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“Time is not a river, but a cycle flowing forever.

Each life is an echo of memories from the previous one.”

The world was created long ago.

But it was born not just of stones, seas, or stars—it was born of knowledge.

The essence of everything was a code, an unseen order; the source of both light and darkness.

As the gods tried to decipher this code, they created the imperfection known as man.

And man realized a truth even the gods had forgotten:

Imperfection within creation was evolution's greatest gift.

This story is the story of a man who walked in pursuit of that imperfection.

Arpad Uz was the second human to cross that fine line between life and death and reach Agharta, the city of the Gods.

But his journey was not a victory, but a question.

Behind every answer lay a new secret, behind every salvation lay a new curse.

Inanna, the owner of the crown of wisdom, offered him a choice:

Eternal peace, or to be reborn five times and fight the evil woven into the veins of humanity?

Arpad returned to Earth.

With each birth, another era, another darkness awaits him.

And he will shoulder a legacy forgotten by the gods:

Man's struggle to rediscover his inner creator.

This book is not an epic.

It is a warning.

It is the story of a prophecy, a remembrance.

For every civilization that forgets must begin anew.
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The Hill of Tirana rumbled like the stomach of a lion starved for days. From the depths of the forest came terrible, echoing sounds. For five days now, the same events had repeated at regular intervals. Trana had been the first to notice the strange behavior of the trees in the forest. At night, not a single star could be seen in the sky. A black veil of mist seemed to have swallowed the little farming town whole.

The waters of the Vena Stream were brought to the town through channels dug by the farmers. They used that water for irrigation, filling their wells with the clear flow that came from a distant spring. Sometimes Trana would dig tiny trenches near the young saplings in the forest to bring them water. But now something was terribly wrong. The trees were no longer absorbing the moisture. The earth refused to drink, the grass was withering, and the flowers had begun to shed their petals and bow their heads.

The young girl had decided to tell Gahor what she’d seen. It was the first time she had ever encountered something so strange, and she always went to Gahor with her troubles.

The town of Yorna lay in a fertile plain, surrounded by three hills, three days’ journey from the sea. It had started as just a handful of farmers’ huts, but over time, people had come to settle in these rich lands.

As Trana hurried toward old Gahor’s house, she passed through a region full of jagged rocks—and there she saw something astonishing. A pitch-black serpent, its eyes glowing like twin crimson rubies. She had never seen a snake that large before. Fearing it might strike, she bent down and picked up a small stone. But then she froze. From between the rocks, hundreds of black snakes slithered forth. Beneath nearly every stone, more of them appeared, smaller than the great serpent, yet all with the same eerie red gleam in their eyes. They were writhing toward the huge one, gathering around it like worshippers before a god.

Trana stood rooted to the spot, paralyzed by terror. When one of the snakes brushed against her bare ankle, she let out a bloodcurdling scream and fled in the direction she had come. She ran with such desperation that she didn’t care when her dress tore on the brambles or when the sharp edges of plants scratched and bloodied her legs. Breathless, throat dry, she didn’t stop. Only when she caught sight of the first houses of Yorna did her fear ease slightly. She halted for a moment to gulp down air, then continued at a fast walk into town.

Her straw sandals had torn loose and fallen somewhere along the way. Blood trickled from her knees to her heels.

The first to notice her was old Sedi, who was checking the plants in his yard. He stopped and stared over the fence at the girl stumbling toward the town, disheveled and wild-eyed. Seeing her struggle to walk, he ran to the gate and went to meet her.

“What happened to you, child? What’s the matter with you?”

“Snakes...” Trana managed to whisper, her tongue dry as sand. The old farmer took her by the arm—her feet were bleeding.

“Hush, girl. Come inside. We’ll tend to your wounds first; you can tell us after.”

“There’s no time...” she gasped. Her words were more warning than plea.

Sedi helped her into the yard. His wife Ruef, who had been hanging up freshly washed linens, saw her husband bringing the battered girl and cried out, “What’s happened to her, Sedi?”

