I believe that stories take birth when the writer explores his or her feelings, hidden deep inside them . It could be related to incidents in their lives or someone else’s lives. Just like a spark  when some of those incidents prompts him or her to channelize a collection of thoughts ..reflecting those hidden feelings, a story is born. 

I just tried to deviate from the usual norms of story telling… by exploring those hidden feelings… by putting my feet on another world….perhaps a world not existing 

When I looked down from above
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Hi… How are you? My name is Mayoor. I am desperately waiting for someone to hear my story. I have this feeling of expelling all that I want to tell, out of my mind. Would you mid if I request you to spend some time for me…just to hear me. You may think I am crazy to ask you to listen to a stranger’s story. But believe me, when I finish telling you this,  you would understand why I wanted someone to listen to me.

Well…how do I begin? May be just like any other story begins…”once upon a time… in a land far away” …Oh..not like that. I will begin with some briefing on how my life started. I was born to Mr Shankar Menon and Leelavathy as their elder child. They called me Mayoor Shankar. But my pet name was Moni. Please do not ask me the meaning of that..I do not know. My father was a military man. Till the later part of my schooling, he was in military only. Later on he got retired from his post and joined a local security firm as a security officer in our home town. I had a younger sister too.She was seven years younger to me.  Her name was Anita. Affectionately I used to call her anukkutty and she called me “Booba”. In this world if there was anything which I loved the most, it was my dear anukutty. Perhaps I may fail to make you understand how much I loved her. Please believe me…. She meant so much to me. Even when I tell you this I wish in vain if I could kiss her little chubby cheeks one more time. 

Ohh…I forgot to tell you about my father and mother. My mother was just like any other mothers in the world. She was loving, caring, soft spoken  and always a shadow of my father. As in a strict orthodox family, whenever my father used to come home on vacation, she would withdraw herself into the calmness of  the house, just obeying her man... My father was a commanding figure. He always tried to implement the military discipline at home. He wanted me to get up early, do exercises to keep the body fit, study with a time table  and dress properly and neatly. If I made any slight mistake, I used to get severe punishment for that. It could be verbal scolding or beating with his hands or some sticks, and in some worst cases, with his belt. On the contrary he was very soft to my sister. Her mistakes would be pardoned immediately. He was never harsh on her. I was  really furious on this aspect. But I never had any anger towards my anukutty. I would ask my mother…

“if she can be forgiven, why not me. Why should I  be brought up with this military rule?”

My mother was a poor but lovable soul. She would look at me sympathetically and say

“Moni…you know your father well. What can I do. Please don’t say anything against him”

Well..  that’s how my parents were. My father sometimes says I am a useless  boy. I wondered always, what must have made him say that?.  May be because my interests were in many other aspects of the simple life I had been seeing around. I loved to hear the music of birds chirping and  music of the river waters cascading over the boulders . When it rains I would spent time in collecting rain drops by holding my palms together. The falling raindrops  filled me with immense joy which I cannot express here properly. I used to spend much of my free time, either playing with my little sister or sitting near the banks of the small rivulet that goes through my neighborhood. Sometimes I used to go to my neighbors house to watch films. I was always fascinated by the movies and the interesting stories they tell. Many a time I would dream myself as the hero of some movie while sitting at the river bank. If anyone asks me what I would like to be when I grow up, I would answer them that I want to be an actor. But you know what my father thought about my future.. he wanted me to become an IAS officer. Unfortunately my mind was far away from such jobs. From an early age onwards I had built up my own world and I drifted away from my father’s dreams. 

Now you may wonder, whether I had a strained relation with my father. Not at all. He took care of me, my mother and sister. He fulfilled all my needs. I was an obedient son in every aspects, except studies.  But I could never feel that he is a loving father. Whenever I saw him, he was  with his military attitude only. He was always strict, speaking loudly and with a commanding voice, ordering us to do this and that. Manytimes I wished for a hug or a kiss from him. I thought of even asking once. But looking at his face, I didn’t dare to think of that even. I got it only in the dreams I had. 

Well..I didn’t tell you about my grandmother. I called her ammamma. She was a very gentle lady, living in her seventies. She was living with many problems typical of old age. Toothless, face full of wrinkles, head covered with silvery white hairs, walking with the help of a stick…that was she. But she never gave up her habit of reading the Geeta and other religious books in the mornings and evenings. When she is well and in good mood, she would tell stories from the epics and myths to me and anukuuty.. Her smile with a toothless face was much more funny to see. Sometimes she would walk around with the help of the walking stick my father brought to her from Jaipur. 

