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There is a particular hour of the night when fear does not announce itself loudly. It does not arrive with screams or sudden shocks. Instead, it settles in quietly—between the last thought before sleep and the first dream that refuses to form. After Midnight was conceived in that hour.

Horror, at its most enduring, is not about monsters. It is about memory. About what refuses to stay buried. About the things we hear when all other sounds fall away. Every story in this anthology was chosen because it understands that terror is most powerful when it is intimate—when it breathes through rain, rhythm, static, ink, and language itself. These are not stories meant to be consumed quickly and forgotten. They linger. They watch. They wait.

After Midnight: Five Stories That Won’t Let You Sleep brings together five distinct voices, five landscapes, and five forms of haunting—yet they are bound by a shared pulse. Each story asks the same unsettling question in its own way: what happens when memory becomes alive, and what price must be paid to silence it?

In “Chilling in Cherrapunji,” rain is not atmosphere—it is witness. Pritha Mukherjee transforms one of the wettest places on earth into a sentient archive of grief and hunger. Here, spirits do not tear flesh; they erase remembrance, feeding on what makes us human. The relentless rain remembers every footstep, every burial, every promise broken beneath the soil. Ani Roy’s sacrifice is not heroic in the traditional sense—it is inevitable. This story reminds us that some places are not haunted by ghosts, but by continuity. The storm may pass, but the land never forgets.

“The Drummers of Devikulam” by Aritra Sen explores horror through sound—specifically, through what cannot be recorded. The drums heard only by the living ear are a brilliant metaphor for inherited trauma, colonial interruption, and unfinished ritual. Dr. Anirudh Menon does not defeat the haunting; he completes it. The fear in this story does not come from possession, but from responsibility. When memory chooses a body, it does not ask for permission. Silence, here, is not absence—it is inheritance.

With “STATIC,” Anubhab Sharma brings us into the fragile border between sound and void. Radio waves, forgotten frequencies, and fractured voices become vessels for something older than technology. This is horror born from repetition—the terror of loops that cannot be escaped. Arjun Malik’s descent is subtle, almost gentle, until it is irreversible. The signal does not scream. It hums. It waits patiently for attention. In a world saturated with noise, this story asks what happens when silence itself begins to speak back.

In “The Mask of Madhubani,” Kritika Anand turns art into an active force—one that does not merely represent reality, but rewrites it. The mask is not cursed in the conventional sense; it is purposeful. It remembers a creator who blurred the boundary between death and line, between ritual and obsession. Dr. Niyati Basu’s fate is not destruction, but transformation. This story stands as a meditation on creation itself: art does not end when the artist does—it only changes hands. The final horror is not the mask’s power, but our compulsion to draw the next line.

Finally, “The House on Baraf Bagh Street” by Arundhuti Basu offers perhaps the quietest, and most devastating, haunt of all. The house does not whisper or rage. It edits. It feeds on unfinished sentences, on abandoned stories, on grief disguised as creativity. Saswata Mehta’s surrender is not to a ghost, but to narrative inevitability. This story understands a truth writers often fear to admit: sometimes stories do not belong to us—we belong to them.

What unites these stories is not geography or myth, but a shared philosophy of fear. None of these hauntings can be solved through violence. None can be escaped without cost. Each demands a sacrifice—not always of life, but of identity, memory, or authorship. Horror here is not about survival. It is about what must be given up so that the world can continue pretending it is safe.

This anthology also reflects a deeply Indian relationship with the supernatural—one rooted not in spectacle, but in coexistence. Our ghosts do not always want revenge. Often, they want recognition. Completion. Continuation. They live in rituals left unfinished, songs left unheard, stories left unwritten. They wait patiently, knowing that eventually, someone will listen.

As editor, my role was not to tame these stories, but to let them breathe together. To allow their silences to overlap. To trust that readers will feel the rhythm connecting rain to drums, static to ink, houses to masks. After Midnight is not meant to frighten you into wakefulness. It is meant to follow you into sleep—and remain there.

If you find yourself pausing between pages, listening for something you cannot quite name, the book is working. If a familiar sound suddenly feels unfamiliar, or a place you know seems to be watching you back, the stories have already crossed the threshold.

Read these stories slowly. Read them when the world is quiet. And when you reach the end, remember—some signals do not end when the transmission stops.

They only wait for the next listener.

— Saheli Mukherjee

December 2025, Kolkata
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Night is not a moment on the clock. It is a condition of the mind. Long after the lights are turned off and the doors are locked, there comes a stretch of time when the world loosens its grip on logic. Familiar rooms feel subtly altered. Sounds lose their source. Thoughts wander without permission. This is the hour After Midnight inhabits—not the theatrical darkness of horror cinema, but the quieter, more unsettling darkness where fear does not rush at you. It waits.

This anthology is born from that waiting. The stories collected here do not believe in horror as spectacle. They do not rely on sudden violence, grotesque imagery, or the comfort of clear villains. Instead, they ask something far more disturbing: what if the things that haunt us are not trying to scare us at all? What if they are trying to remember?

