite ends par khade hain. Door ke peeche se koi sound nahi aati.

Sirf silence. Aur us silence mein yeh sawaal reh jaata hai: agar sach andar band hai, toh kaun sa lock sabse pehle

kholna chahiye—door ka, ya dimaag ka?
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