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	"There slumber in every human being faculties
by means of which he can acquire for himself a
knowledge of higher worlds. Mystics, Gnostics,
Buddhists, Theosophists, Christians, Taoists,
and countless others, all speak of a world of
soul and spirit which for them is just as real as
the world we see with our physical eyes and
touch with our physical hands."
Rudolf Steiner
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	Prologue
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	Imagine a world where ghosts roam around,
searching for something that cannot be found.
Thirst gives a power to their tired feet,
mind forms the mist in which they stray creep.
Endless sunk hunger the creatures are taught,
forever keep looking for feed that they brought.
An empty clear purpose they eager pursue,
keeps them in roaming wherever there’s a cue.
The mind sees its colors as long as it hopes!
Courageous free puppets do follow its slopes.
Closing your eyes, the hunger is felt!
Revealing the lands, the steps will be held.
The being that reads these, desire brought in!
Grasping his mind, forever seeks sin.
Found as the one, here born from sheer rage!
Revealing my hunger, you shall open your cage…


		
			[image: ]
		

		
			[image: ]
		

	Act #1
Prophecy
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	Drakko: ‘the lifeless have been crushed,
the darkness passage shows!
Gifted wounds spill blood,
a candle near felt
knows.
Tunnel built for rats!
Inside, I come slow.
Mystery remains,
how the wise one does not know…?
Presence bound by reins,
deep in candlelight.
Perhaps he does true know!?
Toying
his fresh mite…
Mindly cries I dampen,
yet silence keeps me blind!
Warm wave of the candle strengthens!
Closing is my bind…
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	An unknown feel sliths in!
Burying deep in skin.
Never have I dived,
into abyss of this kind!
The light embraced my kin!
An aging sight still thin…
a room deprived of things,
mere candle
calls me in…
The wise one masked there is!
Shadows guard his bliss…
tight embrace, closed eyes,
body
chained by mind…
The back of wise straight shows,
as statues which are shrined…
the wise one only is!
Eternals give soul kiss.
How long the dark one sits?!
And where his spirit is?!
Crawl inside I shall,
as a cat with no moral…
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	The thoughts I keep on hold!
As wise hear one grow old.
Shadows presence mine formed!
Yet he,
is merely cold…
Eclipsing him I near!
Circling meat I close…
his body does not hail!
Since spirit
was not told…
Blade left its sweet warm home,
finding meat brings cold.
Opened eyes, last ohm,
his breath is kept on hold…
The eyes of ones do meet,
as death comes in so sweet…
the wise one does not hate!
Instead,
he offers fate…
Before the eyes form gloam,
an utmost doom is told…’
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	Dark
one:
“When fate of yours is found,
the mask will keep you bound!
Every thing you see or feel
to your true self
it all will kneel!”
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	Drakko:
‘Again, the spirit left,
as body was mere theft…
fall the meat I cause!
That deadly were my jaws…
From dream as I awake,
when candlelight brings shake…
hate, revenge should sift!
Yet he only gave me gift…
The mask I pick from dust.
The spirit left its crust
his dead all turned to rust,
that bloody was my lust…
‘Time for home!’ I think,
as dark was only blink…
at mask I thirsty stare,
call my fate
I dare…
Though the wise one’s words I trust!
Find myself,
I must!’
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	Act #2
Home Sweet Home
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	Lavanya:
“Drakko, my love! Are you whole? Alive?!
What happened in there?! In that devil’s hive…
miss you I did! Scared so for your life!
Please tell me you came, back all, to your wife!”
Drakko:
Asked my worried, beautiful, sweetest, loving
lavanya as soon as I crossed the door to our
farmhouse nearby klan, the accommodating and
lovely village in which I was born.
“I’m well… I think…
I killed him. I managed.
The deed is done,
without myself ravaged…,”
Emerged from my mouth, with a mixture of doubt
and fear, pondering upon whether I actually
managed anything in there while still swimming
deeply in the meaning of the unique encounter…
yet, my wife does not wait around…
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	‘She takes me in,
tight warm embrace,
as her love does fill,
all of my space…
The love that we feel,
keeps us surreal,
she’s the one that I love,
the one whom I kneel.
Grown out of love,
a child us awaits,
more closely could not
be bound our true fates.’
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	“Just a bad dream…
the last one! As promised!