Now I better  tell you about the second most important place in my life. My School… I was a student of the Govt. High School near my house. I was not a bright student. May be I was a below average student only. Perhaps that’s the reason I failed once in High School. I still remember the day …when results were out, my father was at home. As he came to know that I failed, I was beaten up with his belt till it started bleeding from my thighs. Knowing his nature neither my mother nor my grandmother tried to stop him. Actually by that age I was habituated with such punishments. So I also didn’t protest….just few tear drops must have come out of my eyes. But I felt that slowly some feeling of hatred was creeping into my mind. I still do not know whether I am right or not on calling that feeling as hatred. Perhaps my immature mind could not have understood the motive behind his behavior.  When he used to come to my school for the parent teacher meetings, invariably some teacher will complain about my studies and he will scold me in front of everybody. That embarrassment  was something which I couldn’t bear. I used to cry in silence on  recalling those humiliations, when I  sit near the river bed. Every time in school they tell about a parent teacher meeting, I would wish my father to be away from home. Whenever he comes, the results would be the same. Anukuuty was too young to understand all these. Otherwise I would have told her everything about how I feel. I was very close to her. She cannot hide anything from her booba. But I couldn’t tell her everything…she was too small.. But without me telling all these, my mother could understand my feelings. I guess… that’s how all mothers are. They still keep the magical connection of the umbilical cord which might be passing on her children’s feelings to her … like telepathy?? 

I was not good in studies. But everyone in school liked me. They said I had an ever smiling face. I was a familiar figure among students as I was good in mimicry and mono act. I had even won school level competitions on that. Imitating the great film actors was the best item I could do. I could imitate my school teachers as well. In school youth festival, that was a super hit item among the students. Even my class teacher appreciated me when he heard me imitating him.  I had a pet name in school. My close friends called me Moni Express. I got that name because, I was good in running and in most of the school athletic events, I used to get first prize. Though my father never appreciated me, my teachers and my friends appreciated me on my abilities. Believe me….I enjoyed those praisings very well. Somewhere deep in my heart I always wished for my father to congratulate me on those smaller things which I could do. They might be smaller to others…but they were really big achievements for me.  Unfortunately it remained as just wishes only. You know there is no limit or restrictions on wishing. That’s what I did. 

I had a small bicycle too. I used to go to school and all other places in that. I enjoyed riding the cycle very fast along the river bank for a long distance. I would think that I am flowing like a wind  and would ride the cycle like a champion. I should say that, for the last three years, that cycle was my companion from morning till evening. 

I must have talked too much about all those small things.. did I?? Don’t worry. I will not take much time on such things. I want to share with you the incident that happened when I was in 9th standard. That year my father got retired from the military job. Since the ex-military persons had preferences in local job openings, he could get the job of a security officer in a local company providing security guards to different firms. Since he was always in town, he had now more control on me. I felt more miserable as his military rule got stricter and stricter at home. Then came august 20th, a day neither I nor anyone in my family can forget.. In the morning my mother prepared the tiffin box for my father, my sister and me. Anukutty was in a different school, very near to our home. After my father left for his office, I opened the piggybank I had and counted the coins and few notes I had put into it since last one year. I wanted to buy some beautiful ribbons  and nail polish for anukutty. She told me about the colourful ribbons her friend is having and how much she liked to have the pink colour nail polish on her nails.  She didn’t ask me to buy it for her. I just imagined about her joy, when she sees the nail polish and ribbons I buy for her. I counted the coins and notes. It was slightly more than hundred rupees. I took just fifty rupees from that before going to my school. 

