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Prologue

What a confusing fact, full of cross lines, that grab my interest but grow my fear up when the mystery wasn’t undiscovered for me, the mystery behind the lake that was surrounded by mysterious waters. Everyone would like to throw this episode from his memory, but it burnt my brain with all the incredible events I have ever lived with, until I got to this town, to this mysterious lake in particular.


For me, it wasn’t difficult to remember such these events, that I lived them through my trips, and this ability is what I am frightened of, not because of the possibility of getting an accident at some points of my life, but even losing it, it is just an assumed thing and that fact makes me won on my fear about it. Although there were still other events that I experienced, all leading me up to one ending that I have always drawn, which is I am about a witness of unexplained wonders.
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CHAPTER 1. THE LADY IN BLACK
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What a confusing fact, full of cross lines, that grab my interest but grow my fear up when the mystery wasn’t undiscovered for me, the mystery behind the lake that was surrounded by mysterious waters. Everyone would like to throw this episode from his memory, but it burnt my brain with all the incredible events I have ever lived with, until I got to this town, to this mysterious lake in particular.

For me, it wasn’t difficult to remember such these events, that I lived them through my trips, and this ability is what I am frightened of, not because of the possibility of getting an accident at some points of my life, but even losing it, it is just an assumed thing and that fact makes me won on my fear about it. Although there were still other events that I experienced, all leading me up to one ending that I have always drawn, which is I am about a witness of unexplained wonders.

Mysteries weirdness grow with the passing of time, it’s something formed under the name of tradition or myth, and although it's something laughable to hear about it today, its remains still in minds due to the Occurrences that every now and again happen in this relation

The lady in black was a part of these mysteries' series, it took me time to accept it. A tradition is something deeply entrenched in the community where I was, and it is not a good idea to talk about it with someone here, even with the apparent detrimental consequences on them.

The dwellers are stuck in the middle of the way, between fear and glorification, trying hard to keep all their practices secret, that done under the name of this strange being.

Medieval tales this what first crossed my mind, once I have heard about it, which is still maintained nowadays, and they still believe in all related to these tales, starting from the presence of beings, myth, magic, spells, to the power of potion that can be spreading a feeling of fear to all heart’s people, bend their will and make them subordinate as a slave. 

It reminded me of those old witches women, with white hair, face full of warts, bitter mood, and strange gadgets carried in their hands like pendants, barytes or brooms, and a black tunic covering them from head to toe.

All thanks to the mass media, in all its types, written, television or radio, that makes us live the world news, sitting in our home, in this way I could learn how fluctuating nature is, at times it appears capricious, and at other times untied.

There is no day or a world apart from catastrophes, volcanoes, earthquakes or hurricanes are routine news for a defenseless population, and when it comes to surviving, fleeing is the only resolution to save their lives. Scientists’ warning is the way that you could learn about if they are possible to happen or not, but sometimes they don’t explain enough how far these catastrophes could go.

Landslide where homes collapse to bury thousands of families inside, the mad winds of hurricanes that destroy every single thing stands on their way, houses, crops, and buildings, and it's madness not less than the floods resulting from the Accretion of water in the upper strata or rising sea levels due to other severe factors which support them, including the earthquake, collapse or the like.

Although the explanation of all the facts is simple, culture and the frequency of appearance make people give a different and deeper interpretation.

Perhaps they are trying to give a balanced interpretation that has become missing in their world since the accuracy of weather forecasting that was warning them before they are suffering the worst consequences imagined has been reduced from minutes, hours to days.

It’s scary to not know what the next moment holds for you, especially when it comes to losing something or someone you truly love.

And what we fear happened to a town that I hadn’t heard of before, but its name still stuck in my mind for a long time. Everyone can experience this case at an unknown time, and this fact itself makes me live in an Undefined fate.

An opaque fact, leading to Illogical explanation, and all you can be making use of hints from reality, letting imagination guide you to the rest, just like in the scenario of witches with godlike powers that supremacy over elements, and even over matter; that which, if it wasn't for traditional misconception, might stay as folklore, overlooked by everyone.

Unexplained remarkable truths, experienced in many moments and over our lifetime’s chapters, Unexpected coincidences to happen, are the like, with people who amaze us by hiding superpowers behind their simplicity.  

Tricky people who play magic professionally, creating Incomprehensible effects, to make a living, is not what I am talking about,  although, they offer a well-prepared magic show, after all, these magical effects are only tricks. 

hard to make comments, without being cautious about every said word, on meeting people who can read your life as an open-book,  who are ready to tell you every single detail related to it, every single experience that you went through, and the most tension thing to hear, is what may your future brings you. 

