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Prologue — פרולוג
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I woke up disoriented.

I had been sleeping deeply... so deeply that I couldn’t remember the last time I had closed my eyes. My body felt heavy, sluggish, as though it had been motionless for far too long. When I tried to move, a strange sensation spread through my limbs, like I was learning how to use them for the first time.

The light was different.

It wasn’t the cold glow of an office or the artificial brightness of a screen. It was softer. Warmer. Alive somehow, as if the air itself were breathing. I blinked several times, trying to focus, but my mind refused to cooperate. Thoughts surfaced only to dissolve before they could fully take shape.

I couldn’t remember much. Only fragments.

Echoes of conversations.

A blurred face.

The constant feeling of being in a hurry.

Always in control.

I tried to hold on to something solid — my name, my home, my story — but the memories slipped through my fingers like sand.

As I slowly sat up, I noticed something was wrong.

Actually, nothing made sense.

Then the memories hit harder. They didn’t come in order. They came as flashes. Brief, scattered images cutting through my mind.

My absent father.

My ambitious mother.

The poverty I had been born into, the kind that forced me to promise myself I would make it far in life... no matter the cost.

My office on the top floor of a skyscraper.

Massive windows.

Endless meetings.

Decisions worth millions.

My luxury car.

Properties.

Elegant dinners.

The looks of admiration.

I remembered my wife too.

Or rather... my last wife.

Three marriages. Three children... and so little time for any of them.

My third wife had been the youngest. Much younger than me. Younger even than the one before her.

I had always called it love, but deep down I knew the truth: I liked the way they looked at me, the way their voices softened when they spoke to me, the way everything seemed to revolve... just a little more around me.

Powerful.

Irreplaceable.

Important.

Or at least... that’s what I believed.

It was the lie I had repeated to myself over and over again.

I had built an empire from nothing: companies across multiple countries, hundreds of employees depending on me, contracts, investments, prestige.

I had no time for weakness. No time for rest. No time to stop.

Stress had become my fuel.

My identity.

My pride.

Nothing was ever enough. The higher I climbed, the faster satisfaction faded. The moment I reached one goal, I was already chasing the next: the next business deal, the next property.

And even with everything I had, something inside me still felt empty.

I tried to fill that emptiness in countless ways: excess, constant stimulation, long nights that promised adrenaline but always ended feeling hollow. Substances that numbed the noise inside me for a while, but never truly silenced it.

Nothing lasted.

Nothing was enough.

I also remembered the pain in my left arm.

A persistent pain I had ignored for days. I blamed it on exhaustion, stress, accumulated tension. Nothing I couldn’t handle.

But now...

When I looked around, nothing from my last memories was there.

No buildings.

No noise.

No screens.

Only trees.

Tall. Motionless. So still it felt unsettling... as if the world itself had no rush to move.

It looked like I was in the middle of a forest.

The air felt pure. The breeze brushed against my skin with a strange gentleness, almost comforting. The ground beneath my hands felt real. Cold. Solid.

For a moment, I stayed there, touching the earth as though I needed to make sure it truly existed.

And yet...

I couldn’t shake the unsettling feeling that I was dreaming.

Because the last thing I remembered was being in my office, working long hours like I did almost every day: reviewing reports, signing documents, ignoring phone calls, ignoring my own exhaustion.

It had felt like a deep rest. Too deep. Silent. Complete.

And now, after opening my eyes, I wasn’t certain of anything.

It felt as though I had crossed some invisible boundary, as if I had left something behind... something final.

I slowly pushed myself to my feet, and that was when I noticed what I was wearing.

I didn’t recognize these clothes.

They were simple. Far too simple.

This wasn’t the kind of clothing I would have ever worn. For years, I had paid attention to every detail of my appearance: tailored suits, expensive watches, spotless shoes. Image was everything.

It always had been.

As I looked around that unfamiliar place — too real to be a dream, too perfect to feel familiar — a growing unease settled inside me.

Because if this wasn’t a dream...

then I had no idea where I was.

Or what had happened to me.

And for a brief moment, an even more disturbing thought crossed my mind.

