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Part of our project Mobile Mohalla Phase II, Mulaqat facilitates dialogue between residents of Khirki and
Hauz Rani on aspects of daily social life in the locality, as well as on personal experiences. This issue is on
the theme of Fear, a universal emotion that spares no one, and can manifest at any time, in any space, in
any context and circumstance. Whatever be its mode -- constant or transient, overpowering or subtle, born
in our present or psychologically imprinted from our past, we all live with and carry around various fears.
Some are socially accepted and freely articulated, others are taboo and remain choked or unvoiced. Some
fears cluster within us like a family, others brush past us like strangers on the road. As illustrated in these
texts, the source and stimulus of our fear may change, but our responses often stay the same.

Darkness Nargis

D

arkness, something that scares many
people, affects me too. Darkness has the
ability to instill fear in you. Once the fear
settles down, it may never leave. I am afraid of
darkness since my childhood. The fear of
darkness is in my heart and my brain. Whenever
the light goes out or the place is dark, I just sit in
the corner and switch on the torch or ask
someone to be with me. Darkness maybe just a
word for some people but for a few others, it is a

feeling of losing oneself. According to me, it is
more than a feeling or a word. When I put forth a
step in the dark, I feel as if someone will catch me
and kill me.
My fear of darkness started when I was only 5
or 6 years old. I learnt how to put on the
computer from my elder siblings. I used to closely
watch them use the machine. When I learnt to
navigate my way around the computer, slowly it
helped me discover the world of internet. Then I
used to play games and watch movies. As I began
watching movies, horror movies also came up in
the suggestion list. I wondered about those films
and watched those too. I don't remember the
name of that particular movie or the scenes where
the ghost appeared. In one scene, a girl was in a
dark place and she was trying to call someone.
Suddenly, one woman came in a white dress with
long hair. That was the moment when fear of
darkness caught me and I could never get rid of it.
I also believe in stories of spirits and ghosts.
There is also one story which helped my fear to
develop and made me believe in ghosts and spirits.
This was my sister's friend’s story. She told us that
one evening around 4 or 5 pm, she was all alone at
home. She locked every door and window and went
to sleep in one room after finishing all her house
chores and work. To her surprise, when she closed
her eyes, suddenly someone touched her forehead.
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When she opened her eyes, nobody was there. She
called out and had a look at her surroundings. But,
nobody was there.
After hearing about all these incidents, my
fear further grew.
One evening here in Khirki, I came from
school and no one was at home. Due to some
issues with the electrical fuse, there was power cut
in two rooms. I was thinking how I would go there
to change my clothes. I was really tired but
somehow I pushed myself to the room where I
usually change clothes. While changing, I felt as if
someone was there and was watching me. When I

used to live in Afghanistan, there were a lot of
rumors about most of the houses being haunted.
Not just that, I also used to watch TV and once I
watched news about a girl who had committed
suicide or was killed by someone. Remembering
those things, I got scared and felt as if someone
was watching me or maybe planning to kill me.
That was the first time when I stayed at home
alone but the tiredness was less compared to the
next time. The second time was quite terrible
because of the power cut. Somehow, I changed
my clothes and came back running to living room.
After that I rested and had lunch.

Police Nitin

T

his episode took place during the Navratras. I was watching TV at home when I
got a phone call from my friend. He said,
“Brother, we are going out, do you want to join
us?” I asked, “Where are you going?” My friend
said, “It is Navratra, so definitely we’ll go to the
Kalkaji temple.” I glanced at my father, and then
said, “No, I am not coming.” My father asked,
“Who called you?” I said, “It’s nothing, just my
friend wanting to know if I will be going for tuition
tomorrow or not.” My father said, “All right.” I
was relieved because I had thought he would
question me further, but he did not. I was afraid
of his questions because I had lied to him.
Ten minutes later I called my friend and said,
“Brother, I’ll come with you all to Kalkaji.” He
said, “But just now you told us you wouldn’t and
now you are saying you will.” I said, “How was I
to know that my father would be sitting right
there!” I call my father ‘Home Minister’ because

