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[bookmark: _Toc218005527]Dedication

This book is dedicated to my father, the first person who believed in me before the world did.
He gave me my very first horror story. I narrated it to millions through 2minhorrorstories. Then he gave me another… and another. He never once asked, “Why horror?”
Instead, he told me that many great leaders and writers begin their journeys by facing fear—by writing it, understanding it, and surviving it.
He guided me quietly, patiently, step by step, all the way to the birth of my first book in this series, “Bhoota Gappa”. He waited for its launch with childlike excitement, eager to read the stories his daughter had written.
But fate had other plans.
He left us before he could hold the book in his hands.
What remained with me were these stories, Bhoota Gappa, each one carrying his voice, his faith, his presence. Every time I write, narrate, or read them, I feel him sitting beside me, urging me to push harder, to not give up, to keep walking into the dark without fear.
I believe that wherever he is now, he knows.
He knows that his daughter never gave up on being scared
and instead chose to face fear head-on.
Today, I have written three out of the seven books in this series.
And every single word carries him within it.
Miss you, Paa… 




[bookmark: _Toc218005528]From The Author’s Desk

I was born in Rourkela, Odisha, a town where most of the houses had at least one family member, visiting the “Rourkela Steel Plant”, In my family, storytelling was never an accident; it was an inheritance.
My great-grandfather, Chandrasekhar Misra, a short-story writer honored with the Sahitya Ratnakar Upadhi, believed that stories were vessels of truth. My grandfather, a social reformer and former President of the Servants of India Society, believed narratives could reshape society. My father lived his entire life as a writer, proving—without instruction—that memory survives only when someone chooses to speak.
Bhoota Gappa: Special Edition rises from that lineage.
There was a ranch filled with hope and afternoons filled with solitude. From the terrace, the long stretch of farmlands at dusk often felt alive, as if invisible eyes were looking back at me. These lands carried stories in their soil: of people bound to marshlands and farms, working relentlessly, day and night, to earn a living and put food on the table. Every path, every tree, every quiet evening held something waiting to be told.
That is where this journey truly began.
When I started Bhoota Gappa, I did not anticipate how quickly it would pull me closer to my roots. Almost instantly, I found myself reconnecting with family members I had not spoken to in years. People deeply connected to Odisha began reaching out: messages, phone calls, chance conversations, each carrying a story from their childhood. Some were whispered memories. Some were warnings. Some were things they had never said out loud before.
Some people still believe in superstitions that refuse to disappear from 53,000 villages of Odisha. From witchcraft to ill-treating widows that make the news to animal slaughter that’s said to be necessary by calm nature’s evil. These beliefs persist not because they are proven, but because they are remembered.
Odisha is home to 62 living tribal communities, Adivasis, whose histories were never written yet never forgotten. Their folklore is oral, animistic, and fiercely alive. These stories are not decorative myths. They are unwritten historical records—encoded in song, dance, ritual, dialect, and fear. They speak of creation, forest gods, heroic ancestors, shapeshifters, curses, and divine retribution. Nowhere is this inheritance more visceral than in Koraput, Kandhamal, Malkangiri, and Nabarangpur, where nature itself is both witness and storyteller.
Among the Khonds (Kandha), there is a belief in a worldview where the borders between humans and animals blur. The Saora, Paraja, Juang, Gond, Munda, Santal, Oraon, and Bond communities possess distinct cosmologies shaped by their experiences of survival, displacement, and sacred geography.
This Special Edition gathers folktales that have lived for centuries without ink:
The Origin of Brooms (Sura Tribe): A tale where God Katunga, enraged after his tail was stepped on in a crowded market, discards it—causing others to lose theirs. These fallen tails transform into palm trees and grass, giving rise to the first brooms.
The Seven Suns (Munda Tribe): A legend where seven blazing suns scorch the earth until Munda brothers shoot down six, restoring balance and proving humanity’s duty to protect nature.
Sita Kunda & Bond Customs (Bond Tribe): A myth tied to the Ramayana explaining why Bond women traditionally shave their heads and leave their upper bodies uncovered—born from a curse after laughing at Sita bathing.
Shashisena (Paraja People): A forest-rooted fairy tale of a princess who prays to a jungle goddess for a worthy husband, revealing faith, fate, and divine intervention.
The Tara Tarini Epic (Kondh Tribe): An oral epic recited during festivals, carried through the Kui language, invoking Dharani-Penu, the earth deity, who protects the community and preserves its bond with nature.
There are already three parts in the Bhoota Gappa series. But this book needed to exist differently.
I wanted Bhoota Gappa: Special Edition to become a vessel for stories that may never be told again. Because grandparents no longer speak to children the way they once did. Because oral histories fade when silence replaces evenings of storytelling.
These are not bedtime stories.
These are memories.
These are real life encounters.
These are warnings.
These are identity.
Bhoota Gappa: Special Edition does not attempt to tame folklore.
It listens.
It documents without domesticating.
It resurrects voices meant to be heard in the dark.
Because some histories were never written, they survived.