What if I had forgotten something...

something important?
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The ground felt cold beneath my hands, but not uncomfortable. On the contrary, there was something solid and alive about it, as though it carried my weight effortlessly. I stayed there for a moment, my palms pressed against the earth, needing to make sure all of this was real.

I got to my feet and looked around, still trying to convince myself that none of it could possibly exist.

The forest stretched endlessly in every direction.

Not like a wild or hostile place, but orderly somehow... almost welcoming. The trees were tall and full, and the light filtered through their branches with a strange softness.

There were no engines. No voices. No constant hum like the one that had followed me through every day of my life.

Only silence.

A full silence.

I began walking carefully.

That was when I noticed it.

I wasn’t wearing shoes.

The damp earth clung to the soles of my feet. Small branches cracked beneath my steps, and scattered stones forced me to walk cautiously.

I had never liked walking barefoot. Especially not through a forest.

I tried to ignore it and kept moving.

At first it felt uncomfortable. Strange.

But after a few steps, something changed.

The ground was warm from the sunlight, and for reasons I couldn’t explain, the sensation slowly became pleasant.

Beside the path, a narrow stream wound its way through the stones. Its sound was soft and steady. Without realizing it, I found myself following the trail running alongside it.

I had no idea where it led, but I kept walking beside it. The path looked as though others had traveled it before. My steps were still cautious, still uncertain, though my body responded better than I expected.

I felt no pain.

No exhaustion.

Then I breathed.

Once.

Twice.

The air filled my lungs with an unsettling ease. It was cool. Clean. Carrying the faint scent of damp soil and fresh leaves. So pure it forced me to stop for a moment.

I inhaled again, deeper this time, as though I were afraid the feeling might disappear.

I had never breathed like this before.

For years, my life had been spent inside offices, airplanes, cars, and overcrowded cities. Even my most exclusive vacations had carried something heavy in the air — something artificial.

This was different.

It entered me as though it were awakening something that had been asleep for far too long.

I looked around, searching for any sign of human life.

A building.

A fence.

A paved road.

Nothing.

No one.

The thought crossed my mind again.

I’m dreaming.

There was no other explanation. I had never seen a place like this before — and I had traveled to some of the most exclusive destinations on earth: private beaches, remote nature reserves, luxury resorts hidden in the middle of nowhere.

None of them compared to this.

I kept walking when suddenly something moved between the trees.

My body reacted before my mind did.

Something large emerged from the forest.

My heart slammed against my chest. Instinct took over. I stepped back... then another... and finally turned and ran without thinking.

I tripped over a root and hit the ground hard.

I braced myself for the impact.

The attack.

The end.

But nothing happened.

Still breathing heavily, I turned toward the animal and finally saw it clearly.

The bear stood motionless, watching me with its head tilted slightly to one side.

It didn’t move closer.

It didn’t growl.

It didn’t bare its teeth.

It simply stared at me.

As though it were trying to understand what was wrong with me.

For one absurd moment, I had the strange feeling that the surprised one was him.

Me... the man who had run companies, negotiated multimillion-dollar contracts, and faced rooms full of executives... was frozen in fear before a bear that seemed more curious than dangerous.

The animal calmly turned around and continued on its way, disappearing into the trees.

I stayed there without moving, trying to process what had just happened.

None of this made sense.

And yet the silence remained untouched.

As though nothing in this place had any intention of hurting me.

I got up and kept walking.

The trail opened gently between the trees, as though it had been shaped without hurry. It wasn’t wide or perfectly defined, but it was there: clear, steady, inviting me forward without forcing a direction.

After some time — I couldn’t say how long — the forest began to open up.

I saw cultivated land.

Neat rows in the soil.

Young plants growing strong.

Fruit trees carefully lined up in the distance.

And finally... I saw people.

Two men were working the land.

They didn’t look up right away. They didn’t rush or seem startled by my presence. Their movements were calm, precise.

I stopped a few steps away from them.

I waited.

Nothing.

The younger man was the first to look at me. There was no exaggerated curiosity in his eyes, no suspicion. He simply... saw me.

The older man looked up a moment later.

His gaze was deep, calm. There was neither judgment nor approval in it.

Only peace.

That was it? I thought.

No questions.

No explanations.

No sign of surprise.