he runs the whole house. Then I asked my friend
what time we were meeting. He said, “At 1 a.m. –
at that time there are no police around, nor is
there any traffic.” This is generally correct. After
talking to my friends I had dinner and went off to
sleep, because I knew we would be staying awake
and enjoying ourselves all night.
My friends called me at 12.45 a.m. and told me to
come down and out of the house. Suddenly I realized this might be very difficult. I had never done
this sort of thing before, and if my father found
out he would really thrash me. But I pushed the
thoughts away, very quietly unlatched the front
door and went downstairs without making a
sound. We brought out our motorbikes and
scooties and rode off towards Kalkaji. On the Chiragh Dilli road we saw a police patrol and became
uneasy, but kept our nerve and went past that
area. When we reached Kalkaji temple we saw a
very long queue. But being guys we were able to
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push our way into the line for darshan.
As we got ready to leave the complex, one friend
said, “Brothers, there are police around here and
if they catch us they will beat us up very badly.”
We said to him, “What are you afraid of?” He
said, “You have no idea, this happened to me
once. Since then I don’t take my bike onto the
main roads.” We said, “This is not going to happen to you again and again.” Silenced, he said,
“Okay, it doesn’t matter. Let’s go.” It was about
3.30 a.m. when we left. We were riding homewards
when the police patrol stopped us. One friend who
was an expert biker sped ahead and got away. But I
was riding pillion with a friend who could not really
handle the bike well. The police grabbed me and
five other friends and asked, “Do you have li-

censes?” etc.
The friend I was riding with had no documents.
The police made us squat in murgha posture. Then
they slapped us a few times, beat us a few times with
their canes, and told us to call our families. But we
had all sneaked out for our joyride. If we called our
homes now, the police beating would be nothing
compared to what we would get from our families.
We all fell at the feet of the police and apologized,
but they would not listen to our pleading. Then a
decent policeman arrived. He was an SHO (Station
House Officer). He told the patrol, “Let these kids
go.” I don’t know his real nature, but he somehow
understood our situation. I haven’t forgotten the
beating I got from those policemen. A fear of them
has been planted within me.

River Gufran

I

am afraid of bathing in rivers. This fear keeps
returning over and over, to disturb me. I can’t
overcome it, though I really try to – because I
can’t swim, and because there are very few
chances to actually bathe in a river and reduce the
fear. I often think about having fun with my
friends in the water, swimming from bank to
bank, performing tricks and so on, but in reality I
can’t do any of this.

I only get the chance to bathe in the river
when I visit my village; and that too only once in
the year. And each time I enter the water I become agitated, I feel the current is dragging me
out towards the middle of the river. My body goes
numb, and if I go a little deeper so that the water
reaches my chest, I start breathing very fast. I
begin to feel suffocated.
This never happened when I was small. It
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started when I was 12 or 13 years old. I travelled
from the city to my village on my own. This was
the first time I made such a long journey by myself. Once I was there I enjoyed myself, roaming
around, eating whatever I wished whenever I
wished. My aunt was going to visit her mother
who lived elsewhere, and I thought, “Since I am
on holiday, why don’t I go with her, I will be able
to see more places.” I asked if I could accompany
her. Initially my grandfather did not agree but my
uncle convinced him to give me permission. After
we reached there we spent time with all our relatives and did some sight-seeing. The next day my
cousin told me about the river near the house. I
thought, “This is a fine chance to bathe there, I
should take it as my parents are not here to stop
me.” I told my uncle what I wanted to do. He forbade it. So did everyone else in the house when I
expressed my wish to them. Finally my grandmother agreed to accompany me, but then said,
“The sun is really strong right now and the water
will be very hot. We’ll go after a little while.”
It was afternoon. Everyone in the house was
resting after lunch. I was so eager to go to the river
as soon as possible, I was too restless to sleep. I
didn’t know what to do. I kept looking at the time
and then I thought, “I will quietly slip out now,
and Grandmother will in any case follow soon.” I
woke my cousin and asked him to come with me.
He refused, so I said, “Okay, go back to sleep. I
am going.” He said, “Don’t go by yourself. I’ll
come with you on one condition, that you treat
me to something.” I said, “That’s fine, now hurry
up.” As we left our room we saw Uncle sleeping
outside. I tried to tiptoe past but he woke up and
asked where we were going. I didn’t know what to
say so I made the excuse that I was going to the