People like them can know what is invisible to others, and can even predict what your hand’s lines mean. It is something back to superstition or folklore, and if it wasn’t like this, at least I believe that all that I have gone through in my life, happened as predicted by them.

What makes this case beyond logic, that every predicted tiny detail is absolutely inevitable if you're told that you're going to age, then surely you will be; if a young person told that you're going to find love, it will happen; if you're told that good or bad things could happen to you, at the moment, everything can happen.

There are many stories, and the matter is one, some of them say it is something that can be learned, others say it can only be transmitted by the bloodline, some say that it is only given from mother to daughter, like a family secret that should never be revealed under any pretext.

They are full of obscurantism, so much so that it is hard to judge, are they smart to use their darkness and people’s fear to their own benefit, and make them feel secure about what their future holds for them, or they have bliss that is wished by everyone.

The cloud of rumors, covers their head, and surprising surrounded them from all directions, sometimes is far from the facts that the person performs, and other times encouraged to have greater credibility before their clients, who come to take their dose of self-esteem and peace of mind after convincing that everything going to be okay in their life.

Witches, one concept, and two directions, whether referred to the good or evil, feared by some and despised by others, either they are called to solve issues, or harness their power either to heal or to kill, either to restore or remove health and could go further to taking someone's soul.

Probably, describing witches depends on their effects on people and places, if they do good to them, called white witches, and if they do the opposite, called them black witches.

What an oversimplifying description! I know, but that's how I have seen isolated region people thinking, depending on their experience rather than on scientific understanding and interpretations that scientists can offer, since science doesn't solve their urgent problems, they are always looking for who can do it in an instant and effective way.

In villages, no matter how small, bluffers are discovered easily, and good words are quickly forgotten, If they don't help them to solve daily risks they face.

Probably, that’s why these people deserve to be respected, even more than all, for how smart they are, or how cunning, but anyway, their ability is enough to reduce the size of what is required of them at this moment.

Some claims say, teaching is about a task that transfers responsibilities from one person to another in some schools, and over the years, a student is trained in all fields, to be ready to answer any question related to his or her life. 

With their deep knowledge of plant and vegetable extraction, they can extract the healing properties from it, complemented with poultices, balms, and extracts for cooking. Their knowledge goes beyond basic concepts of biology, anatomy, and medicine, where they not only could identify the origins and effects of illness, but also how to heal it, and know the best treatment to recover with the least side effects.

When the doctors end up leaving some homeless and send them all back to end up dying surrounded by loved ones, the only hope is these persons, without even a  simple comprehension, not only could they survive, but they can also heal from their misery, letting all those who consider this as a hopeless case in puzzlement.

Sayings say, they have been healing from hopeless disease though, it is just like a question, even scientists couldn’t answer it, but they do, which the reputation of the persona goes higher, and it could go far beyond boundaries of fame.

The extreme fame of some of them open the space for others to spread the belief that the faults of these famous people in the business of all, they were guided by the power, and any art could be done to achieve their desires.

After I Had been thinking about it, after my arrival to one of these places, everyone here believed, whatever how much everyone believed, about the evil eyes that struck them, coming from these people, for an unknown reason, seeking to punish them with hardships.

Through my journey, I had met several travelers, taking the opposite way and my aim,  but they did not even answer when I asked them how far I should walk to reach my destination, all they did was crossing and spitting on the ground.

At first, I thought it was just an inconsiderate gesture, till I realized, it is more than a mania when a new traveler repeated the same behavior.

Through the third one I crossed, I knew then, they were always meaning not to take a step to that place, as rumored, they were like a curse, stuck on everyone they passed by or met.

A series of stories, I couldn’t believe a word of them, and all of them talk about a woman, who has power over everything around her, the most jealous of her fief, and that’s the reason behind her defense.

A town has been written off from people’s maps, to not be taken even by mistake, but necessity is what led me to it. I ran out of supplies to return my journey back, and to get to my destination,  it was the only choice.

These small important details forced me to change my meaning, and if it weren’t, I wouldn’t, but some rocks made the way to be harder and longer than I expected and consumed all the water I had, and nothing left for the way back.

So, the simplest way was to get to the nearest town, to buy the food I needed, then walk back to my destination. 

The closer I got, I felt something weird, the warning signs of danger, getting more convincing, the strange smell, it seemed to come out from the ground, a wet grass, but its strong smell was strange.

It is the same thing, the smell of green, that gets unpleasant when its smell is strong, it comes after you finish your work with a lawnmower and pile it in a place.

The way was full of trees, seemed to suffer from some disease, no leaves on them, had twisted branches and trunks, as if one stepped on them.

