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Keloda Anecdote is a riotous ride through the heartlands of India, where ancient spirits, nosy neighbors, gossiping grandmothers, and bewildered husbands collide in a whirlwind of laughter, fear, and folklore. At the center of it all stands Keloda—an unforgettable woman whose sharp tongue, dramatic flair, and uncanny encounters make her both a village legend and a magnet for the supernatural.

From being mistaken for a possessed soul to taming a village madman with a potato chop, Keloda's tales blend the ordinary with the outrageous. Each story is a performance, full of vivid imagery, cultural richness, and a voice that dances between comedy and chills. Whether you're laughing at a curry bath turned spiritual ritual or shivering as ghosts whisper through shattered mirrors, these anecdotes promise to leave a mark.

Perfect for fans of magical realism, rural storytelling, and satirical humor, this collection is more than just funny—it's unforgettable.
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Every village has its stories—told under peepal trees, whispered during power cuts, or shared over cups of overboiled tea. These stories are living things, shaped by memory, emotion, and the irresistible need to laugh at life’s absurdities. Keloda Anecdote was born from such stories—where the line between reality and imagination is deliciously thin.

Keloda, the spirited protagonist of these tales, is not just a character—she is a force. Loud, proud, sharp-witted, and stubbornly fearless, she embodies the energy of the places we come from and the people we never forget. Through her eyes, we glimpse a world where ghosts might exist, madness might be divine, and humor is the best weapon against fear, poverty, or heartbreak.

This book is not a documentation of folklore. It is an offering of laughter and reflection—a salute to the madness we all secretly cherish. May Keloda’s stories remind you to never underestimate a village woman in a parrot-print sari.
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Thank you for picking up this book.

These stories were not just written—they were lived, overheard, laughed about, and sometimes whispered when the lights flickered. In every line of Keloda Anecdote, you’ll find a piece of the soil I grew up on, the laughter that echoed in our courtyards, and the eerie silences that followed strange tales.

Keloda is not just a character—she is the voice of a thousand village women who carry both sharp wit and quiet strength. Her world may seem far from yours, but if you’ve ever known a storyteller, feared the dark, or laughed until your belly hurt, then you’ll find her familiar.

May these stories make you chuckle, wonder, and perhaps even believe in things that logic can’t explain.

Happy reading,

Mano (Manoranjan Ghoshal)
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It was a boiling afternoon in the month of Jeth, the kind of heat that sticks to your skin like steamed rice on a brass plate. The sun hung high above like a vengeful eye, glaring down upon everything with a fiery stare. The villagers, though used to it, had found shelter under the lone peepal tree near the edge of the open field. There were seven of us, maybe eight, sprawled out like lazy lizards on the cracked, sunbaked earth, seeking solace in shade and stories.

Among us sat the ever-curious and ever-ready-to-argue Keloda, a woman known in three districts not just for her sharp tongue, but for the way her eyes bulged when she was about to say something dramatic. Today, she wore a bright green sari with parrot prints—perhaps to reflect the heat, or perhaps to mirror her mood. Either way, you could tell she had something bubbling inside her, something just waiting for the right moment.

As usual, the conversation began with the usual debates—why the price of mustard oil had gone up, whether the new schoolteacher was really a Brahmin, and whether the mango tree near the well bore sweet fruits or just looked good from a distance.

But slowly, as the sun crawled toward the western horizon and the shadows grew longer, the talk shifted. As it always does. Into the realm of the unnatural.

“Have you heard,” said Bhulo the barber, chewing paan and letting the juice run freely down his chin, “that Bansi’s cow stopped giving milk ever since it crossed the cremation ground?”

“Rubbish!” muttered Dadu, the oldest among us, who wore nothing but a dhoti and carried a cracked wooden walking stick with more pride than any sword.

“Ghosts again?” he scoffed. “There’s no such thing as ghosts! It’s all in your minds. The cow’s probably just old.”

Keloda, who had been unusually quiet until now, suddenly stiffened like a cobra hearing the flute.

She narrowed her eyes and leaned forward.

“What did you say, Dadu?” she said with quiet intensity.

