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CHAPTER 1: THE SITUATION 

"A raid's being planned tomorrow. Get out of the town immediately." 

"Out of the town? No way. We have our business here. You got any safe place in the city 

for the weekend?" 

"I'll book you a room at Old Downtown. Go Disguised" 

"Okay." 

Being a policeman is not easy. 'Especially when you are not exactly one'. Running from 

the police by working with the police was my strategy. 

Yes, I was a rat. 

Next morning, I got a message from my boss, John. "Some hot information has just got 

disclosed. Meeting at 7 sharp." 

"7 sharp? Are you kidding me?" I typed, but didn't have the guts to send it. I don't know 

why but he was always miffed with me. Probably because I didn't think the way he did - 

but then that was the reason, why I was always miffed with him. 

John was a tall lanky fellow. He was the head of our department, which usually dealt with 

investigations and raids. He was known for his cruelty, to the criminals, and that was one 

of the reason why I always tried to act extra nice towards him, but also stay as far from 

him as possible. Being a rat is all about how well you act and how alert you are, and 

through years of experience, I had mastered it. At least that was what I thought. 

However, I had to go. I took a quick bath, nibbled on a couple of bread loafs, and rushed 

to the police station. 
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"Is the hot news about me? Did he come to know about my second identity?" I thought, 

on the way. "Think positive." I backed myself. 

When I reached, the meeting had already begun and I was about ten minutes late. I went 

in abruptly, only to get that "Why are you late" harsh look. But that look was so usual. I 

faked a formal smile and got myself a seat. 

"Our enemy is fast. We need to act faster. They have got to know about our tonight's 

raid." He continued. 

"Damn!" I thought. 

"What do we do now?" a voice came from the front row. 

"As for now, the raid is cancelled. But we need to form a committee to understand more 

about their sources. I will be choosing a team to join a detective. He is our undercover 

agent, currently with the gang with a different identity." 

That last couple of lines sent a chill down my spine. 

A traitor working for the police too? What if he found out about me? I was not safe here. 

Not anymore. I needed a leave. 

"But people may get suspicious as I took a leave immediately after the meeting." I thought. 

So I had to survive the day at least. 

The meeting ended pretty soon. It seemed I had missed most of it. 

After the meeting, I went straight to my table, and called up Alfred. Using the police line 

was not the best idea, but I knew that they though were taped, no one ever reviewed 

them. 

"I need time off." 
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"What's the matter?" 

"They've got a traitor in our gang too. And that's why they have come to know about the 

shift to Old Downtown." 

"What? Are you sure? Just tell me who the hell the traitor is!" 

"That's the problem. I don't know! My identity is at risk too, so make sure you don't mention 

anything about me to the gang openly." 

"Yeah, I'll do that, but I am not giving you a leave till you get me the traitor. I need to get 

him off here immediately!" 

"Fine. So be it." 

I hung up. 

And I froze. 

I saw an officer looking straight at me. He probably heard me too! "Who was it?" he asked. 

I tried to act normal as asked back, "Who are you?" 

"Jake. I am new and I work undercover. You have been chosen to lead our team to amass 

more information of the gang. The boss is calling you" 

"Oh, so he is the guy!" I said to myself. His pale body made me think I had nothing to fear 

from him. He was perfectly dressed in the uniform, facial hair minimized and a straight 

back. He was new for sure. 

"That was just my old friend" I winked from the outside, but sighed from the inside. "I'll be 

there in a few moments" 

"Phew!" I exhaled, as he left. "How ironic would it have been if a traitor was caught by a 

traitor?" I thought. 



Double Identity  Jay Dhameliya 

4 
 

But my problems had just increased. It was getting late, and I needed to talk to Alfred as 

soon as possible. But at first, I needed to meet John. 

"I'll meet Alfred early tomorrow", I planned as I left for John's cabin. 
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CHAPTER 2: MORE COMPLEXITY 

I walked straight into Commissioner John’s office. Surprisingly he smiled at me – a smile 

that didn’t look too fake. Jake was already present there. 