All strange signs I passed by, was feeding my feeling with weirdness, although I wasn’t a person to feel fear easily, it is a place such a sepulchral, silence pervades the place, every step taken was heard, the sound of breaking branches on the ground, and rumbling rhyme along my way as if I am the only soul living here.

Lately, I've seen documentaries commenting on the hazard of radioactive material to living beings, and how the area remained uninhabited for centuries, whenever one of the power stations leaked, or even when it became a field test for nuclear bombs.

Barren scenery, just what I was currently experiencing, twisted trees, no animal activities, A region that reaps the soul of everyone who approached it within days, Any living creature, whatever it is, will be haunted by consequences even if it is a few miles away from it, either it will lose itself or those descendants.

consequences, there is no possibility to be neglected, it affected genetics, produced killing illness and tumors, shortening the life for all who suffer.

A strange feeling started to take over me as if I was tied up by an icy wind. I lost the feeling, all my body, hands, feet, even hair getting numb from the cold.

Apparently, all these senses were as close to danger alarms trying to tell us something spiraling out of control around, presumably it was the sixth sense that is activated when grave hazard, that might conceal evil behind it.

this way,you may feel radioactivity as I guess it, despite being an unseen enemy to living, somehow have to notice its existence.

Probably, if you measure the radioactivity of the zone by measuring meter, its needle went out of its place.

What if I had evidence! no doubt, I would be turning and running out from this area, since all warnings of the travelers I passed were referring to this directly.

The cold that numbed my body, nothing more a suggestion on my part, all around me nothing but desolation, just as an atomic bomb had exploded in the territory I was in, surely, that damp soil, full of shrubs, rotten leaves, and broken branches, all these, lose my inner warmth.

Bumping my palms, trying to warm me up, but the cold feeling still, and that’s putting on my gloves and hat, the closer I get, the colder I feel, that’s what I felt, feeling breathless, the freezing that forced me to stop many times to breathe.

Trying to fill my lungs, although the cold air that was hard to be absorbed in a breath, Barely, bare a minimum to move on.

A strange noise followed me, but I couldn’t stop to find it out, like footsteps, it seems like a rumble of twenty people following me, branches breaking, snapping as if someone was crushing them.

Running to the village, without even finding where all these noises come from, hoping this choice will better the situation.

Knew that, as some areas suffer from radioactivity, there were army checkpoints, to prevent any strange entry, as in my case surely. But sometimes it goes unexpectedly, rather than offering help to stray people, leading them to disappear, with a possible proof to the press, about what wit.

Comfort me by saying “ nothing to scare for '', maybe it was just a hunting party that is usually held after spring, but the strange thing was that it wasn’t the right date, not even temperature for it, and if there weren’t any animals around, what would they hunt for?

Kept Running, my breathing getting shorter, as much the saliva hurt my throat when it passed. Although all, I didn't give myself a chance to look back to satisfy my curiosity. 

What An obnoxious feeling I got through,  I didn’t feel it even in the coldest place I had been, neither on the mountain peaks I climbed,  nor on excursions between glaciers or fjords, not even when I was in Lapland. 

Unlike things, taking over me little by little, as usually happens when weather changes, my bones extremely suffered, and that’s what I was feeling now, supposed healed with time, but it seems to be an unforgotten pain. 

For some, it's an undeniable indication it's going to rain, or even that adverse weather is coming. For me, it was something negative only if there's going to be a storm. 

As if someone was squeezing me, grabbing me tightly, preventing me from being free, that's what I was feeling now.

Things got worse, starting with a just sensation, twinge, pinch, suffering ache, then a killing pain, I didn’t know how it would go, if I didn’t run as fast as I could, surely, I would hit the ground, writhing in pain.

All I wanted was to fall down, to stop moving, letting them hunted me, whatever was chasing me, no steps heard anymore, all I heard now was the rumbling in my head, breathless as if it were the only sound in the world,  my breathes, trying to swallow my saliva, with tears of pain,  its noise, cut off all noises outside, all I felt is heaviness and tiredness,  I couldn’t bear it, the frozen degrees, took over all me, turned me as a dry thing, with unknown dryness cold feeling.

Even Though I’ve had horrible experiences with climatic conditions, I've had several incidents in my life, but all those sentiments were brief in a single moment.

Feeling my head was dull, dripping under my hat, I had no clue what it was, sweating or humidity, but all I knew, I was moving heavily till I got to my destination, that I did not even realize how far I went.

a fatal moment, I felt collapsed, dying,  I could barely breathe, but saved by a ray of hope, my eyes were turning, serving me to discern some shadows within that withered field, till I noticed a light in front of my eyes.