“I said,” Dadu repeated, not one to fear verbal combat, “there’s no such thing as ghosts. Never were. It’s superstition. We’re not forest-dwellers anymore. We have mobile phones now!”

A few chuckles rippled across the group, but no one laughed too loud. Everyone knew Keloda.

Her eyes widened. “So if I told you I saw a ghost—alive, breathing, and glaring at me from the middle of the road—you’d say I was mad?”

“No,” Dadu said calmly, “I’d say you were mistaken. Maybe a fox. Or a drunk man. Or a cloth fluttering on a bush. That’s how most ghost stories start.”

Keloda slammed her hand on the dry earth. “Listen to me, Dadu. I’ve seen it with my own eyes. Not once, not twice. But that night in Raipur—” she paused, her voice dropping dramatically—“that night, I met a ghost. And it almost killed me!”

A hushed silence spread like fog. Even the birds on the peepal tree quieted, perhaps curious themselves. Dadu gave a sarcastic smile but didn’t interrupt.

Keloda adjusted the edge of her sari, dramatically wiped her forehead with the corner, and sat up straighter. Her storytelling mode had fully activated.

“You all sit here and make fun of things you haven’t seen,” she said, looking around, “but let me tell you what happened. Let me take you back to that cursed night. And if by the end of it, anyone still thinks ghosts aren’t real, then they’re braver than the spirit itself!”

We all learned in. This was the Keloda we knew. The one who could turn an evening into a theater, and a sentence into a legend.

She began.

“It was around three years ago, during Chaitra. I had gone to visit my in-laws in Raipur. You all know how Raipur is—half city, half village, and fully confused.”

A few chuckles. She continued.

“That day, the whole neighborhood was abuzz with excitement. A grand procession was to be held that night. Something to do with a local festival—maybe for some saint or some baba. The kind of thing where loudspeakers scream and people pretend to be spiritual while dancing like possessed chickens.”

She paused for dramatic effect. “Naturally, I wanted to see it. Who wouldn’t?”

“Everyone in the house went. Me, my sisters-in-law, their husbands, even the children. But after an hour or so, my two brothers-in-law—Raju and Bunty—said they needed to go back home for ‘toilet.’” She made air quotes with her fingers. “They asked me to wait there and they’d return soon.”

She frowned.

“But they never came back.”

“Maybe they got lost in the procession,” offered Bhulo.

“Maybe,” Keloda replied, “Or maybe they just wanted to eat laddoos in peace at home. But the point is, I waited. And waited. And by the time I realized they weren’t coming back, the music had died down. The lights were being packed up. The crowd was vanishing.”

She lowered her voice. “It was midnight.”

One of the younger boys, Ratan, gasped.

Keloda smiled smugly.

“I had no choice. I started walking back. Alone.”

At this point, even Dadu wasn’t rolling his eyes anymore. The field had gone strangely quiet, as if nature itself had leaned in to listen.

“You know how the Raipur outskirts are—muddy lanes, empty fields, shadows that move even when you don’t. The wind blows like someone is whispering in your ear. And above all, silence. A silence so heavy that even your breath sounds like thunder.”

Keloda’s voice softened, becoming almost a whisper.

“I was halfway through the swampy road when I saw it.”

“What?” someone asked, barely above a whisper.

She turned her gaze slowly to the speaker. “A figure.”

“A man?”

She shook her head.

“No. A thing. Wrapped in white cloth. Lying in the middle of the road. Still. Not moving. As if... waiting.”

Everyone leaned in closer.

“I thought maybe someone had fainted. Or... maybe it was a bundle of clothes. I squinted. Took a step closer. No... it was breathing. Its chest rose and fell. And then...”

She paused. Even the wind seemed to stop blowing.

“...It sat up.”

No one spoke.

“I tell you—its head turned toward me. And though its face was hidden, I could feel it watching. Watching me. It lay down again. Then sat up again. As if mocking me. Playing with me.”

She pressed her hands together. “I started chanting Lord Ram’s name. My legs refused to move. My hands were ice. I thought, this is it. This is how I die. In a swamp, scared to death by a cloth-wrapped ghost.”

We were all speechless now.