“You always need to know where you come from,
to know what you were born to do.”

— Pratiksha Misra
Top of Form
Bottom of Form

[bookmark: _Toc218005529]Foreword

I am often asked a simple question:
Do you believe in ghosts?
My answer is never simple.
Where there is life, there is death.
And where there is death, there are bonds that do not dissolve overnight. People do not simply forget someone they loved, not in a single moment, not even in a lifetime. Memory lingers. Presence lingers.
I was raised among science and numbers. In my family, logic was revered. My grandfather—an active member of the Servants of India Society—believed deeply in rational thought, reform, and discipline. He dismissed superstition as fear dressed in stories. Yet even the ground he walked on carried a history older than reason.
The land around the Servants of India Society was once something else entirely—before urban dwellers arrived, before reformist ideals replaced feudal rule. My grandmother used to speak of a ruthless zamindar, and of British forces who arrived alongside him, leaving behind blood, silence, and unmarked deaths. Innocent lives were taken, buried into the soil, into ponds, into memory.
That land never forgot.
My grandmother spoke of things she saw—her husband’s first wife appearing after death, watching over her son.
A headless man transforming into an owl at dusk.
A woman brutally killed and buried in the marsh filled pond right in the backyard of the premises.
My father encountered things he could not explain either—despite being a science and mathematics scholar himself. And my grandfather, the staunch rationalist, the man who never believed these stories—towards the end of his life, even he seemed to change. As if something from that land had followed him. As if disbelief alone was not enough to keep the past away.
These stories were too consistent, too deeply rooted, to be dismissed casually.
So, when people ask me if I believe in ghosts, I answer this: I believe in impressions.
From a scientific lens, think of particles and dimensions. When a piece of furniture stays in one place for years and is suddenly moved, you still see it there. The space remembers. The mind remembers. There is a viscerality to absence. People do not disappear instantly after death; their particles, their routines, their energies leave behind traces—especially in places where they sat, walked, waited, loved.
Many people across cultures report seeing their loved ones on their favorite chair, in familiar corridors, near windows they once stood by. Science tells us this does not add up. And yet, experience insists otherwise.
I know this contradiction well.
I am a student of science and math. I understand probability, perception, and psychological bias. And yet, after losing my father last year, I find myself wishing—desperately—that I could meet him again. Even for the smallest fraction of a second. Even if it were only between worlds.
Which brings us to another question.
What if ghosts are not remnants of the dead but echoes from a parallel layer of reality?
Some scientists and theorists propose that our universe may coexist with multiple dimensions, much like space exists far beyond what our eyes can see. If that is true, then what we call “ghosts” might be moments where these dimensions briefly overlap, where sound, sensation, or presence slips through. Not hauntings, but intersections.
Psychology tells us the brain fills gaps. Physics tells us space is not empty. History tells us land remembers. And folklore tells us humans have always known this long before science tried to explain it.
So read these stories not to prove belief or disbelief.
Read them as an act of fearlessness.
To stay psychologically connected to people who loved stories enough to pass them on.
I share these not to convince you but to offer you another story.
And sometimes, that is enough.
The stories in this book have been narrated and shared by readers, relatives, friends, and family members, and some may also be inspired by similar accounts found across public forums and oral storytelling traditions. No claim is made that every story is entirely unique. This book is presented as a curated collection of shared experiences and narratives, brought together for readers to enjoy as an immersive and binge-worthy read.