Now I can care
of you and loved klovis…
No more of this!
Our boy’s soon to come…
peace will obey!
Blade won’t touch my thumb.”
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	Yes… it is hard to make promises of bright,
peaceful and love-filled futures, especially in
world such as ours. Kissing her ear and giving her
an offering of no worries are the only remedies
that can be trusted these days.
I know; it is not the first time she’s experiencing
the horrors of my likely death. And as gods always
playfully will it - for purposes hidden to us -
surely it will not be the last either… all we
can do is try.
I have been lucky so far, I must admit… yet, my
luck cannot be tested for eternity… sooner or
later, the blessings of my river will run old and
dry.
Hearing steps aiming for our door, garvan comes
in like a thin bore.
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	Garvan:
“Welcome back to the
land of the living
brother!”
Drakko:
he says with an arising and yet welcoming tone,
arms widespread, walking towards me with an
expression that cannot be misread.
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	Appearing from the small hut next to our
farmhouse where he lives alone, yet alongside
loads of dirt and dust, he probably heard my wife
as she welcomed me home.
Garvan:
“I knew you’ll return,
my brother!
Once more!
Your wits never fail!
Your blade forges gore!”
Drakko:
he comfortably spills out loud with a wide smile,
for which I know him so well…
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	Landing as a feather on a chair, as one with not a
single care in the world, he continues:
Garvan:
“What treasures you did,
bring us this time?
Have magic you seen?!
Is dead that old slime?!”
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	Drakko:
giving a kiss to my wife, both as slight pardon for
interruption by my crazy brother, as well as a sign
that my body is fine, I receive a smile coming from
her magical eyes to be interpreted as a sign of
understanding.
As she slowly starts walking towards the
kitchen to nourish my body after a long journey,
I throw the wooden mask on the table…
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	‘Mask crushes the surface,
and slides, spins around!
They both take light pause,
while wonders are found…
Feeling the new,
the void fills the air!
For a short time we awe..
Feeling the despair…
What was brought in?!
Emerged from nightmare…
my brother has sinned,
mask still was mid-air…’
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	Drakko:
while my sweet lavanya chooses rather not to
ask questions or engage her mind further in this
land of unknown, thus continuing with her tribute,
garvan does not hide his full attraction.
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	Garvan:
“What is that new feel,
which enters my mind?!
To its shapes I kneel!
Remain I still blind…
Is magic there hidden?!
In that wooden crust?!
Call on it, I didn’t!
Yet try it
I must!”
Drakko:
my brother dribbles demonically, combining it
with laughter derived from imagining the deeds
he could perform with such unfathomable power
… I, rather do not…
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	Drakko:
“Tried it I haven’t,
mere wood I do dread…
as I felt its presence,
saw souls that were shed!”
Drakko:
I said quietly, as not to alarm my wife in
the kitchen…
Said, all while facing garvan's thirst from ever
so close, challenging him, and feeding his hunger
further with his favorite twisted smile, and a
look diving deep into his power-craving eyes…
As he gives in and reaches with his hand towards
it, I slam the mask with my hand! As though to
sink it deeper to the table's wooden surface.
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	Drakko:
“Warn you I shall !
My brother sweet, dear…
the dark left our world,
beneath this old gear…”
I reveal, starting to feed on the delicious soup
my love just brought in. Seeing quick doubts
appearing on garvan’s lusting face, I continue:
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	Drakko:
“I mean, he reeaally left!
Sooo before the soul meat shed…
empty the casket
was that remained,
its fire has gone,
for long he was dead…”
Garvan:
“Mystery you cast!
What is it that you mean?!
Don’t tell me what I can’t!
This mask keeps me keen…”
Drakko:
garvan impatiently asked, while lava
planted a soft kiss on my wrinkled
forehead, imagining the horrors I had to go
through…
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	drakkO:
“I mean
sitting him!!
I found!
Mask tight upon his head…
in darkness he was drowned!
Bare candle only fed…
I feel he long has sit…
looong before my wit…
forever, could be crowned.
To us,
it is unsound…”
Garvan:
Drakko:
asked garvan with deep distaste…
“Sitting?!”
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