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Preface of this book
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Love is complicated, and people are stuck to move on because of confusion of the mind.

We all want to move on and be loved, but what if there are some demons that are haunting us.

There are times when our imaginations is very confusing people around us, and we have t proof to them that everything is well.

The write is dealing with these difficult issues:

Do we really see the dead or ghost? 

Do we really see angels or see them as ancestors or everything is in our traumatic imagination?

How do we see the difference between the ghosts and the living?

Do we see when there is a time to look for help?

The author is expanding all this questions in this story.
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I dedicate this story to all the people who need love, courage, and hope daily to reach their destiny.

I dedicate this story to all those families that are longing for peace of mind, all the travelers who are on the road, in the airplanes, attending meetings and trying to search for peace of mind while attending to their busy lives.

I dedicate this book to those who dream of having permanent happiness through their relationships.

I dedicate this story to the widows and widowers.
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The author of How to ‘Negotiate, Present and Solve Problems”, “My Wedding Contract Too”,  

‘ and Her Lover is Gone” was born and raised in Limpopo Province, in a small town, Mokopane in South Africa. 

Branny Smith is a holistic therapist, and filmmaker who is producing feature films and feature documentary films and is a musician. He has worked as an investigative journalist and a researcher for more than 15 years in medical research and creative industry years of experience.

His films have been shown in the UK and currently, his feature film will be shown all over the world in film festivals.  He has published scientific articles in different publications.

He enjoys watching movies, cheers, and going out to the bush to watch nature.
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Desperation – am I seeing the dead?
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Lee's journey of love, loss, and a supernatural struggle as she navigates the complexities of her heart and her connection to both the living and the dead.

This story centered on hallucination is important because it delves into the fragile boundaries between reality and perception, offering a lens through which the human mind's complexities can be understood. 

––––––––
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Lee Peters is a complex character marked by resilience and inner turmoil. She is fiercely independent, determined to carve out her own happiness despite the heavy shadows of her past. Lee's behavior reflects a deep internal struggle, especially as she navigates grief, love, and the haunting presence of her late husband, Ian. Her actions reveal a woman grappling with emotional scars, yet she is not afraid to seek control over her life, even if it means making difficult or drastic choices. Lee’s relationships, especially with Bill Thomson, show her capacity for love and vulnerability, though she remains guarded and conflicted at times. Her sharp mind and strong will often lead her to take matters into her own hands, seeking closure and justice, but her actions are tinged with guilt and a desperate need for peace.
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Desperation – am I in Hallucination
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The story revolves around the themes of grief, healing, and the courage to embrace life after loss. It explores the human capacity to cling to the past as a way to cope with pain, even when it prevents true happiness and personal growth. 

Through Lee’s journey, the story delves into the emotional struggle of letting go, the illusion of control over the uncontrollable, and the bravery required to choose life and love in the face of lingering heartache.

It is a poignant tale of a woman trapped between the shadow of love lost and the light of new beginnings. Lee’s emotional battle with her ghostly husband reflects the universal struggle of moving forward after heartbreak. The story reminds us that holding onto the past can hinder our ability to embrace the future, and that true healing requires not just letting go, but daring to live fully, even when the specter of sorrow still looms. Love, it suggests, is eternal—but it is also dynamic, meant to grow and adapt rather than anchor us to what can never be again
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Torn between the dead, reality and ghost
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Lee Peters, a talented yet emotionally scarred studio owner, finds herself torn between the lingering presence of her deceased husband, Ian, and the possibility of new love with a charismatic businessman, Bill. Lee's world is one where love defies the boundaries of life and death, but her attachment to Ian’s ghost traps her in a cycle of grief and illusion. As Bill's affection awakens her desire for a real connection, Lee must confront her haunting past, navigate the fine line between reality and imagination, and decide whether to cling to the comfort of memory or embrace the uncertainty of a living future.

––––––––
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The year was 2019, and the Johannesburg suburb of Parkhurst hummed with the quiet rhythm of everyday life. In a modest yet charming home, Ian Peters, a man in his early forties with streaks of gray at his temples, stood in the soft glow of an afternoon sunbeam. His hands carefully adjusted a framed picture of his wife, Lee Peters, placing it on the wall above the fireplace. The photograph captured her warm, radiant smile—the smile of a woman who had spent her childhood among rolling farmland, sketching the world around her under the watchful guidance of her grandmother.

