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The Epic Journey of Yogdrasil
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I am known as Kask suhnu Rikardau,

Subnu Henree, subhnu Yan, subrmu Nod, u 0 A

This is my testament. Things 1 hath seen.

The words I hath heard. The horror and
Hope.
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I ask no pardon nor mercy, nor pass.







For there are no beginnings and no ends.
There s only dresss. Only smemory

I remember  city, i and beighe

Towas the city sitting upon & hill

That shining city. That bescon of hope.
Yet fear lived without. Disorder within,
In this place did 4 grest evil take root,
Infecting what once was full of promise.




Crushing the needy under his soft boot,

His rule seemed sudden to the privileged
Few,

The truth is, he always ruled the wordd.

This tizne, he chose to come out of the
Dark,

To destroy all fllusions of justice.




The oppressed refused to suffer his reign.,
Finding an iron-will, they struck him down,
That the city on & hill might retsra,

His disciples had fallen before them,

And the people tried to unjte as one.

They had found the will to shed their old fears,
For they had no choice. The city was docmed.
The OuangePrince was not the ome at fault,
He simply fed on our base instincts,
Speeding the doom of our cy with hate.
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Storms shook our very bones. Fury
Unchatred,

Hunger and thirst stalked us all like il
Beasts,
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Yet, hope was not lost. The Fateg had, ™ * “»
MNot fled. 6
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With a child's eyes, 1 sgw it all unfold. d"'h

Vision and magic they wove together. 7
Y gedrasil grew to take us to the stars.
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An stk s of old, to save what we could.

W fucky few became hope. The future.
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We left our dead home on an unknewn path,
Sters our destingtion, Twin stars. Siblings.

I, 3 child gripped my grandparent’s hands tight.
As e estered che deep nigh,they looked down. 18 ,;5(

“Warming me with love, placing me sbed.

| My soul drifted into sleep's gende grasp.
1 do not know how long | slept and dreamed,










Yet, In&nwﬁh:uﬂ&qﬂ:
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Screams of the dying, Bchoing fadness.
Their cries for help shaking my tiny bed.

Voice.

Drenched in fear | faced a ywisling
Sarkress.

My being shook. My throat ached. ] was
Lost.

Surrounded by a mad bloody tumult,
I desperately cried for my grandparents.