— Pratiksha Misra
1. [bookmark: _Toc218005530]
Story: In The Middle

     We left the wedding at Gatiroutpatna, Cuttack, wrapped in laughter, leftover sweets, and the dull exhaustion that follows long evenings of celebration. It was late. Two families. Two scooters. One road that had been crossed countless times before.
The highway thinned as we moved away from the lights. Headlamps carved narrow tunnels into the dark, and there it was the old banyan tree, standing impossibly in the middle of the road divider, its roots thick and exposed like veins refusing to be buried.
As we drew closer, the air changed. Something unusual happened that we all remember.
as we all heard it.
Clink.
Crack.
Shatter.
The sound of glass breaking, raining between the two scooters.
What was that? Did we drive over glass bottles, or did someone throw glass pieces from the tree?
From the other scooter, my brother shouted, panic sharp in his voice. He heard it too. Loud. Close. Persistent. Glass falling on the road, scattering under the tires. We slowed instinctively, weaving slightly, terrified that one wrong move would burst a tire and throw us into the dark.
But when we passed the tree, the sound stopped.
Just like that.
A few meters ahead, we pulled over near a dimly lit roadside shop to check everything was fine. Our hearts were shaking as we inspected the road, the tires, the ground beneath our feet.
There was nothing.
No shards.
No cracks.
No trace of glass.
The shopkeeper watched us quietly, his face unreadable. When we told him what we heard, he did not look surprised. He only sighed, as if we had confirmed something he already knew.
“That tree,” he said, nodding toward the darkness behind us, “has someone in it.”
Years ago, he told us, a woman had been killed there brutally when a speeding truck lost control and crushed her beside the banyan tree. She died without help. Without witnesses. Her spirit is still somewhere around, as a trapped soul hit by misfortune.
Since then, travelers hear things.
Glass shattering where none existed.
Fog rolling in without warning.
Sudden cold, blinding panic, distorted distance.
People have swerved, collided, and sometimes crashed, always near the tree.
“She doesn’t touch anyone,” the shopkeeper said softly.
“She only distracts.”
We did not look back when we left.

*narrated by my maternal aunt (Sana Maee), this incident happened to her while returning from a wedding.
2. [bookmark: _Toc218005531]Belief: The “Ulja Pani” Belief of Kandhamal District (Odisha)

Village Region: Kandhamal (Phulbani belt and surrounding villages)
In several villages of Kandhamal, a strong belief in “Ulja Pani” (reversed water) exists, a superstition that certain forest streams or ponds change their nature after sunset.
Locals believe that:
· After dusk, some water bodies become inhabited by spirits or Penu (forest entities)
· Drinking or touching the water at night can cause sudden illness, mental disturbance, or possession.
· If someone hears their name being called near the water after dark, they must never respond, as it is believed to be a spirit mimicking a familiar voice.
Even today:
· Villagers avoid fetching water after sunset from specific spots
· Children are warned never to play near these ponds at night
· Ritual offerings are made during festivals to “cool” the water spirits
Elders say the belief began after multiple unexplained drownings and mental breakdowns in the area decades ago, which were never medically explained but firmly etched into collective memory.
“Pani ulta hei jae ratire.”
(At night, the water turns against you.)
This belief persists not solely because of fear, but also because no one wants to be the one who proves it wrong.