“Don’t ask questions—bring clean cloths and warm water! And fetch the salves from the jars by the hearth.” The old woman hurried inside while Sedi drew water from the well and held it to Trana’s lips.

The girl drank greedily, though she noticed something strange about the taste—an acrid bitterness that burned her throat and left a strange scent in her mouth. But her thirst was unbearable, and she kept drinking. Gradually, her breathing steadied.

“I saw snakes—hundreds of black snakes,” she said hoarsely.

“Are you sure, child?”

“I’m sure. Near the white rocks, the whole ground was crawling with them.”

“That must have something to do with the rumblings on Tirana Hill.”

“The trees... even when I water them, they’re drying out. So are the flowers, and the grass.”

“I was just checking the tomato seedlings I planted earlier. They look strange, too.”

“Something’s happening, Sedi. Something strange is happening in this town—I know it.”

Ruef returned with the things her husband had asked for. Together they laid Trana on the wooden bench of the veranda. Sedi soaked a cloth in warm water and wiped the blood from her wounds, then applied ointments from the jars—thick mixtures of crushed roots and seeds that stung fiercely and smelled terrible. One of them, made from ground saka root and garlic, was the worst of all. Trana endured it silently.

Sedi bandaged her feet carefully. But Trana insisted, “Thank you, Uncle Sedi, but I must go to Gahor and tell him what’s happening.”

“You can’t go in this state, child. You need to rest—your wounds must heal first.”

“There’s no time, Uncle Sedi. Believe me, there’s no time.”

“No time for what, child?”

“A disaster is coming to this town, and Gahor is the only one who might know what to do.”

“Then I’ll take you there myself.”

“There’s no need, I can go alone.”

“Not like this. I’ll take you.”

Sedi prepared his cart and helped Trana climb aboard. As they set out toward Gahor’s home, the old man couldn’t help but notice something else—there wasn’t a single bird in sight.

The strange traveler trudging along the steep paths had finally dismounted, forcing his exhausted horse onward.

“Move, you stupid beast,” he growled.

The weary animal seemed not to care. The young man’s long hair had grown into his beard, his face blotched with sunspots. He had been on the road for four days. Having eaten the last of his provisions two days earlier, he’d survived by hunting the small creatures he encountered along the way. He was careful with the arrows in his quiver—each one mattered now.

The sword at his belt was no ordinary weapon. Its hilt bore a large cross inlaid with a crimson stone at its center—something only a soldier or a nobleman might possess. There was nothing left for him to do but rest his horse. For the past two days, he had neither met a shepherd nor seen any sign of a village. He’d slept very little, spending most of his time pushing onward.

He had at least been lucky with water; countless little springs lined his path. Spotting a patch of grass ahead, he led the horse toward it. At the sight of green, the animal gathered what strength it had left and began to walk again. The traveler’s own stomach growled. The last thing he had eaten was a rabbit he’d shot the day before.

While the horse grazed, he took up his bow and wandered off in search of something edible. Yet the silence of the land unsettled him—no bird song, no rustle of wings. Even the nest he had found earlier held only abandoned, rotting eggs.

From the crest of a nearby hill, a faint wisp of smoke seemed to rise. Then the ground trembled beneath his feet. The horse reared, screaming, its eyes rolling with fear.

The traveler steadied himself, stroking the animal’s neck.

“Easy, boy. Eat while you can. Looks like there’s no village nearby—our road’s still long.”

The horse seemed to calm under his voice and lowered its head again to graze. The young man frowned.

“I must have lost my way somewhere. It shouldn’t have taken this long. I was sure there was a farming town nearby... I must have wandered into the wrong country altogether.”

He used to find his direction by the stars, but for the past two nights, not a single one had been visible. A strange darkness had swallowed the sky, and with it, his sense of where he was.

His stomach gnawed at him again. Taking up his bow, he crept toward a rustling in the brush. Drawing an arrow, he approached quietly, careful not to snap a twig beneath his boots. Just as he drew back the string, a rabbit burst from the thicket. He released the arrow—

—and froze.