Across five very different landscapes—rain-soaked hills, mist-covered forests, abandoned radio stations, ritual art traditions, and silent old houses—these stories explore a shared truth: that horror emerges when memory refuses to remain passive. When places, sounds, objects, and stories themselves begin to retain what they were never meant to hold.

At the heart of After Midnight is the idea that some experiences do not end when we believe they should. They linger. They change form. They search for vessels.

In these stories, the supernatural does not erupt suddenly into the everyday world. It is already embedded within it. The rain has always been listening. The drums have always been waiting for a body to complete them. The static has always existed between frequencies. The line has always known where it wants to go. The house has always been hungry for language. What changes is the moment someone pays attention.

That moment—of attention, of recognition—is where horror begins.

Unlike traditional ghost stories that frame fear as an external invasion, these narratives operate through intimacy. They ask the reader to step closer rather than pull away. To listen longer than is comfortable. To look again at things already seen. The terror does not come from what is unknown, but from what is known too well and yet never fully understood.

Consider the landscapes of this anthology. None of them are neutral backdrops. Each setting is alive with memory. Cherrapunji’s rain is not simply weather; it is a recorder, storing the weight of ancient burial grounds and human intrusion. Devikulam’s hills carry rhythms interrupted by colonial violence, their silence an unfinished sentence. The abandoned radio station in STATIC is not empty—it is saturated with voices that never learned how to stop speaking. Madhubani art is not preserved tradition; it is continuity made dangerous through devotion. The Lucknow mansion on Baraf Bagh Street is not haunted by ghosts—it is inhabited by drafts, revisions, and abandoned endings.

These places do not threaten their characters. They invite them. The protagonists of After Midnight are not heroes in the conventional sense. They do not arrive armed with certainty or power. They are listeners, observers, creators, and seekers—people already carrying fractures within themselves. Grief, curiosity, guilt, ambition, loneliness. Each character steps into their story believing they are in control, only to discover that control was never part of the arrangement.

What makes these stories particularly unsettling is that the supernatural never feels arbitrary. Every haunting follows a logic—one shaped by memory, ritual, repetition, and inheritance. The rain feeds on remembrance. The drums demand completion. The signal survives through repetition. The mask requires continuation. The house consumes language. In each case, the haunting exists because something was left unfinished.

This focus on unfinishedness gives After Midnight its emotional core. Horror here is not punishment—it is consequence. These stories do not ask, “What evil is lurking?” They ask, “What did we interrupt? What did we abandon? What did we refuse to finish?”

There is also a deeply human vulnerability running through this anthology: the fear of being absorbed. Of losing one’s voice, identity, or memory to something larger and more enduring. In these narratives, sacrifice is not always violent, but it is irreversible. To stop the rain, someone must become part of it. To silence the drums, someone must carry their rhythm forward. To end the signal, someone must complete its transmission. To contain the pattern, someone must step inside it. To finish the story, someone must be written into it.

These are not victories. They are negotiations. One of the defining features of this collection is how it treats time. Linear progression collapses repeatedly. Past and present blur. Memory behaves like a living organism, looping, echoing, rewriting itself. The dead are not gone; they are paused. The living are not safe; they are temporary.

This temporal instability mirrors the experience of being awake after midnight—when thoughts drift backward without warning, when old memories surface uninvited, when tomorrow feels unreal and yesterday feels dangerously close. Reading these stories recreates that mental state, where the boundary between reflection and fear dissolves.

Importantly, After Midnight situates horror firmly within an Indian context without relying on familiar tropes or folkloric shorthand. The stories draw from geography, ritual, history, and artistic traditions, but they refuse to reduce them into exotic symbols. Instead, they engage with the deeper psychological realities beneath them—colonial interruption, cultural erasure, inherited silence, creative obsession, and the uneasy relationship between modernity and memory.

These are not stories about ancient curses awakening randomly in the present. They are stories about the present being unable to escape the past.

There is also a quiet meta-narrative running through the anthology: the idea that storytelling itself is a form of haunting. Stories remember their tellers. They retain traces of those who shaped them. They resist closure. In The House on Baraf Bagh Street, this idea becomes explicit—but it resonates through every narrative here. Each story asks what it means to tell, to record, to transmit, to draw, to write. And what happens when the act of creation becomes an invitation rather than an expression.

As readers, we are not positioned as observers alone. We are participants. By reading, listening, remembering, we become part of the cycle these stories describe. This is perhaps the most unsettling aspect of After Midnight: the realization that attention itself is not neutral. To witness is to activate.

That is why this anthology rewards slowness. These stories are not meant to be rushed through or skimmed. They reveal themselves gradually, often leaving their most disturbing implications unsaid. Meaning emerges in gaps, silences, repetitions. Like the best horror, what lingers after the final page is more powerful than what is explicitly shown.

There is no single emotional response these stories demand. Fear manifests differently for each reader. Some will feel unease. Some will feel sorrow. Some will feel recognition. Some may feel a strange calm—the calm that comes from realizing that horror is not chaos, but pattern.

