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THE PROPHECY

In the forest dark and drear

Lies the city of Grim.

People there are pale and scared,

Their lights have become dim.

The monster from the Devil’s Peak

Has stolen the magical Orbs

To make the others weak,

So he could grow strong.

Something strange once happened

In the dark past of Grim:

A wounded moth came wondering

Onto the Witch’s brim.

With the powers of the moon

The Witch made her human,

And after many days in doom,

She turned into a woman.

She was taken to Oggadot

As her last resting place.

Under the willow and satin cloth

She fell asleep in grace.

It’s said that when the moon is right,

She’ll be brought back to life,

And the black Wolf is watching by

Her grave, night after night.

The Wolf has lived for centuries,

No one knows, why

He guards the grave from the enemies

With a howl like a cry.

She’ll be awoken by the flare

Of the Orb of magic

To leave behind her nightmares

And the past so tragic.

When the moon has made a thousand tides,

It’s time for her to rise

From the bed of the wild thymes,

The moonlight in her eyes.
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GRIM

Once upon a time,

Grim was not so grim.

The future looked bright,

There was magic of every kind.

Lively markets, happy men,

Children circling the forest fen,

Magical Orbs of every form

For any household chore.

People were kind and open-hearted

Letting the Orbs fly free and unguarded.

The city was bathing in light

And nothing could ruin the sight.

Some of the Orbs had stronger force.

The wise men who knew more

Collected them to fight against

The other wizard lords.

The fight over the power Orbs

Increased and escalated.

People locked up inside their homes,

The laws were violated.

Darkness fell upon the town.

Everyone minded their own,

Concealing the Orbs inside their hearts

Where they were not for loan.

Evil crept into the town

Slowly through the minds

Of the witches who yearned to rule.

The greed had made them blind.

They tried to break into the minds

Until one of the magical Orbs,

After one attempt too many,

Turned Malevolent from its core.

It observed the citizens,

Absorbing evil strengths.

It grew and grew,

And one day it knew,

It could take the shape of men.

Malevolent the Orb now invaded the heart

Of a monster called Mörk.

His den was in the haunted farm

Where he mostly lurked.

No heart could hide the magic inside.

Mörk made the defences fall.

He crushed the hearts and snitched the spells,

Becoming the mightiest of them all.

Everything started to die,

Withering, smothered with grime.

The city of Grim became as grim

As for centuries it has been.

Misty mountains and foggy woods

Where the trees stood dead and crooked.

The light was gone, the darkness hung,

And people were afraid to look.

The citizens hid behind the masks,

So Mörk could not see their faces.

All they could do is worship the moon

And all its changing phases.

The witches of a secret coven

Finally made up their mind

And hid the Orbs with ruling force,

Leaving the monster blind.

For centuries have they rested in peace,

Awaiting the chosen one

To dethrone Mörk

And set the folk free.

And now the time has come.
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MY NAME IS LUNA

The moonlight shines upon the grave

Of the lunar child.

She opens her eyes to welcome the light

And its restoring might.

She then inhales the earthy wind

That smells like dirt and moss.

In dusty cloak her pale white skin

Yields an eerie gloss.

For many centuries, in her sleep

She only had one dream

Of the moon and the golden moth,

The witch and the willow tree.

She cannot quite see what is real,

Her soul is an empty vessel.

She finds a strange scar on her chest

And a necklace of a moonstone bezel.

Touching the gem, she gets a glimpse

Of a dream-like picture

Where the moonstone is placed on her

By a grey-haired wizard.

It’s a talisman forged by a Witch

Who had a magical Orb

That has the power to resurrect

The one that had already gone.

With the powers of the moon

The Witch made her human,

And after many days in doom,

She turned into a woman.

Naming her after a moon deity,

The Witch tells Luna, why

She is destined to join the trinity

Of Earth, Sea and Sky.

In the arms of Mother Earth

She would rest until the time

When humble heart and modest mind

Shall no longer stay inside.

The witch gave her a talisman

To give her wings to fly.

When she becomes a moth, she can

Feel free in the night sky.

When the moon was full, an owl sat still

On the willow tree.

The people called it the Chosen One,

Hoping to break free.

As the cricket chirping quits,

She interrupts her dream.

The birds are numb and everything

Is ghastly quiet and still.

In the darkness of the shadow

Of the willow tree

Luna sees a big black Wolf

Glaring at her with a glee.

The Wolf creeps into the cave

Where Luna sits by her grave.

His fur is soaking from the haze

Of the morning rain.

He brushes her neck with the tip of his tail

And gives her a longing stare.

She’s instantly hooked into the look

As blue as the summer day.

