


                          Ghosts..


Every child in his early years fears one thing and one thing more than all the others. 

What evil lurks in the dark? The answer to this, I will never know and neither will any child in the world. 

Everybody denies the fear, everyone denies being afraid, being vulnerable, everyone denies that one moment when nothing matters more than knowing what, exactly what, is haunting your mind…     


My life is simple. I have one rule, if it’s not worth it don’t take the trouble. I have never gone out of my way to do anything good or to do anything that isn’t necessary. I have never done anything more than what has been asked of me. Many people say I’m selfish and I agree, entirely. 

All of this started with a trek, which by definition is a climb, from one place to another; regularly I would never do such a thing. I believe trekkers are insane people, they have this thing for pain, they like it. But this time, it was Hunter’s Point. Hunter’s Point held a special place in my heart. It was the seat of all my misery, the background for all my freakish nightmares. This was the haunt of all haunts. The rumors that surrounded its inhabitants were insane, dragons, gargoyles; every single monster perceivable to the imagination of a ten year old was seen at the small house on the peak staring down toward the cities, precisely at midnight.

I’m forty years old now. I still remember every single story I have heard about hunter’s point. 
I remember them as clear as day. 
My shrink says I must conquer my fears or I will live in my small insecure bubble all my life. My shrink is convinced that there are no ghosts, they are only a phenomenon, they don’t exist. I keep telling my shrink that it’s human to have fear. 
Fear is a human emotion. Fear of the dark is an amplified desire to run from whatever evil lurks behind the veil of the dark night. To deny your impulses is to deny the very fact that makes you human. But my shrink disagrees, saying that life is a journey covered with obstacles, many of them I have conquered by becoming a billionaire writer. Many of them remain in my head, one of them is my fear and until I do conquer that one fear I can only remain as incomplete and imperfect as the next person. My rationale tells me being imperfect is in itself being perfectly human but since my shrink has convinced me into thinking that I. Me, Siddharth of all the people in the universe, have one shot at attaining that one distinction between me and all others, perfection. 
How was I supposed to resist?     


Come Monday morning I set out through the jungles at the base of the hill with my brother Santosh. Now when I said trek I used the word very lightly. 
This was hell!
First off, the ground was wet because water seeps downhill and to make things better the trees were very conveniently planted along the path so that they could grow sideways and trouble every tired wanderer with their thorns. Climbing I can stand, thorns I can tolerate, but when you couple the both together it’s not very nice. 

I braved it like a tiny soldier braves a hurricane. I braved this climb because I had a dream. To be in pursuit of this dream was to me, the true essence of life. I braved this climb for all the wrong reasons. 

After a very difficult few hours we decided to rest. Looking up I saw we had completed three fourths of the journey upward. My bravery comes from a finite source. When I was born, the doctors diagnosed me with a small heart, so it’s really no surprise I have small amounts of courage too. Thoughts of turning back grew like a fungus on my mind, eating though whatever bravery I could muster.  
He poured us both cups of strong coffee while I dusted two flat stones for us to sit on. The coffee was good, it rejuvenated my broken spirit. I could feel the caffeine do its good work in my body. 
“So seen any ghosts of late, bro?” My brother said with a cocky smile on his face. “Funny very funny man, you crack me up every time” I said. I would have come up with a better comeback but I was tired and very short of breath. “It was just a joke man, take it easy. Seriously chill.” he said slowly taking his coffee. 

In an hour we started off again. Upwards we climbed. Towards my dream, I trudged. More than three hours later our goal, the peak was only half an hour away. 
I stopped for a sip of water. “Bro stop for water dude” I yelled out so that he wouldn’t leave me behind. He turned around and took a seat for himself, tired, finally showing human traits. I looked around for a place to rest. There was a flat rock behind a nearby tree. I went over and sat down, my back turned to him hidden behind the tree. I took out a bottle of water and broke the seal. I drank thirstily taking gulps at a time. 

Right then I felt a sharp stabbing pain crack through my ankle. I jumped up shrieking. I hastily shook my leg hoping to kill whatever was causing my unholy discomfort. Now my eyes began to blur, the pain was terrible. My ankle started to swell horribly fast. Through the corner of my vision I saw a tail scamper off, a scorpion’s tail. 

At hunter’s point there are two types of scorpion’s the red ones and the black ones. If you get bit by the red one it swells and hurts more than anything you’ve ever been hurt by. You’re in a horrible, painfully horribly state. If on the other hand you’re bit by the black one you shouldn’t worry about either pain or swelling. It takes 10 seconds for your life to ebb away. 

I ran out from behind the tree yelling “SCORPION BITE!!” 
My brother got up immediately. Even though he was a meter away I could see his face turn ash gray. “Shit! Was it black or red?” he yelled sprinting toward me. 

“I’m still alive aren’t I”, I shouted angrily choking on the pain. 
He sat me down, took out the first aid box from his pack. “So the red one got you, lucky bastard. Did you kill it?” he asked with the curiosity of a three year old. 
“I DON’T CARE ABTOUT THE BLOODY SCORPION MAN” I yelled back at him. “Well I thought you should probably have killed him you know since he bit you and what not…” he shut up after he saw the look in my eyes. It was that of a man driven to senility by amplified pain. I sat there for two hours massaging the soreness out of my ankle.


He helped me up after the pain had somewhat receded and the leg started becoming numb. Its funny the way you know you know why something turns blue, because of lack of blood, but when it actually happens to you, how freaky it is.