“Here he is! Samuel!” 

I had never seen him so happy to meet me before. Looking at the way he called my name, 

it seemed like he wanted me to do a big job. 

“You’ll lead the operation, Samuel. I have chosen you to lead Jake and three others in an 

operation to find information about Alfred’s gang” 

“Yes, I heard that from Jake. This is fantastic!” I tried imitating the joy on my boss’s face. 

“Oh no, not so fantastic. It’s going to be tough.” He said as his face finally contracted. 

“You are going in with Jake as another traitor.” 

“Fuck.” 

Time halted. I tried to think if what I heard was actually what he said. 

“You are going in with Jake as another traitor... You are going...” His words echoed in my 

ears. 

What was going on? The complexity of this complex situation had reached a new high. I 

was working as a traitor for Alfred’s gang, and my target had now appointed me to work 

as a traitor to spy back on Alfred? I was to spy on John for Alfred and on Alfred for John? 

Even to think about it was confusing. 

I was usually good at faking expressions, but I was too shocked to act now. I stood there 

in front of the two of them, totally expressionless. 
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“I understand. This is the same expression Jake got when I had asked him the same” 

John chuckled. Jake joined too. 

“The strategy is that while Jake is able to report to us only once in two days, if I somehow 

get you in there, you could fill in the intermediate days and provide us with free flowing 

live information. And then, we can trick Alfred and his gang into an ambush.” John looked 

proud for his plan. 

“O-K-” was all that could come out of my paralyzed mouth. Forget asking for a leave which 

I desperately needed, I was now probably supposed to overwork. I was doomed. 

*** 

As the sun begun to set, I walked down the street with my head down, looking at the 

footpath. “It is only time chaos will happen.” I said to myself. “And I would be the first 

target. If I spy for John – which I’ll have to – because I can’t refuse – there is a chance 

Alfred comes to know about it. Also, Jake might come to know about me working with 

Alfred soon and expose me to John. Then I’ll be between the devil and the deep sea.” I 

turned towards my everyday bar as I tried to understand and simplify the situation. 

“Yes. I know.” I thought “I have to choose one side. If I chose to be with the gang, I will 

be tracked down immediately by John or Jake. But if I chose to be with the police, I’ll have 

the cushion of John and Jake, and I could keep away from Alfred.” 

“A large jug of domestic iced stout” I ordered 

“But can I cheat Alfred? He is like a father to me. I can’t!” 

“Here Sir, you order”, Ron said. 

Ron was not just a bartender, but also my friend. I didn't have many people to whom I 

could speak openly, amid the switching of my identities. But I was usually very open to 

him, as I trusted him. I had met him at the same place years ago after my first day as the 
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rat. He seemed a good guy and his friendly appearance only helped me to reveal all the 

things to him. But the information was completely safe with him. 

“You okay?” he asked. 

“I don’t know” I said looking around. “What would you do if you were to stand against 

someone very close to you or to be put in jail, probably for the rest of your life?” 

“Is this about Alfred?” 

“Damn, he knows me so well!” I thought. 

“Maybe. Maybe not. Why don’t you just answer?” 

 “So it is about him.” 

I gave him a “maybe” gesture again. 

“Well I think you should think practically in this situation. All these years you have lived 

with risk to protect him, I think you have done a lot for him.” He guessed. 

“You think he is using me?” I said, disgusted. 

“Of course not. I know how much you respect him, but now he is getting old and you need 

to move on. I think you should see where you benefit more and forget the past.” He said 

a bit more confidently this time. 

“Enough.” I stood up and gulped down the remaining drink. 

“I didn’t expect you to say this. Do you even know what all he has done for me?” 

“I just gave my frank opinion” he said freely. 

“Then thank you very much” I said as I walked away. 
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I really didn’t expect Ron to be so harsh.  
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CHAPTER 3: THE OFFER 

The doorbell rang. It was eleven in the night and I was just about to go for a sleep. 

