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  To those who knock without hands,

who wait in places where no door ever stood,

and whose footsteps echo long after they’ve gone.







  
    
      In the folds of these mountains, the past never sleeps.

It lingers in the whispering pines, in the creaking floorboards,

in the silence between prayer flags fluttering in the dark.

Here, even the wind has stories to tell—and some should never be heard.


    

    
      


Baki from Baki’s Place
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  Foreword



These are not stories for those who seek comfort in the light.

They are not tales spun from the safety of warmth or the familiarity of home.

They are fragments of a darker truth, drawn from the forgotten corners of Bhutan,

where the earth is steeped in blood and the wind carries the whispers of those lost to time.

The dead do not rest here; they linger, unseen but always present,

their eyes watching, their breath brushing against your skin when you least expect it.

In the shadows of ancient dzongs, in the misty valleys where the living dare not go,

the past bleeds into the present, and the line between the two is thinner than you can imagine.

Do not read these words unless you are willing to listen to what follows you after.

For once you hear these stories, you will never walk untouched again.

The dead are waiting—and they will find you when the silence falls too deep.







  Preface



In the highlands of Bhutan, silence is not always a sign of peace.

It is often a warning.

Old women whisper of night-walkers with backward feet. Monks chant louder during eclipses, not for blessings, but for protection. And in every village, there is a house with no tenants, a room no one enters, a song no one sings.

Bhutan is a land of prayer flags and mountain light—but it is also a place where the living and the dead walk closer than most dare admit.

Ghost Stories from Bhutan collects some of the country’s most terrifying stories shared in the mist-veiled valleys and pine forests of Bhutan. 

What binds these tales together isn’t just horror. It’s reverence. 

For karma. For ancestors. For the spaces between this life and the next.

So light a butter lamp.

Read with care.

And when the stories are done—

don’t look behind you.







  Acknowledgments



To the shadows that flicker at the edge of  our sight,

to the cold whispers that chills the spine without warning -

thank you for reminding us that some stories refuse to stay buried.

You will find peace only when we can no longer hear your steps behind us.








  
  
  Nima Drebu

  
  




Long ago, when trade still moved on foot and trust was sealed with a handshake, a band of merchants from western Bhutan set out for West Bengal, just across the border in India. Among them was Nima Drebu, a quiet man from Rolongphu, known more for his flute-playing during halts than for his bargaining skills.

The journey was long and blistered with heat, but the promise of summer profits kept their steps steady. In the market town of Cooch Bihar, they bartered and sold, weighed sacks of spices, and juggled coin and cowrie until the rains threatened to close the roads.

Then Nima Drebu fell ill.

At first, it was just sweat that wouldn’t dry. Then came the shivering, the fever, the eyes that rolled toward the ceiling as if they saw something no one else could. He whispered strange things in the night—names of dead relatives, river songs, snatches of prayers long forgotten.

By the time the others decided to return, Nima Drebu’s body was too cold to argue. He was dead.

They dug a grave just beyond the mango grove and wrapped him in the cotton shawl he always wore. No monks, no final rites—just earth over bone, and a hurried chant spoken more from guilt than grief. They gathered his few belongings—a battered notebook, a silver ring, and the small wooden flute—and turned toward home.

None of them looked back.




As the sun dipped behind the ridges of Nima Drebu’s village, the returning traders trudged up the familiar path, dust clinging to their robes. Word had already spread—the merchants were coming home. Nima Drebu’s wife, Zomkyi, had waited for days with a pot of rice warming by the hearth. She imagined her husband exhausted, perhaps leaner from the southern heat, but smiling when he saw her again.

Unable to bear the wait, she walked toward the path winding down from the hills, her eyes scanning every figure.

But he wasn’t there.

Only weary men with sunburnt faces, one of them holding a small bundle wrapped in khadar. The others stood back, unsure how to speak. It was the village elder who stepped forward and told her.

The words came slowly: fever… too sudden… we buried him.

Then they placed the bundle in her hands—his flute, the silver ring, a small sack of coins that clinked with finality. The world dimmed around her. She didn’t scream. She only nodded, turned, and walked back home with footsteps that didn’t quite touch the earth.

The traders stood in silence.

And then someone gasped.

From the corner of their eyes, they caught a figure stepping out from behind the bend. A man in a faded white gho, walking barefoot, silent.

Nima Drebu.