3. [bookmark: _Toc218005532]Story: The Dancing Bananas

     I was returning home one evening on my bicycle, a whole bunch of bananas tied carefully to the back seat. It was a highway stretch in Bhubaneswar, usually busy during the day, but that evening it felt strangely empty. The streetlights were far apart, and between them the road dipped into darkness.
Somewhere midway, I heard a dull thud behind me.
I stopped and turned around. The banana bunch had fallen on the road. I was surprised but not alarmed. I told myself I must not have tied it properly. I picked it up, tightened the rope, and started cycling again.
Within a few minutes, it fell again.
This time, my heart skipped. The knot was tight. The road was smooth. There was no reason for it to come loose. As I lifted the bunch for the second time, I felt an odd hesitation, as if I was interrupting something.
I rode again. And again, it fell.
That was when the cycle felt different. Heavier. Slightly pulled back. Not enough to stop me, but enough to make me notice. It felt like someone was tugging at the load, not randomly but deliberately.
Without really thinking, I spoke.
“Take what you want,” I said softly, my breath uneven.
“Just don’t make the whole bunch fall again.”
I don’t know why I said that. I didn’t wait for an answer either. I started cycling faster, my legs aching, my chest tight, repeating the same request under my breath like a negotiation I didn’t know the rules of.
The road felt longer than usual. The air grew thick. My back ached from tension, and my arms trembled as I held the handle tighter.
Then, suddenly, a push was felt.
Firm. Clear. Right between my shoulder blades.
Not violent. Not angry. Almost… grateful.
The weight on the back felt lighter.
I didn’t stop. I didn’t look immediately. I just kept cycling, faster than I ever had, until instinct forced me to glance back.
In the darkness, just near the edge of the road, I saw it.
There was something like a shadow with the banana.
No body.
No legs.
A few bananas lay scattered on the road beneath it, rolling slowly before coming to rest.
I didn’t scream.
I didn’t stop.
I pedaled until my lungs burned and the lights of my home finally came into view.
That night, I prayed to my Gods longer than usual.
And I never tied bananas to my bicycle nor took that route ever again.


*narrated by my maternal aunt(Sana Maee), this incident happened to her own dad.



4. [bookmark: _Toc218005533]Belief: The Tulasi That Must Not Be Touched

Village: Kantilo, Nayagarh district (Odisha)
In the village of Kantilo, elders warn children never to touch the Tulasi plant (holy basil) after sunset, especially on Thursdays.
It is believed that once the evening aarti ends, the Tulasi becomes a resting place for unseen beings. Any disturbance, plucking a leaf, watering the plant, or even circling it playfully, invites misfortune. Villagers say the plant does not punish directly. Instead, it follows you home.
There are stories of people who ignored the warning. Lamps flickering without wind. Sudden fevers that medicine couldn’t explain. Footsteps were heard near the courtyard at night, stopping right outside the door. In some cases, cows refused to enter the house, standing stiff and staring at the Tulasi from a distance.
One elderly woman claimed she saw shadows moving between the leaves, even when the plant stood perfectly still.
Whether faith or fear, the rule remains unbroken in Kantilo: Tulasi belongs to the gods by day and to the unknown by night.





5. [bookmark: _Toc218005534]Story: Knock, Knock, Who’s There?

