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STORY ONE:Nagini’s Wrath
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The village of Koyilpathu nestled between dense forests and ancient hills where the fog lingered long after dawn. It was a place where tales were not just told—they were remembered, feared, and respected. At the heart of the forest was a sacred grove, silent and shadowed, with a centuries-old anthill enshrined under a banyan tree. The villagers believed it to be the dwelling of Nagini, the serpent goddess. Every full moon, they offered milk, turmeric, and flowers at the shrine. Not because they were devout, but because they feared what would happen if they didn’t. Yet as time passed, faith faded. Young men mocked the tales. The forest was no longer sacred—it was land waiting to be cleared.

One of them was Dheeraj, the arrogant son of a land developer. His father had made a fortune cutting trees, building lodges, and selling soil to outsiders. He saw the forest as nothing but a business opportunity. Dheeraj, in his rebellion and greed, ventured where others dared not.

He was warned by Kannan, a soft-spoken 12-year-old who often came to the shrine with his grandmother. Kannan believed in Nagini. He had grown up hearing her stories—how she once protected the village from a wildfire, how her hiss in dreams foretold disease, and how she watched over the grove like a silent guardian.

“Don’t disturb the anthill,” Kannan pleaded when he saw Dheeraj and his friends walking into the sacred grove with spades and a Bluetooth speaker. “Please. She’s real. She gets angry.”

Dheeraj laughed. “It’s just mud, kid. There’s no goddess here. Maybe just a rat or a snake. Either way, I’m not scared of fairy tales.”

Later that afternoon, the wind turned still. Even the crows stopped calling. A heavy scent of jasmine and earth filled the air, though no flowers bloomed. Kannan, who had gone home, couldn’t stop trembling. His grandmother poured water over tulasi leaves and whispered mantras, but the boy remained pale. He saw something in a dream—something with golden eyes.

That evening, Dheeraj vanished. They searched the forest. His friends said he ran ahead, laughing. Then they heard a scream—short and sharp. When they reached the anthill, they found nothing. No blood. No footprints. Just a fresh set of serpent scales leading into the earth. The villagers whispered. His father raged. But Kannan... Kannan cried. Not for Dheeraj, but for what he knew would come next.

The Days After

The weather changed. Rain fell when it shouldn’t. Chickens laid broken eggs. A farmer’s wife went blind after drawing water from the well. Snakes appeared where they never had—coiled in cooking pots, bedsheets, and shoes. Then came the dreams.

Each night, dozens reported seeing a woman with hair as dark as shadows and eyes like burning coal. Her lower body was that of a massive cobra, shimmering gold and green. She wept in the dreams—long, angry, sorrowful weeping. And every time someone awoke from the dream, they found their floor damp with something that smelled like soil and jasmine.

“She is mourning,” Kannan’s grandmother said. “But her mourning will become wrath.”

Kannan continued to visit the shrine, though now he brought more than milk. He sang lullabies. Told her stories. And wept, saying, “I know it wasn’t your fault.” He alone understood: Dheeraj had desecrated her home. His disappearance was not cruelty—it was justice.

On the seventh night after Dheeraj vanished, Kannan lit a diya and placed a rose apple by the anthill. “I’m sorry they forgot who you are,” he whispered. “Please don’t punish the ones who still remember.” A rustle. A hush. The diya flickered out.

He turned—and she stood there. She was beautiful and terrifying. Her upper half a woman in a gold sari, draped in jewels that seemed to grow from her skin. Her hair flowed like black silk, her arms coiled with golden bangles. But from the waist down, she was serpent—scaled, immense, and radiant.

“You are not afraid, child?” she asked, her voice like water running over stone.

“No,” he said, though his legs trembled.

“Why do you come?”

“Because I believe in you.”

Nagini’s gaze softened. Her great tail coiled protectively around him. “You mourn the boy who mocked me?” she asked.

“I mourn the hate he had. But I do not blame you.”

She tilted her head. “Many blame me. Many forget.”

He looked up at her, eyes clear. “You only took one. But many still dig. Many still hurt your forest. They will not stop.”

A silence.

“Then they will remember me again,” she said.

Wrath of the Goddess

The forest came alive that night.

Snakes slithered from the anthill in every direction—thousands of them. But they did not bite. They merely watched. They coiled around bulldozers. They stared into windows. They blocked roads and doorways, hissing in unison.

Then came Nagini.

She rose in her full form, taller than the banyan tree, her hood spread wide. Her presence split the air like thunder. Where she moved, the earth shifted. People fell to their knees. Livestock scattered.

The villagers begged for mercy.

“I guarded this land for centuries,” she roared, “and you fed me milk. But now, you feed me blood—mine, taken by your steel, your fire, your greed.”

She turned to Dheeraj’s father, who had come wielding a stick.

“Where is your son?” she asked.

He fell to the ground, weeping. “I don’t know—please, I didn’t mean—”

“You meant everything you did,” she said coldly. “Now feel what I have felt.”

With a hiss, she slithered away—leaving behind silence and fear.

Rebirth

Days passed.

The forest was left untouched. Workers quit. Machinery was abandoned. People prayed again—not just in the grove, but in their homes, offering turmeric, rice, and whispers.

Dheeraj’s body was never found, but his name was never spoken again.

