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​Preface
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"Where even the sun's rays are afraid to touch the ground, there the shadows reign..."

We think we know this world completely. Science has set foot on the moon, sent people to Mars. But there are still some corners on this earth where the laws of science freeze and the play of forces begins, which we ignore as 'superstition'.

The Amazon rainforest in South America is one of those mysterious places. We call it the 'lungs of the world', but there's no telling when this breathing forest will take your breath away.

My novel 'Sombra' is the story of one such struggle. It is a struggle between light and darkness. It is a battle between human ego and the primal forces of nature.

The hero of this story, Sameer Deshpande, is a young man with modern ideas like you and me. He goes to Brazil to work on a dam, but there he has to face an entity that has neither shape nor face. In the local language, it is called 'Sombra' - a living shadow!

What happens when greedy man crosses the 'forbidden' boundaries of nature? How does man save himself when gunshots and modern technology prove ineffective? 'Sombra' is a thrilling journey that seeks answers to these questions.

As you read this story, you will realize that fear is not in the dark, but in the corners of your mind. This night in that green hell of the Amazon may be fictional, but the truth behind it is this - some doors are never meant to be opened.

You've picked up this book, and you're ready to embark on this mysterious journey. But be careful... make sure there's no shadow behind you as you turn the pages!

Enjoy reading... and feel the thrill!

- Rishi Gaikwad

(Author)

​

Author's opinion

––––––––
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Hello dear readers,
No matter where you go in the world, nature has always amazed people. Sometimes it captivates with its beauty, and sometimes it terrifies with its ferocity. The Amazon jungle is a perfect example of this. We call it the 'lungs of the world', but behind this lush green forest, there are some secrets hidden that still challenge human intelligence.

My book 'Sombra' is a small attempt to explore this mystery and the unknown.

Since childhood, I have been fascinated by mystery stories and thrillers. What lies hidden in the darkness? What exactly is there in places where it is forbidden to go? These questions always haunted me. 'Sombra' was born out of this curiosity. This story is not just about ghosts or vampires, but it is a story about human greed and the laws of nature. Through this story, I have tried to present how nature takes revenge when we cross the boundaries of nature.

The protagonist of this novel, Sameer Deshpande, is an ordinary man like us. A believer in science. But when he encounters a power beyond science, his struggle becomes a spectacle to behold. While writing Sameer's journey, I myself often found myself lost in that imaginary jungle of the Amazon. You will surely feel that fear, that thrill, and that battle with darkness as you read.

While writing this book, I received a lot of help from my friends, family, and colleagues. I am especially grateful to all the authors whose stories inspired me to write.

Although 'Sombra' is a fictional novel, the message behind it is true—"No matter how much you love the light, you cannot deny the shadow."

I am sure that you will love to come on this thrilling journey through the Amazon. The joy and thrill you will get while reading this novel will be the true reward for my writing.

I look forward to your feedback and suggestions.

Yours sincerely,

Rishindra Gaikwad

Author.
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Chapter 1: The Gate to Green Hell
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The plane's wheels touched the runway at Manaus and a strange lump formed in my stomach. I didn't know at the time whether this lump was fear or excitement. Leaving the hustle and bustle of Pune's traffic and crowds, I had reached the other side of the world, in Brazil. The Amazon! Just the mention of its name makes me feel excited. Today, I was going to see the 'lungs of the world' that I had read about in my geography books as a child.
I am Sameer Deshpande. A civil engineer by profession. Our company, 'Infra Corp', was awarded a contract by the Brazilian government to build a small check dam on a tributary of the 'Rio Negro' river in the interior of the Amazon. Work was progressing rapidly, but when the chief engineer there fell ill with malaria, I was immediately sent there as a supervisor.

I stepped off the plane and a huge gust of hot, humid air hit me. It was as if I had entered a large steam engine. Manaus is a city located at the very edge of the Amazon jungle. From here, the roads end and the waterways begin.

A local representative of the company came to pick me up at the airport. He dropped me off at the port. There, waiting for me was—'Diego'.

Diego was my next travel companion and the man who would be there as a helper on site. A man in his fifties, with a wrinkled face, strange tattoos on his arms, and a permanent wariness in his eyes.

"Ola! Mr. Sameer?" he asked in broken English.

"Yes, I am Sameer."

"I'm Diego. The boat is from here. The forest is waiting." His sentences were simple, but his way of speaking was as if the forest were a living being and it was hungry.

We loaded our luggage onto a medium-sized motorboat and began our journey. The city of Manaus was left behind and we entered the main channel. I had seen many rivers, but this one was different. The water was not muddy or blue, but a dark black. Like stale tea or Coca-Cola. Diego said that the water was colored by the decaying leaves of trees.

As we moved forward, the riverbed became narrower. On both sides stood an impenetrable wall of trees. I had never seen such dense vegetation in my life. It seemed as if the sunlight was struggling to reach the ground. The branches of the trees bent over the water, as if they were reaching out to catch the passengers in the water.

The journey was very long. After about four hours of travel, we were completely cut off from human habitation. The mobile network had disappeared for a while. Only the 'thud-thud' sound of the boat's engine and the mysterious silence spread around. This silence was not soothing to the mind, but rather disturbing.

I tried to talk to Diego to break the tension.

"Diego, do you live here? You mean in this forest?"

Diego slowed the engine down a bit and looked back at me.

"Yes. My house is in the forest. But now we live in the city. The forest is no longer what it used to be."

"Why? What happened?" I asked curiously. I guessed it was hunting or deforestation.

But Diego's answer was different.

"People have gone too far into the forest. They've touched places that were forbidden. The old souls... they don't like this."

I laughed. I thought it was part of a local superstition. "Diego, I'm an engineer. We're there to shut off the electricity and water. What do spirits have to do with it?"

My laughter made Diego's face serious. He pulled the boat a little closer to the shore and pointed at a huge, dead tree.

"You outsiders... you only see what is true with your eyes. But in these thickets of trees lives the 'Sombra' (shadow). She is invisible during the day, but at night... she is king at night. Be careful, Mr. Sameer. In the Amazon, the danger is greater than the danger from animals, the danger is greater from things that have no name."

'Sombra'. The way he pronounced the name sent a slight shiver down my spine. But I let the subject drop.

The sun was setting. The sky was a riot of colors. Orange, purple, and black were blending together. Finally, we reached the site. There was a row of wooden cottages on the river bank. Some workers were seen moving around. In one place, our construction materials were lying.

Diego waved. I got down. The ground was damp and the air had a harsh smell of rotting leaves. I was shown to my room by the camp manager who lived there. It was a simple wooden room. The windows had nets to keep out mosquitoes and insects.

I freshened up and went to the common mess for lunch. I met some workers there. But I noticed that there was a kind of tension on everyone's face. No one was smiling freely. After finishing my meal, I returned to my room.

It must have been ten o'clock at night. But ten o'clock in the forest is like midnight. I was lying on the bed, but I couldn't sleep. The sounds coming from outside were terrifying. The croaking of nightingales, the occasional chirp of a bird, and the 'currrrr-currr' sound of tree branches rubbing against each other.

Suddenly, I felt like there was someone outside my window. I was an engineer, a believer in logic. I told my mind that it must be a guard or an animal. But my mind was not ready to believe it. Because the sound of breathing coming from outside the window... it was not human. It was a very heavy and wet sound.

I slowly got up and peeked out from the corner of the window curtain. It was pitch black outside. It was impossible to see anything except by the light
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