A piercing cry rang out, not the squeal of an animal, but a girl’s voice—a sharp, human “Ah!” that chilled his blood.

He stood rigid, staring at the spot. Only the rabbit lay there, thrashing. Then it went still.

Drawing his dagger, he approached warily. When he pulled the arrow from the animal’s back, his heart nearly stopped. The rabbit sprang to life again, letting out a sound like a child’s laughter before darting into the woods and vanishing.

He fell backward, stunned. It couldn’t have been a dream. His hand still gripped the arrow, its tip wet with blood, and there were crimson drops staining the grass.

Then his horse reared again. The man turned and saw the creature staring at him—not quite at him, but at the ground where he had fallen.

He stood and followed its gaze. Nothing. Just trees and brush.

“What are you looking at, boy?” he murmured.

The horse snorted and moved its head up and down, as if to point toward something just beyond.

“There’s something wrong here,” the man muttered. “We should get out while we can.”

He scanned the forest, that creeping sense of being watched tightening his chest. It was a feeling he had learned to trust—whenever it came, eyes were indeed upon him.

But the woods seemed empty.

He thought of the rabbit, of the girl’s cry, of the laughter. Perhaps someone was playing tricks on him. He wanted to believe that.

Then it happened again. A dry branch on a nearby tree began to bend downward.

Hand on his sword, he watched. There was no wind. Nothing that could have weighed the branch down. It bent slowly until it leveled with his chest—then, with a violent crack, it snapped free and shot toward him like an arrow.

“Damn it!” he shouted, diving to the ground just in time. The branch whistled over his head and struck the earth behind him.

When he looked up, more branches were moving—quivering, twisting, alive.

The man leapt to his feet, vaulted into the saddle, and drove his heels into the horse’s flanks. The beast lunged forward, galloping east with all its strength.

He didn’t understand what he had seen. He tried to reason it out, but reason had no place here. The tree had tried to kill him—and as he fled, more branches snapped loose behind him, whistling through the air like arrows in pursuit.

Sedi had brought Trana to Gahor’s house.

The old man had lived there alone for many years — in the last house of the town, where the road ended and the forest began. Despite standing at the edge of Yorna, it was one of the first homes ever built there: a broad, three-storied farmhouse with many rooms.

Once, a large family had filled it with life and noise. But Gahor’s children had long since left the town, one after another. His wife had died a few years earlier, and now the old man remained entirely alone. No one knew who had built the house in the first place. Gahor had been born there. His father had been the town’s priest.

When the family first moved in, they had found a room filled with books — and old, ornate furnishings left behind by someone long gone. As a child, Gahor had asked his father who the house had belonged to before them, but neither he nor anyone in town could answer.

The old priest had come to Yorna when he was a young man — newly married, with a two-year-old daughter. Gahor had been the fourth child, and the only one who stayed. His brothers and sisters had all turned their backs on the land and on their father’s faith. His mother, the town’s first schoolteacher, had taught many children to read and write. She was an educated woman, gentle yet firm.

Now, of that family, only Gahor remained — and of his own family, he was the last as well.

He spent most of his days among the shelves of the house’s small library, poring over the ancient manuscripts and books left behind. Some of the texts were written in a language so old that neither he nor his father had been able to read it. According to the priest, the language had vanished from the world centuries ago.

When Sedi’s cart rolled up to the gate, Gahor was sitting in the arbor in his courtyard. The old man was studying something spread out across the table before him.

Sedi helped the injured Trana down and brought her to him — and both stopped short at the sight. On the table lay the bodies of dead insects: butterflies, bees, and beetles lined up in rows, their tiny limbs stiff.

“Good day, Gahor,” Sedi said uneasily. “Trana insisted on coming to you. She’s seen strange things and wanted to tell you herself. She’s hurt, so I brought her here.”

The old man fixed his pale eyes on the girl and studied her in silence for a long moment.

“What happened to you, child?” he asked at last, his voice rasping like dry leaves.

“I saw snakes, sir — hundreds of black snakes. The trees and plants are dying... and I don’t think they’re the only ones.”