I would have asked a thousand questions.

I always did.

“Where am I?” I finally asked, my voice firmer than I intended. “What is this place?”

The younger man exchanged a brief glance with the older one.

“Take your time,” the older man replied gently. “You’ve walked quite a distance.”

That wasn’t an answer.

“No, you don’t understand,” I insisted. “I need to know what’s happening. None of this makes sense. Am I dreaming?”

The older man set his tool aside and walked toward me slowly, careful not to invade my space. Then he pointed to a nearby stone.

“Sit for a moment,” he said. “Things look different when a person has rested.”

I frowned.

I wasn’t used to being spoken to like that.

Without explanations.

Without deference.

Without any urgency to please me.

And yet... I sat down.

The younger man approached carrying a container of water. There was nothing ceremonial about the gesture.

Just water.

“Drink,” he said. “The air here can be deceiving. You don’t realize you’re thirsty... until you drink.”

I took the container awkwardly.

I drank.

I had never tasted water like that before.

Clear.

Cold.

Simple.

And, to my surprise... enough.

I felt the coolness slide down my throat and spread through my chest, as though it were quenching a thirst I had ignored for far too long.

I didn’t thank them.

I wasn’t used to it.

They didn’t seem to expect it either.

“Who are you?” I asked, pressing again. “What is this place? Why is there no one else here? Why is everything like this?”

The older man smiled faintly.

It wasn’t a mocking smile. More like the smile of someone who had heard those questions before.

“There will be time for that,” he said. “No one rushes here.”

The words irritated me more than I wanted to admit.

There’s always something to do, I thought. Always a reason to hurry.

The man picked up his tool again and returned to his work, as though my presence had changed nothing about the course of his day.

The younger man looked at me again.

“Come,” he said after a moment. “You can help us, if you’d like.”

I stared at him in disbelief.

Help?

Me — the man who had run companies, negotiated multimillion-dollar contracts, and spent half his life giving orders... help dig in the dirt?

“I don’t know how to do that,” I replied, almost defensively.

“You’ll learn,” he said with a shrug. “Everyone does.”

There was no pressure in his voice.

Only an invitation.

The young man set the tool beside me.

“Whenever you’re ready,” he added. “There’s no rush.”

Keeping my head high, I ignored the invitation, but I stayed there watching them from the stone where I sat.

The way they worked.

The care they gave to each plant.

The complete absence of hurry.

No one seemed to supervise.

No one seemed to be in charge.

And yet, everything worked.

Something inside me tightened.

I was used to leading, deciding, being listened to.

Here... none of that seemed to matter.

And for the first time in a very long while, I didn’t know what place I occupied.

After some time, when neither of them reacted to my presence anymore, I awkwardly picked up the tool.

They kept working as though nothing had happened.

I tried to imitate what they were doing. I felt clumsy, out of rhythm.

But neither of them said a word.

And that calmness, instead of reassuring me, began to unsettle me.

The older man looked at me once more with that same serenity that neither judged nor approved.

I felt something strange in my chest.

Not shame.

Not guilt.

Something more uncomfortable.

The feeling of being seen...

not for what I had been,

but for what I could still become.

After spending the afternoon working in the garden, I should have felt exhausted. My body was used to a different kind of fatigue — the kind born from tension, endless hours, and constant pressure.

But this was different.

Working the soil — feeling the earth beneath my hands, the damp mud between my fingers, the seeds falling into the furrows — was, somehow, relaxing. Every movement was simple, repetitive, and yet deeply satisfying. The calm surrounding us seemed to seep slowly into me, filling spaces I hadn’t even realized were empty.

I could hear the wind and the birds singing, sounds that once would have gone completely unnoticed by me. And as I watched those men, I noticed how every now and then they would pause for a moment: a butterfly settling on a flower, a squirrel darting between the trees.

The same expression always appeared on their faces. A faint, peaceful smile... as though they needed nothing more.

I felt something new then. I couldn’t have explained exactly what it was, only that it felt unlike anything I had ever experienced before.

They worked without hurry, and at one point they began humming a soft melody. It wasn’t a song I recognized, yet there was something about it that slipped effortlessly into me. I didn’t understand
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