As for Kannan, he returned to the grove often. Nagini never spoke again, but he felt her near—when the wind passed through the leaves, when jasmine bloomed unseasonably, when the earth trembled beneath his feet.

He grew up to be a forest keeper, protecting the land not with machines, but with reverence.

It is said that when he died, a great serpent circled his body thrice, flicked her tongue to the sky, and vanished into the roots of the banyan tree.

And now, if you go to the grove of Koyilpathu on a moonless night, you may still hear it—the sound of scales sliding across ancient earth... and the weeping of a goddess who once loved, once lost, and once reminded mankind what it means to remember.
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STORY TWO:The One Who Waits" – A Kichkandi Story
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The road through Khumaltar forest was known for its silence. Birds did not sing there. Even the wind, which howled through other Himalayan valleys, fell quiet under the tall pine trees. Locals whispered that something waited there—a woman who never stopped calling. They called her Kichkandi.

She was always behind you, never ahead. If you turned too fast, you’d see nothing. But if you turned slowly, deliberately, you'd catch a glimpse: long black hair, a red sari stained at the hem, and one side of her face that was—wrong.

Manish had never believed in ghost stories. A city boy now, dressed in polished shoes and a branded jacket, he had returned to Khumaltar only to visit his dying uncle. It had been fifteen years since he left the village where he was born. He arrived at dusk, the mist already gathering over the hills. His uncle’s hut was just beyond the forest. The only road passed through the woods—the same woods people told him to avoid after sunset. But Manish scoffed. “A shortcut is a shortcut.” He stepped into the trees. It was colder inside. His footsteps echoed louder than they should have. After ten minutes of walking, he noticed something strange. There was no end to the path. The road, once familiar, now felt foreign. The trees loomed higher. The shadows grew longer. And then he heard it:

“Bhaiya... help me...” He froze.

A woman’s voice. Soft, cracked, pleading.

“Hello?” he called. No answer. He kept walking, faster now. But the road twisted where it hadn’t before. Pine needles crunched underfoot. Then—

“Please don’t leave me...”

She was closer now. Manish turned—quickly. No one. He laughed nervously and muttered, “It’s just the wind.” But the wind didn’t smell like jasmine. The wind didn’t cry. Ahead, near the edge of the trail, stood a woman. She wore a red sari—tattered, old-fashioned. Her long black hair hung wet and heavy down her back. She stood with her back to him, motionless.

“Hey,” he called. “Are you okay?”

She turned slightly, just enough to show one pale hand reaching toward him. “Help me cross,” she whispered.

Manish approached, unease rising in his throat. Something about the curve of her spine, the stillness of her body, felt wrong.

“You’re hurt?” he asked.

She said nothing. He reached to touch her shoulder— And then she turned fully. Her face was a horror: one side was beautiful, untouched by time. The other side was rotted, sunken, her eye clouded, lips torn. Before he could scream, her cold hand grabbed his wrist.

“You left me,” she hissed.

Manish tore free and ran, tripping through roots and vines. He didn’t look back. Didn’t stop until he reached his uncle’s hut, heart hammering like a drum. His uncle, old and dying, looked up from his bed and said simply:

“She found you.”

That night, by the flickering fire, his uncle spoke. “Her name was Chandrika. She lived here, in the village, years ago. She was gentle. Everyone knew her laugh. One day, she went to the forest to pick flowers for Tihar. She never came back.” Manish listened, silent.

“Two days later, they found her sari. Torn. Blood on the stones. No body.” His uncle coughed, wheezing. “But we all knew. It was the boys from the other side. Rich boys from town. One of them was your cousin.” Manish’s stomach turned.

“She became Kichkandi—a spirit tied to this forest. She calls out to travelers, especially men. Especially those who remind her of the ones who hurt her.”

“But I didn’t—” Manish stammered.

“You didn’t stop it either.” His uncle’s eyes closed, as if in shame.

“She doesn’t know who’s guilty and who isn’t. All she knows is pain.”

The next morning, Manish woke to find his uncle had passed. The old man’s face, oddly peaceful, seemed to carry no fear of death. Manish buried him near the old stupa and decided he would leave Khumaltar for good. But the road back was the same. Through the same forest. This time, he carried jasmine flowers, sindoor, and a lit incense stick. He walked slowly. When the cold came, he did not flinch. And when she appeared again, just ahead on the trail, he bowed.

“I am sorry.”

She didn’t speak. He placed the flowers on the trail, bowed again, and whispered, “Your pain was not forgotten.” She moved closer. The scent of damp earth and old blood hung in the air.

“You are not afraid now?” she whispered.

“No,” he said.

“You carry no fire? No steel? No prayer?”

“I carry shame.” She tilted her head.

“You are not the one who... touched me.”

“I wasn’t. But I lived like it never happened. That is also guilt.”

For a long time, she said nothing. Then she turned away. Her voice, when it came, was softer than before. “Leave. Don’t come back.”

Manish left Khumaltar and never returned. Years passed. The forest remained untouched. But the legend of Kichkandi only grew stronger. Some say she still waits in those woods. Some say she appears only to the guilty. Others say she was finally freed. But the jasmine still grows where she was last seen. And travelers still report hearing a woman’s voice, calling softly from behind the trees:

“Bhaiya... help me...”
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