     I worked as a male nurse at IGH Hospital. The path leading to the morgue is an eerie stretch at night, located at the back of the hospital. One can usually hear birds and stray dogs wandering around the place after dark. Silence there never feels empty; it feels watchful.
I was on duty one night and had to take a dead body to the morgue. I asked for a morgue staff member for help, but due to the festivities, no one was available. The heavy lifting had to be done by me alone. I was told that a morgue security guard would be nearby if I needed help.
I took the stretcher and began my journey through the lonely hallway. A little more than halfway through, I felt as if someone was following me. I brushed it off, telling myself it was just fear playing tricks on my mind. This was part of the job, after all.
I remained fearless—
until I saw a pair of eyes staring at me from the darkness as I pushed the stretcher along the rough road leading to the morgue.
My only thought was to make sure the body didn’t topple over.
I asked, “Who is there?”
There was no response.
At that moment, I was sure it had to be an animal. But the eyes began moving closer. Just then, I spotted the security guard standing outside, talking to another staff member. Relief washed over me. The fear loosened its grip.
“What are you doing at this hour?” the guard asked.
He allowed me inside and said he was stepping out briefly for tea and some snacks. Before leaving, he handed me the keys and asked me to lock the door when I finished.
I placed the body inside the freezer.
Suddenly, I heard a knocking sound coming from another freezer.
I froze.
The knocking continued, steady, clear, unmistakable.
My hands trembled. Panic set in. Without thinking, I shut the door and ran back through the darkness. Only later did I check my phone and realize it was Friday the 13th.
The next day, I was told something that was supposed to calm me.
After death, bodies often undergo a process of expansion and contraction. Sometimes, fingers hit the freezer doors, creating a knocking sound. At times, trapped air escapes, producing groans that sound frighteningly human.
They said it was normal.
But that night, standing alone in the dark, it didn’t feel normal at all.



*narrated by a reader, who chose to be anonymous





6. [bookmark: _Toc218005535]Belief: The Whistling Rule After Sunset

Village: Nuapada, Kandhamal district (Odisha)
In Nuapada, no one whistles after sunset, especially near forest edges or open fields.
Elders believe that whistling at night invites spirits that wander between villages after dusk. The sound is said to act like a call, confusing wandering entities into thinking a human is summoning them. Once drawn, they don’t appear immediately; they follow silently, causing prolonged illness, sudden fear, or recurring nightmares.
Villagers tell stories of people who ignored the warning. Some returned home with unexplained scratches. Others reported hearing their own whistle echoing back from the darkness, slightly delayed and slightly distorted. Dogs would refuse to follow them, standing frozen and growling in empty spaces.
Even today, parents stop children mid-whistle as evening falls. Travelers passing through Nuapada notice an unusual quiet after sunset—no humming, no whistling, no playful calls.
Because in Nuapada, silence at night is not fear.
It is protection.


7. [bookmark: _Toc218005536]Story: It Wasn’t a Cat

     In Odisha, there was a ranch I have known since childhood, the one at my Ajja’s (maternal grandfather) place in Kandarpur, Cuttack. He tended his cows there, keeping them in a stable built with thick, sturdy mud pillars. The stable had two rooms. One was used as a smoke room, almost like his office, with a chair and a table. He mostly smoked there. The other room was where the cows were tied, the floor layered with cow dung and straw.
That room had a wide door, designed so the cows could be taken out easily toward the garden during early mornings. Attached to the smoking room was a small window that opened onto a wall bordering the neighbor’s house, with a couple of coconut trees standing nearby.
Even in broad daylight, that window carried uneasiness.
If you sat on the chair, or hid under the huge old bed with many compartments beneath it, you always felt as though someone was watching you either from outside the window or from somewhere inside the silence. That bed was my favorite hiding place. We spent most of our summer vacations at that ranch, and to escape the scorching heat, I often hid in that room. The stillness, broken only by an occasional moo from the cows, always made my skin crawl.
One afternoon, when none of my cousins were around, I went there alone to play. Suddenly, I heard a matchbox fall, as if someone had been inside the room moments ago. I assumed it was my Ajja and continued playing. But something fell off. The cows were restless, shifting and stamping, as if sensing a storm approaching.
I moved closer to the window.
A shadow passed.
You never really know what lies beyond unless you step closer to the unknown. As I leaned in, I suddenly heard footsteps walking toward the back of the house, a place I never knew even existed.
Fear hit me instantly.
I ran back to the main house. Only then did I learn that my Ajja wasn’t home at all that day. He had gone to visit his sister and was expected to return only by evening.
That night, a storm arrived.
Rain poured relentlessly. And sometime between 2 and 3 a.m., someone began knocking at the window. The sound was steady. Intentional. Loud enough to wake everyone in the room.
Terrified, I asked my granny about the knocking. Everyone could hear it now. She sat up and shouted toward the window in a voice that was both threatening, angry, and commanding, yet fearless.
The knocking stopped.
No one explained what it was. No one spoke about it the next morning. And no one ever gave me an answer.
But even today, I know one thing for certain, that it wasn’t a cat.




