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Dedication
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This book is for those who believe that there are strange things out in the world – some we can see and others we cannot.

To my Dad, Mom, Jacky, Ladoo, The Rose and my teachers. Your best wishes and blessings are always with me.
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Introduction
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Believing in the strange stuff is not quite easy, but when you see you will believe. I have over the years had many strange experiences – paranormal in fact. Here I narrate them to you.

These experiences are real – these are not stories created out of thin air. I have experienced each one of them. For the first time while writing them down, I realize that I must be an individual with some unique gift for I have felt these strange experiences and most of them in broad daylight. Unbelievable – for almost all ghost movies, stories are written with dark backgrounds, dead of the night etc. etc. nothing for the broad daylight. But if they are in the dark, they must exist in the daylight too.
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1.

The White Mercedes in Mumbai

While working at a children’s magazine, I would reach Churchgate station at 7.30am and walk 15 minutes to my office from there. It was close to the All India Radio office. It’s hard to understand that something strange can happen in broad daylight. 

It’s a walk that was hectic as I would almost fast walk right up to the office and then sit and catch my breath. I would pass Eros theatre, walk by the Indian Oil office, the green and beautiful traffic circle that seemed to bring immense joy to my heart. It was designed like a jungle, but within the city to give it that green space that you see so little of. 

The circle has a ring road around it and three roads that converged there, as I walked close to the circle out of the corner of my eye I saw a car zooming – a white impala car - right towards me at high speed. I just reacted – what the hell is the matter with this guy – so early in the morning he is speeding for what and where does he want to go? 

I stopped mid-road panicking how to avoid him and looked at him – this guy was young around late twenties, wearing a white shirt, with a polka dotted scarf around his neck and huge black glasses with a white frame and he had a huge smile plastered on his face. Kind of like something right out of the 1970s era, where the hell was he coming from? The question seemed to jump at me. 

And I also had a questioning look on my face but the other people around me who were crossing the road at that moment seemed to be walking completely calm, ignoring the driver and the car as if they never existed. Were these guys crazy – how can you not see this car speeding at 100 kmph in a quiet zone when there was no traffic? I kept thinking why don’t these people look up and see the driver – such a huge car you just cannot miss noticing.

But in fact they were all looking at me in fact with a quizzical expression – why the hell was I standing in the middle of the road when there was no traffic?  But I turned to look at the car driver he seemed so close and within touching distance, I moved my head to look to the other side and then ina split second he was gone – vanished - just disappeared off the grid – as if he never existed. 

Stunted I felt rooted to the spot, my mouth agape, I could not move for 30 seconds and then I literally  mentally pushed myself and started walking again as if in a dream. What the heck had just happened? I searched the net for many records, checked newspapers, inquired about incidents and accidents if ever something had happened there. But there was nothing – I could not find any news of any accident or incident that had taken place at that circle.

The car, the man and the incident is still a huge mystery that I have never solved. And there have been many incidents where I have attracted such unusual happenings around me. Do I felt have an affinity of attracting such things – they seemed to just want to reach out and say that they exist?  

At that moment, I was not scared, but intrigued – wanting to know what was happening and what had happened to them.   
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2.

Camp Site at Hampi 

Hampi, which has been the site of excavations by the ASI for many years now. A civilization that peaked and was destroyed by invaders. We went on the archaeological dig to Hampi from our college and faculty teachers of History department. 

As one of our Faculty members was doing her PhD on Hampi and her thesis were printed thereafter – she had helped to get the college students to visit the dig site to get a real experience of what an archaeologist does. We kept diaries, took photographs, marked the discoveries- area, pit, object, size etc. made illustrations, made notes, wrote a small thesis of about 35 pages on the entire experience of being an amateur archaeologist. 

We reached late in the evening, the sun had set, and we chose are tents where each group would stay together. The tents were close to the dig site and the ASI office. We cleaned up, changed and got ready for dinner – the kitchen was in a small hut and the fare was warm vegetarian meal that was really yummy. 

After dinner we all sat about in the open space talking, discussing what we would be doing the next day – each was assigned the group they would be working with and we would write down a report at the end of the day.

From there the discussion moved to the quiet environment, clean air and the stillness around. The starry night sky was all lit up. The stars could be seen clearly and every blink they emitted a different light – red, blue, yellow... Too far and yet so near, or teacher Ms. Giselle being a Girl scout pointed out the various stars, star formations, clusters and I remember the names even today.

