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About the book 

 

Hope you are enjoying the stories, do let me know if you want something in 

particular. I will try! 

 

This month Agnimalya contains two of the title stories of my books in Amazon. 

I will be sharing two or more for Jan, feb, mar and april. Hope you will enjoy 

them! 

 

As you all know these are my creations, copyrighted works, you are free to use 

them as long as you treat them as my property-mention my name as the 

creator and leave a link to my blog and inform me with the details of your use 

(non-profit) or discuss the financial side if you like them enough to publish 

them in your ezine, blog etc to sell. Just let me know! 

 

Happy Reading! 

 

With best regards and wishes. 

Sharmishtha Basu 

7.11.21 

You can buy my book(s) from here too : 

https://Shoptly.com/sharmishthabasu  

https://gumroad.com/sharmishthabasu 

https://www.amazon.com/author/sharmishthabasu 

https://paypal.me/sharmishthabasu 
https://patreon.com/sharmishthabasu 
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1 black mist and other stories 

 

1 The black mist 

 

 

Mitesh was standing at the window. A gloomy winter morning was about to 

dawn, tearing the veil of dark fog, quite usual for this time of year, heavy fog in 

winter and heavy rain in monsoon was normal down here, in this tiny village 

hidden in lap of nature, far away from pollution and insanity of big cities. 

 

“Sir!” a voice brought him out of his reverie. 

 

He turned to face the speaker, his servant. “Yes Mohan?” 

 

“Ramprasad uncle is waiting in the drawing room.” Mohan said and retreated. 

Mitesh checked the watch it was five thirty in the morning.  

 

Maheshpura was a small village but even then it was way too early to pay 

someone a visit, unless of course there is some emergency. Most probably the 

village temple is on fire he muttered to himself with a  wicked grin on his face 

before heading for the stairs.  

 

Ramprasad Sharma, locally known as Ramuchacha was the village head of his 

ancestral village where he loved spending long months writing his novels. His 

mingling with modern world was absolutely economic activity, sale and 

publicity of his novels and other petty affairs made him drive to Delhi or fly to 

other places. His muse came to being after stepping in here. 

 

Mother Goddess Laxmi, the bestower of wealth and prosperity has blessed 

him through Mother Goddess Saraswati the giver of knowledge and arts. He 

was a well-established author of fiction and non-fiction who has chosen this 

simple life on free will, nothing was forcing him here but his own desire to live 
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in Mother Nature’s lap, far away from cacophony of horns and human voices, 

dirt and grime of big cities. 

 

He came down the stairs and entered the drawing room, just like all old 

fashioned Indian houses sleeping quarters were upstairs and kitchen, drawing 

room, servant quarters, guest-rooms were downstairs. Though there was no 

woman in the household still the orthodox style was maintained, for in old 

times women of all Indian families, especially the aristocrats maintained 

purdah, only related men were allowed upstairs or servants, the upper floors 

were for women and men directly related to the family. 

 

Ramprasad was sitting in the drawing room with a gloomy expression on his 

heavily bearded face. He was so upset that the unruly forest of his beard and 

moustache was not able to hide it.  

 

Mitesh folded his hands, “Namaste Ramuchacha.” 

 

“God bless you son.” The old man mumbled. He noticed that the tray with tea 

and snacks was left untouched by him, the cute old man loved “City snacks”, 

there were times when the servant for one reason or other missed them and 

showed up with biscuits only to be reminded by the old man that he will love 

to have some… so, that untouched tray further ensured Mitesh of his 

miserable state of mind. 

 

“Something wrong?” he sat down.  

 

He pressed the bell when he noticed that the tea was cold, at least appeared 

so. A man appeared instantly, “Rajkumar bring another cup of tea and some 

snacks, and remove these.” 

 

“No ….no… son!” the old man vehemently protested, “Remove this but don’t 

bring anything else. Please.” 
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Now Mitesh was worried. “Is everything alright at home uncle, auntie, Suresh, 

Jivesh?” 

 

The old man nodded in agreement. 

 

“Is something wrong in the village?” 

 

The man fidgeted uneasily in his seat cleared his throat and started talking, 

“The problem with you city bred kids is you don’t believe in traditions or old 

beliefs.” 

 

 

“Why uncle?” Mitesh feebly protested, knowing Ramprasad was speaking the 

truth. Instantly remembering that he promised but did not showed up for 

some village puja the previous noon, not deliberately but he absolutely forgot 

about the invitation writing the new essay about the village and his life here. 

 

But that was not the case! The old man fidgeted a bit in his chair and coughed 

a little, before resuming “Do you remember the story of black witch 

Krishnamayee?” 

 

“The witch that brings black mist and death with her…?” Mitesh asked. 

 

“Yes. She is back after centuries!” the old man was visibly agitated now, like a 

child after admitting that he has seen a ghost. He shifted uneasily and 

defiantly in his chair. Eyes fixed sternly on Mitesh’s face. 

 

“Oh!” Mitesh took a long breath of relief and stopped it halfway when he 

noticed the furious expression on the old man’s face. He quickly added to 

appease the really angry old man, “How did you know?” 

 

“The shepherds told me, the ones that graze their cattle near the marsh 

temple.” Ramprasad said. 

 



7  some stories by Miss Sharmishtha Basu 
 

-0- 

 

Mitesh grew up hearing the story of black witch, there was a temple in a 

marsh, a little distance away from the village, five or so kilometers away from 

his home. That temple was built by the king of this village that is, the king who 

ruled over this village too. He owned quite a substantial amount of property in 

nearby areas back then. The prosperous lands were turned to graveyard by 

the witch as per the folklores. Mitesh was related to the king, he was his direct 

descendant. 

 

That infamous temple was certainly not surrounded by marsh then. Five 

hundred or so years ago it was standing in the middle of a village. A 

prosperous village! The beautiful temple was surrounded by a garden and sat 

by a lake.  

 

Now it was sitting in the middle of a marsh with strange black liquid that 

won’t dry in the fiercest heat of summer. In monsoon when it was drenched or 

filled up with water it stank like hell. That marsh ended four kilometers or so 

away from his home. One narrow path led to the temple which none but 

Mitesh walked upon, that is, he has never seen any signs of anyone else 

visiting the temple. 

 

The temple was still beautiful. Mitesh often sat there when he took his walks 

in that direction. But villagers did not flitter anywhere too close to it. They had 

really bad feelings about it. So even though it was supposed to be crumbling 

down it was not nor was it vandalized like so many temples across this 

country. 

 

The marble floor and the elegant pillars were blackened by neglect, time and 

surrounding swamp but there was no other sign of decay or plundering. The 

statue of the Goddess made of Ashtadhatu (eight metals) and at-least 

thousand years old was sitting on the almost black marble seat, spreading an 

air of sad neglect. 
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It was king’s dedication to mother goddess Kali, thanking her for a son. 

 

When he first visited the temple he felt an urge to restore it but the villagers 

bluntly refused to go anywhere near it. That is when he heard the story of 

Krishnamayee the black witch. The bringer of doom and death. 

 

A few decades after the temple was built a witch occupied it. The king has 

already relocated his family to Delhi and was living there with his family and 

entire royal court. The villagers had to face the witch and her evil. 

 

She practiced black magic. Small children of the village started to disappear, 

but such was her power that no one could enter the temple. Every time 

someone dared to step on its thresh-hold something bad happened to his 

family. 

 

The villagers were so convinced about her dark powers that dozens of stories 

started to circulate in and around the village. Some vowed they have seen her 

flying, her black cascade of hair and sari flying around her like darkness, 

others said they have seen demons serving her. 

 

 But that fear was not scary enough for grieving parents. When the next child 

disappeared they surrounded the temple. Within a few minutes it was set on 

fire. They could hear monstrous roars coming from inside. 

 

The strange thing was no one or nothing tried to escape. They stood there, 

surrounding it, waiting for it to reduce to ashes, it did not. Something else 

happened! 

 

-0- 

 

 

The black fume turned into a black mist. Next it started to condense like 

darkness itself. The terrified villagers heard roaring and hissing inside that 
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mist as it lurched towards them in a slow but menacing manner. They ran 

with their families, leaving everything behind.  

 

Things people left behind were never seen again. When some daredevil 

villagers returned next morning with a hope of salvaging things left behind 

they saw that a black liquid has oozed out of ground and there was no sign, 

none at all of their huts, houses , men, animals or anything else that was left 

there! Only miles of foul smelling marsh surrounded the absolutely intact 

temple. They dared not to venture near but could see that there was no sign of 

the fire that engulfed it previous night. 

 

They could hear the sound of bells and chanting of Krishnamayee coming from 

the temple. The black fog now was curling like water all around the temple, 

like a beast ready to strike! 

 

They ran as fast they could to never return. 

 

This village came up centuries later, when the fear of the myth has ebbed 

away. But the mist returns, once in a while, cowering under its darkness 

villagers can hear the clanging of the bells of the temple, as if it too was alive 

and moving inside the mist. They could hear the loud chanting of 

Krishanmayee, the witch. The hissing and growling of her companions, it 

never returned empty handed. It devoured one village after the other that fell 

in the path to this village. Last time it surfaced hundred years ago, and 

devoured the last village that lay between the temple and Maheshpura. 

 

That marsh is where those villages were. It is much bigger on other sides, this 

side is its short arm. 

 

“Villagers are deserting the village.” Ramprasad mumbled. “I will leave by 

noon. I will suggest you the same. Don’t try to stay back!” 
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“How far is the mist from here?” Mitesh was bubbling with curiosity. He was 

thinking about calling up his friend in Delhi to come down with his shooting 

equipment to capture the village frenzy. 

 

“It has just started to rise from the marsh that means, it will be here by 

tomorrow noon. It travels in darkness, in night.” Ramprasad muttered. Then 

he looked at Mitesh’s face, “Don’t go there son. Don’t play with things beyond 

your control.” 

 

“I won’t uncle.” Mitesh tried to soothe the man but Ramprasad was too old to 

be fooled.  

 

“Don’t do it son. I will have to take my leave. We are leaving by eleven a.m. I 

will have to gather my belongings before that.” The old man took his leave 

after requesting Mitesh repeatedly to not meddle with the witch.  

 

“There is enough time, call a truck and load everything you can and leave 

because there will be nothing left afterwards. Listen to me!” were his parting 

words. 

 

Mitesh pressed the button for a cup of tea. No one showed up. He went out to 

the kitchen. It was deserted. All his household helps have vanished in thin air. 

 

They must have overheard Ramprasad, or one must have heard him and 

ignited the rumor haystack. The entire house was deserted but him. 

 

He picked up his camera and left for the marsh. He stopped his car a few 

meters away from the marsh and stared at the black mist. It was halfway 

through the marsh already, barely a kilometer away from the border of the 

marshland. 

 

After that there was a patch of trees and rough, wavy grounds before his 

mansion, the first thing in the village will show up in its path, if it really 

moves! 
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-0- 

 

 

One look at it and shudder ran down his spine, his curiosity was replaced by a 

strong feeling of unease. It really looked like darkness itself. It was rolling, 

churning and pulsating like a living thing.  

 

He was more curious than afraid. His Delhi schooling and UK college days 

prevented him from believing the witch myth, he thought someone must have 

heard the stories and have created this thing to scare the superstitious 

villagers off the village to rob. The villagers were quite prosperous. They will 

be able to plunder more than a Lakh rupee worth furniture from his home 

alone. 

 

A sharp shriek emanated from the darkness and pierced the morning sky. He 

shouted, “Anyone there?” 

 

A monstrous roar of laughter replied him. 

 

Neither the shriek nor the laughter sounded emitting from human throat. A 

tinge of fear started to seep in. 

 

He quickly took a few shots and returned to the village. The village was on 

move. It looked like a gypsy caravan. Everyone was packing or was already on 

their way to their destinations. 

 

He called up his friend Rajan in Delhi, a freelance journalist.  

 

“Come down here, I have something for you, a lifetime catch!” Mitesh said and 

did not share anything else, he wanted to see Rajan’s face. “Bring the whole 

bandwagon!” 

 

“I will be there by evening with my team and equipments.” Rajan said.  
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“Make it by twelve at the maximum!” Mitesh checked his watch it was quarter 

to seven in the morning. “Don’t take it lightly! You will be thanking me when 

we are done! Bring food too, all my servants are gone.” He told him before 

disconnecting the phone. He returned home in quick steps. 