“You’re right, child,” Gahor said softly. “The butterflies, the bees, even the ants — all gone.”

“Is something poisoning the town, sir?”

“If you want a scientific answer,” he replied, “I might have one.”

Sedi leaned against a post, listening as the old man pointed toward Tirana Hill.

“That hill was once a volcano,” he said, “and I believe it’s waking again. Invisible gases may be seeping from underground — poisonous vapors mixing with the air. That’s what’s killing everything. The weakest fall first... and soon, I fear, it will reach us.”

“How do you explain the snakes, then?” Trana asked.

“They live beneath the earth,” Gahor said. “The tremors, the rising heat — they’ve driven the creatures upward. They’ve come to the surface by instinct, nothing more.”

“I’ve never seen so many at once,” she whispered.

“Normally you wouldn’t,” he replied. “They’re secretive. They hunt at night, preying on the small things that burrow beneath the soil. We live above, they live below — each in our realm, rarely touching. Now they’re searching for new ground. Once they find it, they’ll vanish underground again.”

“One of them was different,” Trana said after a pause. “Larger than the rest — and its eyes shone like rubies.”

“Ah,” Gahor murmured, a faint smile ghosting his lips. “An old tale speaks of such a creature — though who can say if it’s true. The snakes, like bees, are said to follow a king or queen. Their ruler keeps their order. What you saw may have been that one — the king of snakes.”

“The trees won’t take water anymore,” she said. “And the water itself tastes foul.”

“Yes,” the old man nodded. “There’s a bitterness to it now — and a strange smell. Likely the gases again.”

“Then shouldn’t we warn the others? Evacuate the town?”

“Most have already left,” he said simply.

Trana stared at him, shocked. “Left? Why hasn’t anyone told me?”

“People are leaving in haste,” he replied. “Within a few days, half the town will be gone.”

“And we?”

“I’m not leaving,” Gahor said quietly. “I’m an old man. I’ve lived enough.”

Trana could tell he was forcing reason into his words, trying to sound rational — yet something in his eyes betrayed him. There was a stillness in his face, a mask that hid something deeper, darker. She had hoped for answers, but what she saw in him was unease. A shadow.

It felt as though a curse had begun to stir in the town. People were leaving; more would follow. And as she realized this, the ground trembled again — harder this time.

Tiles rattled loose from the roof and shattered on the floor.

“The mountain is waking, child,” Gahor said gravely. “Go to your family. Take them and leave the town. You too, Sedi—take your wife and go. This awakening could last for weeks, perhaps months. Tirana Hill is preparing to spit fire. Leave before it’s too late.”

He was telling them to abandon the town they had been born in, raised in, built with their own hands. But against a volcano, there was nothing anyone could do. It wasn’t the kind of enemy one could fight.

Sedi helped Trana up and led her toward the cart, ready to take her away. Trana no longer protested—she wanted to leave. But before they could depart, a rider came thundering out of the forest, galloping straight toward the house. His horse was drenched in sweat, its eyes wide with terror. He pulled hard on the reins, stopping abruptly in front of Gahor’s gate.

All three turned toward him as he leapt from the saddle and ran through the courtyard gate. His face was pale, drawn tight with fear and exhaustion. When he reached the arbor, Trana could see the horror gleaming in his eyes.

“I know this will sound insane,” he gasped, “but something strange is happening out there.”

He spoke the words between labored breaths. Gahor studied him silently, his eyes narrowing.

“An army deserter...” he muttered under his breath.

The young man ignored the insult.

“I just saw a rabbit scream like a girl—and then laugh like a child,” he said. “Then a dead tree began shooting its branches at me like arrows. I nearly died.”

Trana blinked, unsure whether to be afraid or to pity him. Gahor’s tone softened, almost fatherly.

“Sit down, son. I’ll fetch you something to eat. You’re exhausted and hungry. The mind plays cruel tricks when it’s weakened.”

“Listen, you senile old man,” the stranger snapped, his voice rough. “I’m not losing my mind. I’ve survived more battles than you’ve had peaceful nights. I’ve seen men torn apart, I’ve stood knee-deep in blood—and I’m still sane. But what I saw out there wasn’t war. It wasn’t human.”