After sometime a few of the girls went to sleep, the others sat close to the fire and me and my friend Radha walked along the perimeter. It was a full moon night and the monuments seemed to have a glow around them giving a feel of being ethereal. 

It was now close to midnight and as we walked by the perimeter wall, I saw that there was a huge 50 feet tall one massive banyan tree across the road from us and on its stump the post office had hung a small post box for people to drop in their letters. In those days there was no mobile jut landline connection and we would find post boxes at every nook and corner. 

I had seen the post box at 5.30pm when we had arrived. As I had got along post cards to send home, one of which I would be posting the next day. But for some reason I felt that the box could not be seen at that moment it was 20 past midnight. Me and my friend walked past and felt maybe there was a white curtain of some sort in front of the box. That was weird, why put a cloth over the box – there was nothing to hide. It made me even more curious – we circled back and passed by again and on some pretext I made my friend stand in such a way that I could watch the tree for a long time. 

It was at the very moment I knew there was someone standing in front of the tree. I slowly slid my eyes across the trunk of the tree carefully checking every inch of the way up. Yes – someone was there – wearing a white shiny flowing robe. My eyes traveled upwards into the banyan tree canopy. But where was its head. 

I caught my friends hand and walked a few meters away. And then slowly stood in front of the perimeter exact spot across the tree. Yes I confirmed it there was a huge person standing in front, wearing white flowing robes. But I wanted to see his face – what did he look like – I literally moved my eyes inch by inch to towards the canopy and then I saw the arms. One was hanging by his side and his right arm was folded as if holding something – there it was – the head was placed on his arm – holding it. The face glowed, white / gold long hair flowed down from his head. The smile felt as if he knew I was watching him, and the eyes twinkled with the knowledge. My heart was thumping so loudly I could not hear what my friend was saying. She pulled my arm and was dragging me back to the tent – she seemed to be saying we have to sleep now or we will get up late tomorrow. 

I kept turning back looking at the massive, tall figure standing in front of the Banyan tree – who was he – where did he come from  - was it a ghost – a being from another world ??? The questions were left unanswered. I enquired around but no one had an answer but ‘he’ was just there – marking his territory in fact – we were the encroachers but realizing we did not mean to disturb him. He was not seen again for the entire week we stayed there.

Note: Hampi was the capital of Vijayanagar Empire. It is UNESCO World heritage site. The city was also known as Kishkinda Nagari during the age of Ramayana. It is located on the banks of Tungabhadra River in the state of Karnataka. 

3.

Fatehpur Sikri 

The memory of visiting Fatehpur Sikri opens a floodgate. An unusual feeling and experience that has stayed with me over the many years. Dad would take us traveling every winter holiday – visiting relatives and going sightseeing wherever we were visiting.

That winter we were visiting Delhi and being a history buff I wanted to visit Fatehpur Sikri. The fort built by Akbar with the Buland Darwaza that commemorates his victory over Gujarat. Build in Red sandstone with just one marble building close to the Drawaza which commemorates the Sufi Saint Salim Chisti. 

A UNESCO World Heritage site – it is a complete city within the fort. Having the Buland Darwaza as the main gate, the mausoleum of the sufi saint, Panch Mahal  - five-storied palace, Diwan-i-khas built for Akbar and his navratanas – he sat in the centre –(central pillar) while the navratanas sat all around him. A unique building in its own right. The Diwan-i-aam where anyone who required justice would ring a bell call the emperor and would get justice. 

While there is the Anup Talao – where mid centre Tansen sat to sing, there is meena bazaar behind the main palace grounds where the women form the harem held a bazaar showcasing their talent to the emperor, selling wares and unique items. This place is said to be haunted where one can hear the women calling, selling their wares and a lot of unexplained noise once dusk falls.

It was abandoned midway due to lack of water but is great example and blend of Indo-Islamic architecture. 

That’s a little bit about the fort but as we were sightseeing we had chosen to see Agra first – Taj Mahal, Akbar’s Tomb and then we reached Fatepur Sikri very late in the evening around 6.30pm. During winter’s 6.30 feels like 9pm, it’s dark, quiet and few people around due to the cold. The sight had been shut for the day. The guard told us to come the next day but we pleaded with him saying that the next day evening we would be leaving Delhi for Mumbai and this chance we would not get again.

The guard was a kind man and agreed to let us sight see. He gladly took us first to the Diwan-i-aam. It was here that Akbar held the court with general public
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