 

The servants were gone for good! Most probably on their way to their 

destinations already! But before deserting him  were gracious enough to leave 

him his lunch, which will serve as his dinner too if refrigerated properly. In 

case Rajan misses the appointment. He quickly did the necessary and returned 

to his room with a teapot filled with tea. 

 

He sat on the balcony that gave him a full view to the direction of the temple. 

From his end it was blocked by some mounds of various heights after a long 

stretch of trees, groves and bushes scattered on a wavy piece of land. 

 

It was eleven in the morning. He was sitting there reading news on internet 

when someone coughed, he turned, it was Ramprasad, dressed up to boots, 

“You are not leaving?” his face was dark. 

 

“I will leave tomorrow morning. I promise!” he answered. 

 

“By that time you will be dead son! Did you not hear when I told you that the 

mist will be here by morning?” the old man asked rudely, visibly irritated.  

 

“OK, in that case a group of my friends are coming, they will shoot the mist 

and we will all leave before evening, before four in the evening.” He answered, 

moved by the old man’s affection. 

 

“You never keep your promises son.” The old man was morose now. He liked 

Mitesh a lot, and he seemed confident that Mitesh was inviting a ghastly death 

by staying back. “Come with us! You can come back after a week to see if I was 

true or not!” 
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“I will pack up the things I can’t leave behind and leave in afternoon uncle.” He 

repeated gently. “I will need their cars to move my things. I did not call the 

truck! Sorry!” 

 

The old man left when he realized that Mitesh is hell-bent to stay. 

 

“God save you my son.” His eyes were moist. Mitesh felt a little sorry but he 

knew they will be sitting together again, very soon. Listening to his folklores 

over cups of teas and plates of snacks! 

 

 

-0- 

 

A car pulled in a little later in his courtyard. “Hey!” it was Rajan. “Get down 

here, lazy guy, lend us a hand!” 

 

They quickly emptied the car and brought the equipments and food upstairs. 

 

“Can we go out for a look-see at the ominous black mist?” Rajan asked. 

 

“Who will stop us?” Mitesh laughed. 

 

They left for the marsh with the equipments. The second team left for the 

village to talk with the villagers that were yet to leave. 

 

The car stopped at a reasonable distance from the border of the marsh, they 

had to walk the rest of the way to meet it. It was a pulsating mist made of 

darkness. The sounds coming from inside were louder and clearer now. 

Strange, bizarre unearthly sounds, grunting and shrieking from that swirling 

mass of darkest fume, it seemed more like fume than mist.  

 

They both shuddered involuntarily. It really was menacing. Unknown to the 

other they both were wondering about the creatures making those sounds. 
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They stood staring at it, on the narrow path devoid of grass and weeds, the 

black liquid must have turned the soil barren otherwise it was supposed to be 

covered with grass and maybe a tree or two after centuries of freedom from 

man and his destructive activities- it was almost noon now. The sun was 

planning to tilt to the western sky after completing his jobs in eastern half. 

 

“It’s buzzing with electricity!” Rajan stared at his equipment.  “I think if 

someone touches it he will get electrocuted.” Then on impulse he stooped and 

picked up a small stone and threw it at the mist. 

 

It was sucked by the mist after a loud crackle. They could see the ripple it 

formed. As if a black spark of electricity formed in the place it struck the mist. 

 

Then it came back in a terrible speed and struck Rajan straight on his arm. 

 

He screamed in pain and slumped down grabbing his arm. Blood started 

trickling down from his arms.  Mitesh rushed to him, it was a deep wound. 

 

“Thank God I picked up a pebble not a rock!” he grimaced, trying to smile 

through pain. 

 

A loud mixture of howling and laughter came out of the mist, as if the entire 

thing was a conscious gesture of a living thing. They both shuddered and 

stared at the darkness. 

 

 

“If I am not wrong it will need stitches!” Mitesh muttered. He tightly bandaged 

it with his muffler and they both rushed back to the house to get it stitched by 

their team doctor. 

 

Four of Rajan’s men were sent there to shoot the mist. 

 

“Don’t venture too close and be careful.” Rajan instructed them. “We will be 

back there ASAP.” 
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Mitesh was right. It required four stitches to sew the gash up. They were about 

to get up and head back to the mist when they heard a loud commotion in the 

courtyard below. 

 

Two of the men from the team they have left behind were standing in the 

middle of it, terrified and shaking like leaves. 

 

 

They rushed below. The men were so terrified that they were just sitting there 

on the dirty courtyard and babbling senseless things. After a few gulps of 

whisky they regained their senses. 

 

The sense they could make out of their babbles was they prepared for the 

shooting. The cameraman Chandan was standing on the camera, Vijay the 

sound technician and narrator Mohan were nearer to the mist. Director 

Prabhat was instructing them. Mohan stood too close to the mist and started 

talking. They wanted the best shot of the mist. All of a sudden a hairy hand 

shot out of the mist and pulled him in. 

 

“He was screaming and screaming….” Prabhat shuddered as he recounted the 

incident. His face was white with horror. 

 

Vijay ran after him without thinking. They both vanished. Chandan and 

Prabhat started screaming their names. Then one by one their heads were 

tossed at them still dripping with fresh blood.  

 

They ran as hard they could. Leaving all their equipments behind! The loud 

laughter of a woman followed them for a very long distance. 

 

“We will have to recover the equipments ASAP before the mist gobbles them 

up.” Rajan got up. “They are worth millions of rupees.” He was still grimacing 

from pain.  
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“Are you sure?” Mitesh asked. “I will go and pick them up!” 

 

“No. I won’t let you go there alone!” Rajan firmly said. 

 

They left for the mist on foot because it was not possible for Rajan to go there 

by car on the bumpy road. 

 

They left and to their horror noted that the mist was moving in daylight now. 

In blood curdling contradiction to the words of the old man! It was barely a 

couple of miles away from his home now. The speed at which it was moving it 

will reach there before dusk. 

 

“Let’s get out of here.”  Rajan has turned back the moment he has seen the 

mist blackening the horizon. Mitesh has followed him without a single word. 

The equipments were gone. It has crossed at-least one mile in one hour after 

devouring the men. 

 

They quickly climbed the cars and picked up the men from the village. The 

villagers were long gone. 

 

“Can’t we have a single glimpse of the mist? Or take a few shots from 

distance?” the village team grumbled a little but fell silent after noting the 

grim expression on Rajan’s face. 

 

 

-0- 

 

The car started. The village team huddled together in the backseat talking in a 

hushed tone. Both Rajan and Mitesh could guess their disappointment but 

chose to ignore. All they wanted was to hit highway before that monstrous 

thing caught up with them, or hovered anywhere near. 

 

The team that went to shoot the mist was dozing in the second car after 

drinking one too many pegs laced with sedatives.  It was done to keep the 
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village team from not panicking. They were all friends and nothing is hidden 

from friends, better not take the risk!  

 

They had to drive on a dirt road for half an hour to reach the highway. 

 

The cars were running as fast as it was possible on that bumpy road. The road 

was lined by bamboo groves and orchards on both sides. They stretched till 

the highway. 

 

Both cars froze when they reached the end of the woods, missing each other 

by the split of a hair. 

 

Their road was blocked by the wall of darkness Rajan and Mitesh were so 

familiar with..... 

 

In a split of second, instinctively, both cars turned and tore through the 

woods. They knew that they will have to drive through a patch of rough land 

for a few hundred meters and they will be on the highway. 

 

Then they saw her. 

 

She was standing right in the middle of the woods blocking their path, a very 

pretty girl in her mid twenties. She was extremely seductive. She was wearing 

a lehenga choli (Indian skirt blouse) and silver jewelries, her hair was open 

and fell down to her knees, softly stirring in the air. 

 

She waved them to stop. 

 

They saw her too late, before they could apply the brakes the cars shot 

through her like bullets, both cars one after the other, the passengers turned 

back and saw her standing right where she was looking at the car. 

 

A putrid smell filled up the cars. It was so nauseating and pungent that they 

gagged on it and had to open the windows to breathe. 
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They turned back again. The woman has vanished without traces, the mist has 

taken her place and was inching towards them. 

 

The cars reached the highway within few minutes. The spot where they 

scrambled on the highway was just a few meters away from the mist. 

 

They drove at a break neck speed to reach the nearest town. 

 

They kept checking in the back view mirror but the nightmare was left behind 

it seemed. It most probably stopped at the highway. 

 

It was a small town. They stopped at the first garage to have the cars checked. 

 

They entered the toilet to wash away the dirt and grime. Rajan was the first 

one who noticed it, “What’s that mark on your forehead?” he asked Mitesh. 

 

It was a black skull imprinted on Mitesh’s forehead. Once the soot and dirt 

was gone they noticed he was not the only one- every one of them was 

branded with it. 

 

The owner of the garage stared at them in a bizarre way. As if they were 

something way too astray from normal. He appeared pretty relieved when 

they drove off, must have thought that they are into something mischievous. 

 

“Hope that thing won’t catch up on us!” Mitesh shuddered. 

 

-0- 

 

 

They rented two rooms in the nearest lodge and ordered lunch, packed. They 

had no intention of waiting for lunch hour. They wanted to get out of that 

place as soon as they could but the stench that filled up the cars after meeting 
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the witch was still in their nostrils, and from the expressions of others they 

could guess their bodies too. 

 

They had to bath and air the cars. 

 

The marks became really visible after bath. All processes of normal scrubbing 

were tried. Nothing worked… it became even more visible because the skin 

around it got extra cleaned by vigorous scrubbing. 

 

The young girl in the counter could not stop herself from staring at their faces 

rudely. They walked out of the lodge, into the cars, leaving the lunch 

untouched. Now they were terrified. 

 

A couple of hours later they were on a plane heading for New Delhi. They left 

the cars and equipments in the farmhouse of a mutual friend. They were really 

stinking like hell! 

 

“It’s good that these days we keep all our money in banks and I have a house 

in Delhi.” Mitesh muttered as they came out of the airport. 

 

“I am so sorry Rajan! I never thought that the thing will turn out to be like 

this!” Mitesh said looking at his friend. 

 

“It’s not your fault Mitesh!” Rajan whispered inadvertently rubbing his 

forehead, the mark. “It’s burning!” he whispered, “I will have to see a doctor 

on my way home. I will come down to your home in the evening for a drink or 

two.” He patted Mitesh on shoulder before entering his taxi. 

 

That was the last time he saw him. He has barely entered his flat when the 

phone rang. It was one of Rajan’s team-mates, the conversation was brief. The 

taxi skidded on dry road, turned turtle. The driver escaped without a scratch. 

Rajan is dead. 
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The driver swears that he saw a woman standing right in the middle of the 

road. She appeared out of nowhere and when he applied the emergency brake 

the taxi turned turtle. 

 

He was sober. He never drinks. 

 

Police shrugged it off as hallucination. 

 

“Call the others and tell them to be careful for a few days.” That was all Mitesh 

could say. 

 

He slumped on the nearest chair, aching to wake up in his ancestral home 

after a weird, lucid nightmare. 

 

The doorbell rang. 

 

He heard his servant talking with someone then the approaching footsteps. 

 

“Sir an old man is waiting for you in the drawing room. He said his name is 

Ramprasad something….” 

 

The face of the old man turned ghastly white when he looked at Mitesh’s face.  

 

“I came running after I heard that you have reached your house here!” 

Ramprasad said. “Hoping you made it out before it was too late! I can see you 

were too late to leave the village.” 

 

That meant he knew about that skull imprinted on his forehead! The old man 

was sitting on the sofa, sad and heartbroken. 

 

“Yes.” Mitesh softly mumbled. “Three of my friends are already dead. Two died 

back in village. One died here in Delhi. It seems she followed us here.” 
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“She does not leave anyone who has laid eyes on her alive! There is no escape 

from her vengeance if you have seen her!” Ramprasad said. 

 

“Is there nothing we can do?” Mitesh asked. His skepticism has vanished long 

ago. All he was thinking about was the members of Rajan’s team and himself. 

 

“There is only one man who has survived after seeing her!” Ramprasad said 

after a little pause. “When she could not kill him she killed everyone that 

mattered to him. He is almost senile these days. Barely fifty year old but looks 

ninety.” 

