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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.
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