A quick shiver runs down her spine,

There’s something oddly peculiar

In this mystery Wolf, big as a man,

And a clock charm that looks familiar.

The Wolf tries to leave but then he sees

The talisman on her chest.

It freezes him over, he cannot flee,

It’s the reason for his quest.
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THE CHOSEN ONE

Four pitch-black Ravens enter the cave

With a chilly gust of wind.

They take the shape of the Mystic men

Revealing an Orb from within.

For centuries have they hidden the sphere

From the monster’s eye.

They have kept if safe from his greedy hands,

This Orb he could not find.

This time Ravens the guardians

Give Luna the power Orb

To revive the sleeping magic

That lies within her force.

The mighty Orb will make her rule

The magical kingdom of Grim.

The time has come for her to run

The empire that once was one.
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“Behold the power of this Orb

Of the purple shade:

It regulates the elements

And it can invoke rain.”

“It once belonged to a mighty witch,

But now it is just a song.

With its power you will regain

What was lost for too long.

Embrace the elemental power

And help Grim’s people to recover.

The monster has seized us and brought his men.

We fear we can never use magic again.”

“The times are grim. We trust, you can bring

Some light into our land.

Your army awaits, so take the place

Your word is our command!”
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ILLUMINATE

Luna sees the magical light

Inside the glowing Orb.

She feels how the force of life

Runs through her veins once more.

The Ravens show her the secret way

To the hidden place.

They let her know about the tale,

The woman, the moon and the hares.

The citizens wait for the deity,

And there is more to that:

They worship the hares and wear the masks

To cover their faces from the ghast.

“They wait for the one who is said to arrive

With a warren of hares

Carrying torches and marching to war

Against the evil shades .”

“But now you need to hide yourself

From Mörk’s evil eye.

He is searching for new faces

And he has all the might.”

“You must recover the hidden Orbs,

They will show you the way.

You are the heiress of the witches,

You’ll be the one who’ll reign.”

The Ravens withdraw from the chilly cave

Leaving Luna behind.

She starts to feel how the purple Orb

Is searching for her mind.

She holds the sphere in her hands,

As it starts raising the wind.

The purple power is growing fast

From the core within.

The whirlpool of magical elements

Sets the forest creek

Ablaze in fire, bright purple pyre,

Unleashing the mystique.

For a while, the deceased forest

Looks much more alive

As the shadows reclaim what they possessed

After the magical fire.
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MELANCHOLIA

The shadows hover high above,

It feels like they’re alive.

So Luna rushes into the fog

With her purple fire.

The Orb guides her through the mist

That stands like a spellbound wall,

Until the air starts clearing up

And she can see beyond.

She sees a shimmering sparkling light

On the ground in the moss,

Swirling into a glimmering pale blue Orb

On the spot she just walked across.

As she lifts up the new-found Orb,

It fills her mind with sadness.

Her chest is crushed with melancholy,

It almost feels like madness.

She sees herself inside the Orb

With a shade of a man.

She feels the fire inside her chest,

The look she’s seen back then.

He speaks to her without words

And her heart is more alive.

It hurts, when Luna feels her chest,

There is no burning fire.

She’s shouting through the raging flames,

But he just turns away.

She must relive the striking pain

Of being left astray.

She sees the white spears that are sent

To take away the pain.

A twitch,

Then darkness falls for many years,

The moth, the willow and the witch.

She cannot really comprehend

The images just shown.

The uncanny man that followed her

Evading the sandstorm.

This Orb is very different

From all the other Orbs.

It beholds the mystery

Of the ancient scrolls.

It shows you your past or the tragedy

That you must not let pass.

It makes you who you are doomed to be,

It sees through your soul like through glass.
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ICEHEART

Luna hears the pale blue Orb

Call her name again.

She turns down its every call

To avoid the pain.

But the Orb invades her mind,

Whelming her with pictures

Of the past and the tragedy

That left her heart weakened.

She perished back there in the sand

Because of that treacherous man.

Her feelings for him were intense,

The dismay felt immense.

The icy spears of the Gods they met

Had cut her heart in half.

They left marks on her pale white skin,

Destroying her aching heart.

Now stuck inside her chest remains

A fragment of a spear.

It is going to save her more than once,

She will feel no fear.
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LA FOLIE VERTE

Luna walks through the misty woods,

When suddenly she finds

An old crooked shack right on her way

With a weird shimmer inside.

As she walks close and peeks inside,

She sees two hares playing cards

Around the green Orb that crackles

With numerous flickering sparks.

On the shaky cluttered table

She sees a bottle of juice.

Apple or not, for all we know,

It makes the hares amused.

She enters the shattered house

And almost steps on a mouse

That can’t walk straight anymore,

Carrying a cork in its mouth.

