
The Whisper at Midnight

A True Account from the Villages of Uttar Pradesh

––––––––

© 2025 Zyraon. All Rights Reserved.

This account has been reconstructed from testimonies collected

in the villages of eastern Uttar Pradesh between 2019 and 2023.

Certain names and identifying details have been changed

to protect the privacy of those involved.

The events described are presented as told by the primary witness.

No part of this publication may be reproduced or transmitted

in any form without written permission from the publisher.

This work contains descriptions of paranormal events.

Reader discretion is advised.

First Edition — 2025

Published by Zyraon Digital

For further inquiries, visit:

zyraon.com


Table of Contents

Copyright Page

A Note Before You Begin

The Whisper at Midnight | As told by Raghavendra Mishra

Collector's Note

What the Village Remembers

The Second Night — What I Did Not Tell Before

After

The Letter in the Trunk

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

A Note Before You Begin

[image: ]


What you are about to read was given to me by a man named Raghavendra Mishra in the winter of 2021. He was fifty-three years old when we met, sitting across a small wooden table in a dhaba on the outskirts of Varanasi, warming his hands around a glass of chai he had barely touched. He had the eyes of a person who has not slept properly in years — not from exhaustion, but from something that lives behind exhaustion. Something that has taken up permanent residence.

I had been traveling through eastern Uttar Pradesh for three weeks, collecting accounts of unexplained events in rural communities for an independent research project. A local journalist had given me Raghavendra's name, saying only that he had a story and that he had never told it in full to anyone outside his immediate family.

Over the course of four evenings, Raghavendra spoke. I recorded everything with his permission. What follows is his account, told in his voice, reconstructed from those recordings and the handwritten notes he pressed into my hands on the final evening before I left.

I have changed the names of certain individuals at the family's request. The villages, the dates, and all events are presented exactly as described to me.

I will say only this: Raghavendra Mishra is not a man given to imagination or exaggeration. He spent twenty years as a government land surveyor. He is methodical, precise, and deeply uncomfortable talking about what happened to his family in the village of Bhairavapur in the winter of 2009.

He told me he shares the story not because he wants to, but because he believes that staying silent about certain things only gives them more power.

Read carefully. And perhaps — leave a light on.

✦ ✦ ✦
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My name is Raghavendra Mishra and I was born in Bhairavapur, a village in Ghazipur district of Uttar Pradesh, in 1968. I say this so you understand that I am not someone who grew up afraid of the dark, or who believed every story the old women told around the fire at night. My father was a practical man — a farmer who trusted the ground under his feet and nothing else. He taught me that superstition is the last shelter of weak minds. I believed him for most of my life.

I stopped believing him in December of 2009.

That winter, I had returned to Bhairavapur for the first time in nearly seven years. My work as a land surveyor kept me mostly in Lucknow and the surrounding districts, and I had built a life there with my wife Sunita and our two children — our son Abhishek, who was fourteen at the time, and our daughter Priya, who was nine. We had a flat in a decent colony, a government job with a pension, and a life that felt solid and real and entirely separate from the village I had grown up in.

The reason for our return was my mother. She had fallen ill in October — nothing dramatic at first, just the kind of tiredness that settles into old bones during the cold months. But by November, my uncle Shyambabu had called me twice in one week, which was unusual enough to worry me. He said she was not eating. He said she had started talking to people who were not there.

We arrived in Bhairavapur on the eighteenth of December, a Thursday. I remember the date precisely because my daughter Priya had been upset about missing her school's annual function, which was scheduled for that Friday. She sulked the entire journey from Lucknow, which takes about five hours by road. Abhishek sat beside her reading a cricket magazine and pretending not to notice her mood. Sunita sat in the front and navigated with the calm authority she brought to everything.

The village looked the same as it always had, which is to say that it looked like time had gone around it rather than through it. The same pakka road that turned to kachcha about two kilometres before the village boundary. The same neem tree at the entry point with its trunk painted white halfway up. The same cluster of tea stalls and small shops near the chauraha. Children playing in the dust. A few men sitting on charpais outside a hardware shop, talking about nothing with great seriousness.

Our family home was in the older part of the village, set back from the main lane behind a low boundary wall that my grandfather had built. It was a large house by village standards — two storeys, with a courtyard in the centre, several rooms arranged around it, and a separate kitchen block at the back. My father had been the eldest son of a family that had once been prosperous, landowners who had managed to hold onto a portion of what they had through the decades. The house showed it — thick walls, carved wooden doors, a verandah with sandstone pillars that had turned the colour of old bone.