 

“Can I see him, where does he live?”  Mitesh asked. 

 

“I brought Lakhanprasad, my cousin when I was coming to meet you.” 

Ramprasad said, “He is in the balcony.” 

 

They went out. An old man was sitting on a sofa. His eyes were stuck on the 

road below with a vacant expression on his face. His hair was all white. Not a 

single one was gray or tainted- every one of them was silver white. 

 

“So you have seen that fiend too?” that was the first sentence the man uttered. 

“You have sealed your own fate! You should have listened to elders when they 

asked you to walk away from the place.” 

 

Mitesh did not answer, there was nothing to say! For once the stranger was 

absolutely right. Had he walked away when Ramprasad has asked him again 

and again Rajan would have been alive! 

 

“There is only one way to fight that witch- and that is in her realm!” he said. 

“She does not kill you on the spot. She snatches away the soul from the body 

and sacrifices it in the altar of her temple. If you can save yourself from the 

first blow she can’t hit you ever again. She will have to return your soul but 

she will settle her score on you by other means.” 
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“If you tell your story to someone else, seeking protection, and that person is 

around when she comes for you, knowing who she is she will kill him or her 

too.” he said, wiping away the hope of consulting someone. 

 

“She ensures that you fight against her and her demons on your own.” 

Lakshmanprasad said morosely. “She plays this game to ascertain her 

victory!” 

 

“I was thirty when I saw the black mist. My friends challenged and dared me 

to pass a night in the temple. When I entered the temple moonlight was 

flooding it. The mist rose at midnight. It does every night but stays only in the 

temple. It has to rise every night because the witch and her demons worship 

devil. The goddess is long gone. They have built an altar for devil and worship 

him.” 

 

“It’s the Mother Goddess that graces the altar of that cursed temple during 

daylight, when the mist is not there. But when the mist envelopes it a black 

light envelopes the temple and the marsh around it. The Mother Goddess 

vanishes and devil takes her place. That’s when Krishnamayee and her 

demons show up. But I guess only her sacrifices know that side of the temple, 

and I am the only one known to be alive!” Lakhanprasad said. 

 

“Don’t accept anything from her. She will offer you something, it can be 

anything – food, drink, a dress… don’t co-operate with her. Let her do it by 

force if she must. If you co-operate or accept you will become her puppet.” 

 

“She will try to scare you with dire consequences or coax you into believing 

that if you accept her offer you will be spared but don’t be fooled.” 

Lakhanprasad said. 

 

“She ordered me to drink a glass of some liquid I did not oblige. At first she 

tried to coax me to believe that if I drink that liquid I will forget about 

everything that has happened and will wake up in my own house.  
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But there was something in her eyes, or her manners maybe and I refused. She 

and her demons tried to terrorize me next. Threatening me with all sorts of 

terrible consequences! Her over-eagerness made me suspicious. This time I 

clearly refused. She tried for really long time then I was laid down to be 

sacrificed. I kicked her real hard. She fell and I ran. I never even imagined that 

they won’t follow. I ran and ran till I realized that I was far away from the 

marsh and no one was behind me. I lost my senses. My friends rescued me 

next day. All my hair has turned white.” 

 

“After that I took care that no villagers ever goes near the temple, even during 

day time.” Lakhanprasad said. “She settled her score on my family, my 

parents, wife, children, siblings….. I lost them all within one year.” 

 

“Now I am living in hell, and death is nowhere near!” Lakhanprasad said 

grimly. “She will really make you regret that you did not let her sacrifice you!”  

 

“Remember what saved me! Don’t forget it. She sends away all her demons 

before sacrifice. She does not share the power she gets as a reward of sacrifice 

with her minions, friends, buddies I don’t know what they are to her! Those 

demons! If you hit the road that leads from the temple to the field outside the 

marsh she won’t dare to follow you. The souls she has devoured are still 

roaming on both sides of that road and without her demons they will attack 

her. By the time she will summon her demons back if you run real hard you 

will cross the marsh- that is her territory mostly. Her with her full powers I 

mean. I could barely make hundred meters away from the marsh before I 

collapsed. So…. Don’t stop till you do too! God be with you my son!” 

Lakhanprasad said. 

 

 

-0- 

 

He called up the remaining survivors and told them the story and the remedy. 

But fate was not on their side. One by one they perished within a week. 

 



Agnimalya (garland of fire January 2022 

24 
 

It was exactly fifteen days later. He was sitting in his drawing room. Staring 

vacantly at the television, it was showing some funny movie. Last fifteen days 

have been living nightmare for him. He has been seeing that woman 

everywhere! 

 

His eyes fell on the window and he realized with sinking heart that the street 

lights and lights of windows of other buildings have disappeared.  There was 

pitch darkness outside his window. So black that he felt he could touch it if he 

opened the window. 

 

They blew open by themselves and the darkness entered the room, a wall of 

darkness started rolling towards him. He tried to scream but his mouth did 

not move. His eyes fell on the mirror opposite to his sofa, a creature without a 

mouth - with only a pair of eyes was staring back at him wearing the dress he 

was wearing. 

 

He was sucked in. 

 

He discovered himself on the narrow path facing a temple enveloped in a 

black light. Just like the light of sun during full eclipse, only darker. He could 

hear the bells chiming and the loud incantation of mantras chanted by a 

woman coming from the temple.  

 

He tried turning back and running away from the temple. But something 

shoved him hard, towards the temple. 

 

He looked back and a pair of burning red eyes met his. He could not see 

anything else but a harsh, powerful shove pushed him forward again. 

 

The road was closed upon by dark boiling pool of mud or something else on 

both sides, hairy hands with talons shot out of it to grab his ankle but stopped 

short of the path, it seemed the path was the only thing keeping them away 

from him. 
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He kept moving forward because the creature behind him took care of that he 

does that. He reached the stairs of the temple and saw her. 

 

Krishnamayi was so seductive! Her body was full, plump in Indian way, it 

seemed one of the statues of Khajuraho has taken the form of a woman. She 

smiled sweetly at him. 

 

“Leave him alone son!” Krishnamayi smiled at the creature behind him, “He is 

now mine and my Lord’s.’” 

 

“Sit down!” Krishnamayi gestured at an asan (mat) spread on the temple floor. 

 

“Give him something to eat.” Krishnamayi ordered someone and sat down on a 

mat facing him. 

 

A beautiful woman came forward with a plate of fruits, sweets and a glass of a 

liquid. 

 

“I am not hungry.” Mitesh said. 

 

“Then drink the milk.” Krishnamayi gestured at the glass. “You must be 

thirsty.” 

 

“I am not thirsty. Let me go.” Mitesh said, trying to keep his senses together. 

He was lucky that he fell among those people who get calmer when problems 

crash upon them. Ever since he was a little boy he has noticed that the graver 

the situations he was in the calmer he used to become. 

 

Mitesh knew one thing- there was no good in angering her unless she chooses 

to get angry herself. 

 

“I know what that idiot has told you. It’s lie! Had he consumed that glass of 

milk he truly would have forgotten everything! I have spared so many in past.” 
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she cooed with a strange glint in her huge eyes. “His audacity and misbehavior 

made me furious. I am not a demoness!” she smiled coyly.  

 

If he had seen her in real life he would never have believed that she was a 

demon. She was so beautiful! Huge sparkling eyes, a cascade of dark hair 

tumbling down her body like a waterfall. Full lips, perfect nose, arms and 

fingers she looked like a lover’s dream come true not a witch or demon! 

 

She smiled sweetly, as if was able to read his mind! 

 

“Here!” she picked up the glass and stretched her arm towards him. The glass 

touched his lips. 

 

“No!” he turned his face away. “I can’t! I just am not thirsty. Please just let me 

go!” 

 

“Don’t disobey me!” she said, her voice hardened a bit. “I really don’t like 

people who disrespect a courteous host!” 

 

“I really am not thirsty!” he said without turning his face. 

 

The next sound he heard could not have come out of a human throat, “Don’t 

you dare disobey me!” he turned with a shock and shudder. 

 

A hideous creature was sitting on the mat opposite. 

 

Its body was twisted, so was its face, its eyes were burning like yellow flames 

of fire. It was holding the glass in a gnarled, twisted arm with crooked talons 

that seemed quite capable of ripping his heart apart. 

 

“Drink it!” it roared. 

 

He fell backwards on the floor instinctively. 
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In an instance he was surrounded by an army of hideous beasts with human 

torso. 

 

“This is your last chance!” the witch hissed. 

 

 

Mitesh just stared at the battalion surrounding him, without uttering a word 

or opening his mouth, in case she forces something down his throat. 

 

“Take him to the altar!” the witch screeched. 

 

Pairs of hands grabbed him, a few buckets of cold water was thrown on him to 

purify his body. They smeared his forehead with vermillion and lifted him like 

a plastic doll and carried him to the altar. 

 

The old man was right. 

 

This was no idol of mother goddess on that altar. It was male and one look at 

its face unleashed a surge of stark horror. He felt he was sinking in a land of 

pitch darkness and horror- insane horror. He closed his eyes and prayed. 

 

The sweet voice of Krishnamayi rang in his ears. “Drink it son, forget 

everything and return to your world!” 

 

He opened his eyes. She was back in her seductress form. Sitting there smiling 

as if nothing has happened. Her demons have vanished. 

 

He realized it was his only chance. 

 

The road that brought him to the temple was barely a foot away from the 

place he was standing. 
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He took a leap and landed on the road and started to run. The border of the 

marsh was only few meters away from the altar. The temple truly moved 

around that marsh land. It was almost at the border now not middle. 

 

He heard monstrous howls echoing all around him. He just ran blindly, 

insanely! 

 

“Don’t you think you can escape me!” Mitesh heard the monstrous howl of the 

furious witch coming from the temple. He was out of the marshland in a few 

seconds. The minute he touched the barren field surrounding the marsh lost 

his senses. 

 

He regained his consciousness in a place he recognized after a little time. 

 

It was a few miles away from his ancestral village. He got up and looked 

around him. A foot or two away from him was the black marsh- reminding 

him that Krishnamayi was not a dream. But there was no sign of the hideous 

creatures or the mist, it was broad daylight, all he could see was the temple at 

a long, long distance in its actual position, in the middle of the marsh.  

 

This time she has devoured his ancestral village and part of the land up to the 

highway. The parts she had to cross when she was trying to catch them. He 

was sitting by that tongue, close to his ancestral village. As far as he could see 

outside that narrow patch was a stretch of land with oozing black liquid, the 

houses and everything else was gone. 

 

He shrank away from it as if it was something live, could drag him back to the 

hell from where he has escaped. 

 

“Baba!!” he heard the voice of a young man and turned to face a man his age 

looking at him with concerned eyes. “Are you alright baba?” 
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A sense of despair sank in. He realized he too must have aged a few decades 

overnight, that’s why a man of his age was calling him baba (a respectful term 

for a father figure). 

 

“Can you take me to the nearest village?” Mitesh asked in sinking voice. 

 

“Sure!” the man held his shoulder and helped him up. 

 

They walked slowly for a few minutes and reached a nearby village. A village 

he was quite familiar with and fortunately had a few friends. 

 

He shared his story with them. At first they did not believe him but then he 

requested them to contact Ramprasad, he was a respected figure in all villages 

nearby, when he showed up things fell in place, his friends heard his story 

with great attention and believed it. 

 

“What will you do now?” Ramprasad asked him. 

 

“I will go back to home. I don’t have anyone that witch can kill, so I will take 

my chances from my own home.” Mitesh said. “I just want to rest in my own 

home! My brain is not working!” 

 

“My home is gone, so is everything, I am staying with my son in Pritampura, a 

little distance away from here, I will meet you once things are sorted a bit. Do 

you have money for fare? I don’t think so!” The old man fished out some 

money from his pocket and gave it to Mitesh. 

 

“I will money order it to you when I get back to Delhi.” He thanked Ramprasad 

for everything and left for Delhi immediately. 

 

He reached his home exhausted beyond words. The gate of the housing looked 

like gate of heaven to him. 

 

“Where are you going?” the gatekeeper rudely stopped him. 



Agnimalya (garland of fire January 2022 

30 
 

 

“To my home..!”  Mitesh answered rudely. “Can’t you recognize me? Get your 

eyes tested.” 