Gahor’s brows rose. “Bold words, for a runaway soldier.”

“It was a massacre,” the man replied, his voice low now, almost hollow. “Our army was crushed. I was heading for Hugora. That’s where the survivors were to regroup.”

“You’ve come the wrong way, then,” said Gahor. “You’ve gone far off course.”

“I couldn’t see the stars for two nights,” the soldier said. “I don’t know how, but I must’ve crossed into some... different place. I don’t even know where I am anymore.”

“There’s a volcano near here,” Gahor said calmly, “and it’s preparing to erupt. The gases it releases could be causing hallucinations. That would explain what you saw.”

“I doubt that,” the soldier said, glaring at him. “I know what I saw.”

Trana finally spoke, unable to contain herself. “You seem eager to dismiss what doesn’t fit your reason, sir.”

The moment her words left her mouth, the ground trembled again—stronger this time. The house creaked, dust falling from the rafters. Gahor’s face changed. Something shifted behind his mask of calm.

Trana saw it at once. He was hiding something. She had known Gahor all her life, and never had she seen that look on his face.

“What I’m about to tell you,” Gahor said slowly, “may disturb you. But leaving this place is the only sensible choice.”

There it was—the truth pressing at the edge of his restraint. Everything they had seen—the dying trees, the black snakes, the vanishing birds, the silence of the woods, and now this haunted soldier—was not simply nature’s doing. There was another layer to it all, something Gahor had hoped to keep buried.

He sighed and turned toward the house.

“There’s a book,” he said quietly. “An old one. It speaks of strange things. I cannot read the language—it’s long dead—but the symbols tell a story of their own.”

“Can I see it, old man?” the soldier asked.

“It would change nothing,” Gahor replied. “You wouldn’t understand it.”

“My name is Mayn,” the young man said. “Captain of the Third Legion. My father was a scribe—and his father before him.”

Gahor’s eyes widened slightly. Mayn reached beneath his torn, dirt-stained tunic and drew out a small, weathered book. He placed it on the table. The leather cover was cracked, the pages yellowed with age.

When Gahor saw the writing within, his breath caught. The symbols were the same as those in the manuscript he had been studying in his library.

“What is this, soldier?” Gahor asked, voice trembling.

“This,” Mayn said, resting his hand on the book, “is a kind of armor. The Texts of Solomon. My father prepared it for me—a talisman to guard me against the darkness.”

“You can read it?”

“Of course,” said Mayn. “My father taught me. There are few left who can.”

Gahor leaned forward, his old eyes suddenly alive with a mixture of awe and fear.

“Then you may be the only man here who can tell us what’s truly happening.”

“The story begins thousands of years ago,” Mayn said quietly, his voice taking on the weight of an ancient echo. “It begins with Adam and Eve—cast out from Paradise.

“When Lucifer defied God, he swore he would never bow before Man, a creature of dust. For his rebellion, he was cast from Heaven. Yet before he fell, he asked for time—time until the Day of Judgment—and God granted it. During that time, he vowed to prove that the hearts of men were corrupt, that mankind was unworthy of God’s favor.

“It began with Cain. The first soul Lucifer ever seized. Through him came the first blood, the first death, the first echo of damnation. Humanity was snared in its first great trap, and God sent messengers to guide them, to resist the whispering serpent in their ears. Wherever the first crime was born, the Adversary stood behind it, close enough to breathe down man’s neck.

“As the ages passed, his work grew easier. He built legions—armies of the fallen—each commanded by a general of his choosing. Hell swelled with their numbers. When Solomon saw that mankind was not the only race upon the earth, he waged war against these unseen beings. His eyes were open; he could see them. Formless things of shadow and smoke that could twist into any shape they desired.

“Solomon fought the first battle against them, and the cost was great. He lost his wife—and the child she carried. Yet he triumphed. He did not destroy them, but he bound them. Still, he knew they would grow strong again. So he wrote a book—a guide for mankind—to teach them how to stand against the darkness.

