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            "The past is not dead; it whispers through the stones, awaiting those who dare to listen."  
— Babak Khorramdin, echoed in legend
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In the deep valleys of Arasbaran, where autumn winds whispered lost ages into the stones, Babak Castle​[1] stood atop the mountain, a sentinel defying time. Its scarred walls, bearing the marks of Babak Khorramdin’s battles, held faded carvings and broken arches hiding ancient secrets. The inner halls, with latticed windows that shattered light into dreamlike fragments, seemed to await awakening. Five young adventurers reached the castle’s gates after a gruelling climb: Omid, the leader, who knew mountains like home but was haunted by a recurring nightmare of the castle; Armita, a spirited photographer chasing lost truths in every frame; Iradj, logical and sceptical, wary of mysteries; Torang, quiet and sensitive, hearing whispers in the walls; and Shamim, a nervous novice, feeling the castle call her name.

Day One: A Sea of Mist

The thrill of arrival mingled with the castle’s grandeur. Armita captured moments on camera, streaming live: “Babak Castle! Time’s frozen here!” Omid spoke of Babak’s resistance, but his eyes lingered on the carvings, as if seeing something. Iradj studied the stonework, while Torang and Shamim, entranced, stood silent. Mist rose from the valleys, a sea of lost dreams. First beautiful, then suffocating, it engulfed the castle, reducing visibility to mere steps. Omid checked his phone; no signal. Iradj said, “We need to go back. It’s dangerous.” But the path was an invisible abyss. Omid declared, “We stay tonight.” They sheltered in a half-intact hall. The wind wailed through cracks, mimicking human murmurs. Armita joked to ease the tension, but Torang whispered, “This mist... it’s alive.” Shamim, heart racing, stared at the carvings; did a face move within them?

Day Two: The Eye in the Stone

Morning brought thicker mist and chilling drizzle. Food and water dwindled. Shamim, fear now laced with curiosity, said, “Maybe the castle will show us something.” Exploring hidden corners, Iradj found a displaced stone in a secret hall. Beneath it, a deep groove hid a rotting plank. In a small cavity, something gleamed. Omid pulled out a metal medallion, etched with unknown symbols and a central eye with a star-like pupil. Armita gasped, “It feels alive!” Torang shivered, “We shouldn’t have found this.” Shamim, wide-eyed, whispered, “It knows me.” The medallion, un-marred by rust, glowed unnaturally. A whisper; not wind; rose from the castle’s depths, calling their names. The wall carvings stirred, depicting an ancient battle with warriors wearing identical medallions. The second night, the medallion in Omid’s hand pulsed warm, then cold. Shadows danced in the hall, and Shamim swore she saw a face in the mist. Torang said, “This medallion... it’s pulling us somewhere we shouldn’t go.”

Day Three: The Mirror of Time

By morning, snow replaced rain, cloaking the castle in eerie white. Omid sought a signal in vain. Armita screamed by a latticed window: “Look!” Strange footprints marked the snow; neither human nor animal, with claw-like gouges. They led to a dark, collapsed tunnel. Torang held the medallion toward it. A green glow illuminated the walls, and a shadow; not human, woven of mist and stone; moved within. A roar shook the ground. Armita’s camera captured only mist. The medallion leapt from Torang’s hand, rolling into the tunnel. Omid said, “We can’t run.” The tunnel swallowed them. Its walls, woven from light and broken memories, pulsed. At its end stood a vast mirror, reflecting nothing. As they approached, their faces appeared; not their own. Omid was a warrior from Babak’s time, Armita a woman in ancient robes, Iradj a sentinel with a broken spear, Torang a storyteller of old, Shamim a girl from a misty future. Each wore the medallion. The mirror cracked, a voice whispering their names. A vast shadow with star-like eyes loomed behind it. Torang, as if understanding, said, “It wants us... or we’re part of it.” Armita cried, “What is this?” Iradj was silent, as if something in him had broken. They awoke in the main hall. The medallion was in Omid’s hand, but a star-like mark now scarred each of their hands. The mist thickened, the roar echoing. Had they awakened the castle’s secret? Or were they its secret? Whence came the mark? What did the shadow seek? Babak Castle breathed in the mist, more alive than ever. The group knew they were changed. The medallion guided them and drew the group to an unknown fate and those five young adventurers were never seen.
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In the sprawling plains of Golestan Province​[2], where cool breezes carry the scent of wild grasses, the Gonbad-e Kavus Tower​[3] stood as a silent sentinel. With its red bricks and conical dome, it was not only one of the world’s tallest brick towers but a keeper of ancient Iran’s tales of love, betrayal, and hidden truths.​[4]

Saman, a young man with a curious heart and a passion for Iran’s history, arrived in Gonbad-e Kavus one spring evening. Raised on epic tales of love and valour, he saw the tower as a gateway to the past. As he approached its base, a gentle breeze brushed his face, and a strange feeling stirred within him, as if the bricks were whispering to him.

Saman studied the simple yet profound patterns of the ancient bricks. In the tower’s shadow, an old man with a sun-weathered face and eyes full of secrets sat quietly. Drawn to him, Saman asked, “What stories does this tower hold?”

The old man smiled mysteriously. “Built by Amir Nasr ibn Ahmad in the Samanid​[5] era to honour his father, this tower is a symbol of glory. But within its bricks lie secrets of love and betrayal. One such tale is of Simin, a girl from this land.”

Saman leaned closer. “Who was Simin?” The old man continued, “Simin, daughter of a local commander, loved Kasra, a young man from a rival tribe. Their forbidden love, in an era of tribal feuds, sparked a bloody war
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