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    For the seekers —who question what is written,who doubt what is worshipped,who believe that hunger, too, can be holy.
For every brother who has ever carried another,for every heart that has chosen love over certainty —this story is yours.
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Foreword
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When I began writing Veils of Maya, I kept returning to one stubborn feeling: that memory is a country with borders we cannot see. Myth lives there. Grief lives there. So do the stories our grandparents whispered between thunder and lamp-smoke. This book is my attempt to walk those foggy roads and listen — to the forest of Wayanad, to the serpents of old vows, to a boy who refuses to accept that the gods must decide his fate.

I wanted this story to feel as though it had been told by firelight and also typed at a modern desk; to sound like the wind moving through bamboo while carrying questions that only our age could ask.
Why do cycles repeat? What price do we pay to remember — and what is lost when we forget? Is truth a light, or a shadow that teaches us how to see?
If you find something here you’ve carried for a long time — an ache, a prayer, a rebellion — consider it returned to you, polished by time.
Thank you for stepping beyond the veil with me.
— K Vishnu Prasad
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Part I – The Fall
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Invocation: Om Rahave Namah — shadow unbound, illusion awakened.





Brothers of the Forest

IN WAYANAD, THE FOREST breathes first. It exhales mist through the hollows of bamboo and braids the morning with the low hymn of cicadas. Among that endless green lived a tribe that still listened to the earth. Aadi walked with the rhythm of the trees in his veins. Arul, his younger brother, walked with their light. Where Aadi’s gaze lingered on shadows, Arul laughed in sunlight — two halves of the same prayer.

Their father, the tribe’s quiet guardian, taught reverence before speech. “Every god begins as a sound,” he would say. “And even the wind prays before it moves.” Yet Aadi, restless with thought, asked, “Who listens when no one prays?”
The answer, if there was one, waited in the soil.
The monsoon bided its hour. Dragonflies stitched silver over the paddy water. A pilgrimage to ancient Thirunelli approached — bones to be washed, vows to be renewed. But Aadi woke each dawn from the same dream: a black sun that devoured light and wept fire. When he rose, the canopy seemed to listen.





The Fateful Crevice

RAIN CAME LIKE A CURTAIN torn open by thunder.
Aadi and Arul ran deeper than they meant to, chasing the echo of a wounded peacock, feet slipping on leaf-slick stone. The ground gave way beneath Arul — a seam in the hill’s old skin hidden under moss.
“Aadi!” he cried, and vanished.

Aadi lunged, palms flayed by rock. He caught Arul’s wrist for a shivering second before the stone under his knees cracked with a sigh. The earth opened its mouth and swallowed them both.

They fell onto a floor impossibly smooth — no grit, no grain. Arul moaned and then went still, his spine wrong under Aadi’s fingers, breath like a frayed thread. The chamber around them was ancient, older than names. Serpents were etched on the walls in endless loops. At the center hovered a sphere of dark light — a lamp that seemed to drink the very dusk it made.

Aadi moved as if music pulled him. When his fingers brushed the sphere, memory roared through him: stars birthing themselves from oceans; gods striking pacts with demons; a serpent circling the rim of the world. One name burned like a wound: Rahu.





The Touch of Rahu

WHEN AADI WOKE, HIS body lay beside Arul’s — yet he floated above both, light as ash. He saw himself kneeling, the bruise blooming across his arm like ink under skin. The shrine thrummed, whispering through the stone: Not yet. The veil remembers.

Darkness tore like silk. A face rose from the void — neither man nor god, eyes like eclipses, lips moving without breath.

“Om Rahave Namah,” it murmured from inside his bones. “The chain rusts. The dream stirs.”

Aadi reached toward it, and the world convulsed. Light became pressure, pressure became sound, and sound became Arul’s cry. He fell back into his body with a gasp.

The sphere flickered once and dimmed. Rain found its way through the cracks above, threading the chamber with cold. Aadi dragged Arul toward the ragged window of daylight far overhead, every muscle burning, some other strength inside him burning brighter.

Outside, the forest held its breath. Far below, in the hollow that had been still for centuries, the dark light pulsed again — faintly, like something remembering how to breathe.
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Part II – The Breaking
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Invocation: Om Sarpa Devaya Namah — may the serpent’s memory keep the world from forgetting.




Return to Reality

AADI JOLTED AWAKE, his chest heaving as if he had been pulled from the depths of a raging river. The cold stone floor of the chamber pressed against his skin, but the pain he expected was gone. His hand instinctively touched his forehead—smooth, unbroken, unmarked. The bruise that had throbbed like fire only moments ago was no more.

For a fleeting second, he wondered if the entire vision—the floating, the glowing shrine, the figure of light—had been nothing but a dream. Yet the chill that lingered in his veins, and the strange heaviness in his heart, told him otherwise.

“Anna...”

The weak, pained voice cut through the silence. Aadi’s gaze snapped downward. Arul lay twisted on the rocks, his breath shallow, his face drained of color. Blood had soaked his torn shirt, and his legs bent at unnatural angles.

Aadi scrambled to his brother’s side, lifting him as gently as he could. Arul groaned in agony but forced his eyes open. Relief flickered in them, fragile and fleeting.

“You’re alive,” Aadi whispered, voice breaking. “Hold on. Just hold on.”

The air in the chamber had grown heavier, as though the shrine itself was watching them. Shadows stretched unnaturally long, whispering at the edges of his vision. Aadi swallowed hard, fighting the growing dread. He had no time to linger.

With a strength he didn’t know he still had







The Father’s Fall















Angoor’s Wisdom
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