“Commissioner John?” I was startled to see my boss on the door. 

“Oh come on, no more shocks” I thought. 

“Yes. Me” He said with a gritty smile. 

“Come on in, sir” I tried to be formal in my informal clothes. 

“Ah, how would it be if you come out?” He said sarcastically. 

“I didn’t get you…” I said, confused. 

But as I said that, John stepped aside, and behind him, I saw Jake with handcuffs ready 

in his hands. 

“You are under arrest” 

*** 

When you go to jail, the thoughts of who are the closest to you, about what they will think 

of you and how they would manage without you cross your mind, again and again. The 

case was not much like that for me though. I was alone in my life. All alone. And that’s 

how I joined the gang. As I was taken to the prison, I recalled my sweet moments in my 

early teen years. The way I became a part of gang – the way Alfred once said to me “You 

are destined to become a big man someday. Perhaps bigger than me.” after I had done 

my first smuggle at a very tender age. I recalled my first moments as a “so called” police 
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officer. Alfred was all to me, though I rarely saw him, and he was getting more and more 

old now. 

I was all alone in life and going to prison would not affect my name in the public, as no 

one even knew me in the city. All it would affect was my dream, of doing just what Alfred 

had said – to become someone big one day – so big that everyone in the city would know 

me. 

*** 

I had no explanation. How did Jake come to know about me? 

“I think he did hear me talk with Alfred on the line today. I can’t say for sure, but maybe 

he overheard some words and investigated more about me sensing something fishy.” 

But this had to happen someday, and it happened today. The devil caught me before I 

fell into the deep sea. I had no one to blame, but me. Maybe I should have been more 

careful. But nothing could change now. 

He looked happy for his achievement – and why shouldn’t he be – but John was extremely 

frustrated with me. And that is expected when a junior officer reveals a not-so-good reality 

of a senior officer. 

*** 

“A policeman in prison. More irony in your misadventures!” Jake said with sparkling eyes, 

as he locked me in prison. 

His tall face, dark eyebrows and tiny lips, which seemed a bit awkward and funny earlier, 

now seemed annoying and irritating. 

My catch had probably made up his career. 

“Damn it, Jake” I repulsed. 
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But all I got was an “enough of this nonsense” look as Jake left. 

The entire night I cursed myself in prison. 

*** 

“You’ve got a visitor” The guard said as I opened my eyes. It was early morning, as it was 

still quite dark. 

“Who can it be?” I wondered. 

A lanky policeman walked straight towards me. 

“Detective Samuel! Or should I say just Samuel. Huh?” It was John. 

“What do you want from me now?” I said in a frustrated mood. I had already started to 

feel annoyance seeing his face. 

“I’ve come with an offer for you.” He said raising an eyebrow and giving a wicked smile. 
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CHAPTER 4: TAKING UNDUE 

ADVANTAGE 

“Assist me, in catching Alfred. Trick him as I plan, and your sentence will be shortened.” 

I was stunned. 

“Damn it. Now he wants me to betray the ones I love.” I thought. John seemed to be 

taking full advantage of the situation. 

“I need a lawyer first.” I thought it might at least buy me some time if not completely free 

me. 

“Lawyer?” He laughed off. “You think all of this is official? You think I am a fool? All of this 

is unofficial, and I can do anything to you, as per my wish” 

That was pretty much expected, actually. John never let loose criminals he caught easily. 

He was best at killing the criminals, from the inside. 

“You’ll have to free me then.” I attempted a bargain. 

“Really? That’s the best bargain you got? I am giving you one hours’ time. Coordinate 

with me, and I’ll reduce your term by five years, or rot in jail for the next thirty years. The 

choice is yours.” John left, fumed. It seemed he didn’t like my way of bargaining. 

*** 
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I needed to think of every possible situation. It was a tough decision, but I had to make 

one. 

“I would still be in for twenty-five years. How different is twenty-five and thirty? If I can 

survive twenty-five years, the next five would not be tough.” 