bathroom, and went into the courtyard. Uncle
went back to sleep, and then my cousin also
slipped past him. After that we walked out of the
house without any problem.
First we went to eat some ice cream and then
walked towards the river. On the way we met my
other uncle, my cousin’s father. He was returning
from the park. This park was very close to the
river. He caught hold of us. He didn’t say much
to me but really scolded my cousin and took us
back to the house. I thought, “Now we have really
had it. The bathing plan is cancelled and Uncle
will keep scolding.” But before that our grandmother intervened, saying, “Let’s go!” I was happy
because not only had we been saved from the
scolding, but we were also going to be able to
bathe in the river.
At that time I didn’t know how to swim. Even
then, whenever I was in the river I would walk out
till the water reached my neck. I didn’t know anything about that particular river, but I didn’t care –
I was happily splashing around with my cousin.
Then his father arrived. He and my cousin both
could swim well, so they swam quite a long distance away from me while I remained near the
bank. I moved forward cautiously, not knowing
the depth of the river where I stood. I sensed it
was deepening and turned around to go back, but
my foot slipped; I fell backwards and began to
drown. I tried as hard as I could to get myself towards the bank but I could not. I thought, this is
it, today is my last day. Then with great effort I
jumped, getting my head above water; I tried to
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shout but no sound came out of my mouth. Upon
my third such jump my uncle saw me. He quickly
swam back and saved me by giving me a huge
shove from behind that flung me back towards the
bank. I realized I had actually been only two steps
away from firm ground, but I had not been able
to take even two steps.

After this incident a fear of water took root in
my mind. Today I am 17 years old. When I visit
my village I go at least once to bathe in the river. I
want to learn to swim and put an end to my fear but
I just cannot do it. Now I only go into the water till it
is at the level of my stomach. And even today my
family has no idea that I once nearly drowned.

Balloon Hadia

I

want to share a memory from my days in
Kabul, Afghanistan.

The first time, I have heard a bomb blast,
when I was only 6 years old. I thought maybe
someone has popped the largest balloon. I was so
willing to know how big the balloon was?
But then I saw my mother with a frightened
face. My mother turned on the TV and we
watched breaking news, I saw people who were
badly bleeding, children crying because they were
terrified. We watched people panicking and
running helplessly in search of their friends,
family members, children, relatives. A lot of
houses was destroyed, people were left as
homeless.
However, I never had imagined that a blasting
of a balloon could harm somebody like this.
On that day I was alone with my mom and my
brother, father and my other siblings were outside.
Another bomb blast happened and that was
near to my sisters’ school. So my mother was
very scared. Within a second my mother quickly
took her hijab and went to pick up my sisters.
When she came back she didn’t just only
bring my sisters, but also she brought those who

were stuck in school as the policeman didn’t allow
them to go alone out of the school premise
without any escort. My mother decided to help
them.
My mother brought them to our home and
called their family members to pick up them from
our home.
I cannot forget the happiness and joy that
could be seen in their eyes and their family
members.
If I put myself in their position stuck in a
horrible situation and everyone seek to rescue
their lives even thinking about such a situation
scares me.
But still, there are good people who care
about others also.
I am proud that my mother is also one of
such people.
Now when I am grown up, I understand that it
wasn’t an ordinary balloon with helium gas or any
natural gas which is made for the purpose of
bringing joy, happiness and smile to everyone,
instead it was a balloon full of gases of heartlessness,
inhumanity, insensitiveness, cruelness and all the
bad gases that had made for the purpose of bringing
sorrow, disaster, it brings tear to my eyes.
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Highway Kubra

M

y first job experience started with an
Arabic restaurant which was located at
“Huda city center”. I worked for about
7 or 8 months there.
I thought that I am a grown up. “Now I can
go anywhere alone; without my mother.”
However, when I left the restaurant, everything changed.
I went to a pharmacy to work as translator.
This was a little far from the metro station. To
reach the place, I had to walk on the high way for
about 15 minutes before reaching the main road.
Highway
In the night time, it was dark; longer than day
time and scarier than usual.
Full of car sounds yet seemingly silent for me
because I was alone on that long dark street.
Cars were going by so fast.
I only worked for one month in a pharmacy
but that experience was totally different from the
restaurant. In the pharmacy only Arabic people
visited and I was the only girl there. Unlike the
restaurant, there was no one to take care of me
and there was not much work for me. Work was
boring and I could not communicate with anyone.
The hardest part of the job was returning
home from the pharmacy. My boss allowed me
to leave before time every day but it was still late
for me.
Walking alone to that highway was scary. In
the beginning, I didn’t know the way. An old man
helped me discover the way and directed me to
the area from where I could take a cab or auto
easily. He dropped me to the metro station
safely.
But the highway was still scary because finding people was difficult and finding good people
was rather impossible. Trusting any one in that
highway was dangerous. One cannot even trust
drivers during day time.
One morning while coming to the pharmacy,
I took an auto. The auto was empty. I was in a
hurry all the time. I was alert so as not to miss my
station. We were close to the pharmacy. I looked
down to take out money from my purse but that
auto sped across. When I looked up, we were far
away from the pharmacy. It was so far that I
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shouted and said “stop stop! Where is this place?
When did you cross the Pharmacy? I want to get
down”. He stopped and I gave him the money
and I walked really fast. I was shocked and afraid.
Such incidents can happen any time during the
day or night. One cannot really trust others.
In the night time crossing that highway alone
was scarier.
Whenever I went to the highway alone, I used
to think aloud. I induced negative thoughts about
life, future and everything. I used to talk to myself.
“What I am doing with my life? What will
happen after that? How long will I be far from my
friends? When will my dreams come true? Is
there any hope for me to live?” Lots of other
things made me hopeless.
I used to pretend that I am talking on the
phone, but no one was on the phone. It was just