As usual I went to the school in my bicycle. On the way to the school, I stopped in front of the ladies store. I made a quick search and bought a set of  ribbons in blue, red and yellow colors and a bottle of pink nail polish. The shop keeper put that in a small carton and gave it to me. I was so happy on even thinking abut the joy anukutty would have on seeing this. With the cryon pencils I had in my bag, I wrote on that carton… “to my dearest anukutty …..hugs and kisses …from booba”. I put the carton carefully inside my school bag. Classes were boring to me as usual. During the lunch time, some of my friends told me about the super hit english film running at the theatre near the school. When Abdul, my good friend, told the idea of bunking the last two periods and watching the movie, at  first I was a bit reluctant. But he said, the timings would be perfect. The show would begin at 2.30 PM  and it will be over by 3.55 PM. The school closing time is 4.00 PM. When Abdul and two other friends insisted I decided to go with them. By 2.00 PM three of us sneaked out of  the school premises and went into the theatre. The money I had, after buying the gifts for anukutty, was enough to buy my ticket. We made sure that there is no one who can recognize us there. The show started at exactly 2.30 PM. Though I was bit uncomfortable in the beginning, later on I started enjoying the freak out I did. The movie was very good. I laughed a lot and enjoyed every action scene in that movie. The movie got over my 3.55 PM. After coming out of the movie hall, I went to the cycle stand along with Abdul and other friends. There  I had the shock of my life, when I saw my father staring at me. I do not know how he came there at that time. I had few seconds only to understand what is happening. My father had a ferocious look on his face. I had not seen him furious like that before. He put his cycle on stand and came near me. In front of everyone, he started beating me. He shouted at me and showered me with curses. I don’t recollect what he told me…because I was not in a state of mind to listen to all. Abdul and my other friends could only watch me helplessly. As usual I didn’t cry. But when I saw the girls from my school, especially those girls from my class, whom I tried to  impress many times, looking at me and laughing at the scene, my heart sank. I was reduced to a laughing a stock for them. That was something I could not bear. That instant, every beating by my father acted as a catalyst to expel the frustration and anger which got piled up in the depths of my heart. It was waiting for a moment’s spark to kick start the violent eruption of feelings. I felt some sort of devilish energy flowing into me. I pushed my father to one side. Took my bicycle which had fallen on the road near the theatre gate. I put my school bag on my back and started riding it  like a mad man. I started towards the main road and pedaled the cycle as fast as I could. Near the junction of the state bank of India, I was knocked down by a motor cyclist. I got some bruises on my knees when I fell down. But the physical pain was nowhere near the mental pain I had at that time. At that point I was driven  by some demons who incarnated from hell probably. I got up again and started riding the cycle. The force that drove me then, took the route towards the railway crossing near the post office. As I approached the railway crossing, I could see from distance, the closed gates and the vehicles awaiting the train to pass. I could hear the whistle of the train blowing in the air. I saw from distance the express train approaching the crossing. In a frenzy I pedaled with my maximum strength to reach the crossing. Rest everything happened in few seconds. I put the cycle on the ground and ran towards the  gate of the crossing. The train was nearly in front of me. I saw many people shouting and telling me to stop. But I didn’t. Before anyone could stop me, I jumped in front of the express train.

“THHHUUUUUUUUUUUUD”

The train didn’t stop. I don’t remember what happened for few minutes. Then I saw a crowd gathering around the rails near the crossing. It was covered with blood. With their hands on their nose and mouth, I saw some people collecting the scattered body parts of somebody and putting them together. Lot of talks were going on among the crowd. I also moved towards that crowd. Suddenly I noticed my bag lying near the rails. When some person tried to cover the body parts lying on that rails, I had a glimpse of the face of the body lying there. It was me…. It took few minutes for me to realize that  I am dead and I am a ghost of Mayoor Shankar. I was watching the mortal remains of me …. the body  was holding till few minutes back. I do not know how to express the feelings I had then. I could feel that I was floating in the air. I could fly in the air  and move like a bird. I left the crowd for sometime and started enjoying my new life… as a ghost of the human being I was till then. Then I heard someone telling the name of my father. I could then listen to the sound even from far off places. I looked at the crowd. I saw my father rushing to the scene like a mad man. When someone pulled down the white cloth put on my body, to show him my blood covered face, I saw him breaking down. The familiar look of a military dictator was no more there. Instead I saw a man vulnerable to all other feelings. He was crying like a boy. You know ..I should confess now…I had a strange feeling of happiness on seeing that. That was my revenge to my father…I made him cry.. You may curse me … you do...I know…I wont blame you. But at that time somehow I felt like that only. 

