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A Forgotten House by K S Sandhu 

Reeta had always dreamed of owning an old house in the countryside. When 

she finally found one on a quiet lane near the forest, she felt a rush of 

excitement. The building dated from the early 1900s, with thick stone walls 

and tall windows that let in very little light. She parked her small car outside 

and stepped onto the overgrown path leading to the front door. 

The estate agent, a cheerful man in his fifties, was already waiting. “This place 

needs work,” he warned, “but the structure is sound.” Reeta nodded. She had 

expected challenges; after all, such properties always did. She pushed open the 

heavy wooden door, which creaked loudly, and stepped inside. 

The hallway smelled of damp wood and old books. Dust covered every surface, 

and cobwebs hung like curtains from the ceiling. In the living room, she noticed 

a faded rug lying on the floorboards. It looked as though generations had 

walked across it. She bent down and lifted a corner; underneath lay several 

cracked tiles. “These ones could be restored,” she thought. 

She moved to the kitchen next. The cupboards were empty except for a few 

chipped plates and a rusty kettle. The latter reminded her of her 

grandmother’s kitchen back in the city. Reeta smiled at the memory. She had 

left urban life behind precisely because that no longer suited her. 

Upstairs, the bedrooms were surprisingly spacious. In the largest one, a big 

window overlooked the garden — or what remained of it. Weeds had taken 

over the flower beds, and a broken bench stood under an ancient apple tree. 

“This could become beautiful again,” Reeta whispered. 

The agent joined her. “Most buyers want modern houses,” he said. “These old 

ones scare them off.” Reeta shook her head. “The former may be convenient, 

but the latter have character. I prefer those with history.” 

They returned downstairs. In the study, she found a dusty desk and a leather 

chair. The chair was worn but comfortable. She sat down and imagined 

working there, writing the novel she had planned for years. The idea excited 

her more than any sleek apartment ever had. 

By the time they left, Reeta had decided. She would buy the house and bring it 

back to life. The agent smiled. “You’re one of the few who see its potential. 

Most people look at such places and see only problems.” 



As she drove away, Reeta glanced in the mirror at the fading outline of the 

building. That was no longer just a forgotten house; it was her future home. 

She knew the work would be hard, but she also knew the effort would be 

worth it. 
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