*Happened with the author back in her childhood days when she visited her grandparents in Kandarpur.


8. [bookmark: _Toc218005537]Belief: Do Not Call a Name Near the River at Night

Village: Satkosia region villages, Angul district (Odisha)
In villages around Satkosia, elders strictly warn people never to call someone’s name aloud near the river after sunset.
It is believed that rivers at night do not remain empty. Calling a name is said to confuse wandering entities that linger near water, causing them to answer back in the same voice. If a person responds to that call even unknowingly, the spirit is believed to follow them home, bringing prolonged illness, unexplained fear, or recurring dreams of drowning.
Villagers share incidents where they heard their own voice echoing from the riverbank, slightly delayed and altered. Some returned home disoriented. Others fell sick within days, with no medical explanation. Fishermen still avoid speaking names aloud and instead use gestures or whistles reserved only for daytime.
Even today, after dusk, the riverbanks of Satkosia fall unnaturally silent not out of fear, but out of respect.
Because in these villages, water remembers voices.


9. [bookmark: _Toc218005538]Story: Hado Bahi – There’s Someone Inside the Closet

     Once, I visited my great-grandmother’s friend who lived in Pidhapatna, Odisha. She had recently moved into her sister’s house after the death of her brother-in-law. The house stood on the outskirts of the rural belt near Puri, isolated and quiet, as though the village itself stopped short of it.
I stayed there for a couple of days for a family function. The house was old, its stairs twisted into one another, climbing higher than they needed to. Several rooms remained locked for reasons no one explained, especially the ones on the uppermost floor. The doors creaked painfully when opened or closed, and the entire place felt gloomy. There were hardly any children around, so I spent most of my time outdoors, helping the gardeners or playing with the two dogs, Max and Chuck.
For some reason, the dogs never accompanied me upstairs. That only fueled my curiosity. I wondered what lay hidden in those closed rooms, perhaps vintage books, forgotten belongings, or treasures no one had touched in years.
One afternoon, while everyone was watching a movie in the living room, I suddenly heard knocking from upstairs.
No one reacted.
Confused, I called Max and tried to lure him upstairs. He followed me until I opened the door to one of the closed rooms. The moment I did, Max ran away.
I stepped inside.
The room was thick with dust. The air felt heavy, and I had the clear sensation that someone was watching me. Near a rocking chair lay a dusty soft toy. The chair was moving slowly, as if someone was sitting on it.
In the corner stood a massive almirah, so large it felt like another room within the room. I tried opening it, but it wouldn’t budge. In the mirror fixed to the almirah, I saw my reflection but as I stepped back, my face began to change, as if it no longer belonged to me.
I turned around.
A hand framework, thin and skeletal, with long nails, grabbed me and tried to pull me inside. I screamed and held onto the leg of a heavy desk nearby. I could hear loud grunts. I was sweating, crying, my hands were bleeding from the pressure.
Suddenly, Max burst into the room. He attacked whatever held me and pounced toward the closet.
I broke free and ran downstairs, screaming for everyone.
When we returned, Max was gone.
The room looked normal. The closet was filled only with clothes and a pile of old books. Nothing else.
I fell seriously ill after that incident and had to be hospitalized for severe diarrhea. I remained scared for over a year and deeply saddened by Max’s disappearance. They all told others in that area about Max, that he had run away, as he suffered from a severe disease, but I know he wasn’t a runner.
I never went back to that house.
Later, people told me what I had encountered was called Hado Bahi, a spirit believed to reside in old closets. They say it can be both good and evil. If it loves the family, it silently protects them. If it doesn’t, it attacks.
I don’t know which side of it I met.
But I know Max chose to face it for me.
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