Then  I witnessed to many other things. Police forces inspected each and every corner of the accident site. Somebody talked about the post mortem of the body. But somehow that didn’t happen. Perhaps my father’s influence must have helped avoiding the dissection of the already scattered body of mine. Then  my body was brought home. The scenes I saw there, literally  broke me  down. I couldn’t bear it when my mother hit her head over my body repeatedly. After some time I saw her lying unconscious. Some stranger who accompanied my father from the accident site, had carried my school bag and kept it inside anukutty’s room. She was almost at the verge of crying on seeing all the strange things happening at her home. Perhaps she didn’t realize that her booba will never come back. But definitely she understood that something terribly wrong had happened to her booba. When the house was full of grieving relatives and neighbors, anukutty was sitting on my aunty’s lap, trying her best not to cry. Many people came to our house then. Even my teachers and schoolmates came to see my body. I was floating around all of them…in the air… as a ghost. I had only read about ghosts in stories. But finally I became a ghost. Which I had never thought of. The old saying is very much correct….”truth is sometimes stranger than fiction” 

Since it was an accidental death, and my body was already in a bad shape, many people suggested to do the cremation as early as possible. When my body was about to be taken to the crematorium, the scene became un controllable. My mother already in a state of madness, started laughing at everything around and murmuring about something which no one could understand. But on that final instant, when  she realized that my remains are going to be burnt in the crematorium, she cried aloud and tried to hug my body. People took her forcefully from the scene and took her inside the room. My father, standing in the hall and watching everything like an emotionless person, had his senses frozen down already. But he too broke again. He didn’t cry aloud. I saw him sobbing. I felt like rushing to him and holding him in my hands. I tried too. But then the big realization came to me. I could only hear and see. I could not touch anything. I was just like a mist. Everything passed through me. I seized to have an existence in the world of mortals. That time it drizzled slightly and I saw the rain drops passing through my palms put together. I could not stop and collect the rain drops anymore …..because I had become a ghost. But I had not lost the feelings of the mortal beings…ghost with feelings….how funny it is ….isn’t it??. 

Soon my body was taken to the crematorium. I followed the people who went there with my body. It was easy for me to reach there as I could float and fly in the air. In that crematorium when my body was burring I didn’t have any sensation… Then I looked at the rising flames slowly  engulfing  my body…the previous abode of my soul. . In few hours time the body was burnt to ashes.  Some remains of the ashes were put into a small earthen pot and brought back to my house. That night, the scenes I saw in my house, made me weep like a child. Many  relatives and neighbors kept coming in to console my father and mother. Most of the time my father remained calm and silent. It was evident from his facial expressions how much pain he was hiding inside. But when someone close to him went near him, he literally cried like a child. I heard him saying ..

“He must have thought that I hate him. I am sure he must have cursed me for what I had done to him. But my intension was to direct him to a good path. I wanted him to become someone great in the society, rather than becoming a nuisances to the society. He hasn’t faced the struggles I had to go through in my childhood. I had to sell news paper, vegetables and many other things to make a living. I had even washed dirty plates of the hotels to make a living. I didn’t want my children to go through such things. May be….may be…. my ways of correcting him towards a good future was not appropriate. May be I could not show him the love I had for him. I never in my dreams imagined that he would do something like this. I only put him to death. God wont forgive me for this… Ohh…I don’t know how to bear this pain…”

My mother was almost unconscious for the whole day. My relatives were there to look after her. Anukutty was too young to understand the gravity of the situation. Somebody had given the packet of ribbons and nail polish from my school bag to her. Then I saw my innocent little girl looking  joyfully at the colour ribbons inside that packet. I wanted to hug and kiss her. When I tried, I couldn’t touch her. I don’t have a body. Everything I wanted to touch passed through me. I had lost my existence in the world.  I thought of just kneeling down in front of my father and telling him that I terribly feel sorry for what I have done. I really started repenting on what I did out of a momentary anger. But I had become just a ghost.. with no existence in the world of humans. With much pain I realized I can only see and hear things...nothing more…a ghost with feelings…..

Then you any ask me, how did I spent the rest of the time as a ghost. Well..I do not know about other souls, of those who died before me. But I spent time seeing and hearing everything around me… like .. My house, my parents and sister, my relatives, the surroundings and everything you can think of. Perhaps ghosts wont feel sleepy. Since loosing my body, I never felt like sleeping . I was always awake. May be I will remain awake for ever..I do not know. 