“Its dark now”, he said looking up “we can’t make it all the way down, we’re going to have to go all the way up.” 
“Agreed.”, I whimpered.
Not like I had any choice. After an hour of dragging and limping and blocking out excruciating pain we reached the small house at the peak. 
The small house at the peak was the home of the werewolf who stayed there with his dragon friends whose favorite pastime was to steal little children under the pretence of darkness. At midnight they dance naked around a fire after which they skin the stolen children, boil them and eat them … like chicken. At least that’s what I’ve been told.

My brother put me down on the rock porch. He sat down next to me. We both took to a while to catch our breaths. He took a look at the leg. “It’s looking bad Sid we’d better get started early, quicker the better …” 
“You know there’s a reason I was afraid of this place”, I said out of the blue. 
My brother jerked his head around and looked at me all weird. He never really liked these conversations.
”I never knew for sure whether all those things were true or not?” I continued.

 “They aren’t man, there’s no such things as ghosts”, he said as he had said so many times before, and I gave him the same reply I had given him when we were kids. “How are supposed to know?” 
“Well have you seen any?” he asked me. 
”That doesn’t mean they don’t exist.”, I retorted. “Well when you see one, tell me alright I’ll say HI!”, he said with his million dollar cocky smile. 
“I ain’t kidding man I’m serious.”, I countered his brotherly love. 
“Well then stay awake and find out. Nothing better than staring right into the abyss, right.”, he said looking straight into my eyes almost challenging me.
”You know what, I’m going to do just that”, I said to him. ”If anything interesting happens wake me”, he said getting cozy propping his back up against one of the nearby pillars. 

That’s when I decided. I made up my mind. This was it, this was my final test of courage. This was my last obstacle in the journey to achieve perfection, my very own private Armageddon. 
Every squeak, every screech I heard louder than ever. Every time a leaf rustled I looked around investigating. Every time a bough creaked, every time a tree groaned under the weight of flailing branches I shuddered, yet I braved on. It had been only five minutes yet it seemed like five eternities. 
Suddenly I felt something warm creep up onto my fingers. I jerked my hand back petrified. 
”Relax bro it’s just me, thought I’d keep you up”

 My brother! I tried desperately to stop my heart from fluttering about like a marathon runner’s. “DON’T DO THAT” I screamed. ”Hey you want the company or not?”, he asked, as if he was doing me a favor. 
“Yeah, yeah alright” I said holding his hand as I had always done when I was a kid, hoping searching, finding safety in that warmth of his hand. 
I always knew that even if a monster did show what possibly could my brother do to deny its dastardly purpose? I mean he’s only a foot taller than me. On my good days even I’ve kicked his ass. But there was a certain safety, a certain knowing, that I will be safe that I felt then that I could feel again.

“So you serious about this”, he said. “Dead serious man… pun not intended” I replied. He laughed. The night continued. 

The night passed as does all things. All things come to an end, even darkness must pass. So did my cause. I had stayed awake all night. No ghost, no werewolf, no dead babies, nothing. 

I had stood up to my fear. I had stared it in the face and I had not fled. Sadly I felt no gloating sense of pride one usually does on such a glorifying victory. That sweet feeling, better than anything, better than everything, that feeling when you know that you have earned what you deserved, it just wasn’t there. 

I had fought my fear and won, or had I?

Hints of dawn arrived. I sat upright putting on my shoes. Funnily there was no pain in my ankle anymore. It was almost as if I was never wounded at all yet I could see the wound in all its redness and all its sore existence as it lived on my ankle. 
The first rays of twilight hit my eyes as I turned around to tell my brother about this. But he was glaring wide eyed at me. Something was off. His voice turned shrill as he muttered something unintelligible. He was trying hard to throw himself back. He was desperately trying to clench the floor with his hands, trying to get as much distance as possible from himself and whatever it was that was making him act so eerie. 
My God, behind us… 

I turned around sharply expecting the worst thing in the entire universe … but there was nothing behind or around me … Nothing? 

What the hell was going on, to top off my brother’s weird behavior I had this funny feeling. Quite similar to a vomiting feeling, yet it was not the same at all. My discomfort intensified, as it intensified the feeling became clearer, it was as if I was dissipating. 
I looked down at my hands. There were no hands, no arm, no fingers, no nails, just a white cloud slowly dissolving into itself. None of this made any bloody sense, what was scaring the shit out of my brother and what in God’s name was happening to me?!

I looked at my brother, hoping to know what exactly was happening. He was now against the pillar white faced, squealing like I used to when I was small … when I was … afraid. 
There it was clear and existent breathing fire into his brain. In his eyes, alive and victorious, an entity impossible to overcome, not able to die, Fear.


I could slowly feel my essence, my soul, my ghost being pushed back into its dwelling; my dead body lying behind the tree beneath which the lethal black scorpions of hunters point nested. 

My strive for perfection was a wee bit expensive, truly I bit off more than I could chew and truly screw perfection, it’s not worth it.

As I said before, there is nothing more fulfilling than knowing you have earned what you deserve. I did overcome my fear. But it cost me my life. In a way, it is fulfilling for I am now part of the darkness I once feared. As for my brother, he didn’t believe in ghosts. He does now, because not all things die, if the fear dies within me it genesis’s ten fold in another, forever feeding, living…
      
 