Lee had carried the lessons of those early days from the farm to the village, and eventually to Johannesburg, where her art blossomed. Her studio, now a thriving gallery in the heart of the city, was a testament to her passion and grit. Ian, too, was an artist—a painter of rich landscapes and abstract forms. Together, they had built a life filled with love, creativity, and shared dreams.

But that love had taken on a peculiar, otherworldly dimension.

As Ian stepped back to admire the photograph, a peculiar shiver passed through the room. His eyes darted to the wall, where he saw the plaster ripple as though it were water disturbed by an unseen hand. Slowly, a seam appeared, running vertically down the middle. The wall itself seemed to fold open, creating a narrow gap before closing again with a soft, breath-like sigh.

Ian froze.

The silence that followed was interrupted by another strange sound—the clatter of the kitchen unit doors. He turned toward the open-plan kitchen, his heartbeat quickening. The cabinet doors swung open, then slammed shut with a mechanical rhythm, as if manipulated by an invisible force.

His voice faltered as he called out, “Lee?”

No response.

Ian's grip tightened on the edge of the sofa as he took a hesitant step forward. The air felt charged, electric, as if the house itself were alive. His mind raced, attempting to reconcile what he was witnessing with the rational world he thought he knew.

This house, which had once been a sanctuary of love and creativity, now seemed to pulse with an unsettling energy. Ian couldn't shake the feeling that the walls held secrets, whispers of something he could not yet understand.

And as the house fell silent again, Ian realized one thing with chilling certainty—he was not alone.

The night descended softly over the Johannesburg suburb, but Ian Peters could feel an unease settling in the corners of the house. As he stood in the doorway of the bedroom, his breath caught when the overhead light flickered—on, off, then on again—without him so much as touching the switch. His eyes darted to the corner of the room where a chair shifted, groaning against the wooden floor as if dragged by an unseen hand.

“What is going on?” Ian muttered, his voice barely above a whisper.

He froze as the bedroom door creaked open. No one was there.

“Who’s there?” Ian called out, his voice trembling. “Am I seeing a ghost? Am I dreaming?”

The silence was deafening.

He took a cautious step forward, his senses heightened. The air felt heavy, charged with something inexplicable. Brushing past the chair, which now sat ominously still, Ian slipped on his socks and grabbed his shoes. He moved carefully around the room, his eyes scanning every shadow, every corner.

A knock came from the door, sharp and deliberate.

Ian hesitated, his pulse quickening. He crossed the room in measured steps, his hand trembling as he reached for the doorknob. The hallway beyond was empty.

He checked Lee’s room down the hall, but everything seemed undisturbed. He sighed, rubbing his temple as he returned to the bedroom. But when he turned, he froze again—a book lay on the bed, its cover tilted open as if inviting him to read.

“I didn’t put that there,” Ian murmured to himself.

His gaze flicked to the window, the glass cold and dark. He peered through it, but there was nothing outside but the stillness of the suburban street. Turning back, his breath hitched—the book was gone.

“I must be losing my mind,” he muttered, shaking his head. “Maybe it’s because I’m an artist. We see things others don’t, right?”

As if trying to steady himself, Ian’s thoughts wandered back to Lee.

(Voice Over)

*"When I met Lee Peters, everything felt right. She was searching for something, or someone, to anchor her. I could see it in her eyes. She carried a quiet longing that mirrored my own. I wrote my number on a scrap of paper and gave it to her, trying not to seem too eager.

For a while, I kept my distance. But then, one day, I saw her smile—a smile that could light up the darkest room. I knew I couldn’t stay quiet anymore. I wrote her another note, simple but honest: ‘I love you.’

It wasn’t much, but it was enough to begin something new. I asked her out for a date. Nothing fancy—just a walk. I wanted to see her in the open air, to watch her laugh and hear her speak about the world in the way only she could. That was the moment I knew she was the angel I’d been waiting for.”*

Ian blinked, shaking himself from the memory. But the eerie quiet of the house pressed on him again, making him wonder if that angel he loved so dearly was somehow still with him—or if something else entirely had taken her place.

