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Living with Ghosts

It is said that it takes nothing to imagine. But it is not so easy to imagine. People's imagination power varies.

. I am a writer and write fiction stories. But it is difficult to imagine all the time. A writer who writes fiction declares that his story is fictional. Still, he has to connect the ends of the story in such a way that it seems logical. Readers consider a fictional story as a possibility while reading it. Excessive imagination has its dangers. I sometimes write fictional ghost stories. A few years ago I wrote a children’s novel Haveli Ke Bhoot. Last year I wrote a fantasy novel Ghost Wife. Wrote some amusing ghost stories recently. Many people liked such stories. One story was left incomplete.

I wanted to give a new color to my ghost characters. I kept on thinking, I could not get any new ideas.

Meanwhile, I left the government accommodation in Kochi and came to live in a rented flat. It was on the seventh floor of the Oxygen Apartments. The apartment was in a suburb, a little far from the main city. Perhaps I should give a brief introduction of myself here. my name is Ravi. Apart from being a writer, I am a retired Indian Revenue Service officer. My family consists of me, my wife, and one daughter. The daughter is married and lives with her husband in another city.

So my wife Kiran and I are the only two people living in the flat.

Before that, we lived in bungalows, houses, and in mohallas or colonies,

Initially, I felt lonely for the first time while living in the flat. Started thinking about whether the decision to come to this place was wrong.

Sometimes it seemed like this. No known face was around. Everyone living there looked deaf and dumb. No one spoke to anyone. I tried to communicate with one or two humans. The response was not very encouraging. The building was big but don't know why many of its flats were lying vacant. 

The best thing for me there was a swimming pool on the roof.

Going for a swim every morning for some time gave me some freshness The swimming pool mostly used to be empty. That is, there were no people there. 

Sometimes a woman was seen cleaning the pool water. She used to remove the dirt floating on the water with the help of a net. When she spoke, my attention turned toward her. She was fair, tall, and about, 30 years old beautiful woman. She was wearing the blue uniform of a sweeper. She looked more like a nurse. 

The first time we met at the swimming pool She smiled and said, " Good morning, sir."

I wasn't expecting that so I was surprised. I replied in haste. 

Said, " Good morning. ",

Felt like there is a human around.  I was a little happy, so I kept swimming for a long time. After that, I came out of the pool and went, towards the washroom built on one side there. In the washroom Standing under the shower, took bath again, and came to my flat. Then swimming in the swimming pool became my routine.

Meanwhile, I started writing the unfinished ghost story further. After writing a few pages in a few days, the pen stopped. I wanted to develop my characters a bit more as well as give a new twist to the story. But I was not able to understand what and how to do it. Perhaps this is what people call writer's block. Thoughts kept on coming into my mind on this subject.

That's when I started having ghosts in my dreams.

First ghosts came in my dreams. Then they started coming to me in my waking state.

Those days I was alone in my flat. Kiran had gone to her maternal home. One evening I was sitting on a chair on the balcony of my seventh-floor flat, watching the sunset. Sunrise and sunset were both very visible from my balcony. I feel sunset views can sometimes increase your depression if you are already a little depressed. I was feeling a bit lonely and bored. I sat on the balcony after the sunset even in the haze. I suddenly felt as if someone was standing behind me. When I turned around, there was no one there. I got up and went inside the room. I switched on all the lights in the flat. Sat in the drawing room with the TV on. Looking to the right of the sofa on which I was sitting in front of the TV, I could see the hall and the kitchen door. When there was some noise in the kitchen, I turned and looked in that direction. I saw a young woman wearing a white saree walking quickly inside the kitchen. I immediately went and peeped into the kitchen and there was no one there. Meanwhile, my mobile rang. Saw Kiran's video call. "Hello, what are you doing ?" Kiran asked.

" Boring," I replied.

