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At another time, he would have thought that everything he saw was the result of having abused liquor, but that was not the case on that occasion. Ralph felt strange because a complete certainty of being on the right path had invaded him, but at the same time he was scared for not knowing what awaited him on that mysterious journey from which no one knew if he could return.

He advanced at a fast pace in a straight line, then made a complete bend and entered a winding path deep in the forest, guided by tiny multicolored sparks and a soft luminosity that seemed to emerge from the ground. There was a moment when it seemed to him that he was walking around in the same place and he was curious to know how much time had passed since he had left in the car towards Castle of Mist. Was it already midnight? That detail startled him because of all the experiences he had had in "The Devil's Mouth", in addition to the warning from the owner of the Firefly Inn. However, he continued steadily into the unknown, with the fixed idea of finding Sarah.

Further along the path, a dog let out a desperate howl as if it were being tortured. Immediately, other dogs joined in and their crying was heard like a terrifying symphony that seemed to come from everywhere. Far away, as if coming from the top of a mountain, was heard a much louder and more strident howl. They were wolves!

When his ears became accustomed to that eerie sound, Ralph crossed a narrow path to the right. Suddenly, he found himself walking through a kind of tunnel formed by enormous boulders, where the wind moaned and whistled between the stones and the branches of the trees collided with each other. Each time the howls were heard closer and he began to feel a fatigue that distressed him, especially because he could practically no longer see in the darkness. The dim light that had guided him disappeared, leaving him alone and disoriented in the middle of the forest.

When he felt that exhaustion and despair were about to overcome him, he saw a faint glow at the end of the path. It looked like a purple flame that appeared and disappeared for brief moments, which made him think that perhaps he was hallucinating. However, he decided to walk in the direction of the flame, despite the deep darkness and the howling of the wolves.

Suddenly, a silver light similar to that of the full moon flooded the forest and a pack of wolves with open jaws appeared behind a rock. At that moment, Ralph felt paralyzed by terror and, even though he knew he was alone, he called for help with a heartbreaking scream. Immediately, and astonishingly, a commanding voice was raised in the middle of the road and the wolves disappeared as if by magic.

For a few moments, Ralph felt panicked and didn't have the courage to move or scream again. Through a thick fog rising from the ground, in the distance he saw a man get into a buggy and head towards him. Once he was in front of him, he could see that this enigmatic guy was tall, with a long gray beard and was wearing a huge black hat. When he spoke to him in a deep voice, without knowing why, his words made him begin to calm down.

—What are you doing here?

—Um...—Ralph stammered, not knowing what to say.

—Don't you remember where you're going?

—Yes, I'm going to the Castle of Mist.

—I assume then that you come to look for someone you love otherwise you would not have dared to come here, am I wrong?

—No, you're not wrong. The woman I love was kidnapped by a goblin that traveled on the knots of the wind and I was told that she must be in the castle.

—Were you warned that this is a dangerous trip?

—Yes, but they also told me that nothing is what it seems.

—Well, then let's not talk about it anymore. I'll take you there.

The coachman helped him into the carriage with one hand and gave him an oil lamp that he made appear out of nowhere. Immediately, the man whipped his whip on the horses and they set off towards Castle of Mist. As they went deeper into the darkness, Ralph felt a chill run through his entire body, while a deep feeling of loneliness invaded him. They continued ascending most of the way, until they stopped in front of what looked like a ruined castle, but in a few seconds it turned into a huge wall. This was the strangest thing Ralph had ever seen, and it did appear and disappear in fractions of a second.

—We have arrived —said the coachman—. You must hurry.

—Why should I hurry?

—The most dangerous thing about this stage of the trip is crossing the entrance at the time of transit, and it is very brief.

—The moment of the transit? I don't understand.

—A miscalculation can send you somewhere else. Keep in mind where you came and why. That will always keep you coming back until you fulfill your mission.

—Okay —Ralph responded, still bewildered.

—You must have noticed that the castle changes its appearance from one second to the next and that for a few moments it seems that it is not there.

—Yes, I saw it.

—Well, whether you enter the ruin or break through the wall that will determine what you find inside and how you deal with it. But you should never cross into the void that would make you lost.

—Could that happen to Sarah?

—It's something that happens very rarely. The elves know where they are going and why. What you need to find out is what reality she was trapped in.

—And how will I know?

—I honestly tell you that you will know after you find her.

The coachman jumped out and offered his hand to help him alight. That man was so strong that he could have crushed him if he wanted to. Then he took down a piece of luggage and placed it on the floor. Through the fog, Ralph noted that the castle was now in ruins. The iron nails on the main gate were rusty and on the solid stone walls the sculptures looked worn by time and some were even broken.

—You better hurry in. There I leave you some basic luggage for your stay, in case it lasts longer than you expect. If at any time you doubt, remember why you came, your intuition will guide you to your beloved, wherever she is.

—What will happen when I find Sarah?

—You'll have to find out for yourself.

While Ralph stood in silence, not sure what to do, the driver jumped back into his seat and shook the reins. The horses started off at full speed and were soon lost in the fog.

For a few brief moments, Ralph was plagued with doubts. What kind of place was the Castle of Mist and what horrible things could be in there? Suddenly, the image of the castle seemed blurry and he feared it was about to disappear. Luggage in hand, he then hurried to the entrance and realized that there was no way to knock on the door because it didn't even have a knocker. At that moment, the image became diffuse and he had the impression that what was around him was permeable because the walls seemed to sink and everything moved as if it were a large jelly. He thought perhaps he had gotten dizzy, but in the blink of an eye the castle disappeared before him and the rest remained in the same place without any movement. Nerves began to attack him and Ralph felt more alone than ever. However, he immediately remembered the coachman's words and recalled what had brought him there: rescuing Sarah.

Something within himself told him that at any moment the castle would be in sight again. The only thing he had to do was wait and enter, as soon as the wall appeared. It was the craziest instruction he had ever received, but he knew that in the Afterlife the rules were different and anything was possible. Furthermore, those walls seemed permeable. He also remembered that, during the last meeting at the cabin, Harris had said that the worst thing was to be afraid.

While a shower of memories invaded his mind, the scene changed and the wall appeared, but this time Ralph was on the inside, in the middle of the most beautiful and imposing landscape that he could have ever dreamed of!
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