 

“Listen old man it’s not possible for me to let unknown people in the building 

unless they are invited by one of the owners.” The gatekeeper did not budge 

an inch away from the gate, stood there blocking his path. 

 

“I am one of the owners, the owner of flat 2C. Something happened …. My hair 

turned white but my face is same, is not it?” Mitesh asked, exasperated. 

 

“Something wrong Deendayal?” it was his next door neighbor Mr. Jain. 

 

“Mr. Jain!” he sighed with relief, “Please ask him to let me in. I will explain to 

you later.” 

 

“Do I know you baba?” Mr. Jain asked in return. 

 

“I am Mitesh, your next door neighbour!” he answered. He was now close to 

tears. 

 

“Really…? Then who was the man I just talked with when I was coming 

downstairs? Standing outside his flat with his newlywed wife?”  Jain mocked. 

“Deendayal close and lock the gate! Bawla lagta hai (looks like a crazy guy!)” 

 

“Start walking or else I will call the cops.” Deendayal was not that courteous.  

 

Mitesh walked a few meters away from the gate and sat down on a bench 

under a tree. He could see his flat from here. 

 

Someone came out to the balcony and turned on the light, as if to taunt him. 

 

It was him. There was no doubt about it- the body he left here last night was 

standing on the balcony. 
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A woman came out and slipped her arms around his waist…. It was 

Krishnamayi. Then she started laughing, her trademark laughter a strange 

mixture of yapping of a fox and donkey’s braying. They both looked at him 

directly and tauntingly. 

 

A hand fell on his shoulder. It was Ramprasad! 
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2 the bridge of her dreams 
 

The wind was frosty but rejuvenating. She smiled happily and touched the 

wooden railing of the bridge stretched across the deep gorge. Its rough 

texture tickled her palms like bark of an old tree. 

 

She looked down grabbing the railing firmly. 

 

She could see the silver water of the river sparkling through the veil of mist 

like a silver ribbon or sari will be more appropriate term- a synthetic sari 

sparkling. 

 

She gripped the railing and moved forth on the wooden bridge swaying gently 

with her movement. By the time she reached the middle of the bridge she 

could no longer see what was one foot away from her, the mist became a deep 

fog. She felt like she was walking inside a land of milky darkness. Her only 

strength was the firm hold on the railing. 

 

The alarm rang shrilly and she woke up. 

 

She has been having this dream for years. The same wooden bridge stretched 

across a deep gorge. She has stood on the bridge and seen the steep hill on her 

side of the bridge- it went almost straight to the valley below, where that river 

was flowing. The other side stayed elusive she could never make it to the 

other side. One reason or the other woke her up before that. 

 

May be, I will someday! Before I die I will see what is on the other side of that 

bridge! She thought to herself as she stretched and yawned trying to steal a 

few more minutes in bed before rushing forth to everyday life. 
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“Chitralekha!” her boss called out to her. She dropped her bag on her desk and 

headed for his chamber. “Congratulations!” he stretched out his hand, “Your 

prayers have been answered!” 

 

She felt bit strange as the thought of her morning wish flashed in her mind 

when she reached out for the envelope. 

 

“Sit down!” he gestured to the seat across his. 

 

She sat down and opened the envelope, for two years she has been requesting 

a university in Kashmir to let her join their two month course of local 

woodcraft, it has been finally accepted. She could barely suppress the big grin 

that instantly showed up on her beautiful face. 

 

“Hope you have enough woolens.” Her boss laughed when he saw her grin. She 

nodded.  

 

Chitralekha was on her flight to Srinagar next Monday. A car was waiting for 

her on the airport. It was ten hour journey to the college. 

 

“We are almost there madam!” The driver’s eyes were glued to the road. His 

hands were firmly gripping the steering. On one side there was rocky body of 

the hill. One after the other huge rocks were left behind as the car moved 

forward, on the other side was deadly slopes. They were climbing higher and 

higher. 

 

“The college is right across the bridge.” He remarked as the car eased its way 

in a bridge. 

 

The day was full of sunshine and light. She turned her face to look down at the 

river they were crossing and then lifted her eyes. There was a bridge a little 

distance away from theirs. A wooden bridge just like the one of her dreams! 
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“Where does that bridge go?” she asked her heart beating a bit faster. It looked 

so familiar! 

 

“That’s the old bridge to the college, when there were no cars people used it to 

get there. No one uses that now but the kids from college, outsiders use this 

bridge.” 

 

“Why?” 

 

“It’s haunted, the ghost of a woman haunts it people say!” He said, “I have 

never seen her. Then I never had the chance of using it. But the students or the 

employees who have tried crossing it during night hours vow that they have 

seen her walking on it, and sometimes walking through them! Those who live 

in the rooms that have windows facing towards that bridge see her too.” he 

chuckled a little, “She does not harms anyone but who wants to see a ghost or 

enjoy one walking through one?” 

 

She thought to herself that she will check it out later. 

 

He dropped her at the office and drove off. 

 

She started climbing the stairs to the principal’s chamber. A group of students 

were coming down the stairs. She stopped one of them to ask the directions. 

She heard a muffled sound and turned to face another girl of the group, she 

was staring at her with eyes bulging with fear! 

 

She looked away and thanked the girl for the directions and resumed the 

climb when she heard a muffled, agitated voice- “Did you see that woman? She 

looks just like that ghost of the bridge!” 

 

“Come on Tamanna!” she heard another voice reprimanding her in a hushed 

tone. 
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“She does!” the voice rose a little defiantly. “I have seen her more than once! 

My window is right besides that bridge in case you have forgotten Julie!” 

 

“Then it must be her, she must have come down or up to meet you!” Julie 

giggled and rest of the girls joined her. 

 

She glanced back over her shoulder. The group was standing right where she 

left them staring at her. They turned away when their eyes met and resumed 

their descent. 

 

Theirs was not the only stares Chitralekha met on her way to the principal’s 

office. 

 

She was given a room facing the bridge. The moment she opened the window 

and looked at it she knew it was that bridge! The only difference was it was 

broad daylight now, so the bridge looked much battered than her dream. 

 

She longed to take her walk across that bridge but that was not about to 

happen, not now! Her classes were from two in the afternoon, till seven in the 

evening.  

 

She returned to her room after eight, after having her dinner in the college 

canteen. The night was foggy. She decided that she will be up early and check 

out the bridge. 

 

A soft voice woke her up … Abida…. It was very soft but very clear, as if the 

speaker was in her room. 

 

She looked around, the door was bolted from inside, windows were secured 

with sturdy grills and she was the only one in room. Moonlight was bathing 

the room, from one corner to the other so there was no chance of missing the 

speaker if she was here. 

 

Abida… you are back my child!  
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This time the voice was clearer, as if the speaker was speaking in her ear. She 

felt a chilling wisp of wind brushing her cheek. She flicked on the light and 

kept it on for the rest of the night. 

 

The voice or whatever it was stopped after the light was switched on. She got 

up early, naturally and decided that it was time for her to check out the other 

side of the bridge. 

 

She started walking, a very thin veil of mist was there but that only enhanced 

the beauty of the surroundings. She could see the river below and the hills on 

both sides through that beautiful veil. Sun was not up yet. She crossed the 

bridge! 

 

It ended in the garden of a mansion. An old mansion- seemed at least a few 

hundred years old. The garden was well maintained and roses were blooming 

all over it. She has never seen such a fantastic variety of roses in real life. She 

of course have seen pictures and videos but never with her own eyes. 

 

A gardener was working already. No wonder they were so well cared for she 

thought. The man lifted his head and his eyes widened mouth opened. 

 

Here he goes too… She thought.  

 

“Ya Allah! Are you real?” he exclaimed.  

 

Fantastic she thought. This one is weirder!  

 

“I beg your pardon?” She asked coldly. 

 

“You are!” he muttered. “You are alive! You came back to your home Abida!” 

 

“My name is not Abida.” She said walking a few steps backwards. But the man 

leaped forward and stood almost nose to nose, staring at her. 
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“How old are you?” he asked. 

 

“That is none of your business!” she was scared and angry now. 

 

“Please! Answer me!” He begged. 

 

Chitralekha felt sorry for him, maybe he is crazy but seemed harmless. 

 

“Twenty one years.” She said. 

 

“Where are your parents?” He asked. 

 

“I am orphan.” She said losing temper again. But the expression on that man’s 

face prevented her from getting rude. His eyes were almost moist with tears. 

 

“Have you seen your parents ever?” He asked. “Did they die recently?” 

 

“No I was brought up in an orphanage. I was found wandering on Delhi 

Railway station some seventeen years ago.” She said patiently. For the first 

time a thin feeling seeped in maybe he is speaking truth and is not crazy just 

bewildered. 

 

“I knew that it is you my child, my daughter!” the man started crying. He tried 

to grab her by her shoulders but Chitralekha evaded that and maintained a 

safe distance. 

 

Chitralekha wondered if she will turn and run towards the bridge but the man 

appeared so harmless. To be honest, she too was curious now to know what 

made that man so worked up. He was working with the roses quite peacefully 

when she showed up. So… 
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“Come with me!” he begged and she followed him to the mansion. He opened 

the very first room and they entered. Right opposite to the door was an oil 

painting- an exact replica of Chitralekha wearing muslim attire.  

 

A huge vase filled with choicest roses told Chitralekha that she was very much 

missed by the man. 

 

“That is your mother Zeenat begum my wife.” The old man said. “I will never 

forget that cursed day! You have seen that college on the other side of the 

bridge?” 

 

“Our ancestors have built it and ran it, still do. I was a professor of Urdu there. 

Zeenat always brought my lunch there. You too followed her like a shadow! 

You were such a beautiful angel my darling!” 

 

“A horrible flood was raging that year, I told Zeenat again and again to not 

come, but she did, and you certainly followed her. A flash flood ripped you 

both away from that bridge.” 

 

“I thought I have lost both of you but I never saw you, Zeenat comes to me 

sometimes but you never did. I had a thin hope that you survived.” 

 

“You did my child you did!” 

 

This time Chitralekha allowed him to hug her and a strange feeling of peace 

filled up her heart when his tears dropped down on her shoulder one after the 

other. 

 

She truly was home. 
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Sharmishtha Basu is a prolific writer, digital painter, blogger, and current resident of Kolkata, West 

Bengal, India. She has written an astonishing number of poems, stories, and commentary on things 

Indian over the years. She authors and moderates quite a handful of blogs. She has produced a wide 

range of images to illustrate her works, and has published a set of illustrated and non-illustrated books 

in Kindle, Shoptly and justfiction-edition.com. 

 

  With a fertile imagination and keen understanding of social issues in India and thereabouts, her 

writings encompass such genres as culture, politics, fantasy, science fiction, horror, and matters of the 

heart. She is the creator and moderator of the twin eZines, Agnishatdal and Agnijaat, and continues her 

writing and painting unimpeded by those things that would discourage lesser creators of words and 

images. 

 

  She is currently keeps herself busy on hours of writing, reading, and creating evocative images. 

Tirelessly working on writing and painting projects, she spends much of her time immersed in music 

while painting, and it shows in the colorful results of her artistry, and writing. 

 

If you want her newsletter agnijshatadalama write to her, and do mention in the subject line that you 
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Her social media mumbo-jumbo for you: 
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Youtube: 

https://youtube.com/c/sharmishthabasu 

linkedin: 

https://in.linkedin.com/in/authorsharmishthabasu (IF you want me to join your linked in group send 

the invite from your linked in profile to mine) 

 

For directly or indirectly buying her creations: 

https://www.amazon.com/author/sharmishthabasu 

https://www.paypal.me/sharmishthabasu 

https://www.patreon.com/sharmishthabasu 

https://shoptly.com/sharmishthabasu 

https://gumroad.com/sharmishthabasu 

https://buymeacoffee.com/sharmishthabasu  
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https://sharmishthabasu.artweb.com 

https://zazzle.com/store/sharmishthabasu 

https://www.redbubble.com/people/sharmishthabosu/shop 

 

If you want my work for your magazine, publishing company, blog (as a guest 

blogger/author/illustrator) feel free to contact me and make me happy. You wil get the list of the 

books in my shoptly bookstore in the end of book. If you are looking for a freelancer 

you can check out my profile here: 
 

https://www.upwork.com/freelancers/~01873ccd4b48c7e20c?viewMode=1 
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https://www.upwork.com/freelancers/~01873ccd4b48c7e20c?viewMode=1


41  some stories by Miss Sharmishtha Basu 
 

My YouTube Channel 

Agni Kahini by Sharmishtha Basu 
https://www.youtube.com/channel/UCZae1W9SU3ZffO9DkbGDIjA 

 

 
Hi friends, 

 

I just started trying my hands on graphics stories in June 2021, so any constructive comment will be very 

much appreciated. I use Pencil 2D to create my videos and it is really easy to use and great. Music is 

copied from https://joshwoodward.com you will get a huge collection of free to use music there if you 

are looking for them. 