As my death was not a natural death, the pandits in the society suggested to do some special poojas to make sure that the soul of the departed get a place in heaven. The date and time were fixed by the pandits. On the eve of the pooja, I was watching everything by wandering around my house. Almost all of my relatives were there at home. My mother was unable to do any work in the kitchen. My father was running here and there to arrange for the next day’s pooja. No one slept there at night. Next day morning, the pandits came at around 10.00 in the morning. Wandering like wind, I was watching the rituals being performed by the pandits. The ashes of my body kept in the small earthen  pot was supposed to be put into a holy river at the end of the rituals. Then the rituals started. Everyone started chanting mantras. Heat of the burning fire and the smell of camphor prevailed in the air.   As the rituals neared the end, the pandits handed over the pot to my father. He was chanting the mantras as he got into the car kept outside. Along with some relatives and pandits, he  carried the ashes and went towards the holy river which was flowing near the outskirts of my hometown. I started feeling some heat wave approaching me, as my father took a dip into the holy waters with the ashes in the pot. Everyone was chanting the mantras. I felt the atmosphere around me getting electrified. I saw a light approaching me from above. I felt like being pulled into a whirlpool  of light by some divine force. Then what I remember is that I am here. I do not know the name of this place. May be heaven…or something else. All around me is just calm and quite… everything around me appears white...I can only see the white floor…thee is no ceiling or walls around me. As far as my eyes can reach, I see only white colour.

Occasionally I would see someone…just smiling at me and drifting away. I guess they were also like me…. Souls…Dead and wandering. By then I had lost the sensation of days, nights or time. They didn’t make any difference to me.  So I do not know when did I saw him… a person with a gigantic figure…and full of serenity on his face. He had a long white beard. The long white cloth he wore was the purest white I had ever seen. His eyes were glowing like a thousand suns put together.  He came and asked me 

“How are you feeling here son?”

First I was amazed to hear that somebody is there to talk to me in this unknown world.

Instead of answering him, I stared at him for a while and asked

“Are you God??. Am I in heaven??”. Then came the answer with a  graceful voice

“Those are the names given by the mortal living beings…This is the abode of those souls who had to leave their mortal clothing…I am their care taker. Some souls come here and some souls go to another place. .where they pay for the sins they have done. Once they complete that they also come to this place…”

I wanted to ask him so many questions. But I couldn’t’ frame them properly. Then I asked him..

“I had done a big sin…which no one can forgive….I ended my life by myself. I should have lived longer. I brought shame and pain to my family. Then why I am not going to that place. I also should be paying for my sin. ?”

My words could not make any change in  the facial expressions of that mighty person.. Smilingly he said 

“Everything in that mortal world …both living and non living things… have a life span in their mortal abode. No one can live a second more or less. It is destiny and it will not change. To sin..to die lie that…to bring shame and pain to your family..was your destiny. you just obeyed your destiny my son.….for the sin you have done… of course you will suffer… but that’s happening here itself. You will realize that soon”

I stood there listening to him  and thinking for a while. Then I asked 

“ Can I go back to that mortal world …just for few minutes…just to tell my father ..that I regret on what I have done… just to hug everyone for a last time… then I would come back.. and I can do anything to pay for my sins..Just one last time… Can I ?? ”

I saw him moving away from me then. His voice getting slower and fainter. But I heard him saying..

“ No… I said before…no one lives a second more or less. You had your time. But your unfulfilled wish of going back to the mortal world, and the feeling of repentance is your punishment for the sins. You will live with that…till your dear ones join you after they complete their journey in the mortal world. “

 I have not seen him since then. But I have been watching everything that has happened in my home. Time flew fast and changes kept on happening. I was here in this world.. always wishing ..if I could go back to that  mortal world..  just for few minutes.. but knowing that it is not going to happen.…. That agony I bear even now is  my punishment. 

Today is anukutty’s wedding. I can see that the house is full of happiness. Everyone is busy arranging the things for the marriage. All are happy…My little girl is a bride now. As the days pass she would become a mother and then grandmother. So many new faces will come in the family.  I wish all of them live happily for a long long time…  live till the last second of the destined life..before they leave that mortal abode and join me. 

Well… I feel so good on sharing this with someone. I hope I have not put you into boredom. I should acknowledge my sincere gratitude to you for being a patient listener of my story. I think it is time for me to go now…..I would be wandering in this unknown world….. watching all of you from above…as a ghost with feelings. … bye…good day

Jose Varghese

2nd Nov 2005