No clue about this lightning thing, was it a beacon that placed in foggy places to guide the passengers their meant points, or it could be a sign to hunt me, from who was behind me since I got here, oh, even I was not curious and interested to know, all I wanted was to get there, without answering all questions on my head, what was this shining point? , why was I following this light like an insect? , or why was I there?.

Having no choice but to draw my motivation from disappointments, and not giving up for exhaustion and cold, knowing not many days left to live, forced me to try as much as I could, moving my numb legs, and taking my last step.

“ Light”, the only thing that I truly needed to hear myself at that moment, it wasn’t just a single word, for me, it was a ray of hope to keep living, taking my deep last breath, starting to sing it like a song that drowned deeply inside.

It was the only word, my cracked frozen lips could say, that bear the below-zero of the top of mountains I have climbed, they are getting weak, turning like a withered leaf, with a harsh or adverse climate that I have never lived before.

A step, another step, stumbling, collapsing, through all, I kept moving, “ light, light” was my only hope to keep standing on my feet. No longer breathing sound, Did I die?.

“ Light, Light”, my mind kept saying, while my frozen, motionless mouth stopped doing it, “ Light, Light”. I didn't want to know how, but I felt that it was getting deeper and nicer to me.

Possibly, unconscious, or near-death moments, where you could see a tunnel of light, meeting all loved ones through it, who left before you, little by little, that lighting spot getting wider.

Same sensation, A light, getting closer, strangely, I couldn't see any tunnel, or someone I loved there, it was just like a train when approaching the tracks, that its intensity is increasing

Exhausted from being strong, but despite it, I chose not to stop. still breathing or not! I didn’t know, I didn’t listen to my breaths, what a strange death! What a strange death for me!

All I could do was fight back before I fell and lay on a wasteland, was the last thing I remembered before I lost consciousness echoing “ light, light”.

"light, light,", over and over again, echoing on my mind, trying to incorporate, looking up with a half vision, find my body lying,  not in my fallen position, where the smell of hot food came,  “ light, light”, repeating with my body aching, and fainted again. 

What a calmness that removed all the noise inside me, as if I was thrown into heaven, where all the good people, no suffering, all around you, and eternal bliss.

I know, I haven’t been a great practitioner, but I did my best as I could. For me and others, selfishness wasn’t my value, it didn't occupy all my intentions and actions.

May wasn’t enough, what I had left behind,  although not even reaching to the perfect lives of saints, even though a strange peace , made my heart full of satisfaction. 

What surprised me, even though my body numbed, my mind still could think, as I did in life, possibly, it wasn’t that later different from being alive, as I thought.

The tape of my life passed before my eyes, from my first childhood until the last moment I lived,  with startling clarity of thought.

Just I wished it, and immediately, series of memories of loved ones, crossed on mind, with clear pictures, I could bring them all back, all the difference, I could see, I could hear, but I couldn’t feel anything, as if I was looking at them, through a glass, maybe I can do it at heaven, and this is another way to do things here.

Even if I did not find myself deserving of this place, it was, in my perception, reserved for men and women who have excelled in their existences for virtues that they didn't even know.

Maybe, it wasn’t even what I thought, heaven, maybe it was just an anteroom or even a place of judgment.

Here, where I was, everything seemed simpler and clearer, perhaps, that’s why all past ill-advised and painful memories were brought back, I couldn’t feel the same feelings against them anymore, those feelings full of emotions, contradictions, doubts, and fears. 

didn’t make any sense, now, everything, all time invested to stand out, to achieve my goals, to compete with my adversaries, or who stand in my way.

Lost sense, not only for materials that I have had left but all my achievements, fame, popularity, money, property, social position, as if all collected in discarded trunks. 

Forgotten, with all the goals I tried to achieve, for everyone, but the closest people,  they always remember me,  who I helped them, as I could, at some points in their lives. 

The days repeat themselves, with the same feelings, when I decided to leave the town, and starting work from scratch, running as much as I could in work race, to prove my self, after all I have realized, no matter how I ran, a single moment could teach me clearly the lessons I missed over the course of those days, 

What a loose, efforting for banal subjects, feeling useless my existence had been, were fighting for something I wanted, forgetting about what really mattered. 

turning my life chapters to review it, Every single day I lived, seemed deep and clear in my eyes . Only happy moments seem to matter at this moment, where I shared love and happiness with others, meaningful more than my personal selfishness.

Maybe, life was all about giving, sharing happiness, not only with closest ones, to not be selfish, but even sharing with children what life has given you from an inheritance, nothing more than to keep within oneself the possessions, for the children are considered as a succession of oneself.