 

Love. 

Sharmishtha Basu 

 

Agni Kahini 

https://www.youtube.com/channel/UCZae1W9SU3ZffO9DkbGDIjA 

All the works are here: 

https://www.youtube.com/channel/UCZae1W9SU3ZffO9DkbGDIjA/playlists 

  

https://www.youtube.com/channel/UCZae1W9SU3ZffO9DkbGDIjA/playlists
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Sneak Peek 
 

 
 

Sneak Peek 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/b08v8gxv5h 

 

Story one: The lunatic- 

 

Scratching sound on her window woke her up. Mina opened her eyes, it was dark outside but she could 

see vaguely because of the streetlight. Someone was standing at the window, slowly running her finger 

on the glass, looking at her. 

 

An old woman with disheveled hair and hungry eyes, she was staring at her like she wanted to devour 

Mina with her eyes! 

 

She woke up in her bed with a bad taste in her mouth. Her husband was sleeping by her, like a baby. 

One arm wrapped around her waist. She gently freed herself and went downstairs for a cup of tea. 

A strange feeling of gloom took over her whenever she dreamt about this old woman. Sometimes she 

will dream that she was stalking her in a deserted road, sometimes she would be in a strange place with 

strange people, people who seemed known to her then this woman will show up and they will 

disappear. 

 

The story of a young woman and her nightmares, how they became real in most horrific way! 
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Story two: The old graveyard 

 

She fell asleep thinking about the song and had a strange, scary dream. She was walking alone in a 

deserted road, it was dark and the streetlights were really faint, most probably hundred watt bulbs. 

Huge, bushy trees were on both sides of the road, softly shaking in the wind. They looked like ghosts or 

monsters standing there, watching her, about to pounce! 

 

Suddenly she heard that song, this time louder and clearer, she followed it and soon was standing at the 

gate of a graveyard. The sound was coming from inside the cemetery. She opened the gate and entered 

it. Like a dreamer does without thinking about the consequences, then she started looking for the 

singer. 

 

Story of a young girl in college, when she heard that song for the first time her very soul froze, as if a 

dark clammy hand from her past reached out and touched her unleashing stark horror.  

 

More stories in the book! 

 

Don’t forget to share your views after reading. 

 

 

I will be waiting! 
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SHOPTLY 
http://shoptly.com/sharmishthabasu 
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BOOKS IN SHOPTLY (1.9.21) 
http://Shoptly.com/sharmishthabasu 

Saraswati 

https://shoptly.com/i/roq 

Seven 

https://shoptly.com/i/ror 

Seventeen 

https://shoptly.com/i/ros 

Trishakti 

https://shoptly.com/i/z7v 

Sharmishtha Basu's Sketch Book 1 Sun 

https://shoptly.com/i/5t2 

Sharmishtha Basu's Sketch Book 2 Water 

https://shoptly.com/i/5tp 

soulagni and Agni 17.7.2019 

https://shoptly.com/i/5tr 

AGNIKORAK 

Agnikorak Book 1 

https://shoptly.com/i/vkj 

Agnikorak Book 2 

https://shoptly.com/i/vkk 

Agnikorak Book 3 

https://shoptly.com/i/vkm 

Agnikorak Book 4 

https://shoptly.com/i/vkn 

Agnikorak Book 5 

https://shoptly.com/i/vko 

Agnikorak Book 6 

https://shoptly.com/i/vkc 

Agnikorak Book 7 

https://shoptly.com/i/vk9 

Agnikorak 8 Summer Serenade 

https://shoptly.com/i/fdx 

 

AGNIMALYA 

Agnimalya Book 1 

https://shoptly.com/i/vma 

Agnimalya Book 2 

https://shoptly.com/i/vmb 

Agnimalya Book 3 

https://shoptly.com/i/vm3 

http://shoptly.com/sharmishthabasu
https://shoptly.com/i/roq
https://shoptly.com/i/ror
https://shoptly.com/i/ros
https://shoptly.com/i/z7v
https://shoptly.com/i/5t2
https://shoptly.com/i/5tp
https://shoptly.com/i/5tr
https://shoptly.com/i/vkj
https://shoptly.com/i/vkk
https://shoptly.com/i/vkm
https://shoptly.com/i/vkn
https://shoptly.com/i/vko
https://shoptly.com/i/vkc
https://shoptly.com/i/vk9
https://shoptly.com/i/fdx
https://shoptly.com/i/vma
https://shoptly.com/i/vmb
https://shoptly.com/i/vm3
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Agnimalya Book 4 

https://shoptly.com/i/vmt 

Agnimalya Book 5 

https://shoptly.com/i/vmu 

Agnimalya Book 6 

https://shoptly.com/i/vmv 

agnimalya book 7 an adult love story 

https://shoptly.com/i/p2b 

Agnimalya Book 8 The Tower 

https://shoptly.com/i/qeg 

Agnimalya Book 9 The Soul Devourers 

https://shoptly.com/i/ro2 

Agnimalya book 10 Tall tales of fair folks 1  

https://shoptly.com/i/fdy 

Agnimalya Book 11 Tall tales of fair folks 2 

https://shoptly.com/i/gyh 

Agnimalya book 12 Ye Have Been Warned 1 June 2019 

https://shoptly.com/i/hod 

Agnimalya book 13 Ye Have Been Warned 2 June 2019 

https://shoptly.com/i/hoj 

Agnimalya book 14, They always come! 

https://shoptly.com/i/5tu 

Agnimalya Book 15 Urania's table 1 

https://shoptly.com/i/95y 

Agnimalya Book 16 Urania's table 2 

https://shoptly.com/i/bat3 

SBPnB 

SBPnB Book 1 

https://shoptly.com/i/vm2 

SBPnB Book 2 

https://shoptly.com/i/vmp 

SBPnB Book 3 

https://shoptly.com/i/vmq 

SBPnB Book 4 

https://shoptly.com/i/vmr 

SBPnB Book 5 

https://shoptly.com/i/qei 

SBPnB Book 6 - beautiful dreams 

https://shoptly.com/i/gy5 

Sharmishtha Basu's Pen n Brush Book 7 

https://shoptly.com/i/bb7c 

Sharmishtha Basu's Pen n Brush Book 8 

https://shoptly.com/i/bb79 

https://shoptly.com/i/vmt
https://shoptly.com/i/vmu
https://shoptly.com/i/vmv
https://shoptly.com/i/p2b
https://shoptly.com/i/qeg
https://shoptly.com/i/ro2
https://shoptly.com/i/fdy
https://shoptly.com/i/gyh
https://shoptly.com/i/hod
https://shoptly.com/i/hoj
https://shoptly.com/i/5tu
https://shoptly.com/i/95y
https://shoptly.com/i/bat3
https://shoptly.com/i/vm2
https://shoptly.com/i/vmp
https://shoptly.com/i/vmq
https://shoptly.com/i/vmr
https://shoptly.com/i/qei
https://shoptly.com/i/gy5
https://shoptly.com/i/bb7c
https://shoptly.com/i/bb79
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Sharmishtha Basu's Pen n Brush Book 9 

https://shoptly.com/i/bbwa 

Sharmishtha Basu's Pen n Brush Book 10 

https://shoptly.com/i/bbwb 

Sharmishtha Basu's Pen n Brush Book 11 

https://shoptly.com/i/bbw3 

AGNIJAAT 

Agnijaat Magh, january 

https://shoptly.com/i/vms 

Agnijaat Falgun, February 

https://shoptly.com/i/vm7 

Agnijaat Chaitra, March 

https://shoptly.com/i/vwz 

Agnijaat Boisakh, April 

https://shoptly.com/i/24b 

agnijaat jyeshtha 1425, may 2018 

https://shoptly.com/i/pv9 

Agnijaat Book 5 

https://shoptly.com/i/vmw 

Agnijaat Book 6 

https://shoptly.com/i/pvo 

Agnijaat Ashar 1425 

https://shoptly.com/i/qee 

Agnijaat Shraban 1425 

https://shoptly.com/i/rov 

sfulingo  [Annual Digest 2018] 

https://shoptly.com/i/ro7 

Agnijaat Bhadra 1425, August 2018 

https://shoptly.com/i/746 

agnijaat Ashwin 1425, September 2018 

https://shoptly.com/i/xyy 

Agnijaat Book 7 - Durgapuja 1425 

https://shoptly.com/i/y8y 

Agnijaat Kartik 1425, October 2018 

https://shoptly.com/i/x9t 

Agnijaat Agrahayan 1425, November 2018 

https://shoptly.com/i/zc8 

Agnijaat Poush 1425, December 2018 

https://shoptly.com/i/1m8 

Agnijaat Magh 1425, January 2019 

https://shoptly.com/i/863 

Agnijaat Book 8, Saraswatipuja 1425 

https://shoptly.com/i/4xg 

https://shoptly.com/i/bbwa
https://shoptly.com/i/bbwb
https://shoptly.com/i/bbw3
https://shoptly.com/i/vms
https://shoptly.com/i/vm7
https://shoptly.com/i/vwz
https://shoptly.com/i/24b
https://shoptly.com/i/pv9
https://shoptly.com/i/vmw
https://shoptly.com/i/pvo
https://shoptly.com/i/qee
https://shoptly.com/i/rov
https://shoptly.com/i/ro7
https://shoptly.com/i/746
https://shoptly.com/i/xyy
https://shoptly.com/i/y8y
https://shoptly.com/i/x9t
https://shoptly.com/i/zc8
https://shoptly.com/i/1m8
https://shoptly.com/i/863
https://shoptly.com/i/4xg
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Agnijaat Falgun 1425, February 2019 

https://shoptly.com/i/4jx 

Agnijaat Chaitra 1425, March 2019 

https://shoptly.com/i/ex3 

Agnijaat Boisakh 1425, April 2019 

https://shoptly.com/i/fq5 

Agnijaat Book 9, 25she boisakh 1426, 7th May 2019 

https://shoptly.com/i/gu5 

Agnijaat Jyeshtha 1426, May 2019 

https://shoptly.com/i/gyg 

Agnijaat Ashar 1426, June 2019 

https://shoptly.com/i/ho6 

Agnijaat Shraban 1426, July 2019 

https://shoptly.com/i/5tt 

Sfulingo Illustrated 3, 17.7.2019 

https://shoptly.com/i/5tq 

Agnijaat Bhadra 1426, August 2019 

https://shoptly.com/i/6pe 

Agnijaat Ashwin 1426, September2019 

https://shoptly.com/i/dfu 

Agnijaat 10th Quarterly Durgapuja 2019 1426 

https://shoptly.com/i/jbh 

Agnijaat Kartik 1426, October 2019 

https://shoptly.com/i/jo7 

Agnijaat Agrahayan 1426, November 2019 

https://shoptly.com/i/kjo 

Agnijaat Poush 1426, December 2019 

https://shoptly.com/i/mom 

Agnijaat Magh 1426, January 2020 

https://shoptly.com/i/nir 

agnijaat book 11, saraswatipuja 2020 

https://shoptly.com/i/oay 

Agnijaat Falgun 1426, February 2020 

https://shoptly.com/i/owg 

Agnijaat Chaitra 1426, March 2020 

https://shoptly.com/i/cwo 

Agnijaat Boisakh 1427, April 2020 

https://shoptly.com/i/958 

Agnijaat Jyeshtha 1427, May 2020 

https://shoptly.com/i/ba39 

Agnijaat Book 12, Ponchishe boisakh 2020 

https://shoptly.com/i/ba3c 

  