He didn’t speak. Just walked, calmly, behind his wife as if nothing had happened. The men froze, their voices caught in their throats, some muttering prayers under their breath. But Zomkyi—she turned around and saw him.

And smiled.

Tears broke down her cheeks, but not from fear. She ran toward him, calling his name, and he nodded, quiet as ever, letting her walk beside him like they had done a hundred times before.

They reached the house just as the last light dipped behind the hills. Inside, she lit a butter lamp, its flame dancing on the wall. He sat on his old mat, leaned his flute against the wall like always. They talked. About the road. The heat in India. The price of spices.

His voice was soft. His answers short, but not strange enough to question.

Later, they lay down together, and the house was quiet again.

Only the wind outside seemed to whisper his name.




Outside, the moon traced a silver arc over Rolongphu. Zomkyi lay beside her husband. She was unable to sleep.

Something was wrong.

His body, curled beside hers, was cold—cold like damp stone. And still. No rise or fall of the chest. No sound of breath. His skin, when her hand brushed it, felt like soaked cloth left too long in the shade.

She stared at the dark ceiling, her mind tumbling back to the traders’ words, to the bundle of his belongings, to the grave beneath the mango trees in India.

Her heart began to pound.

Quietly, she slipped from the bed and crept to the corner near the hearth, hiding behind the low shelves where pots and blankets were stacked. The butter lamp had burned down to a stub, casting long shadows that swayed on the walls.

Then, without warning, Nima Drebu sat up.

No stretch, no yawn—just a sudden, rigid rise, like something pulled upright by strings. His head turned slowly, mechanically, and his eyes—once soft and sleepy—were now wide, milky, and unblinking.

He sniffed the air.

Then he began to move.

Not toward the door. Not toward the bed. But across the room, step by slow step, his neck twitching as he scanned the shadows. His voice came in a rasp, almost a growl.

“Zomkyi…”

She bit her lip to keep from gasping. Her limbs were stiff with fear. The air in the house felt thick, like the walls were closing in. He kept moving, his feet dragging with a faint scratching sound on the wooden floor.

Then his gaze landed on her.

“Zomkyi…”

He lunged.

She shrieked and bolted, nearly slipping on the floor as she leapt toward the ladder. Her hands gripped the rungs, her legs flying down two at a time, her breath sharp in her throat.

Outside, the dog—an old village mutt who had dozed by the door—sprang to life.

It saw her, smelled the fear, and then saw him.

As Nima Drebu stumbled out of the door, his arms stretched toward her, the dog launched itself forward, snarling and snapping with a fury it had never shown in its life.

The ghost-thing reeled back.

It hissed—an inhuman sound—and turned its pale eyes to the dog. The barking grew louder, more vicious, until the night echoed with its defiance.

Then the thing—what had once been Nima Drebu—retreated slowly back into the house.

Moments later, it returned holding a rice ball cupped in its cold, stiff hands.

It bent down, just out of reach of the dog’s teeth.

“I was once your owner,” it rasped. “Don’t cause me trouble. Take this. Eat.”

It placed the rice on the ground, gently, like an offering at a shrine.

The dog sniffed it. Then, tail wagging faintly, it stopped barking and began to eat.

Zomkyi stared in horror.

The thing that wore her husband’s face stood quietly, watching the dog eat—then turned its head once more toward her.

Zomkyi didn’t wait to see what the rice had done to the dog. She turned and fled into the darkness, feet slapping the earth, lungs burning. Her only thought: the stables.

The horses knew her. They had known her husband, too. Maybe they would still know the difference.

She burst through the wooden gate and stumbled inside, collapsing behind the nearest stall. The horses stirred, their ears twitching, hooves shifting against the floor as they sensed her panic.

Moments later, the door creaked again.

He was coming.

The same lifeless gait. The same dull, wide eyes. He ducked into the stable, ducking beneath the crossbeam, his head tilting side to side like he was still adjusting to the human shape he wore.

One of the horses let out a snort and stepped forward, blocking his path.

When he reached out, it bit.

Hard.

He recoiled with a hiss, clutching his hand. Then he tried from the side—slinking along the stall. But the mare at the end raised her hind legs and kicked, hooves thundering against the wood.

Another bite, another kick. Each time he stepped forward, another horse blocked him.

Zomkyi watched from behind a feed barrel, her hands shaking, lips pressed shut so tight they bled.

He stood still for a while, calculating.

Then, once again, he turned and vanished into the night.