me on the highway.
Only a few small cigarette shops were there,
and a few men around the shops of cigarette.
Highway full of cars which were passing by so
fast. It was unstoppable.
That Highway made me realize that I am still
weak; perhaps a kid. I can’t face problems alone.
I still need my mother and my friends around me
to deal with life problems.
That high way was the worst experience of my
life.
That high way made me decide to never step
out from my comfort zone ever.
Alone, I felt useless and worthless. I stopped
dreaming, hoping and became negative.
That highway took away all my self-confidence. It made me distant from my friends and
the people I loved.

Shikha Vidhi

O

ne of my friends Shikha used to take
tuition somewhere in Malviya Nagar,
South of Delhi . Shikha liked studying
there, and she was very friendly with her teacher.
While being a student of class 9th, she started
taking tuition there. Shikha liked the way her
teacher taught, so she went back to the same place
for the next year also.
Due to frequent visits with her family out of
town, she could hardly attend classes. However,
when her 1st term was near, she said to her
teacher that "she needs extra classes".
Her teacher said 'Okay you could come for
extra classes at my place.' She didn't feel
uncomfortable or embarrassed, as she had
already visited her teacher's place for studying.
Her teacher gave her time for extra classes at
11 am. On the next morning she woke up and got
ready for her class. She asked her father to drop
her at the teacher's place, in Shivalik apartment,
which is not very far from her house. After the
usual greetings, she was asked to open her books.
Her teacher gave her the notes and explained to
her quite well, which cleared all her doubts. As
soon as the class finished, she called up her dad
to pick her up.
On the second day, she went back for further
lessons. While the class was going on, her teacher

asked "why don't you wear shorts now?" she replied
that it's winter, and she doesn't like wearing shorts
during this time of the year.
After the class was over, she was asked to come
for her lesson on the next day at 1:45 pm.
The next day, she entered the tuition class and
sat on the chair. Her teacher came and sat next to
her and closed the door. They were learning the
chapter on reproduction. Suddenly, he held her
hand and started playing with her fingers. It was
extremely uncomfortable for her, she literally got
scared by that. Not knowing how exactly she should
respond, she pulled her hand back and tried to
divert her mind. Meanwhile, staring at Shikha, her
teacher continued with the lesson. Suddenly he
crossed his limit of behaving appropriately.
It was quite a shock for Shikha to deal with
the situation. She ran out of the room. She called
her dad and asked him to pick her up.
Unfortunately, because of the busy schedule of
the work, her dad couldn't pick her up that day.
She went home on her own.
Shikha was scared about the incident that she
just experienced. She did not know how to pin it
down. She felt low and also became apprehensive
about whom to share with the unusual episode.
A lot of thoughts occupied her head. She felt
utterly helpless and poured her heart out. She
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thought that nobody would understand her and
they will make fun of her. It was hard for Shikha
to realise the seriousness of the matter. She texted
one of her friends Vineet and told him everything.
He told her to calm down and assured her that he
understood the situation. Vineet insisted Shikha
to inform her parents about this matter. But afraid
of being misunderstood by her parents, she felt
lost. Her friend, Vineet, told her that if she
cannot confront her parents then he will inform
them. So she decided to tell her mom. She
narrated everything to her mother.
Her mother hugged Shikha and told her that
there is nothing to be worried about or to be
afraid of. Her mother decided to accompany
Shikha to the tuition place. She was so affected
by the incident that Shikha felt that it wouldn't be
safe for her mother as well. Her mom asked her
to relax and promised that she would sort this out.
Next day her mother went to her daughter's
tuition center and asked them who takes the
science tuition? The teacher came out and
introduced himself to her.
Her mom asked, if they could talk. So in the
evening the teacher went to Shikha’s house. Her
mother asked straight away to the teacher, what he did
to her daughter. The teacher, without replying to her
mother’s question, requested if he could meet Shikha
and talk to her. The mother was very reluctant about