https://shoptly.com/i/4jx
https://shoptly.com/i/ex3
https://shoptly.com/i/fq5
https://shoptly.com/i/gu5
https://shoptly.com/i/gyg
https://shoptly.com/i/ho6
https://shoptly.com/i/5tt
https://shoptly.com/i/5tq
https://shoptly.com/i/6pe
https://shoptly.com/i/dfu
https://shoptly.com/i/jbh
https://shoptly.com/i/jo7
https://shoptly.com/i/kjo
https://shoptly.com/i/mom
https://shoptly.com/i/nir
https://shoptly.com/i/oay
https://shoptly.com/i/owg
https://shoptly.com/i/cwo
https://shoptly.com/i/958
https://shoptly.com/i/ba39
https://shoptly.com/i/ba3c
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Agnijaat Ashar 1427, June 2020 

https://shoptly.com/i/bb7n 

Agnijaat Shraban 1427, July 2020 

https://shoptly.com/i/b3pc 

Sfulingo 4, 17.7.20 

https://shoptly.com/i/b3qa 

Agnijaat Bhadra 1427, August 2020 

https://shoptly.com/i/b3k4 

Agnijaat Ashwin 1427, September 2020 

https://shoptly.com/i/but3 

Agnijaat Kartik 1427, October 2020 

https://shoptly.com/i/bujh 

Agnijaat Book 13 (Durgapuja 1427) 

https://shoptly.com/i/bv2x 

Agnijaat Agrahayan 1427, November 2020 

https://shoptly.com/i/bvm8 

Agnijaat Poush 1427, December 2020 

https://shoptly.com/i/b28a 

Agnijaat Magh 1427, January 2021 

https://shoptly.com/i/bp3n 

Agnijaat book 14, saraswatipuja 2021 

https://shoptly.com/i/bqq4 

Agnijaat Falgun 1427, February 2021 

https://shoptly.com/i/bqqe 

Agnijaat Chaitra 1427, March 2021 

https://shoptly.com/i/bruo 

Agnijaat boisakh 1428 April 2021 

https://shoptly.com/i/brm6 

Agnijaat book 15, Ponchishe Boisakh 2021 

https://shoptly.com/i/bshv 

Agnijaat Jyeshtha 1428, May 2021 

https://shoptly.com/i/bsh2 

Agnijaat Ashar 1428, June 2021 

https://shoptly.com/i/b75x 

Agnijaat Shraban 1428 July 2021 

https://shoptly.com/i/bxok 

Sfulingo 5 17.7.21 

https://shoptly.com/i/bxoj 

Agnijaat Bhadra 1428 August 2021 

https://shoptly.com/i/bz6x 

AGNISHATDAL 

Agnishatal Magh 1424, January 2018 

https://shoptly.com/i/vmx 

https://shoptly.com/i/bb7n
https://shoptly.com/i/b3pc
https://shoptly.com/i/b3qa
https://shoptly.com/i/b3k4
https://shoptly.com/i/but3
https://shoptly.com/i/bujh
https://shoptly.com/i/bv2x
https://shoptly.com/i/bvm8
https://shoptly.com/i/b28a
https://shoptly.com/i/bp3n
https://shoptly.com/i/bqq4
https://shoptly.com/i/bqqe
https://shoptly.com/i/bruo
https://shoptly.com/i/brm6
https://shoptly.com/i/b75x
https://shoptly.com/i/bxok
https://shoptly.com/i/bxoj
https://shoptly.com/i/bz6x
https://shoptly.com/i/vmx
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Agnishatdal Falgun, February 

https://shoptly.com/i/vmy 

Agnishatdal Chaitra, March 

https://shoptly.com/i/vw1 

Agnishatdal Boisakh, April 

https://shoptly.com/i/243 

agnishatdal jyeshtha 1425, may 2018 

https://shoptly.com/i/p2a 

Agnishatdal Book 5 

https://shoptly.com/i/vmz 

Agnishatdal BOOK 6 

https://shoptly.com/i/pvc 

Agnishatdal Ashar 1425 

https://shoptly.com/i/qeh 

Agnishatdal Shraban 1425 

https://shoptly.com/i/rop 

agnidal [Annual Digest 2018] 

https://shoptly.com/i/rou 

agnishatdal bhadra 1425, august 2018 

https://shoptly.com/i/74d 

agnishatdal ashwin 1425, september 2018 

https://shoptly.com/i/xyz 

Agnishatdal Book 7- Durgapuja 1425 

https://shoptly.com/i/y8z 

Agnishatdal Kartik, October 2018 

https://shoptly.com/i/x9u 

Agnishatdal Agrahayan 1425, November 2018 

https://shoptly.com/i/zc4 

Agnishatdal Poush 1425, December 2018 

https://shoptly.com/i/1m4 

Agnishatdal Magh 1425, January 2019 

https://shoptly.com/i/86t 

Agnishatdal Book 8, Saraswatipuja 1425 

https://shoptly.com/i/4xi 

Agnishatdal Falgun 1425, February 2019 

https://shoptly.com/i/4jy 

Agnishatdal Chaitra 1425, March 2019 

https://shoptly.com/i/ext 

Agnishatdal Boisakh 1425, April 2019 

https://shoptly.com/i/fq6 

Agnishatdal Book 9, 25she boisakh 1426, 7th May 2019 

https://shoptly.com/i/gu6 

  

https://shoptly.com/i/vmy
https://shoptly.com/i/vw1
https://shoptly.com/i/243
https://shoptly.com/i/p2a
https://shoptly.com/i/vmz
https://shoptly.com/i/pvc
https://shoptly.com/i/qeh
https://shoptly.com/i/rop
https://shoptly.com/i/rou
https://shoptly.com/i/74d
https://shoptly.com/i/xyz
https://shoptly.com/i/y8z
https://shoptly.com/i/x9u
https://shoptly.com/i/zc4
https://shoptly.com/i/1m4
https://shoptly.com/i/86t
https://shoptly.com/i/4xi
https://shoptly.com/i/4jy
https://shoptly.com/i/ext
https://shoptly.com/i/fq6
https://shoptly.com/i/gu6
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Agnishatdal Jyeshtha 1426, May 2019 

https://shoptly.com/i/gyi 

Agnishatdal Ashar 1426, June 2019 

https://shoptly.com/i/hok 

Agnishatdal Shraban 1426, July 2019 

https://shoptly.com/i/5tv 

Agnidal Illustrated 3, 17.7.2019 

https://shoptly.com/i/5t3 

Agnishatdal Bhadra 1426, August 2019 

https://shoptly.com/i/6pg 

Agnishatdal Ashwin 1426, September2019 

https://shoptly.com/i/dfv 

Agnishatdal 10th Quarterly Durgapuja 2019 1426 

https://shoptly.com/i/jbi 

Agnishatdal 1426, October 2019 

https://shoptly.com/i/jow 

Agnishatdal Agrahayan 1426, November 2019 

https://shoptly.com/i/kjc 

Agnishatdal Poush 1426, December 2019 

https://shoptly.com/i/mon 

Agnishatdal  Magh 1426, January 2020 

https://shoptly.com/i/nis 

agnishatdal book 11 saraswatipuja 2020 

https://shoptly.com/i/oaz 

Agnishatdal Falgun 1426, February 2020 

https://shoptly.com/i/owh 

Agnishatdal Chaitra 1426, March 2020 

https://shoptly.com/i/cwc 

Agnishatdal Boisakh 1427, April 2020 

https://shoptly.com/i/95f 

Agnishatdal Jyeshtha 1427, May 2020 

https://shoptly.com/i/batb 

Agnishatdal Book 12, Ponchishe boisakh 2020 

https://shoptly.com/i/bata 

Agnishatdal Ashar 1427, June 2020 

https://shoptly.com/i/bb7o 

Agnishatdal Shraban 1427, July 2020 

https://shoptly.com/i/b3p9  

Agnidal 4, 17.7.20 

https://shoptly.com/i/b3po 

Agnishatdal Bhadra 1427, August 2020 

https://shoptly.com/i/b3ke 

  

https://shoptly.com/i/gyi
https://shoptly.com/i/hok
https://shoptly.com/i/5tv
https://shoptly.com/i/5t3
https://shoptly.com/i/6pg
https://shoptly.com/i/dfv
https://shoptly.com/i/jbi
https://shoptly.com/i/jow
https://shoptly.com/i/kjc
https://shoptly.com/i/mon
https://shoptly.com/i/nis
https://shoptly.com/i/oaz
https://shoptly.com/i/owh
https://shoptly.com/i/cwc
https://shoptly.com/i/95f
https://shoptly.com/i/batb
https://shoptly.com/i/bata
https://shoptly.com/i/bb7o
https://shoptly.com/i/b3p9
https://shoptly.com/i/b3po
https://shoptly.com/i/b3ke
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Agnishatdal Ashwin 1427, September 2020 

https://shoptly.com/i/butt 

Agnishatdal Kartik 1427, October 2020 

https://shoptly.com/i/buji 

Agnishatdal Book 13 (Durgapuja 1427) 

https://shoptly.com/i/bv2y 

Agnishatdal Agrahayan 1427, November 2020 

https://shoptly.com/i/bvm4 

Agnishatdal  Poush 1427, December 2020 

https://shoptly.com/i/b28b 

Agnishatdal Magh 1427, January 2021 

https://shoptly.com/i/bp3o 

Agnishatdal book 14, saraswatipuja 2021 

https://shoptly.com/i/bqqf 

Agnishatdal Falgun 1427, February 2021 

https://shoptly.com/i/bqqg 

Agnishatdal Chaitra 1427, March 2021 

https://shoptly.com/i/bruc 

Agnishatdal boisakh 1428 April 2021 

https://shoptly.com/i/brmd 

Agnishatdal book 15, Ponchishe Boisakh 2021 

https://shoptly.com/i/bshp 

Agnishatdal Jyeshtha 1428, May 2021 

https://shoptly.com/i/bshq 

Agnishatdal Ashar 1428, June 2021 

https://shoptly.com/i/b75y 

Agnidal 5 17.7.21 

https://shoptly.com/i/bxon 

Agnishatdal Shraban 1428 July 2021 

https://shoptly.com/i/bxom 

Agnishatdal Bhadra 1428 August 2021 

https://shoptly.com/i/bz6y 

 

 

If you can’t buy via shoptly for one reason or other you can buy my creations (any one listed in shoptly, 

patreon) directly from me, via my paypal account. 

But, after you make the payment DON’T FORGET TO SEND ME THE LIST OF THE BOOK(S) YOU WANT 

AND YOUR EMAIL ID. 

My email id for that list is: sermistabasu@gmail.com 

 

 

https://shoptly.com/i/butt
https://shoptly.com/i/buji
https://shoptly.com/i/bv2y
https://shoptly.com/i/bvm4
https://shoptly.com/i/b28b
https://shoptly.com/i/bp3o
https://shoptly.com/i/bqqf
https://shoptly.com/i/bqqg
https://shoptly.com/i/bruc
https://shoptly.com/i/brmd
https://shoptly.com/i/bshq
https://shoptly.com/i/b75y
https://shoptly.com/i/bxon
https://shoptly.com/i/bxom
https://shoptly.com/i/bz6y
mailto:sermistabasu@gmail.com
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AMAZON BOOKS 

Being rewritten every year 

IN 

https://www.amazon.com/author/sharmishth

abasu 

 

https://www.amazon.com/author/sharmishthabasu
https://www.amazon.com/author/sharmishthabasu
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Books in Amazon 
February 2021 

 

The Lotus of Fire 

http://www.amazon.com/dp/B00o8m3o5e 

A bouquet of wild flowers 

http://www.amazon.com/dp/B00RF97HXW 

Sneak Peek 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/b08v8gxv5h 

 

April 2021 

 

Black Mist And Other Stories 

http://www.amazon.com/dp/B00ontgsbe 

Tell Me A Story 

http://www.amazon.com/dp/B00p2bnl8a 

Moments from the Journey 

http://www.amazon.com/dp/B00W5VIDHE 

Butterflies from life's garden 

http://www.amazon.com/dp/b00w6tgly2 

Lucifer’s Liegemen- Kingmaker 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/b0876w7xbw 

 

May 2021 

 

The child of woods [Kindle $1.07]  

http://www.amazon.com/dp/B00QK1XD66 

spirits of darkness and light [Kindle $1.07]  

http://www.amazon.com/dp/B00QK1XHTY 

 

June 2021 

 