“Could helping the police really solve all the problems?” 

“Was Ron right? Alfred is getting old now…” 

“Alfred could get me anywhere if he comes to know about my betrayal” 

“Have I done him more than what he has done for me?” 

“Is Alfred worth just five years of jail?” 

“This was a situation of life and death and I couldn’t trust the cops with my life!” 

 Numerous questions popped up. 

“But I can’t just keep juggling sides. I need to stick with one.” 

*** 

“Yes. So what have you decided?” John returned in barely fifteen minutes. 

“I need time commissioner…” I replied with my head down. I was nowhere near a 

conclusion. 

“Take all the time you want. And rot in solitary confinement for the next thirty years.” He 

interrupted firmly. 

My head went up. At first I had all my frustrated on him. But as I looked at him my hatred 

transformed into helplessness. 
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“What do you mean by solitary confinement? You said it was just a jail!” 

“Well, if you agree, you get thirty minus the five years in jail. If you not, I’ll put you under 

solitary confinement for thirty.” 

He had reached his limits. He was taking undue advantage of the situation. I knew he 

wanted me to work for him at any cost. But the conditions he put left me no choice but to 

do as he said. Solitary confinement would kill me from the inside! 

“John had done it again. He was going to kill me from the inside, whatever my decision 

be” I said to myself. 

“I’ll do as you say.” I said with total disappointment. 

He was playing with my life. 

“Good that you chose the right path.” He smiled roguishly. “I’ll send Jake to take you out 

in some time. I have explained everything to him, he’ll lead you. Do as he says, he’ll be 

in charge.” 

I nodded helplessly. “That bastard Jake! He’s got himself promoted. And now he’ll 

lead me? Damn it.” I said to myself. 

*** 

Jake came. I could see his face full of pride, the pride which came with his promotion on 

catching me. 

“One day that pride of yours will be the reason of your demise.”  I said. 

“At least I am enjoying now.” He said as his eyes grew wide. 

“Get me out of here.” 
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“Sure, sure. What’s the hurry? You are going back after the job I hear.” He laughed off. 

“Do you believe John? I mean what if he doesn’t save you five years? ” He continued. 

“I’ll take a chance” I said uncertainly. 

He kept bombarding nonsenses at me to provoke to me. But I managed to ignore most 

of them. 

“So what is the plan exactly?” I finally asked. 

“You are to go back to Alfred’s hideout and work normally. When the time comes, I would 

be there already, and you’ll tell him that the police has come to know about the location 

and time of a smuggle, scheduled that night. You’ll then tip him to carry on with the job at 

a place I say, where John will be waiting with our men.” 

“Well planned ambush, that.” I said with disgust.  I could not resist in appreciating the 

plan. It was a good one considering that it was planned at a short notice. “Whose plan 

was it by the way?” I asked curiously. 

“Mine, of course” He said smugly. But looking at him I could make out he was lying. 

“John’s plan, you mean” I said with a crooked smile. 

He gave a grin, and left. 
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CHAPTER 5: TWO DAYS 

LATER 

Life had taken a U-turn now. 

Every time Alfred looked at me, he asked me why I was so lost. I had to make different 

excuses every time and it seemed I had run out of them now. On top of that Jake was 

keeping an eye on me all day long. I was relatively free earlier, but now I didn't even have 

the freedom to go to a bar, thanks to the 'deal' I had made with John. That was not even 

a deal actually, he had forced me to do it with an imaginary gun held into my mouth. 

"You'll be tracked wherever you go. Your cellphone is fitted with GPS program that locates 

you for us." John had said. "And don't try to be smart. You lose the cellphone - you lose 

this assignment - and you go back to jail" 

*** 

"Stop it. Will you?" Alfred finally said that evening. He said it so loudly that he started to 

cough. 

"What?" I asked innocently. 

"Come on Samuel. Tell me what's happened to you? You seem so lost from the last 

couple of days." 

"Actually I have a headache." I tried to make another stupid excuse. 