the fact that he would meet her daughter.
The girl heard that from inside and became
afraid of seeing him. Her mother confronted him,
and asked him how he could be so shameless She
was astonished that instead of being embarrassed,
he was seeking permission to meet Shikha.
Unabashed the teacher asked her mother, if
she would accept money and forget the episode,
which happened with her daughter. Shikha’s
mother got furious when she found out that the
teacher was trying to bribe her. Shikha’s mother
insisted him to apologize to her daughter. She
called her daughter from inside. The teacher with
extreme disgrace, knelt down and asked Shikha to
forgive her. She could not understand the need of
this further embarrassment. Humiliated, she ran
inside the room and burst into tears. She stopped
going to that tuition centre. Of course, it took a
long time to recover from this traumatic incident.
Now Shikha has found a new tuition center in
Gupta colony, much closer to her home. But the
fear has not wiped out of her mind. She is no
longer the same confident person that she used to
be. She goes to her new tuition everyday and
whenever the teacher tries to come close to her,
to explain something about the lesson, she stands
up and trembles. She has stopped talking to any
other pupil in the class. She sits in the corner and
waits for the class to be over.
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Bunker Zara

O

ne day while we were in a deep sleep, a
loud explosion woke us up.

We got to know that tension brewed amongst
the second Macroryan region, located on the
other side of the Kabul Sea and the first
Macroryan region, where we were. The
explosions were massive which forced us to
escape to the underground of the block.
A four years old kid from the neighbourhood,
started wailing due to the sound of explosions.
The boy’s mother hugged him and told him not
to worry. She assured him that she would protect
him from getting hurt. The sound of bullets
equally frightened the elders.
The myriad sounds that came from the
outside worried us. We could hear people
shouting for help. Out of sheer helplessness, we
clung to our parents.
Through the day, locked in the cellar, tired
and hungry, everybody was desperate to go back
to the normal life. The night the bombardment
diminished, and the environment outside felt
peaceful, the elders took the opportunity to return
home and prepare food. However, soon they had
to plan their return to the underground carefully.
On the second day, the elders wanted to go

home and bring back some more food. There
was nothing stocked up underground. A woman
from our neighbourhood informed us that the
war was still on and it wouldn’t be wise to leave
this safe zone lest somebody gets hurt. However,
someone had to go. My dad and two other men
decided to help out. When an hour passed and
none of them returned, we panicked. After a long
wait, my dad and the two men returned. One of
the men had a small bruise on his feet. My dad
got hold of a piece of cloth and tightly wrapped it
around his feet to stop the blood flow. Of course,
they managed to get some food for all of us. We
spent about a week underground, in constant fear
and uncertainty.
The day we returned, suddenly a rocket hit the
ground near the window of our house, and my
brother got injured. We thought that he would not
be able to make it. My other brother checked his
pulses and saw that his heart was beating faster than
usual. We were a little relieved, and with the help of
my third brother, we transferred him to the
hospital. We had to forget the ongoing war and its
repercussions at that moment. A week later, when
the war ended, we migrated to a safe place.
That safe place was Iran. We went to live at a
relative’s house. The trauma of the war hadn’t left
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us. We couldn’t leave the house and imagined
that there were gunshots, bombardments and
yelling outside the home. We couldn’t bring
ourselves to believe that we left it behind and
returned to a place where there was no war. On
the third day, our relative insisted that we must go
outside. It was essential to break away from the
fear and anxiety that marred our thoughts. We
tried, but the trauma was never really gone. We
learnt to live with it.
After a month when we heard that the war is
over, we went back to Afghanistan. The war
destroyed many roads and buildings. On reaching
home, we found that everything had almost

collapsed. Broken mirrors, dust and furniture lay
scattered. We could no longer live there and thus
moved to a new place. However, the war
continued, sometimes vigorously and at times
surreptitiously. We had to leave home. We
relocated to India in the hope that constant
images of death and bloodbath wouldn’t haunt us.
Is it possible to erase lived experiences?
Now when we are in Khirki Extension, our
lives have taken on a new form. The fear of war
may remain hidden, but little things like a gory
scene from a cinema or a fight in the
neighbourhood trigger some of those horrific
moments that we witnessed.
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