The bridge of her dreams 

http://www.amazon.com/dp/B00QK117J6 

The prisoner of sand castle 

http://www.amazon.com/dp/B00QK1X4AG 

Waves that became songs 

http://www.amazon.com/dp/B00WNZ63Z6 

Melodies from moonlit nights [Price: Kin $1.07] 

http://www.amazon.com/dp/B00WTXA11O 

 

  

http://www.amazon.com/dp/B00o8m3o5e
http://www.amazon.com/dp/B00RF97HXW
https://www.amazon.com/dp/b08v8gxv5h
http://www.amazon.com/dp/B00ontgsbe
http://www.amazon.com/dp/B00p2bnl8a
http://www.amazon.com/dp/B00W5VIDHE
http://www.amazon.com/dp/b00w6tgly2
https://www.amazon.com/dp/b0876w7xbw
http://www.amazon.com/dp/B00QK1XD66
http://www.amazon.com/dp/B00QK1XHTY
http://www.amazon.com/dp/B00QK117J6
http://www.amazon.com/dp/B00QK1X4AG
http://www.amazon.com/dp/B00WNZ63Z6
http://www.amazon.com/dp/B00WTXA11O
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July 2021 

 

Agnidal 5, 17.7.21 

https://www.amazon.in/dp/B0989XD3ZR/ 
Sfulingo 5 17.7.2021  

https://www.amazon.in/dp/B0989YJ5FG/ 

September 2020 

 

Myriad colours of earth [ Kindle 1.07] 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/b0105jpae6 

Wildflowers in bed of rocks [Kindle $1.07]  

https://www.amazon.com/dp/b0105j2jfe 

When the clouds dance 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/b0105j2jko 

Of dreams and reality 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/b0105jdvh4 

 

October 2020 

the heart beats on 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/b00ztn8z1e 

crystal eyes 

http://www.amazon.com/dp/B00QK11F3O 

  

https://www.amazon.in/dp/B0989XD3ZR/
https://www.amazon.com/dp/b0105jpae6
https://www.amazon.com/dp/b0105j2jfe
https://www.amazon.com/dp/b0105j2jko
https://www.amazon.com/dp/b0105jdvh4
https://www.amazon.com/dp/b00ztn8z1e
http://www.amazon.com/dp/B00QK11F3O
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GUMROAD 
http://gumroad.com/sharmishthabasu 
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GUMROAD 

 

In case you are wondering, I opened this account in gumroad because it allows to pay 

through credit card and by checking out the forums I sort of felt it is a safe site to buy from. 

https://ecommerce-platforms.com/ecommerce-reviews/gumroad-review 

 

My profile: 

https://gumroad.com/sharmishthabasu 

 

Right Now I have upped only few books here, from next month it will sell the books I will sell 

through shoptly each month. The older books will stay in shoptly. Only the ones from July 2019 will 

come up in Gumroad. 

July 2019- 17.7.2019 

Agnidal Illustrated 3, 17.7.2019 

https://gum.co/UMVSg 

Agnijaat Shraban 1426, July 2019 

https://gum.co/kivvF 

Agnimalya book 14, They always come! 

https://gum.co/JBMJY 

Agnishatdal Shraban 1426, July 2019 

https://gum.co/nLKd 

Sharmishtha Basu's Sketch Book 1 Sun 

https://gum.co/cmoWa 

Sharmishtha Basu's Sketch Book 2 Water 

https://gum.co/gOrSq 

Sfulingo Illustrated 3, 17.7.2019 

https://gum.co/ADqpJ 

Soulagni and Agni 17.7.2019 

https://gum.co/XFvLc 

August 2019 

Agnijaat Bhadra 1426, August 2019 

https://gum.co/brIvb 

Agnishatdal Bhadra 1426, August 2019 

https://gum.co/QAAIC 

September 2019 

Agnijaat Ashwin 1426, September2019 

https://gumroad.com/l/gjIUz 

Agnishatdal Ashwin 1426, September2019 

https://gumroad.com/l/ZPHiA 

October 2019 

Agnijaat 10th Quarterly Durgapuja 2019 1426 

https://gumroad.com/l/uVPKQy 

  

https://ecommerce-platforms.com/ecommerce-reviews/gumroad-review
https://gumroad.com/sharmishthabasu
https://gum.co/UMVSg
https://gum.co/kivvF
https://gum.co/JBMJY
https://gum.co/nLKd
https://gum.co/cmoWa
https://gum.co/gOrSq
https://gum.co/ADqpJ
https://gum.co/XFvLc
https://gum.co/brIvb
https://gum.co/QAAIC
https://gumroad.com/l/gjIUz
https://gumroad.com/l/ZPHiA
https://gumroad.com/l/uVPKQy
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Agnishatdal 10th Quarterly Durgapuja 2019 1426 

https://gumroad.com/l/gQiLv 

Agnijaat Kartik 1426, October 2019 

https://gumroad.com/l/xzpKY 

Agnishatdal Kartik 1426, October 2019 

https://gumroad.com/l/PJQvb 

November 2019 

Agnijaat Agrahayan 1426, November 2019 

https://gumroad.com/l/uIAlLA 

Agnishatdal Agrahayan 1426, November 2019 

https://gumroad.com/l/QYloB 

December 2019 
Agnijaat Poush 1426, December 2019 

https://gumroad.com/l/jKvWy 

Agnishatdal Poush 1426, December 2019 

https://gumroad.com/l/umPGr 

January 2020 

Agnijaat Magh 1426, January 2020 

https://gumroad.com/l/bJPEQ 

Agnishatdal Magh 1426, January 2020 

https://gumroad.com/l/RUPvJ 

agnijaat book 11, saraswatipuja 2020 

https://gumroad.com/l/SsRFKT 

agnishatdal book 11 saraswatipuja 2020 

https://gumroad.com/l/wXRZN 

February 2020 

Agnijaat Falgun 1426, February 2020 

https://gumroad.com/l/PpWy 

Agnishatdal Falgun 1426, February 2020 

https://gumroad.com/l/XpPRN 

March 2020 

Agnijaat Chaitra 1426, March 2020 

https://gumroad.com/l/fBwVj 

Agnishatdal Chaitra 1426, March 2020 

https://gumroad.com/l/pmPKO 

April 2020 

Agnijaat Boisakh 1427, April 2020 

https://gumroad.com/l/THRVt 

Agnishatdal Boisakh 1427, April 2020 

https://gumroad.com/l/cOBGS 

Agnimalya Book 15 Urania's table 1 

https://gumroad.com/l/sjBfI 

https://gumroad.com/l/gQiLv
https://gumroad.com/l/xzpKY
https://gumroad.com/l/PJQvb
https://gumroad.com/l/uIAlLA
https://gumroad.com/l/QYloB
https://gumroad.com/l/jKvWy
https://gumroad.com/l/umPGr
https://gumroad.com/l/bJPEQ
https://gumroad.com/l/RUPvJ
https://gumroad.com/l/SsRFKT
https://gumroad.com/l/wXRZN
https://gumroad.com/l/PpWy
https://gumroad.com/l/XpPRN
https://gumroad.com/l/fBwVj
https://gumroad.com/l/pmPKO
https://gumroad.com/l/THRVt
https://gumroad.com/l/cOBGS
https://gumroad.com/l/sjBfI
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May 2020 

Agnijaat Jyeshtha 1427, May 2020 

https://gumroad.com/l/hDECQ 

Agnishatdal Jyeshtha 1427, May 2020 

https://gumroad.com/l/IOdfb 

Agnijaat Book 12, Ponchishe boisakh 2020 

https://gumroad.com/l/VGFqJ 

Agnishatdal Book 12, Ponchishe boisakh 2020 

https://gumroad.com/l/RFwEa 

Agnimalya Book 16 Urania's table 2 

https://gumroad.com/l/BpXiE 

JUNE 

Agnijaat Ashar 1427, June 2020 

https://gumroad.com/l/HJNol 

Agnishatdal Ashar 1427, June 2020 

https://gumroad.com/l/mNnNi 

Sharmishtha Basu's Pen n Brush Book 7 

https://gumroad.com/l/WrhcE 

Sharmishtha Basu's Pen n Brush Book 8 

https://gumroad.com/l/sAuSj 

Sharmishtha Basu's Pen n Brush Book 9 

https://gumroad.com/l/GXecr 

Sharmishtha Basu's Pen n Brush Book 10 

https://gumroad.com/l/hWNs 

Sharmishtha Basu's Pen n Brush Book 11 

https://gumroad.com/l/zcUlD 

JULY 

Agnidal 4, 17.7.20 

https://gumroad.com/l/HRaoTO 

Agnijaat Shraban 1427, July 2020 

https://gumroad.com/l/mjfPYT 

Agnishatdal Shraban 1427, July 2020 

https://gumroad.com/l/xGMbhD 

Sfulingo 4, 17.7.20 

https://gumroad.com/l/nLAap 

AUGUST 

Agnijaat Bhadra 1427, August 2020 

https://gumroad.com/l/JFobi 

Agnishatdal Bhadra 1427, August 2020 

https://gumroad.com/l/unxfo 

  

https://gumroad.com/l/hDECQ
https://gumroad.com/l/IOdfb
https://gumroad.com/l/VGFqJ
https://gumroad.com/l/RFwEa
https://gumroad.com/l/BpXiE
https://gumroad.com/l/HJNol
https://gumroad.com/l/mNnNi
https://gumroad.com/l/WrhcE
https://gumroad.com/l/sAuSj
https://gumroad.com/l/GXecr
https://gumroad.com/l/hWNs
https://gumroad.com/l/zcUlD
https://gumroad.com/l/HRaoTO
https://gumroad.com/l/mjfPYT
https://gumroad.com/l/xGMbhD
https://gumroad.com/l/nLAap
https://gumroad.com/l/JFobi
https://gumroad.com/l/unxfo
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SEPTEMBER 

Agnijaat Ashwin 1427, September 2020 

https://gumroad.com/l/LWppS 

Agnishatdal Ashwin 1427, September 2020 

https://gumroad.com/l/KKnqK 

OCTOBER 

Agnijaat Kartik 1427, October 2020 

https://gumroad.com/l/YxECi 

Agnishatdal Kartik 1427, October 2020 

https://gumroad.com/l/Agbdb 

Agnijaat Book 13 (Durgapuja 1427) 

https://gumroad.com/l/oHGJMD 

Agnishatdal Book 13 (Durgapuja 1427) 

https://gumroad.com/l/EcyaD 

NOVEMBER 

Agnijaat Agrahayan 1427, November 2020 
https://gumroad.com/l/lQFaM 
Agnishatdal Agrahayan 1427, November 2020 
https://gumroad.com/l/HkhrN 

DECEMBER 

 

Agnijaat Poush 1427, December 2020 

https://gumroad.com/l/Vvffb 

Agnishatdal Poush 1427, December 2020 

https://gumroad.com/l/yjTMY 

2021 
JANUARY 

 

Agnijaat Magh 1427, January 2021 

https://gumroad.com/l/QVWPz 

Agnishatdal Magh 1427, January 2021 

https://gumroad.com/l/FCZLU 

FEBRUARY 

Agnijaat book 14, saraswatipuja 2021 

https://gumroad.com/l/eNntp 

Agnijaat Falgun 1427, February 2021 

https://gumroad.com/l/qqmfnc 

Agnishatdal book 14, saraswatipuja 2021 

https://gumroad.com/l/sphXv 

Agnishatdal Falgun 1427, February 2021 

https://gumroad.com/l/uCaTo  
  

https://gumroad.com/l/LWppS
https://gumroad.com/l/KKnqK
https://gumroad.com/l/YxECi
https://gumroad.com/l/Agbdb
https://gumroad.com/l/oHGJMD
https://gumroad.com/l/EcyaD
https://gumroad.com/l/lQFaM
https://gumroad.com/l/HkhrN
https://gumroad.com/l/Vvffb
https://gumroad.com/l/yjTMY
https://gumroad.com/l/QVWPz
https://gumroad.com/l/FCZLU
https://gumroad.com/l/eNntp
https://gumroad.com/l/qqmfnc
https://gumroad.com/l/sphXv
https://gumroad.com/l/uCaTo
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MARCH 