The sun blazed high over the dry Johannesburg farmland, its heat shimmering in waves across the dusty road. Lee Peters sat by the shade of the old farmhouse, her breath shallow and labored. Sweat rolled down her dark, sun-kissed skin, soaking the brim of her worn-out hat. Her arms rested limply on her knees, exhaustion evident in every inch of her body.

The air was still, heavy with the scent of dry earth and grass. She glanced toward the rickety farmhouse, its paint faded and windows clouded with dust. Movement in the doorway caught her attention—a figure stepped out, an elderly man with a slight stoop, his face etched with the lines of years under the unforgiving sun.

Lee straightened, gathering what little energy she had left.

"Do you know Jermina Kilela?" she asked, her voice hoarse from the dry air.

The old man paused, squinting at her. “They moved about ten years ago,” he replied, his tone kind but detached.

“Do you know where they went?” she pressed, hope flickering in her tired eyes.

The man shook his head, an apology in his expression. “No. I’m sorry.”

Defeated, Lee nodded and leaned back against the farmhouse wall. She pulled her hat lower, shading her face from the relentless glare. Thoughts churned in her mind as she stared out across the empty field, now overgrown with weeds. The silence pressed on her, broken only by the rustle of the occasional breeze.

Then, from the corner of her eye, she saw someone approaching. A man, mid-forties, walked toward her with an easy stride. His boots crunched against the dirt, and a farm hat shaded his face. In his hand, he carried a one-liter bottle of water, the sunlight glinting off its clear surface.

As he drew nearer, his voice cut through the stillness. “I can’t let you sit here like this, looking so worn out.”

Lee looked up, her eyes narrowing against the bright sun. The man stopped a few steps away, extending the bottle of water toward her. She hesitated, studying him. His face, though unfamiliar, was kind and earnest.

“What are you searching for on this farm?” he asked gently, his eyes locking onto hers.

Lee sighed, taking the bottle from his hand. The cool plastic felt like a lifeline against the scorching heat. “Thank you,” she said quietly, unscrewing the cap and taking a long, grateful sip.

For a moment, neither of them spoke. Ian Peters—she would learn his name later—stood there, watching her with a mixture of curiosity and quiet concern, his presence as steady and grounding as the earth beneath their feet.

The sun bore down heavily over the farm, its rays relentless as Lee Peters sat under the sparse shade of a tree. Her face was drawn, her lips dry, and her eyes carried a weariness that came not just from the heat but from the weight of her search. She tilted her head back and took a deep breath, trying to summon energy she no longer felt she had.

“I’m here to check on my family,” she said, her voice cracking as she looked toward the man standing before her. “They used to work on this farm. Now I hear they moved long ago.”

Ian Peters, the white man before her, stood quietly, his boots planted firmly in the dusty ground. He held his gaze steady, watching her with an intensity that made her pause. She drank from the water he had offered earlier, its coolness reviving her slightly. She noticed his silence and narrowed her eyes. “What?” she asked, her tone curious but tinged with caution.

“I’m looking at the nature of God,” Ian said softly, his voice almost reverent.

Lee followed his gaze, her eyes scanning the rolling fields and the vast expanse of blue sky above. She considered his words, a flicker of curiosity breaking through her exhaustion.

“I appreciate nature,” Ian continued. “And life. I just love the beauty that God has created.”

Lee raised a brow, a small smirk tugging at the corner of her lips. “Are you a poet?”

Instead of answering, Ian reached into his pocket, pulling out a scrap of paper. He scribbled something quickly, then handed it to her. The words were simple but powerful: I love you.

Lee stared at the note, her heart skipping a beat. “You just told me you love me,” she said, looking up at him, her eyes searching his face. “And now you’re asking me on a date?”

Ian met her gaze with calm confidence. “Can I take you out for a date?” he asked, his tone steady but gentle.

Lee hesitated for only a moment before nodding. “Okay.”

They both stood, dusting themselves off as they prepared to walk. Ian began to speak, his voice weaving a thread of memories between them.

“I remember when I was a kid, I used to see you playing in the fields with your friends and your granny,” he said, his eyes distant as he recalled the past. “My dad told me later that your family moved and didn’t want to be found.”

Lee stopped in her tracks, turning to face him fully. “You knew my granny?”

Ian nodded. “I knew you too. The last time I saw you was when I had the biggest crush on you.”