She didn’t dare breathe.

He returned minutes later, arms full of hay—dry, fresh-cut strands, cradled like an offering. The stable went silent. The horses snorted but did not charge.

He stepped forward, his voice rasping through the silence.

“I cared for you,” he said. “Fed you. Gave you clean water. In winter, I warmed your stall. I was your owner.”

He placed the hay on the ground.

“Don’t stand in my way now.”

One by one, the horses began to eat.

The standoff ended. The stalls fell quiet, the only sound the soft chewing of animals at peace.

Zomkyi felt her stomach knot.

The ghost was learning.




Zomkyi’s breath came in sobs now, shallow and desperate. The dog had been silenced. The horses, too. She knew what would come next.

So she ran.

Barefoot, robe flapping behind her, she stumbled down the narrow steps that led to the basement. It was dark, musty, thick with the smell of earth and straw. In the far corner, her last hope stood tethered: the bull.

Massive. Proud. Known in the village for his strength and temper. He had been her husband’s prize—stubborn and loyal. She whispered a prayer and crouched behind the feeding trough.

The floorboards above creaked.

Then the slow, uneven footsteps began again.

He was coming.

The bull snorted as the figure descended. When the zombie stepped into the room, the bull lowered his head and stomped the floor.

Then it charged.

A horn slashed across the zombie’s shoulder, tearing his gho. The corpse reeled back. Blood didn’t flow. He turned and tried from behind, but the bull lashed out with his hind legs, slamming into the chest of the thing that once had a name.

Zomkyi covered her mouth. Her heartbeat drummed in her ears. For a moment, hope flickered again.

But the thing simply turned and climbed the stairs, slow and methodical, as if mildly inconvenienced.

She didn’t move.

Minutes passed. She heard him coming again—this time the soft rustle of dried leaves in his arms. He descended carefully, the bundle of fodder held close.

He stood before the bull, just outside the swing of horns and hooves.

“You know me,” he said softly. “There’s no part of this house where my shadow hasn’t fallen. I raised you from a calf. I never struck you. I always let you drink first.”

He placed the fodder gently before the animal.

“I don’t mean you harm. Just step aside.”

The bull hesitated, then lowered its head.

And ate.

Zomkyi’s last defense crumbled.

She was alone now.

And he knew it.




Heart pounding, eyes wild with fear, Zomkyi fled once more—this time to the coop tucked behind the house, where the chickens and roosters huddled in sleep, feathers fluffed against the cold.

She threw open the door and stumbled inside.

“Wake up,” she whispered, shaking the roosts. “Please, wake up.”

The birds stirred, blinking in confusion, their clucks low and drowsy.

Then, as if summoned by the fear in her voice—or by something older, deeper, buried in bone and feather—a single rooster raised its head.

And crowed.

A long, sharp cry pierced the night. The ancient signal of dawn, though it was still deep in darkness.

The cry echoed through the village.

The footsteps approaching the coop stopped.

There he stood—Nima Drebu, or what remained of him—framed in the doorway, his form hunched, his eyes sunken with something not quite sadness, not quite rage.

His head turned toward her slowly.

“You’ve won tonight,” he said, voice like frost cracking wood. “But tomorrow is not far.”

Then, as the echo of the rooster’s call faded into the stillness, his knees buckled. His body sagged forward like a puppet whose strings had been severed. He collapsed in the dust with a hollow thud.

Dead again.

Truly dead.

The hens clucked uneasily. The rooster hopped onto a perch, fluffed his feathers, and crowed once more—louder this time, as if to make sure the world heard it.

Zomkyi sank to her knees, staring at the lifeless body of the man she had once loved.

And the house, for the first time that night, fell silent.




At the first hint of dawn, when the cold blue light began to thin the darkness, Zomkyi did not wait. She locked the door from outside, trapping the corpse—whatever it was—inside the house.

Then she ran.

Barefoot. Mind blank. No idea where the path led, only that she had to put distance between herself and the place where the dead walked.

She ran until her legs trembled and the sun swung low across the sky, casting long shadows through the forest. Just as twilight thickened, she came upon seven monks walking in a line, their saffron robes glowing gently in the last light.

They paused as she stumbled toward them, wild-eyed and shaking.

“My child,” said the eldest. “What has frightened you so?”

And with her voice breaking and dry, Zomkyi told them everything—her husband’s death, his return, the offerings to animals, the coldness of his body, the hunts each night, and how only the rooster’s cry had held him back.