After Midnight is ultimately a collection about thresholds. Between life and death. Sound and silence. Art and obsession. Memory and identity. Story and storyteller. These thresholds are not guarded by monsters, but by choice. Each character must decide whether to walk away—or to step fully into what is calling them.

And that choice is never without cost. This introduction does not ask you to be brave. It asks you to be attentive. To notice how the stories change the way you listen to rain, to silence, to music, to drawings, to empty rooms. To recognize that horror does not always arrive as fear—it sometimes arrives as familiarity taken one step too far.

If you find yourself pausing between pages, unsure whether a sound you heard came from the world or your own memory, then the book has already begun to work on you.

Because after midnight, stories do not simply end.

They continue—quietly, patiently—until someone listens again.
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Chilling in Cherrapunji
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Pritha Mukherjee

––––––––
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Ani Roy stepped off the weather-stained bus and into the wet embrace of Cherrapunji’s legendary monsoon, the rain falling in silvery sheets that blurred the world into watercolor. His boots sank into the mud as he adjusted his camera bag, glancing back at Neel, who was wrestling with their gear under a dripping umbrella that had already given up its fight against the elements. Before them stood the lodge—a crumbling colonial relic with moss-eaten walls and narrow verandas that seemed to shiver under the weight of relentless rain. The carved wooden sign swung gently, its letters half-faded by decades of storms: “Mawphlang Rain Retreat.” It looked less like a retreat and more like a forgotten corner of the world, but Ani felt an electric thrill tighten in his chest. Here, wrapped in mist and rumor, lay the promise of a story his subscribers would never forget. As they approached the entrance, the caretaker emerged, a tall, wiry figure in traditional Khasi attire layered under a patched raincoat. His eyes, dark and ancient as wet stones, met Ani’s with quiet warning. “When the rain sings, don’t walk outside,” Bah Kynshi Mawphlang murmured, his voice heavy with something that felt older than fear.

The interior smelled of damp wood and age-old incense, where thin curtains of mist drifted in through the broken panes and settled like watchful spirits in the corners. They signed into a guest register whose pages felt brittle with time, and Ani glanced around, noting details through the lens of a storyteller: the flickering oil lamp above the reception desk, the cracked photograph of the lodge’s founder in sepia tones, the faint, stubborn scent of earth after rain that never seemed to leave. Neel muttered under his breath about mold and leeches, but Ani only half-listened, his focus already on the strange quiet that wrapped itself around them despite the roar of rain outside. Pyn, the young Khasi girl who helped with the lodge’s upkeep, offered them tea with a shy, sidelong glance, her silver bangles catching the lamplight like slivers of moon. Nearby, another guest sat in the lounge—a woman, glasses fogged by the humidity, scribbling something in a leather-bound journal. Ani guessed she was an academic, drawn here like him by whispers of the unusual, the unsettling. For a moment, he felt the heavy pulse of history around him, an invisible heartbeat rising from the ground below, as if the earth itself was remembering.

As night fell, rain drummed a lullaby on the tin roof, and Ani lay awake in his narrow bed, the shadows of swaying branches painting restless shapes across the damp walls. Neel snored softly on the other bed, the comforting weight of exhaustion pulling him into sleep, but Ani’s mind was a restless tide. Bah Kynshi’s warning replayed itself in the darkness: When the rain sings. What did it mean for rain to sing, in a place that had built its life around downpours? Outside, the world was hidden in curtains of mist and rain, as though the lodge itself floated in a sea of memory. Somewhere downstairs, the woman with the journal coughed, and a floorboard creaked as if someone was walking where they shouldn’t. The air felt thick, scented faintly with wet earth and something older, sour-sweet, like decaying flowers. And though Ani had chased ghost stories and rumors from ruined temples to forgotten forts, tonight the shadows felt closer, the rain louder, whispering secrets against the windowpanes. He closed his eyes, telling himself it was just the wind, just the stories he carried with him, but deep down, something in the hush between each raindrop felt alive—waiting for those who dared to listen.

✦ ✦ ✦

Morning arrived in Cherrapunji not as a sunrise but as a slow lifting of the mist, revealing the rain-soaked lodge wrapped in moss and memory. Ani and Neel, umbrellas useless against the sideways drizzle, explored the lodge grounds with cameras slung over their shoulders, every step sinking slightly into the sponge-like earth. The caretaker, Bah Kynshi Mawphlang, watched from the veranda, his eyes as unreadable as the carvings that decorated the lodge’s old wooden beams. Inside, the low hum of a generator mixed with the ever-present drumming of rain, and Ani’s curiosity sharpened into determination: this place, forgotten by tourists except for a few odd souls each year, felt like it guarded stories too heavy for daylight. In the lounge, the woman












































































































[image: ]


d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
DOSHOR COLLECTIVE 'Ej

or Miight

Five Stories That
Won'’t Let You Sleep

EDITED: BY

SIAHELT MUKHER JEE





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image002.jpg





d2d_images/image000.png
Afer Midight





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