“Then, just when I was about to scream, I saw light.”

“From where?” asked Ratan.

Keloda leaned closer.

“From the ghost’s face. A flicker. A flame.”

We all gasped.

“I remembered then—ghosts are afraid of fire. But this one... this one had fire! I panicked! But then...”

She leaned back and chuckled.

“The ‘ghost’ spoke.”

There was a long pause. Someone exhaled, loudly.

“What did it say?” asked Bhulo, clutching his paan box tightly.

“It said—‘I’m a white madman. It’s too hot in the house to sleep.’”

We all burst out laughing—half in relief, half in disbelief.

“And that’s how Keloda escaped death at the hands of a madman!” Bhulo declared, clapping.

Keloda grinned. “I wasn’t done yet. That was just the beginning.”

She pointed a finger at Dadu. “So before you say again that ghosts don’t exist, let me finish my story. Because what I met next was no madman. It was something else.”

They say that journeys change people—but sometimes, they change more than just that. They crack open the doors between the seen and the unseen, between fact and folklore. And for Keloda, her journey to Raipur would be the beginning of just such a change.

The trip had begun like any other. The air was thick with the smell of dust and roasted groundnuts. The train, a battered local one, heaved and groaned as if reluctant to take another passenger. Keloda, with her oversized jhola, two steel tiffin’s, and a shawl wrapped around her like a protective charm, boarded with the energy of someone setting out for pilgrimage.

She was excited.

“Raipur is a city now,” her cousin had said weeks ago. “New shops, big houses, electricity without cuts.”

Keloda, always fascinated by the dance between city life and village simplicity, had been thrilled to receive the invitation from her in-laws. She had packed early, even bought a new blouse stitched slightly tighter than needed—"city style,” she had said.

As she settled onto the wooden bench, squished between a snoring grandfather and a woman feeding her baby papaya mash, her mind raced with expectations. She imagined wide roads, bright lights, and the delicious gossip of her sisters-in-law.

The train chugged past mustard fields and dry riverbeds. Every now and then, vendors hopped in to sell boiled eggs, kulhad chai, or mysterious fried items that tasted like spice and regret. Keloda, of course, ate them all.

“What’s a journey without a little stomach upset?” she joked to the woman beside her, who laughed, then changed seats at the next stop.

By the time the train screeched into Raipur, it was late afternoon. The station was a mix of chaos and celebration. Boys ran with baggage carts, girls sold jasmine garlands, and somewhere, a man kept yelling “Taxi! Taxi!” even though no one was listening.

Keloda spotted her brother-in-law Bunty waving at her. He was shorter than she remembered and had grown a thick moustache that tried to make up for his thinning hair.

“Kelodi!” he called. “You’ve become healthier!”

Keloda squinted. “Or maybe you’ve shrunk, Bunty!”

He laughed, touched her feet for formality, then grabbed her bags.

“Ma is waiting. There’s mango panna at home. And tonight, a big procession. The saint from Bastar is visiting.”

“Procession?” Keloda’s ears perked up.

Bunty grinned. “With drums, torches, dancing. You’ll love it.”

And love it, she would—for a while.

Raipur had changed. Keloda could feel it in the way people dressed, the way buildings stood taller, and the way no one stared when she walked down the lane. The houses were close together, some with brick walls painted in bright colors, others half-built but alive with human noise.

Her in-laws’ home had also evolved. Now it had a new concrete roof, two coolers, and a television that proudly played soap operas where women cried in slow motion.

The mother-in-law, Kamala Devi, was as sharp as ever.

“You’ve come at the perfect time,” she said, handing Keloda a tall glass of panna. “The saint’s procession is rare. They say he sees things—spirits, shadows.”

Keloda took a long sip. “Spirits?”

Kamala Devi laughed. “Not your village ghost types. These are urban spirits. The kind that bless and heal, not scare.”

Keloda raised an eyebrow. “A spirit is a spirit. Whether it wears torn rags or silk pajamas.”

The sisters-in-law giggled. They knew Keloda’s reputation. She told stories like a theater actress and believed every word of them.