She told them everything.

The monks listened in silence. Then the eldest one nodded.

“You’ve seen something that walks in the veil between worlds. But do not fear. We will help you.”

And together, they turned and walked back toward her house, now cloaked in full darkness.

Zomkyi prepared dinner, trembling as she worked, but her hands moved steadily. She fed the monks, sat with them, and when the house grew quiet again, she remained inside.

The corpse lay still in the corner.

For a while.

Then, with the weight of a shifting mountain, his fingers twitched. A slow ripple of movement passed through his limbs—first his feet, then arms, and finally his head lifted with a sickening crack of bone.

Zomkyi gasped and fled to the ceiling loft, hoisting herself into an old grain pot large enough to hide her crouched body. From inside, she watched, heart pounding in her throat.

The zombie stood.

He searched for her—quietly, with soft dragging feet. His head swiveled unnaturally, sniffing the air. But she was well hidden.

Then the monks rose.

They surrounded him with prayer beads in one hand, sticks in the other, and began chanting—low, steady syllables that filled the house with vibration.

The zombie snarled.

He lunged.

The battle erupted.

Wood struck flesh. Growls split the air. The chants never stopped, rising like a tide.

All through the night, they fought.

Zomkyi stayed inside the pot, weeping silently, praying, frozen with dread.

And then—just before the first cock’s cry—the chanting faltered.

One monk fell.

Then another.

One by one, the zombie reached for them, and with every touch, they twisted and changed. Their skin paled. Their eyes hollowed. Until all seven monks stood still—bodies no longer their own.

Now they were his.

And they turned toward the pot.

Zomkyi didn’t think.

She threw herself down from the loft, raced to the coop, flung the door open, and struck the roosts with both hands.

“Wake up!” she screamed.

The birds fluttered and panicked.

Then—

The rooster cried.

That fierce, bright cry split the dark like lightning.

And in that instant, the zombies collapsed. All of them.

One by one, as if someone had cut their strings, they fell to the floor—limp, lifeless, silent.

The house went still.

Not even a wind moved.

Zomkyi stood alone among the dead.

And dawn had finally come.




When the first light of morning spilled across the mountains, Zomkyi did not wait for the day to grow. She packed a cold lunch wrapped in cloth, took nothing more than her fear and her feet, and fled the village without looking back.

Her path was aimless, led more by instinct than reason, and by midday her legs were trembling, her hair soaked in sweat. But she didn’t stop.

By the bend of a narrow ridge trail, where cypress trees swayed and wind whispered like voices in prayer, she met a lone Gomchen—an itinerant priest in maroon robes, with a broad hat that shaded his face like the wings of a raven.

He paused when he saw her.

“Owai, Bumo,” he said gently. “Why does your face look carved from stone? Speak honestly. What follows you?”

Something in his voice—calm as a mountain lake—opened her. And like she had with the monks, Zomkyi told him everything. Every trembling word.

The Gomchen listened in stillness, and when she finished, he gave a slow, deliberate nod.

“You are brave, daughter,” he said. “And you have suffered much. But you cannot outrun such spirits. They’ve tied themselves to your fate now. They will follow you wherever your shadow falls.”

Zomkyi shook her head, stepping back. “I won’t return to that house. I’d rather be lost forever.”

The Gomchen didn’t argue. Instead, he removed his hat and handed it to her.

“Then hold this. Look inside. Tell me what you see.”

Zomkyi hesitated, then took the hat, heavy and warm in her hands. She tilted it toward her, expecting darkness.

But inside the crown, she saw a strange flicker—shapes moving in the weave.

Seven figures. Pale. Hollow-eyed. Walking slowly across the land, their dead limbs dragging.

Toward her.

She gasped and nearly dropped the hat.

The Gomchen took it back.

“Now you see,” he said. “There is no escape. But there is a way through.”

And so, under the red horizon of dusk, Zomkyi followed him home.

Back to the house that had once been hers.

She lit the hearth, prepared dinner, and served him with the reverence of one who has nothing else left to offer.

Night fell.

And with it, came the stirring.

The bodies—silent all day—began to twitch and shift. Arms reached. Bones cracked. One by one, the dead rose.

But this time, they did not go after her.

They turned on each other.

Snarling. Scratching. As if their very souls had splintered, each one seeking what it had lost.

Among them, her husband staggered forward, his voice hoarse like wind through dry leaves.
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