"From the last two days? Then why don't you go see a doctor?" 
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"I was just..." 

"Oh come on! Speak up. Enough of those lame excuses." 

I waited for a moment. 

"It's getting dark. Go to sleep Alfred." I then said "And keep the door open" I whispered. 

Enough was enough. I had made a big mistake by being with the police. All they knew 

was how to exploit anyone they catch. They were taking undue advantage of the 

circumstances, and I had completely lost my patience. On top of that every time I saw 

Jake, and his ego, my blood boiled. I had overheard Jake speaking with someone, 

probably John, on the phone the other day, and had figured out that the ambush was 

planned for tomorrow night. I had to get out of this situation, and that too quickly. 

*** 

"Come in" came a voice from the inside even before I could knock the door. I was a good 

idea, I thought, to meet Alfred secretly at night as Jake would be asleep. I had tiptoed to 

Alfred's room in our gang's hideout, making sure no one was following me. 

"Tell me what's troubling you Sam. Tell me." Alfred said. 

Looking at the way he spoke to me, with so much feeling, I regretted evening thinking of 

betraying him. And he didn't call me Samuel. Sam sounded much better. 

I had decided to tell him everything already, so I went straight into the crux of the matter. 

"I was arrested two days back. Jake is an undercover cop and he revealed my identity to 

the police. And now I am forced to work for the police and be a part of an ambush planned 

tomorrow" 

I spoke it too fast, I thought. It would have been very difficult to digest so much shock for 

a seventy year old gangster. 
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Silence. Deafening silence. 

He didn't speak anything. Looking at him it seemed that he was trying to be calm from the 

outside and controlling his anger. I had expected a similar reaction, but never expected 

what he told me after that. 

"It's okay." He finally said, calmly. "I would have done the same if I were you" 

"Sigh! Did he really say that?" I thought. 

"Don't worry I will get you out of the mess." He continued 

As soon as he said that Alfred started coughing. He took out his handkerchief to put it on 

his mouth. As he dragged the handkerchief down his face after his coughing finally 

stopped, I saw his white beard turn red. 

"Are you all right, Alfred?" 

"Yeah, I am good. Good night" 

"Good night" 

Something was wrong - very wrong. Looking Alfred in such a bad health worried me. And 

the fact that he was not speaking to me about his health openly worried me even more. 

Also his behavior had changed enormously. He didn't look like a gangster anymore. He 

had lost all his energy, and become more like an old grandfather. Something was terribly 

wrong. I seemed that I had lost the old Alfred. 

That night, I just couldn't sleep. 
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CHAPTER 6: ALFRED’S 

DECISION 

Alfred took his car out. 

“Good morning!” he said. 

“Yeah, good morning.” I replied, and gave him a where-are-you-going gesture. 

“Didn’t Tom tell you?” 

Tom was just another man in the gang. 

“What?” 

“We are going for a trip!” 

Now Alfred was acting more strangely. He was a man who would always plan things 

before he did them. He was always perfect. But now, he had arranged a meeting out of 

nowhere. Something had got into him. “Maybe because of my confession.” I thought. But 

I couldn’t take my words back. 

“Oh. So are we buying or selling?” I asked. 

“Buying. Weed.” 

“Who all?” 

“You, me and Tom. And Jake” 
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As soon as he said the last name, the little adventure element that had risen in me, blew 

out. 

“Why Jake?” I said to myself. 

“Great. I’ll be right back” 

I went back to my room, changed, got my stuff, got armed and came back to see all the 

others yelling at me. 

“How long do you take?” 

I hopped in straight away to notice something very unfamiliar. Alfred had come on the 

back seat and Tom was driving. This again was something unusual. Alfred always liked 

to keep control of his car. He never allowed anyone to drive his car. 

“Maybe because he is unwell” I assumed. 

*** 

What was this place? Alfred had lead us to a place totally different from the places where 

our shady dealings usually occurred. This place totally deserted and looked like a dry 

jungle. It was miles out of the city. I couldn’t see anyone but us, and a distant black 

Mercedes. It seemed that we kept the seller waiting as the Mercedes had caught some 

dust on it. 