Kiran said with a smile, " You must be bored if you sit idle. Have you cooked anything for yourself? "

I replied, " I bought it from outside in the afternoon. I had a little leftover, it will work even at the night."

For a while, we kept talking about her family.

At last, she said, " It is a matter of a few days. Take care of yourself. Good night. I also wanted her to be relaxed as long as she stayed there. That's why I didn't tell you about the woman in a white saree.

I had put the leftover lunch in the fridge. That was enough for my dinner.

I heated chapatis and vegetables on the gas. Had dinner and watched a horror movie on TV till late at night.

After the movie was over, I switched off the TV and living room lights and went to the bedroom. When I looked towards the kitchen, I saw a glimpse of a woman wearing a white saree who disappeared in a flash.

This woman seemed somewhat familiar to me. I started getting a bit confused. I began to think Is she a ghost? I used to write stories about ghosts. Never seen it directly. I told myself that it was an illusion and I should not pay attention to it.

That night I slept with the tube light in the bedroom on.
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When I woke up in the morning, my head felt heavy. Thought of going to the kitchen to make tea. I remembered the woman of the night. I slowly went to the kitchen, looked here and there, got convinced, then made tea.

It was Sunday. The market was closed, did not have to go to the office. I felt like swimming in the swimming pool. I put my towel and underwear in a cloth bag and slung it over my shoulder. Locked his flat and went to the lift. I had to take the lift to the 11th floor. A man got into the lift from the eighth floor. He pressed the number 10 button on the control panel of the lift. I was very happy to see another human being.

I asked the person, " Do you live in this apartment? "

He said, “ Yes. ,

Just then the lift reached the tenth floor. He got off. I reached the swimming pool on the 11th floor. After spending about an hour in the pool, I came back to my flat.

Made tea and habitually opened the TV and sat in front of it with a mug of tea. News channel installed. There was a discussion going on about the war between Russia and Ukraine. Russia had rained fierce ammunition on the city named Mariupol of Ukraine. Seeing the gruesome scenes on TV, it seems that my sensibilities have also reduced a bit. The battle scenes could not distract me. I switched off the TV.

Due to Covid, I had stopped ordering newspapers on the advice of a doctor. Otherwise, some time would have passed in that. I started thinking about what to do next. I remembered the woman of the night. I explained to myself that it was the incident of the night. Such illusions do not happen in broad daylight.

I had a slight doubt. Two shadows standing behind me in the washroom trying to peek over my shoulders.

As soon as I turned around, both those shadows disappeared.

Now I was a little apprehensive. The problem seemed to be increasing.

I then thought of separating my attention from the shadows and putting it in some other direction.

In the afternoon, I made khichdi and ate it. After eating I went to my bed and lay down. Fell asleep as soon as I lay down. When I opened my eyes, I saw the white saree woman standing beside my bed looking at me. I got up startled and she quickly retreated and stood with her back against the wall.

I asked him, " Who are you, and why and how did you come here ?"

She smiled and said, “I am the ghost of the mansion.

I recognized her now.

I asked her, "Are you the white ghost living in the well of the mansion? ,

She said, " Yes. " But how did you forget me? while you are my author. ,

Her face became sad while asking this question.

I consoled her and said, “ You are my favorite character. how can I forget you But I didn't expect you to appear like this. ,

She said, “You were feeling lonely so I came. Now I will stay here for some days. ,

I wondered if it was real. How is this possible? Before I could answer, " she disappeared.

The white ghost had puzzled me. Somehow I passed time. In the evening I went out for a walk.

While returning, I had brought the dal-roti packed from a hotel.

Started writing the unfinished story but could not complete it.

I sat in the front room. The light was on in the room. The door that opened to the outside of the house was closed. Four scary-looking young men in black overcoats stood staring at me cross-eyed as they entered the closed door like smoke in a movie scene. I deliberately ignored it.

They quickly went into the inner room, almost flying. Now I was getting confused.

I went inside and saw the four youths standing
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