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"Saner is he who accepts his own madness." Edgar Allan Poe

Please leave me a comment and tell me what your experience was when reading it. Thanks a lot.
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Would you like to feel the terror in your own flesh while you pass each one of the lines of the suspense and horror stories that are in this book? Or are you afraid of reading them in the dark while the protagonists of this story are being chased by...?

There is nothing more to add, I leave you to discover for yourself what the leaves hide under this mystery book. Surely when you read it you won't be able to sleep anymore...
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One could hear whispering curses to a man struggling in the middle of nowhere, near an abandoned town, trying to start a car at any cost. Something had happened to him, from the way he looked. It seemed that he was hiding from something as he turned to all sides crouching in the middle of a narrow dirt road. It was a day full of clouds and pleasant weather; one of those where you don't want to die. Suddenly the man tried to make a call, apparently struggling for the signal in that place surrounded by mountains.

- Damn! Come on! Please answer! for the love of God. He sounded desperate on the phone and luckily he received an answer.

Heindenberg Police , what is your emergency?”

— In Yarling . He answered without thinking.

" Yarling ," the operator asked in a surprised tone.

“Yes, Yarling . I don't know how high up I am since I took Interstate 14...

“Okay, in Yarling . Tell me now what is your emergency?

-Alright. There's a... my wife... they're chasing me. — Said the man with an overwhelmed voice while he kept turning around, — I don't know how much time I have left, miss, but... I think they already left. Please come...

-"Quiet sir".

— Just take the interstate highway that comes from 14 and send help...

- " We know very well where Yarling is , but we are in Heindenberg , and at the moment there is no one from the station near Yarling available"

"What the hell did he say?"

Heindeberg County sir."

- I know. I know there's no one here, it's a fucking ghost town, but could you please send someone. My God! the individual exclaimed to himself, clearly he was desperate and full of uncertainty about what was stalking him.

"We will do that, but it will take a while, we are approximately 50 kilometers away and the patrol will take an hour, sir."

— Okay, I'll walk towards some abandoned houses in front of here, or rather what used to be a self-service gas station, I think I'll be a little safer there as long as they don't find me. I'll leave when the policeman arrives. I'm not sure, but there are no more than fifty dilapidated houses here. It's close to town, although I couldn't tell you how much since I ran and found that car in the middle of the road, but I couldn't start it and...

- "Don't worry! the officer will know how to find it. But I must tell you that the village of Yarling has been an abandoned village for years. Could you tell me again what your emergency is?”

"I know you're not going to believe me, but the town of Yarling isn't a ghost town like everyone thinks it is.

— “Wait calm. At the moment, an officer is going there.”

- Thank you.

— "Then your position is entering a road on Interstate 14 towards the direction of the town of Yarling without reaching it, specifically at a gas station on Highway 14.
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"Something like that, miss.

— “Then don't move from there. A patrol will arrive soon, may I know its name?

—Spencer Walker

— “Perfect Mr. Spencer. Don't worry, try to stay calm, an officer will be with you soon."

-Thank you so much. Spencer said as she arrived at that place and looked through some broken windows in case something was coming from the depths of those cornfields that were on the sides of the interstate highway that had looked abandoned for years. The fear grew stronger as the minutes progressed for Walker inside that place.

Not more than an hour passed when on the outskirts of that horizontal row of houses that was near what was that gas station, a patrol siren was heard and from which a police officer clearly came out of another county by the license plate number that they used to identify them. The officer walked towards the self-service that was part of that gas station.

- Mr. Spencer. Mr. Spencer Walker, are you here? —The officer had asked when he entered that self-service where there were only old shelves and broken lamps. Not half a second passed when a noise alerted the police and it was clearly Spencer who had hidden behind an old soda vending machine covering herself with cardboard and bags.

— Finally official! I'm glad you've arrived,” Walker whispered panting.

—But, Mr. Spencer is badly hurt. Why didn't you tell the operator that? I would have brought an ambulance with me.

— Let's get out of here officer, what does it matter now she's hurt.

“It's not just any injury, Mr. Walker.

-Alright. But Let's go, I'll tell you everything on the way, it's not safe to be here, please. Spencer insisted, still showing her fear despite the fact that the officer was there armed. Before leaving, the policeman tried to make a call to the Heindenberg station , but without success.

“The signal is failing, so I can't get a paramedic unit to find us. So tell me what happened to you.

- I've been attacked. I was...it's better officer that we get out of here,” Spencer insisted again.

— There is someone else with you.

Not on this site, but...

“This place is too far from the busy road. Almost never anyone uses this route anymore. How did it hit here?

“It's a long story, but it all happened down below in the village of Yarling a few hours ago. I don't want to be rude officer, but we are in danger. We better get out right now.

— Do you remember your attackers, Mr. Spencer? Could you tell me something about them? the officer inquired.

- Oh yeah. But... did they only send you?

“I'm the only one around on the south side of Heminher County , so they sent me alone. the policeman answered and then added doubtfully. "I see that your wound is the result of a stabbing, perhaps a knife." Well, it's time to go, we'll have a long way back, and that's when he tells me.

At that moment that the policeman said that, Spencer refused to go out of that old drive-thru, a panic attack invaded him, for which the policeman reprimanded him just before pushing the tempered glass door of that store.

"What's up Mr. Spencer?" Come with me, didn't you want to leave first and now you change your mind?

"No, we can't go out right now..." Spencer assured, somewhat paranoid.

"If you don't do what I tell you, Mr. Spencer, I'll arrest you for disobeying an authority, and making you come for nothing." The law is not a game. - added.

— Please don't raise your voice, they could hear us. Walker had assured with obvious fear in his eyes.

- Who will listen to us?

— Those children who belong to no one.

-Children...! come on man, let's get in the car and get out of here, his wound is deep and he needs a doctor, otherwise he could get infected and in the worst case he could.... Follow me, tell everything while we go to patrol.

— I tell you everything official, but here. I know this all sounds strange to you, but... I need to tell you everything here, once you know everything we'll leave. Spencer said, hoping the cop would agree. Just as he was saying those words, the signal returned to the officer's communication device, which did not hesitate to respond to the frequency twice.

— "Kilometer 14, passing through the entrance to the town of Yarling , exactly along the old interstate highway that leads to the abandoned mines of CUCULA."

“I'm all ears Mr. Spencer. As long as you tell me your arm is okay. That wound runs right through a major artery.

" It's the least I worry about. I still feel good in my arm. he said, and without wasting time, Spencer Walker began to tell him what had happened to him in that place:

"You see officer. I came to this place accompanied by my wife. We were originally heading to the coast, you know, Christmas is coming up and we wanted to buy some gifts in that area for our relatives and visit some old friends. The fact is that we got lost, and we took the entrance of the 15 and later some forks brought us by the interstate highway 14 that goes to Yarling . You know, it was a trip we took under the pretext of gifts, but basically the main reason was to try to save our marriage. But the reality was that it was going from bad to worse."

“You can turn the damn music down. I hate " Bohemian " Queen's Rhapsody . Karla said next to the passenger seat while Spencer accelerated to 60 kilometers per hour and ignored it for only a couple of seconds, but in the end giving in to her wife's whims. I hope you know where we are.

— In Texas, where else!

—Don't talk nonsense, I know we're in Texas Spencer, but...

—Why do you ask me if you bring the map
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