Lee laughed softly, her lips curving into a real smile for the first time in days. “Do you remember that little boy who helped me jump over the ditch when it rained too much? I gave him my jacket to protect himself from the storm.”

Ian smiled, his eyes lighting up. “That boy’s name was Ian Peters,” he said. “And he loved you then. He still does.”

Lee stared at him, her breath catching. “Is it really you, Ian?”

“It’s me,” he said, his voice low and steady. “I’ve loved you all this time, and I’m falling in love with you all over again.”

A warmth spread through her chest, pushing back the exhaustion and doubt. “You’ve always been kind,” she said softly. “I loved everything you did.”

Ian took a step closer, his voice dropping as he said, “Your people didn’t like my people, and my people didn’t like yours. But none of that ever mattered to me. I’ve always loved you.”

Lee’s eyes grew misty as she thought of her grandmother’s advice. “My granny used to tell me, ‘When you love someone, put it on paper.’”

“I’ve put everything on paper,” Ian replied with a quiet smile. “Through my paintings.”

“So have I,” Lee whispered. “Through real love and pictures. She taught me art, and I’ll always think of her.”

Ian stepped closer, wrapping her in a quiet embrace. They stood there in the stillness of the farm, the world around them fading as they held onto the connection they had rediscovered. No words were needed as their hearts spoke in silence, the seeds of a love that had endured time and separation beginning to bloom anew.

The sunlight streamed through the lace curtains of Lee’s dining room, casting intricate patterns on the hardwood floor. The room was quiet except for the faint creak of the old ceiling fan above. Lee Peters stood in the doorway, her arms crossed, her gaze fixed on Ian Peters, who sat at the dining table, his posture tense. He was still in his dusty farm clothes, his shirt slightly rumpled, his boots leaving faint smudges of dirt on the floor beneath him.

Ian’s eyes darted toward the door, which had just swung open with a faint creak. His face paled, and his hand clenched the edge of the table as if bracing for something unseen.

“What’s wrong now?” Lee asked, stepping closer, her voice sharp but laced with concern. She tilted her head, trying to get a better read on his unusual behavior.

Ian shook his head, his gaze flickering between Lee and the door. His voice trembled as he spoke, “Forgive me... I thought—maybe something—” He trailed off, his words stumbling over each other. His breathing was shallow, and his hands trembled slightly.

Lee frowned, her concern deepening. She pulled out the chair across from him and sat down, leaning forward to catch his gaze. “What are you talking about? You don’t seem to be all right.”

Ian exhaled sharply, running a hand through his hair. His eyes flicked back to the door, as if expecting it to swing open again. “It’s nothing,” he muttered, though his tone betrayed him. “It’s just... I thought I saw something. Or someone.”

Lee’s brow furrowed, and she placed a hand on the table, her fingers brushing against his. “Ian, you’re scaring me. What did you think you saw?”

He hesitated, his jaw tightening. Finally, he muttered, almost to himself, “I thought it might be the ghost.”

“The ghost?” Lee echoed, her voice incredulous. She leaned back in her chair, her arms folding across her chest. “You mean the one you’ve been talking about since we met?”

Ian nodded, his gaze dropping to the table. “I—I can’t explain it, Lee. I know it sounds crazy, but it feels like there’s something here. Something watching.”

Lee studied him for a long moment, her expression softening. “Ian, you’ve been under a lot of stress lately,” she said gently. “Between the farm, your art, and... everything else. Maybe it’s just your mind playing tricks on you.”

Ian shook his head, his eyes meeting hers with an intensity that made her pause. “It’s not in my head,” he said firmly. “It’s real, Lee. I can feel it. Every time I think I’m alone, I hear something. Doors opening, footsteps... and now this.”

Lee sighed, reaching across the table to take his hand in hers. “Ian, listen to me. Whatever this is, we’ll figure it out. But you need to trust me when I say that you’re safe here. This is my home, and I won’t let anything hurt you.”

Ian’s grip on her hand tightened, his shoulders relaxing slightly as he absorbed her words. “I hope you’re right,” he said quietly. Then, after a long pause, he added, almost in a whisper, “I’m done.”

Lee blinked, her heart skipping a beat. “Done? What do you mean?”