“Here.” Alfred said. “Take this letter and hand it to the man in that car. He won’t speak 

unless he reads it.” 

“Sure” I said, and got out of the car. 

“You got your cell?” He stopped me. “I need to make a call.” 
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I nodded and handed over my phone to him, while Jake looked at me suspiciously. But I 

ignored him and started to walk towards the car. 

As I walked towards the Mercedes, I began to wonder what exactly was happening. There 

were unusual things happening and trying to find reasons for them was not helping. 

Because they were just vague assumptions and Alfred was surely hiding something from 

me. Alfred’s behavior last night – his health – a sudden trip – Alfred not driving the car. I 

found it hard to swallow. 

“I’ll speak to Alfred as soon as this trip ends” I decided. 

I reached the car, and knocked the window. 

No reply. 

I knocked again. Still no reply! 

I bent down and tried to look through the black tinted glass in the bright sunlight. At first, 

it thought it was empty, but I realized that maybe I was not able to look through it due to 

the dark tint. But then, I found the car’s door unlocked. I opened the door and… 

“Huh? The car is indeed empty!” 

I turned back towards our car, and saw Alfred sticking his head out of the window. Looking 

at my shock, Alfred started waving to me and shouted, “Good Luck Sam! Good Luck!” 

And then, in the blink of an eye, I saw the car trying to bulge itself towards the outside. I 

saw the glass shatter into pieces and the entire car lob and flip in the air. Fire rose from 

the glass’ shatters. The loud boom and shatters broke the silence and sent a chill down 

my spine. 

What had just happened? And Why? And who did it? A new mysterious situation had 

sprung up from nowhere. The car stood there, but in pieces and ashes. In a fraction of a 

second, it had tossed up in the air due to an explosion like a toy. The surroundings had 
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caught some fire too. I was taken aback, not only by the shock, but also due to the 

powerful explosion. 

For quite some time I stood there like a statue, motionless. My body could not react to 

such a massive shock. 

I recollected Alfred’s last words to me – “Good Luck Sam! Good Luck!” 

“What could they mean?” I wondered wiping the sweat on my face. 

“The letter!” I said to myself, as I got the letter, which Alfred had just given me to hand it 

over to the man in Mercedes, out of my pocket and read it… 
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CHAPTER 7: THE LETTER 

“Sam, you have been like a son to me. I never had one, but you were the closest to me. 

Last night, I saw you see the blood when I coughed. Your expression said it all. And I was 

tired. Tired of living a life without a soul. I was getting older, and I was no longer fit to lead 

the gang. The gang too was breaking into pieces. I had a doubt on Jake and your 

confession made me sure that our gang was torn apart.  So to get things sorted, I took 

this extreme step. 

Yes, I did it. 

Look at the situation now, Sam. There is a damaged car, with three men in it. And there 

are three cellphones in it. Mine, Jake’s and yours. Tom couldn’t get his cellphone as I had 

stolen it today morning. When the police comes, and they shall very soon, as they have 

found your cellphone destroyed, they will consider you dead with me and Jake. The police 

would think that the case is closed, while you will remain safe. So the problem is solved 

isn’t it? 

I wouldn’t keep this letter long, as you need to hurry up. The sacrifices I have made for 

you, should not go in vain. In the Mercedes, there is some cash, a fake passport which 

gives you a new identity, and some basic things you might require. Go ahead, child. 

Whatever you chose to be, you can, and I know you will, become someone even greater 

than me.” 

It took a while to swallow the fact that Alfred had indeed died for me. But as he said, I had 

no time. I got into the car and found the keys inside. For all the sacrifices Alfred had made 

for me, I promised myself, not to let him down. I drove the car away from the place, but 

my mind was still there, still not able to believe what had just happened. 
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“I was destined to be a big man someday” Alfred had once said to me. “And I will become 

a big man” I swore to myself. 

*** 
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