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Timmy was already on that leafy path. By dint of having suffered so many nightmares during his 
lifetime, he was forced to learn to distinguish when he was in a dream.

He couldn't remember how he got there to begin with, that was a clue. He didn't remember the last 
thing he had done either. Still, he decided to take a look around him: he was in a wild place walking
a path. Although rather he did not walk, but his legs forced him to move, as if they had a life of their
own.

He pulled his lifelong trick to determine if he was asleep or awake. Given people at a certain point 
began to be annoyed that he pinched himself for no reason, he learned to bite his tongue with the 
same objective of feeling pain. This he did and sure enough he felt pain. This left him flummoxed.

As he “walked” in amazement, his leg collided with a bush on the edge of the road. Then he had no 
doubt that this was pain, and that he was not dreaming.

Following the path, two walkers appeared in the opposite direction to him. They were two middle-
aged men, one a little younger. Without knowing why he assumed that they were brothers, and 
without knowing why, he greeted the elder:

Hi, I'm Timmy.

—Hello Timmy, we are the Walkers —answered the older one. I suppose you will have many 
questions, but time is pressing, so listen: soon you will have to face the biggest decision of your life.

Mark my words: take the door on the right.

Timmy wanted to keep talking, but neither he nor the Walkers had stopped walking, so the 
conversation ended right there.

Following his journey, Timmy found an old woman, she was walking very slowly, and for some 
strange reason this made her legs slow down.

—Hello —Timmy limited himself to saying, assuming that the old woman already knew him.

—Hello Timmy, I'm the Old Lady of the Road. She was a woman with white hair and visibly 
deteriorated by her age, but even so it was obvious that she took care of her appearance.

»Timmy, I know what you discussed with the Walkers. Listen to me, you have to take the door on 
the right, it's very important.

—But why is it so important?— And what's in the door on the left?

—Behind the left door there is pain, death and destruction.

—But…
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The old woman was already walking away.

The trail was getting more winding and much more leafy for moments. Suddenly Timmy's legs 
were too weak to get through the undergrowth, which melted into a shadow from which formed the 
figure of a woman in her thirties, redheaded, unkempt but extremely beautiful, aided by her curly 
hair that reached her waist. She was totally dressed in black, which contrasted with her paleness.

—Hello… —she said. I am the Dark Witch. I came to tell you to take the door on the left.

—But I've been told...

—I know very well what they told you: death, destruction, blah, blah, blah. And they weren't lying. 
But I'm not lying either. In fact, there is something much superior to us that has forbidden us to lie 
in these parts.

—And why would I trust you?— Who trusts someone called a Dark Witch?

—Appearances can be deceiving, Timmy, I didn't choose my name. But tell me, Am I not the only 
one who has stopped to talk to you?

»Sometimes I don't even know why I bother.

Suddenly Timmy found himself in the place where the Witch had been, only he was still walking 
straight ahead.

He reached the end of the path, and there was an older man dressed in white waiting for him, only 
his robe was trimmed with gold thread.

—Hello who are you?

—I am what lies before the end of the road, the Golden Wizard. You've already talked to the Witch, 
haven't you?

—Yes…

—And what do you plan to do?

—Aren't you going to tell me to take the door on the right?

—I'm going to tell you the truth, and the only truth is that you are the only one who can make that 
decision.

The Wizard pointed out where the two doors were.

Timmy no longer knew if his legs were still governing him or if he was finally walking on his own, 
the only thing he knew was that he was facing two doors with identical black metal bars, one to his 
left and one to his right, which was the most important decision hat he was going to take in his life 
and that the only person who had advised him to take the one on the left was some “Dark Witch”.

“Who trusts a witch?” was the last thing he thought before going through the door on the right.
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The door closed behind him. There was nothing there.

THE END.
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