“I’m done running from this,” Ian said, his voice stronger now. “If there’s something here, I need to face it. I need to know what it wants.”

Lee stared at him, her mind racing. She wanted to believe him, to support him, but the fear in his eyes made her stomach churn. “You’re not alone in this,” she said firmly. “Whatever happens, we’ll face it together.”

Ian gave her a small, grateful smile, the tension in his posture easing just a little. For the first time that day, the room felt still, the shadows on the floor no longer shifting with unease. But in the back of her mind, Lee couldn’t shake the feeling that Ian’s fears weren’t as unfounded as she’d hoped.

The Gallery Studio hummed with an eerie silence, illuminated only by the dim, flickering light of a single lamp. Ian Peters stood amidst the rows of his life's work—paintings of vibrant colors and haunting compositions. In his hand, he carried a framed picture of Lee Peters, her radiant smile frozen in time. His other arm gripped a newly completed painting, a vivid portrait of her, his muse and love. The weight of the frame and the night’s solitude pressed on him, but it was a deeper, unexpected pain that struck suddenly, like a cruel whisper in the dark.

The sharp ache bloomed in his chest, radiating to his left arm. Ian staggered, his breathing ragged as the pain intensified. His knees buckled, and the picture of Lee slipped from his trembling hands, landing with a muffled thud on the floor. His vision blurred as he clutched his chest, his fingers clawing at his shirt in desperation.

"Lee... help," he gasped, his voice barely audible. His body convulsed, the painting falling beside him as he crumpled to the floor. Rolling onto his side, Ian felt the world slipping away, the vibrant colors of the studio dimming into shadow. The last word he managed to form was her name before his strength gave out entirely.

The studio door creaked open moments later. Lee Peters entered, her footsteps hurried, her face alight with anticipation. She had planned to surprise Ian, to see what masterpiece he had been working on this time. But as her eyes adjusted to the dim light, the sight before her stopped her in her tracks.

"Ian?" Her voice trembled as she rushed toward him, her heart pounding in her chest. She dropped to her knees beside him, shaking his unresponsive body. "Ian, Ian, wake up! Please, don’t leave me!"

Tears streamed down her face as she pressed her ear to his chest, searching for the heartbeat that wasn’t there. She shook him again, more desperately this time. "No, Ian, you can’t—wake up!" Her voice cracked, breaking into sobs. She cradled his face in her hands, her tears falling onto his still, peaceful expression.

The studio seemed to echo her cries, the silence amplifying her anguish. Lee’s sobs turned into wails, her grief raw and unrestrained. She rocked back and forth, clutching Ian's lifeless body, her love slipping through her grasp.

The door burst open, and Geneva, their close friend and studio assistant, ran in. Her eyes widened at the scene, her hand flying to her mouth. "Oh my God... Lee!" she exclaimed, hurrying to kneel beside her.

Lee turned to her, her face streaked with tears, her voice barely a whisper. "He’s gone, Geneva... he’s gone."

Geneva wrapped her arms around Lee, holding her tightly as she sobbed uncontrollably. "I’m here," she murmured, her own voice trembling. "I’m here, Lee. We’ll get through this." She gently wiped Lee’s tears, offering her a glass of water to calm her down. But no words, no touch could soothe the unbearable loss that had just consumed Lee’s world.

The Johannesburg graveyard was quiet, the air heavy with the scent of earth and mourning. Lee Peters, now dressed in a flowing black dress, walked slowly among the gravestones. Her crafted handbag dangled loosely from her arm, the weight of her grief making each step feel laborious. She carried a bouquet of white lilies, their delicate petals a sharp contrast to the dark attire she wore.

As she approached Ian’s grave, her breath hitched, her tears beginning anew. She knelt down, placing the flowers carefully at the base of the polished headstone. Her fingers brushed over the engraved name: Ian Peters—Beloved Husband, Artist, and Dreamer. She lingered there, her head bowed, her lips moving as if in silent prayer.

Charles Lamaka, a man draped in black, his hat shadowing his face, passed by with slow, deliberate steps. In his hand, he held a steaming cup, its purpose unknown. He paused momentarily, his eyes flickering toward Lee, who was crying softly. There was no exchange of words, only a silent acknowledgment of shared grief, before Charles continued on his path.
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