Agnijaat Chaitra 1427, March 2021 

https://gumroad.com/l/imVkE  

Agnishatdal Chaitra 1427, March 2021 

https://gumroad.com/l/IlxMa 
APRIL 

Agnijaat boisakh 1428 April 2021 

https://gumroad.com/l/VqzXJ 

Agnishatdal boisakh 1428 April 2021 

https://gumroad.com/l/HqbwW 

MAY 

Agnijaat book 15, Ponchishe Boisakh 2021 

https://gumroad.com/l/BpoHGD 

Agnijaat Jyeshtha 1428, May 2021 

https://gumroad.com/l/ihKEm 

 Agnishatdal book 15, Ponchishe Boisakh 2021 

https://gumroad.com/l/diElB 

Agnishatdal Jyeshtha 1428, May 2021 

https://gumroad.com/l/pwIUt 

JUNE 

Agnijaat Ashar 1428, June 2021 

https://gumroad.com/l/iVgRV 

Agnishatdal Ashar 1428, June 2021 

https://gumroad.com/l/GBTdF 

JULY 

Agnidal 5 17.7.21 

https://sharmishthabasu.gumroad.com/l/RmXtw 

Sfulingo 5 17.7.21 

https://sharmishthabasu.gumroad.com/l/gglZt 

Agnijaat Shraban 1428 July 2021 

https://sharmishthabasu.gumroad.com/l/cfOhd 

Agnishatdal Shraban 1428 July 2021 

https://sharmishthabasu.gumroad.com/l/mWdYa 

 

AUGUST 

 

Agnijaat Bhadra 1428 August 2021 

https://sharmishthabasu.gumroad.com/l/LCkhlm 

Agnishatdal Bhadra 1428 August 2021 

https://sharmishthabasu.gumroad.com/l/Ltbdj 

  

https://gumroad.com/l/VqzXJ
https://gumroad.com/l/HqbwW
https://gumroad.com/l/pwIUt
https://gumroad.com/l/GBTdF
https://sharmishthabasu.gumroad.com/l/gglZt
https://sharmishthabasu.gumroad.com/l/mWdYa
https://sharmishthabasu.gumroad.com/l/LCkhlm
https://sharmishthabasu.gumroad.com/l/Ltbdj
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My first sold painting: 

 

 
 
 

 

 

Sharmishtha Basu 

sermistabasu@gmail.com 
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Red Butterfly and Harmony 

    

Finally I am traditionally published! 
Justfiction-edition published Red Butterfly and Harmony on 

26th October, 2018, and they published my second book in June 

2019. 
https://my.justfiction-edition.com/catalogue/details/gb/978-613-7-40142-2/red-butterfly-and-

harmony/ 

https://www.morebooks.shop/store/gb/book/red-butterfly-and-harmony/isbn/978-613-7-

40142-2 

 

Two stories in one jacket-Harmony is about a very beautiful, perfect 
world, a world where your dreams may come true too, if you think 
outside the box! A journey into a beautiful planet where magical 
creatures still roam! A wanderer travelling in space finds love and 
home. The other story is a reminder of how wicked often hide 
behind mask of innocence. Red Butterfly is a story of two brave kids 
and a wicked witch. 

  

https://my.justfiction-edition.com/catalogue/details/gb/978-613-7-40142-2/red-butterfly-and-harmony/
https://my.justfiction-edition.com/catalogue/details/gb/978-613-7-40142-2/red-butterfly-and-harmony/
https://www.morebooks.shop/store/gb/book/red-butterfly-and-harmony/isbn/978-613-7-40142-2
https://www.morebooks.shop/store/gb/book/red-butterfly-and-harmony/isbn/978-613-7-40142-2
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The strange island and other stories  

 

 
 

The strange island and other stories 

https://www.morebooks.shop/store/gb/book/the-strange-island-and-other-stories/isbn/978-

620-0-10422-9 

https://my.justfiction-edition.com/catalogue/details/gb/978-620-0-10422-9/the-strange-island-

and-other-stories 

 

Two stories in one jacket- First, the strange island is the story of a 

girl with free spirit, she moves into a picturesque island and meets a 

man she just can’t resist, ends up with more than she ever bargained 

for. She is ushered into a world of passion and strangest creatures. A 

world that is beautiful and enchanting in one hand but on the other 

hand its terrifying and scary. The second story,  

 

Magic Wardrobe is again the story of a girl who discovers a 

mysterious world in the home she inherited in a beautiful town in 

the lap of Himalayas, a gift from her aunt she has never met. There 

she takes a journey into a world that just is not possible yet it 

materialized for her- a world full of dangers and intrigue. 

https://www.morebooks.shop/store/gb/book/the-strange-island-and-other-stories/isbn/978-620-0-10422-9
https://www.morebooks.shop/store/gb/book/the-strange-island-and-other-stories/isbn/978-620-0-10422-9
https://my.justfiction-edition.com/catalogue/details/gb/978-620-0-10422-9/the-strange-island-and-other-stories
https://my.justfiction-edition.com/catalogue/details/gb/978-620-0-10422-9/the-strange-island-and-other-stories
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My artwork stores 
My artwork stores in Zazzle, Red Bubble and Artweb 

 

 
 

Well, after being encouraged by compliments from those who have checked out my paintings I decided 

to open art stores [things are quite grim down here lately, so all possible options are getting tested!] 

 

The paintings are sold as stickers, tote-bags and other stationery, you can check them out without 

buying and leave your views.! 

 

https://sharmishthabasu.artweb.com 

https://zazzle.com/store/sharmishthabasu 

https://www.redbubble.com/people/sharmishthabosu/shop 

 

If you are looking for a freelancer you can check out my profile here: 
 

https://www.upwork.com/freelancers/~01873ccd4b48c7e20c?viewMode=1 

  

https://www.upwork.com/freelancers/~01873ccd4b48c7e20c?viewMode=1
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My YouTube Channel 

Agni Kahini by Sharmishtha Basu 
https://www.youtube.com/channel/UCZae1W9SU3ZffO9DkbGDIjA 

 

 
Hi friends, 

 

I just started trying my hands on graphics stories in June 2021, so any constructive comment will be very 

much appreciated. I use Pencil 2D to create my videos and it is really easy to use and great. Music is 

copied from https://joshwoodward.com you will get a huge collection of free to use music there if you 

are looking for them. 

 

Love. 

Sharmishtha Basu 

Agni Kahini by Sharmishtha Basu 

https://www.youtube.com/channel/UCZae1W9SU3ZffO9DkbGDIjA 

https://www.youtube.com/channel/UCZae1W9SU3ZffO9DkbGDIjA/play

lists 

 
  

https://www.youtube.com/channel/UCZae1W9SU3ZffO9DkbGDIjA
https://www.youtube.com/channel/UCZae1W9SU3ZffO9DkbGDIjA/playlists
https://www.youtube.com/channel/UCZae1W9SU3ZffO9DkbGDIjA/playlists
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Gifts for Patrons 

And 

Supporters in buymeacoffee 
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Almost all of you know that I have opened a profile in patreon, with one simple goal- to make something 

out of my creations, I cant advertise my works so hoping for admirers to pick up a few from patreon 

instead [the gifts for my patrons will cost buyers $1 each piece].  My profile there: 

 https://www.patreon.com/sharmishthabasu 

 

If you pledge $1 per month Agnilipi every month 

If you pledge $2 per month Agnipat, Agnishatdal every month 

If you pledge $3 per month Agnilipi, Agnipat, Agnimalya every month 

If you pledge $4 per month Agnilipi, Agnipat, Agnimalya, Sharmishtha Basu’s Paint and Brush every 

month. 

If you pledge $5 per month Agnilipi, Agnipat, Agnimalya, Sharmishtha Basu’s Paint and Brush and 

glimpses of my upcoming books in form of another mini book every month. 

 

There are two more pledges go to the profile and check them out from there if you are feeling 

interested. 

 

Agnimalya contains stories  

Sharmishtha Basu’s Paint and Brush contains you can guess fully illustrated works of any possible type I 

can create-poetry, story, quotes. 

Coming Kingdom will share pieces of upcoming books. 

Agnilipi will share my new passion, selected photos. 

Agnipat will share few paintworks each month 

 

The fact is I was trying to use Patreon as my own tiny bookstore, art gallery [before discovering there are 

other ways to that but it is still on], there are no big promises. You will get my work, not Charles Dickens 

or Michelangelo’s! But the works you will get there are mostly brand-new or very much altered from the 

blog posts they once were! I am quite sure they will be worth your hard-earned money. Do let me know 

what you thought of them, if you want something more, else! 

 

Hope you will enjoy my works and try them out!  

https://www.patreon.com/sharmishthabasu
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Buy me a coffee! 

 

A little help from you will help me more than you can imagine! It will help a desperately struggling 

author, artist survive. 

 

Situations are not in our hand, so instead of working 9 to 5 in an office, earning money through menial 

or mental labor which sort of sounds easier to do if you ask me when it comes to earning money! 

Boring, frustrating, cumbersome but you know what is expected from you to get your salary, but life 

won’t permit that easy way out to me so here I am desperately trying to make something out of my 

writing and painting. 

 

 I write, paint and photograph [for own recreation] a lot in my own independent style. I have been 

desperately trying to make something out of these because I don’t have any other means of income, 

situations won’t allow that, even though I always wanted to be a career woman. 

 

 I write whatever I feel like [poetry, story, essays etc], paint and photograph everything that impresses 

me and is in my capacity and then put them together as books and try selling them.  

 

But you know how hard it is without marketing, and for marketing you have to give too much money 

and that is something I absolutely don’t have. I can assume that many of you supporters are here to give 

chance to authors/artists like me who can’t afford to market their art/passion and don’t mind trying out 

authors/artists you have never heard of. Actually I am desperately counting on that adventurous, 

generous side of you! 

 

So, if you will kindly browse through my membership and other plans I will be truly grateful and if you 

decide to help even a bit I will be forever in debt. 

 

Membership Plan 

$10 Agnijjat/Agnishatdal/AM/AP/AL/CK/SBPnB Annual subscription 

$ 20 any two 

$30 any three 

$40 any four 

$ 50 Pat 5 annual subscription 

$60 Pat 5 + AJ/AS 

$ 70 Pat 5 + both 

 

$1 – AL/AM/AP/CK/SBPnB/AJ/AS 

$2 2 of them 

$3 three of them 

$4 four of them 

$5 five of them 

$6 six of them 
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$7 all of them 

 

AJ is Agnijaat, a monthly English Ezine in English featuring the works of Sharmishtha Basu only. 

 

AL is Agnilipi, it contains Sharmishtha Basu’s photography. 

 

AM is Agnimalya, it contains stories of different size and genres by Sharmishtha Basu. 

 

AP is Agnipat, it contains Sharmishtha Basu’s artwork. 

 

AS is Agnishatdal, an English monthly Ezine that contains works of artists/authors scattered all over the 

world. 

 

CK is coming kingdom, it contains mostly stories that will be published in future, in shoptly, Gumroad or 

Kindle. Whatever it contains is in English. 

 

SBPnB is Sharmishtha Basu’s Pen n Brush- as the name indicates it contains illustrated poem, stories and 

random thoughts. 

 

you can check out a free sample here: 

https://mydomainpvt.wordpress.com 

 

After you become member or buy me a coffee don’t forget to leave a comment and let me know which 

books you want to buy or subscribe for. If you don’t want to leave your email in open then you can 

always write me a mail, but do leave a comment in there too, so that if your email is misplaced I will be 

able to track you and get the list. 

My email id is sharmishthabasu@hotmail.com 

  

https://mydomainpvt.wordpress.com/
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Upcoming Books 

In  

 

Shoptly and Gumroad  
monthly issues  

 

Amazon 
September 2021 

 

Myriad colours of earth [ Kindle 1.07] 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/b0105jpae6 

Wildflowers in bed of rocks [Kindle $1.07]  

https://www.amazon.com/dp/b0105j2jfe 

When the clouds dance 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/b0105j2jko 

Of dreams and reality 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/b0105jdvh4 

the heart beats on 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/b00ztn8z1e 

crystal eyes 

http://www.amazon.com/dp/B00QK11F3O 

 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/b0105jpae6
https://www.amazon.com/dp/b0105j2jfe
https://www.amazon.com/dp/b0105j2jko
https://www.amazon.com/dp/b0105jdvh4