“What is this, tell me lads?”

Luna asks the hares

Who giggle and laugh

Surrounded by

A floating light green haze.

“Come here and meet the Witch

Who used to own this Orb,

All the way from Paris, “Mais oui!”,

She does know how to party!”

“Come and meet the Folie Verte

We call it the Green Madness.

It makes you forget everything,

Including your sadness”.

“What else does it do to you?”

Luna demands of the hares

Who seem to be more bothered

By an empty glass than scares.

“The owner of the green Orb

Used to fancy men so,

That she made a spell to guide them

All the way into her home.”

“This is a powerful Orb

That puts people to sleep.

It makes you do all things weird

Without you knowing a thing.”

“Is that true? Well, that is good.

Now pour me some of that juice,

Let’s talk about the news today!

In Grim Post, anything new?”

Luna sits down with the hares,

Just one trick in her mind.

She needs to get her hands on the sphere

But first let the hares unwind.

They drink the juice to the very last drop,

And the hares start to pop.

Then the trick that she makes really quick,

She nicks the sphere with a hop.

She casts a spell upon Grim,

Using the light green haze.

The lights of the minds start to dim,

Enchanted and amazed.

“Tomorrow when the moon shines bright

The paths will glow in green light.

Follow it into the city

With no fear in your minds!”

“Look at the magnificent sheen!

Let it make you fall asleep.

I will guide you across the creeks

Along the white lily fields.”

“In the darkness of the night,

With the full moon shining bright,

The enchanted shall unite

Under the spell of the mad green light.”
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WOLF AND THE MAIDEN

Luna rushes to the woods,

Not giving the hares a look.

The thought in her mind has made her blind,

To free the people, unbind.

She doesn’t see the Wolf appear.

He walks just right behind,

To hasten across the meadow ahead

And meet her in the moonlight.

They both just stare at each other there

Without saying a word.

Their minds converse with courtesy

But their hearts are burning with hurt.

Luna walks towards the Wolf

And runs her fingers through his fur.

The Wolf gives her a deep blue stare,

Gently leaning towards her.
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They walk together for a while

It almost feels like a dream.

A distant picture in an old style

Of them two and a moon beam.

The Wolf sees a glimmering necklace

Under Luna’s coat.

It catches his eye, and for a while,

He can see what he had long sought.

Quickly, Luna covers the charm,

The moment of dreams is gone.

Giving into the fantasy of her mind

Was a mistake she’d leave behind.

She leaves the Wolf and walks towards

The city far away.

Tomorrow she will lead her troops

To the triumphant day.
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THE HEX

The mysterious green morning comes.

The wind is swirling in the trees.

Luna walks her path and hums,

Ready to set the city free.

She feels a seed of doubt inside

Of using the Orb for this:

To command the people in their dreams

Into the fight for bliss.

Yet in her heart she knows:

The fear has been there for too long.

The people would have not stood against

The one who did them wrong.

The citizens have been waiting

For her to set them free.

This is real, for all she knows.

What else? She cannot see.

“What is in it for me,

When Grim is set free?

Will I die again

And sleep forever in peace?”

“Until the dusk I don’t need to know more

What future I’m going to find.

The hex is real, and within my heart

I know, it is justified.”
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ALL EARS!

The misty morning with green haze

Comes sooner than she’d thought.

The citizens walk through the valleys and fields,

Commanded by the Orb.

The citizens fill the market place,

Armed with hammers and axes.

They are ready for the fight

Against Mörk and his taxes.

Luna steps on the podium

To address the dozens.

The magical green symposium

Initiates the new coven.

“I speak to you, dear people of Grim,

At last, the time has come

To fight him and defeat him,

And never to succumb.”

“We are going to win this battle

And get our lives on track.

We’ll fight for our dreams, recover the Orbs

And the light will come back!”

“I’m here to lead you and defeat

The monster and his minions.

Now seize the Ghastlings! Leave Mörk for me,

He is my dominion.”

After the initial shock,

The troops cheer their new leader.

The green light has made them content,

They seem overly eager.

Luna takes the banner of Grim

And burns it down with magic.

The new flag is fluttering now

For all the years so tragic.

The Devil’s Peak is rising high

Behind the darkest forest.

Luna bravely takes the lead

Followed by her warriors.

They hear the monster screaming

But they do not feel fear.

It is the hex that makes them

See everything so clear.

The troops surround the giants

Who get their height from fear.

Mörk feeds them with black forces

And holds the monsters dear.

These beasts are known as Ghastlings.

They guard the magical force

Under a large dome where the Orbs

Are harvested like crops.
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THE DEVIL’S PEAK

The troops draw closer to Mörk’s lair.

