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It was at the close of one of the friendly evenings in the gothic mountains. Considering it was a weekend, I had been having this idea for some time. I entered the forest and set my horse walking. Branches of the trees hanging below carefully and softly caressed my face, and now and then I would catch a leaf between my teeth and bite it with avidity with a consequent feeling of joy of life. As I moved through the untrodden path, I suddenly developed a mark and stamp of fear. There were unexpected and ghostly sounds originating from all directions that sent fears and chills down my spine. 
The sun was slowly sliding past the mountain casting ill-distinguished evening shadows that made long to flee. However, with a feeling of compaction, I directed my horse towards the river, the meadows by the banks provided a soothing companion. Letting my little dusty legs dangle in the water, I even managed to catch a small catfish, but I had to let it go. Everything seemed to be moving so fast, it was just a week before that I was strolling on the quay. I had come across someone whom I believed I had recognized.
Having closer scrutiny at him, I realized that it was one of my childhood friends. Even though it was only five years since I last met him, it seemed a century. His health seemed to be failing so fast, I realized that he stooped in his walk. Amidst my thoughts, the mountainside shadows grew more ghostly, however, the river continued to maintain its soothing and smooth flow downstream. Lost in thoughts, my horse busily mooed the grass and the rhythmic beats of its hooves kept my thoughts going. I could not imagine that he was gone just a week after reuniting with him. I got my feet out of the water, I felt the sorrows were becoming too big for me to hold. 

I was straining my eyes to decipher the ghostly shadows in the fast enveloping night, when I thought I heard, or rather felt a rustle behind me. I took no notice thinking it was my horse. No such thoughts of ghost’s existence had ever crossed my mind. Thinking the wind had flown through the meadows to create the unfamiliar sounds, I kept my cool. However, a minute later, another movement almost indistinct, sent me an imminent little shiver over my skin. I believed that it was so ridiculous to be moved thus even so slightly. For this reason, I felt that turning around would paint me a coward. Before I could settle on what to do, I felt a slow sorrowful sigh over my shoulders. I quickly reached for my sword, I am sure if I hadn’t felt it, I would have bolted.
Behind me, stood menacingly a considerably tall woman whose features were disagreeable gothic. I almost fell back considering the shudders that ran through me. Arguably, no one who has never had such an experience can understand the gruesome and ridiculous feeling I had. Internally, I felt like collapsing, my soul was fast-melting and my heart seemed to have stopped. Suddenly, I felt my whole body was becoming too heavy for my limbs. I fell with a thud. I had never believed in ghosts, yet I broke down before the hideous fear of the dead. 
[bookmark: _GoBack]In irresistible anguish and fear of the supernatural dread of the dead, I lay down glued to the ground. I think I had never felt such shudders in all the rest of my life. The ghostly woman wearing the grotesque features spoke for the first time before my heart could give up on the fight. I think that if she had not spoken, I would have died. She had a soft and plain voice which helped me in regaining my self-control. I stood up trying to make the honorable pose for myself and her. All through this time, I could not help remove the thoughts of my dead childhood friend who had died barely a week after getting in touch. 
I tried to inquire who she was but only managed to utter a vague sound. I was almost convinced she was a real woman when I touched her hair, ghosts don’t have hairs, I guessed. I felt a ghastly impression of cold through my fingers and I shiver each time I recall this. 
I turned to look at her but she couldn’t just let me, she fled into the thin air. Left alone, I developed a hazy feeling as one who has just had a nightmare. Then I got fully recovered and discovered my horse, I quickly mounted in one leap and left in a hurry. I did not stop until I got home. I locked myself in my room trying to recount the events of the night. 