That evening, the house turned festive. Sweets were prepared—boondi laddoos, kheer, and besan barfi. The children ran around, already smeared with color though Holi was still weeks away.

By 8 p.m., the sounds of drums began to echo down the street.

“The procession has started!” shouted Bunty. “Let’s go!”

The family poured out of the house like ghee from a hot spoon. The street glowed with oil lamps and torches. Men danced with swords; women clapped in rhythm. A large palanquin, decorated with marigolds and peacock feathers, moved slowly through the crowd. At its center sat a man in white, his eyes closed, his hands moving in slow, graceful circles—as if touching invisible strings in the air.

“That’s the saint,” whispered Kamala Devi. “Look at his face. Pure peace.”

But Keloda felt something else. Not peace. Not fear either. Just... a strange tingling down her spine. As if the crowd wasn’t the only thing watching her.

They followed the procession until it circled around and reached the riverbank. There, rituals were performed, prayers chanted, and offerings made.

By then, it was past 10 p.m. The children were yawning. The old men were arguing about who had the louder cough. Keloda looked around.

“Where are Raju and Bunty?” she asked.

One of the nieces replied, “They went back home. Said they’ll fetch something and return.”

Keloda frowned.

She waited.

And waited.

But they didn’t return.

Around 11:30 p.m., the crowd started thinning. People headed back, some laughing, some thoughtful, some just tired.

Still, no Raju. No Bunty.

The moon was half-hidden behind a drifting cloud. The wind carried faint smells of burnt incense and trampled flowers.

Keloda looked at her watch.

Midnight.

“I’ll go,” she said to Kamala Devi, who was still talking to the neighbors.

“Go where?”

“Home. They probably forgot me.”

Kamala Devi shrugged. “Be careful. Take the main road.”

But Keloda didn’t know the roads well. And by the time she turned the corner, she had taken the wrong one.

That’s how it began.

A narrow lane.

A swampy path.

Silence louder than the drums.

And that first sighting.

She stopped abruptly in the storytelling, shaking her head slightly, as if the memory was too heavy to carry all at once.

Back under the peepal tree, we all waited, breath held.

“Now,” Keloda said softly, “you understand how it happened? The madman was only the first omen.”

Bhulo nodded. “But what came after?”

Keloda stared at the horizon. “Something that didn’t laugh. Didn’t speak. Something that smelled of rot... and stared with eyes colder than the wind.”

A narrow lane.

A wrong turn.

And a silence that seemed to lean in and breathe down Keloda's neck.

She walked fast—at first with purpose, then with hesitation, and soon, with a strange tremble in her legs. The night in Raipur, unlike in the village, didn’t chirp with insects or moan with the wind. It stood heavy, as if listening to her every step.

The swamp road wasn’t familiar. Water glistened on either side of the narrow path, reflecting the occasional flicker of moonlight peeking through restless clouds. And not a soul in sight. No dogs barking. No late-night tea vendors. No half-drunk men humming old songs. Just her. Alone.

She muttered under her breath, “Ram Ram Ram...”

And that’s when she saw it.

Lying ahead on the road—not twenty steps away—was a shape. Long. Still. Wrapped completely in white cloth.

Keloda’s breath caught in her throat.

At first, she told herself it might be a sack. Some old bedroll perhaps. But something about its stillness was too perfect. Too precise.

She stopped walking.

Her feet refused to move.

The wind slowed. The moon seemed to hide behind the clouds again. Even the distant hum of city life had vanished, like the entire world had stepped aside to let this moment unfold.

Keloda stood frozen.

Her eyes widened.

It was a body.

Wrapped in white from head to toe.

Not moving.

Not breathing.

She remembered the stories. Stories the elders whispered at night, when the lanterns flickered low. Of spirits who lay down in paths to lure the living into their world. Of restless souls who wanted company.

And she remembered her father’s words: “If ever you see a white figure lying in the night—don’t step forward. Don’t look twice. Turn back. Or say Ram’s name till your mouth dries.”

So she began to chant. Softly. Desperately.

“Ram Ram Ram Ram Ram...”

But the figure moved.

Not a lot.

Just... a little.

It sat up.

Then lay down again.