I realized then, that happiness was an invaluable treasure when I saw it radiated from the eyes of all images, from behind the glass, until it reached my heart, at that moment I felt the same feeling of joy.

How ridiculous I was, when I put all my anger and energy in fights, disquisitions, and arguments, just to prove myself to others, the anger paid for by innocent people, they have no way of solving all these issues.

Recalling all those memories, thinking about all these things in complete calmness, that invaded my entire body, I no longer even felt pain, I began to breathe slowly, although I did not regain my hearing yet.

A feeling of nakedness, a feeling of innocence, contradictions at that moment, my body began to release light and heat, unlike the last thing I experienced lately.

It was still vague, and I did not know why I was afraid of this step, which precedes death, but all I knew was that I was only a step away from it, the light that I saw, but I was still alive.

All I wished now to leave forever, with my relatives surrounding me from every side. I did not know whether my wish was selfish, all that I would bring to them is suffering, the suffering of the loss of loved ones, I felt that beforehand, and I know how painful it is.

Years will pass, and those you love will leave with them, they will inevitably take the step of leaving, and you will keep wondering, what if I had this knowledge before?, how many displeasures I would have avoided?.

This happens as part of the normal life system, it happens during old age, but things may not go as they should, and happen by chance at some points of your life, and it becomes a bad memory for you, but it is not worse than it happens as planned.

Sadness will strike the heart of my loved ones when I pass away, as supposed, completely, the same days will repeat when I lost my loved ones before, but what if I convey the feelings of calm that I feel now, their heart will fill with it too, and they will probably promise that I am at peaceful heaven.

conversations, that what missed, that were supposed to be made when I went through a light tunnel, maybe, it wasn’t a tunnel, as I thought though.

It was just a spot of light, and it blurred everything around me, and suddenly, everything was covered in light, like a tunnel of light. I crossed through it, but I did not meet any of my loved ones who left before me.

To be honest, even the sense was blurred, I didn't know whether I was standing or lying down, leaving all those insignificant details,  all matter was the peace that I felt, at this moment.

Everything seemed to be deeper, more accurate while reviewing my decisions that I did not know of any logic that I made, and how I wasted my time on people who did not bring me any benefit.

Possibly, I would do good for my future life, if I invested my time in harvesting, which is considered as developing spiritual life, according to their perception.

What if I went back in time, as long as everything seemed comprehensible about how I feel about my actions, I believe I would do them differently.

If the days return, I will apologize for all those whom I treated unworthy, due to my selfishness and weakness in my perspective

What if we could go back in time? A different life, new aspirations, I will give up all my materialistic and competitive aspirations, and let go of my selfishness, I will start with what is most important, to offer happiness to others first.

These moments made me look different in terms of making others happy, we don't need anything expensive to do, something simple in the material, but it is expensive to express, like a simple gift, a smile, good morning, or even just looking nice, that's it.

Just imagine, hearts can be a gladden, by small gestures, or acts, without even waiting for payoff.

This is what life means, and this is what we were created for. I wonder, why hasn't anyone told us that before? Why do we not realize its concept until it is too late to do so?

All good things that I could do, already done, even things that I couldn’t do as they should be, they have been done, they all hung on my mind, unable to make them right.

If life gives me another chance, I would use it to do everything in different ways, I would do it with my human limits, but with a wiser, clearer thinking way, I would correct all my mistakes, and what I screwed up, and apologize to all those I have hurt one day.

I would apologize to the people closest and dearest, life will give us another opportunity to meet, but I would not be able to offer it to those who left before me, or to those who immigrated to the city, we will not give the opportunity to meet to apologize to them.

If I had known that making an apology was stressful because of its sincerity, I would have probably done everything right from the start, so that I would not owe anyone an apology.

Although, selfishness is the only thing to be apologized for, when I start with my own benefit for my own good, to do something I was interested in.

It would be sufficient, if I did all of this with my best intention, the circumstances may not always be in our favor, forcing us to take an opposite reaction to us, and appear to be a source of judgment for others, and in the same way, the other party will receive our reaction, based on his / her circumstances and his/her state of mind at some point of time. 

And I have no way to turn things around, I am responsible for what I've done, not what my actions left behind.

An easy situation, but it seems like a realistic application of what I've learned about life's consequences, and at least, that's what it looks like here, it's like a heavy burden, you can barely bear it, when things don't go as you expected, despite your best efforts to put them into it.

Part of my confused thoughts, abstract light, strange feeling, my body shaking repeatedly, my head became like a heavy ball, as if I had drunk, and woke up to the effects of drinking , feeling empty, with a confused mind.

Subconsciously, taking a deep breath, trying to stand up, even without knowing how and why!.
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