“In it, he recorded the seventy-two demons who ruled the legions of Hell, each with captains and lieutenants under their command. As their legions grew, so did their hunger for power, each striving to outshine the others in the eyes of their master.

“After the birth of Christ, Lucifer gave his generals a new command: ‘Go, and strengthen my army.’ He granted them freedom—to act as they wished. And so the world trembled anew.

“According to Solomon’s book, the most dangerous among them—number sixty-two on the list—was Valak. He descended to Earth with thirty-eight legions beneath him. He moved unseen, spreading chaos among men until, at last, he revealed himself and was cast back into the pit. But Valak never accepted defeat.

“He could not endure the shame of failure. So he forged a new plan—a perfect one. First he sent his legions ahead of him, and then he came himself, riding a two-headed dragon. His targets were the holy places of men. His plan worked. His power grew. He rose through the ranks of Hell until he stood among the top three.

“Among demons, to be one of the first seven is to rule. Their power was sealed by a talisman—granted by Azazel, the first and greatest of them all. When Valak rose to the third level of demonhood, his might eclipsed nearly all others. But Azazel did not see the danger.

“For Valak was plotting. He gathered the seven strongest demons, forming a council in secret. Together, they conspired to overthrow Azazel. By the time he discovered the betrayal, it was already too late. The legions no longer answered to him. And thus, even among devils, rebellion was born.”

Gahor sat in stunned silence.

“And how do you know all this, young man?” he finally asked.

“I’m not just a soldier, Gahor,” Mayn said, eyes fixed on the floor. “There’s more. My childhood was filled with these stories—my father, my grandfather, they drilled them into me. I dreamed of them, fought them in my sleep. I saw the faces of demons before I ever saw a battlefield. But I survived. I grew stronger. I joined the army. And then I saw worse things—wars waged in God’s name, murders sanctified by faith.”

He closed the old book and looked up. “Now tell me that’s not evil.”

The room fell silent. Only the faint hum of the trembling earth filled the air.

Mayn had examined Gahor’s ancient manuscript, and everything he had read confirmed what he already knew. Yet there was more—things he hadn’t yet dared to speak. Deep down, he believed something had drawn him here on purpose. The girl’s story had only deepened that feeling.

The snakes were the key. Valak, in the oldest texts, was said to command them. His first legions had always taken the form of serpents when they entered the world.

Gahor, though rational to his core, couldn’t dismiss what he heard. The young soldier’s tale had stirred something long dormant in his mind.

“We don’t know what’s true yet,” Gahor said at last. “For now, what’s been said here stays between us. The townsfolk don’t need tales of demons—they need an explanation they can understand. We’ll tell them it’s volcanic gases. I’ve already arranged to meet Father William tonight. He’ll help spread the story.”

“And me?” Mayn asked.

“My house is large,” Gahor said. “You’re welcome to stay as long as you like.”

“Thank you,” said Mayn. “But I must rejoin what’s left of my army.”

Gahor smiled faintly. “Your army is here now, Captain. You can help us—guide us. You have knowledge we don’t.”

“You’re asking me to face the Devil himself?”

“If he’s truly here, then you might be the only one who knows how to fight him. My library holds other texts written in the same tongue. Perhaps together we can uncover something that will help us end this curse.”

Mayn hesitated, his eyes flicking toward Trana. She looked at him, silently pleading. Something in her gaze disarmed him.

“I’ll stay,” he said finally. “If there’s truly a curse on this town, I’ll help you face it. But if it’s only a mountain’s wrath—then I’ll be on my way.”

“Agreed,” said Gahor. “In a few days we’ll know which it is. And who knows, soldier—you may decide to stay for good.”

There was a glint of irony in Gahor’s voice. He had noticed the spark between the two young people. Mayn flushed slightly, while Trana looked away.

Sedi understood little of what was being said. He was a simple, devout man—he believed in angels and demons, but these words, this scale of darkness, was beyond him. Still, he agreed that the truth should be hidden for now.
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