My mother, Kamlavati Mishra, was sitting in the verandah when we arrived. She looked smaller than I remembered. She had always been a substantial woman — not large, but present, the kind of person whose absence from a room you feel immediately. Now she sat wrapped in a thick shawl, her shoulders drawn inward, her eyes moving slowly from us to something slightly beyond us, as though she was watching two sets of people arrive simultaneously.

She recognized us, which was a relief. She held Priya's face in both hands and said her name twice, softly. She patted Abhishek's shoulder. She looked at me for a long moment before speaking.

'Good that you came,' she said. 'The house has been too full lately.'

I thought she meant the extended family that had gathered around her illness. My uncle Shyambabu and his wife Leelawati were staying in the house. Two of my cousins had come from Banaras for a few days. I smiled and said yes, it was a full house.

She shook her head slowly. 'Not them,' she said. She did not say who she meant.

✦ ✦ ✦

The first three days passed quietly. My mother's condition was better than I had feared from Shyambabu's calls — she was weak and had lost weight, but she was coherent most of the time, eating a little, taking her medication. The doctor from the nearby town had diagnosed her with anaemia complicated by a chest infection and had prescribed accordingly. There was no obvious reason for alarm beyond the normal worry of a son watching his mother grow old.

The house settled into its rhythms. Leelawati cooked enormous quantities of food and pressed it on everyone. Shyambabu sat with me in the evenings and talked about land matters, the changing water table, which families had sold their fields and to whom. My cousins, Dinesh and Pramod, played cards in the afternoon and argued about films at night. Abhishek discovered a rusted bicycle in the outhouse and spent his days trying to repair it. Priya attached herself to a girl from the neighbouring house and they spent hours drawing in the dust of the courtyard.

On the evening of the fourth day, the twenty-first of December, Priya came inside from the courtyard and stood in the kitchen doorway watching Sunita and Leelawati cook. She was quiet in a way that was unlike her. When Sunita asked what was wrong, she said nothing was wrong. When Sunita asked a second time, Priya said:

'Mummy, who is the aunty who sits in the room upstairs?'

The upstairs of the house had not been used regularly for years. My parents had moved down to the ground floor as they aged, and the upper rooms had become storage — old furniture, brass vessels, trunks of clothing, the accumulated objects of several generations. The stairs creaked badly. There was no reason for any adult to be up there, and the children had been told not to go up because the floor near the window was uneven.

Sunita told her there was no aunty upstairs. Priya looked at her with the patient certainty of a nine-year-old who knows what she saw and said, 'Yes there is. She was sitting near the window in the big room. She was wearing a white saree and she was looking outside.'

Sunita looked at Leelawati. Leelawati looked at the stove.

'Maybe it was the light,' Sunita said.

Priya considered this seriously, the way children consider explanations they have already decided are wrong. 'No,' she said. 'She turned and looked at me.' She paused. 'She didn't have a nice face.'

Sunita told me about this after dinner, quietly, in our room. I went upstairs with a torch and checked all three rooms. Old furniture. Brass vessels under dusty cloth. Trunks. A window that looked out over the back of the property, toward the fields. Nothing else. I came down and told her Priya had an active imagination, which was true, and that old houses make children see things, which I believed at the time.

That night I lay awake for an hour listening to the house. Village houses have a different silence than city houses — denser, more layered, interrupted by things you cannot identify. Owls. The settling of old wood. Wind moving through gaps in walls that have developed their own personalities over decades. I told myself I was listening to all of these things. Eventually I slept.

I woke at a few minutes past midnight to the sound of someone walking on the floor above me.

✦ ✦ ✦

Slow, deliberate footsteps. Moving from one end of the room above to the other. Back and forth. Not hurried. Not random. The footsteps of someone who knows where they are going and is in no rush to get there.

I lay still for a moment, telling myself it was Dinesh or Pramod, who sometimes walked in their sleep, or possibly an animal that had found its way into the upper floor. Then I got up, pulled on my sweater, and went into the corridor.

Shyambabu's room was across the corridor. His door was open slightly and I could hear his breathing, heavy and regular. Dinesh and Pramod were sharing the room at the end of the corridor — both doors closed, no light underneath. Everyone was accounted for.

The footsteps continued above me.

I stood at the bottom of the stairs. The torchlight made yellow circles on the cracked plaster walls. I am not a man who frightens easily, and I want to be honest about what I felt standing there: it was not fear, exactly. It was a kind of wrongness. The feeling that something in the arrangement of the house had shifted slightly out
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