The woods around are turning drear,

As if the summer turns to fall

And lively warmth to freezing cold.

Droopy plants and moldy leaves,

No bees, no birds, no seeds.

Korku the Beekeeper with only one nest,

Trying to fill their needs.

Mörk’s kingdom feeds on fear

And he himself on souls.

In his lair on The Devil’s Peak

They are locked within the walls.

The troops enter Mörk’s yard

In the most chaotic group.

They baffle him with a massive chant

And start invading the stoop.

Meanwhile Luna sees her chance

To enter the dreadful halls.

As she sneaks through the galleries,

She hears moaning through the walls.

Comforting the restless spirits

Trapped inside the stones,

She makes a promise to free them all,

If they muffle their calls.
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MÖRK

The stairs lead Luna into the hall

Where a dark whirlpool rises.

Mörk stands in the middle of it all

And looks very surprised.

Like a smoke, he vanishes

To strike her from behind,

But Luna has envisioned it

In the blue Orb’s light.

She knows his moves, and he will try to prove

His powers by grabbing her heart.

But Mörk doesn’t know, that inside Luna’s chest,

There is nothing for him to find.

Luna faces the monster

With no fear in her mind.

She is going to win this contest,

The mirrors are all aligned.

“You’re being nothing but a bully,

Our lives you try to nick

Like a pest, pushing and pulling,

‘Cos your own one just won’t kick?”

“You are feeding from anger and greed

But there’s no one you need.

You’re left all alone with your hate,

It must be so hard to take.”

Enraged, the monster rises

To his entire size.

He looks down at Luna

Who looks small and surprised.

He opens his mouth and starts to speak.

The walls crackle from the rumble.

The monstrous noise would scare the weak

But Luna’s not feeling humble.

“Hey, you little song bird,

Now I’ll devour your heart.

The pain and sorrow I will find

Are just a snack to start.”

“You seem to have no slightest clue,

What the others are ready to do

To get rid of the torment and pain

That love inflicts on you.”

“You know, they are ready to succumb

To the internal darkness,

Just to feel a moment of peace

And no pain under the harness.”

“I see myself as a maker of good,

When you see me as a spook.

I give people what they need,

And you dare call it greed?”

Luna then sees her chance

And uses the magic of mirrors.

As she shows Mörk his own face,

His force starts to diminish.

Mörk tries to grab Luna’s chest

In order to stick his claw

Into Luna’s heart to fetch

All the hidden Orbs.

“I am a lunar child

And I reflect the light.

Instead of trying to reach my heart,

You’re reaching yours inside.”

The monster looks distressed,

Now holding the Malevolent Orb

Once hidden inside his chest,

Providing him with force.

Just like that, like a puff of smoke,

Mörk vanishes into the air,

And Malevolent the Orb

Rolls down towards the stairs.

Luna captures the monster’s Orb,

Not knowing what to do.

Mörk is dead, and now his troops

Have a new leader of the group.

A gown emerges from the black whirlpool,

Stitched by the swirls of smoke.

Luna’s own dress is overruled

By the wicked cloak.
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THE DARK THRONE

Melancholia the blue Orb

Glows under the cloak.

It has something else to show

In the whirls of smoke.

It shows a dragon and a man,

Wanting back his wings.

He betrayed a friend with a scam

And gave her to the kings.

To the knives she’s lost her life,

Floating into the dark,

Until she is saved by Wizard the Wise

Who gave her a lively spark.

The Dragon tried to turn back time,

And they both ended up here.

He has lost track and cannot find

The way to the first square.
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He could but turn into a Wolf,

A black hellhound-like dog.

They called him Garmr, when he was seen

Guarding the graves in the fog.

Now Luna sees, why he has been

Walking just right behind:

He must have seen the talisman,

The one he needs to find.

Along the way he seems to yearn

For something to possess:

A key, a clock, or a talisman,

The greed keeps him obsessed.

Luna looks into the blue Orb

To see the Wolf is there.

She doesn’t want to find out more

And douses the light of the sphere.
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“This is my time, the Wolf will not find

What he needs this time.

I have all it takes to keep him away

From messing with my mind.”

The troops stand under the balcony

Of Mörk’s empty den.

They cheer for their new leader,

Now standing before them.

Luna feels victorious,

The Malevolent in her hand.

She holds the power to rule them all,

It is hard to understand.

Will she fight against the might

Of the evil Orb?

Or will it fill her soul with light

She never thought to know?

So far no souls are yet released,

No Orbs are yet returned,

Grim still remains as grim as before,

The fate has not been turned.

Now only time will tell,

How this story unveils.

How contagious the greed may be,

And what Luna does to her needs.
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