As if stretching. Or... adjusting.

Her heart jumped to her throat.

She watched, frozen, as the figure did it again. Sitting up like a puppet pulled by invisible strings—then flopping back down. Over and over.

Keloda began to sweat.

Her mouth was dry.

Still, she stood.

Then, it turned its head.

Slowly.

Towards her.

She saw no eyes. No features. Just the shape. The impression. But it was looking right at her.

And then—something strange happened.

The ghost... lit a match.

Yes. A flame.

A tiny flicker of fire appeared near the white cloth. It lit up the edge of its face.

Keloda gasped.

Fire?

A ghost with fire?

That made no sense. Ghosts hated fire. They disappeared at the scent of camphor and flame. That’s what the village tales said.

But here it was—sitting calmly, almost lazily, lighting something in its hand.

Keloda squinted.

Then heard a familiar sound.

Phsssht.

A beedi?

Yes. The ghost was lighting a beedi.

She felt her legs loosen. The grip on her soul release.

She stepped forward. Slowly.

“Who is there?” she asked, her voice trembling but loud enough to be heard.

A deep, lazy voice replied, “I am the white madman. It’s too hot inside, so I’m sleeping out here.”

Keloda stood stunned.

A madman?

Wrapped in white.

Smoking a beedi in the middle of a swamp path?

She nearly laughed.

Relief came in waves—rushing over her like cool water.

She almost wanted to touch the ground in thanks. If not for that match... if not for that light...

The madman looked up. “Did you think I was a ghost?”

Keloda didn’t reply. She simply walked past him, her legs still a little shaky.

Two miles ahead, just when she thought the worst was behind her, another sound stopped her.

Ting... ting... tong...

Like metal on metal.

Light.

Rhythmic.

She paused.

Her ears perked.

It came again.

Tong... tong... ting...

Like someone stirring a pot.

Or playing with utensils.

She looked around.

To her left: fields, wild bushes, an old tree.

To her right: nothing.

Ahead: an empty path.

And then she saw it.

Just a little off the road, near what looked like a cattle shed—someone.

No. Something.

Moving.

The moonlight caught the glint of a pitcher. An empty one, turned upside down.

And a child-like figure sitting next to it.

It had its hands inside the pitcher, spinning it, letting it wobble and clatter against the ground.

That was the sound.

Keloda’s skin prickled.

She felt the air thicken again.

She squinted.

The figure had its back to her.

But something was wrong.

It didn’t move like a normal child.

Too still.

Too smooth.

And it didn’t giggle or talk. Just spun the pitcher. Slowly. Methodically.

Keloda didn’t move.

She just stood watching.

Then the figure froze.

The pitcher stopped spinning.

The figure turned its head slightly—just enough to notice her.

Keloda’s breath caught.

The figure stood.

And ran—straight toward her.

Not like a child.

Like a shadow flying low over the ground.

Keloda screamed. “BABA RE!!”

She turned to run but her feet tangled. She slipped and fell onto the rough, rocky path.

Dust in her mouth. Blood on her elbow.

She looked up.

But the figure didn’t stop.

It hissed past her like the wind.

Fast. Rotten-smelling.

Gone.

She could barely see it.

But what she did remember was the smell.

Like wet earth and something dead. Long dead.

She gasped, crawled to the edge of the path, and sat, her heart pounding in her ears.

What was that?

Not a madman.

Not a dog.

And definitely not a dream.

When she reached home, it was past 2 a.m.

She pushed open the door and collapsed on the charpai.

The mother-in-law looked at her, half-awake.

“What happened?”

Keloda stared at the ceiling.

“Don’t ask.”

“Did you see the saint?”

“I saw more than that.”

“Hmm.”

A pause.

Then the mother-in-law said, “Maybe it was a fox. Sometimes they get their heads stuck in pots. Then run around. Confused.”

Keloda sat up.

“A fox? That runs like wind and smells of rot?”

“Yes,” the mother-in-law said calmly, sipping water. “And they panic when they hear footsteps. Maybe it ran from you in fear.”

Keloda didn’t argue.

She had no strength.

But in her heart, she whispered: That was no fox.
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