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Introduction 

  

 For a very long time I have been interested in many domains, but most recently I find architecture, 
especially the old one, to be a great source of inspiration. This thesis, artistic by its nature, isn’t different by 
any means.  I try to combine contrasting interests of mine and collage my way into something new, that both 
stays faithful to the primary sources of inspiration, but in the same time can be recognized as something 
unique as much as possible on its own. The topics that serve as inspiration for the development of this thesis 
are the Romanian architecture and storytelling or narration. The role that I am assuming during this research 
is that of a storyteller, in my attempt to create a fantastic world that can work and exist in a fictional setting.  

I grew up in Romania, a post-communist country. The Socialist Regime tried its best in order to 
remove the traditions, cultural heritage and a lot of the things that were characteristic for our people during 
centuries. One of the specific elements that keeps alive the national identity was our national architectural 
style, able to incorporate most of identity in one complex thing. 

The years passed by and buildings designed in this style until World War II were removed during 
Socialist Regime, either they were too damaged by the war that just passed, or didn’t fit well with the new 
state ideology, or because of the city restructuration plans and they were demolished. Not all of them 
perished in time, so far, I managed to identify four types of buildings, mapping the architectural landscape 
of my country: 

 The ones where the owners managed to restore the building to its former glory. This category is the 
rarest from these categories of buildings, most of the constructions that fit here are public 
institutions or places of heritage, like churches or castles.  

 The ones destroyed by the new owners, when recently attached elements that simply don’t fit with 
the construction style in order to modernize building. This category was born from indifference, 
poverty and lack of education. The former specific elements of the buildings are still existing under 
all the modifications. 

 The ones which are most commonly seen - the abandoned ones. For the buildings from this category, 
it is only a matter of time until nature will come and retook them back, finding ample space to grow 
and develop in those mystical places in which man vanished long time ago, while life had continued 
without interruption. The most common in this category are usually the private houses.  

 The ones not worth saving – where the stage of degradation is too advanced and the involving 
investment costs just to bring them back to life are too high. Basically, pieces of history waiting to 
crumble away, to make place for the progress. 

 
There can be noticed something beautiful and almost romantic in a sad kind of way about all of them. 

Each building has a different story and history. Every now and then, I find myself wondering about the lives 

of those people that used to live in those architectural jewels. Old architecture is rich in whispers from by 

gone Era’s, creating a reality that seem to be so different from what we are used to, building an imaginary 

world. 

 My Master work is composed of several elements, each of them important in their own way: 

 The Thesis - This part of the study has the role to support the practice in order to give a better 

understanding of the subject. Here I intend also to illustrate with the help of pictures taken by me 

during the research I have done on the topic. 
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 Fictional stories - Legends that I created in order to add a glimpse in the life of those that once 

inhabited the spaces presented in the ceramic practice. They can be found in the Appendix. 

 Collages - 2D models, possible variations of the subject and different versions of the same topic, 

which could also be seen as alternative outcomes.  

 Ceramics - 3D sculptures built in order to support the concept about what the architecture in this 

imaginary world could possibly look like. 

 The last element of my thesis is the final presentation - I decided to go on with the idea of mapping 

the landscape of the space in which those fictional buildings could be found. 

 

My practice presents three subjects: the Castle, the Church and the Shop/Private house. The Church 

fits in the category of anthropological places as described by Marc Augé in his book “Non-places, introduction 

to an anthropology of super-modernity”. The modern city center usually is composed of two places of power: 

the Church, as the symbol of religious authority and the City Hall, symbol of the civil authority1. The Church 

was chosen as a theme for this project exactly for this reason and the Castle, in my opinion, is a symbol of 

the authority of the Monarch, and I have chosen to represent it in my practice. The last one of the ceramic 

pieces is the Shop/Private house, which is inspired by a real place, close to my grandmother’s house from 

where I have many childhood memories. The reason of picking this specific building is based on my own 

interactions with the place and because of the multitude of stories that happen behind the facades of the 

private houses, the intimacy of everyday life.  

While my study doesn’t aim to find answers to most important questions of the world, this paper 
could be seen as an examination of my own capacity to develop an idea into a small part of a universe. With 
my thesis I try to create feelings of curiosity into the viewer, eventually leading them perhaps to see old 
architecture through another lens. The key word for my thesis is “fiction”, since central idea of its design lie 
in the concept that maybe somewhere similar societies to ours developed, having their own history and 
experiences that are worth telling, making a trip from the Past to the Present by the means of architecture. 
Asking questions about the inhabitants of those foreign lands such as: What were the people that lived there 
like? How was their life? Were they living a nice happy life surrounded by loved ones? Or perhaps they 
suffered immense troubles and losses in their time?  In many ways, the place I try to create through my 
practice should resemble the Earth we know, yet also be different in certain ways. As the Dutch architect 
Rem Koolhaas once said: “A building has at least two lives – the one imagined by its maker and the life that 
loves afterward – and they are never the same”2 

In brief, I could say that the main goal is creating an imaginary world connected with existing 
buildings. 

 

 

 

                                                           
1 Marc Augé, “Non-places, introduction to an anthropology of super-modernity”, publisher Verso, London/New York, 
1995, page 65 
2 Koolhaas, Rem. "The invention and reinvention of the city" Journal of International Affairs, vol. 65, no. 2, 2012, 
page.115 
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Chapter 1 – Places, Non - places and the Importance of the 

Memories we do not have 

 

In this chapter I will expand the theoretical part of the thesis, focusing on two concepts: the idea of 

“places / non-places” developed by Marc Augé and the “anemoia” feeling analyzed by John Koenig. 

 The idea of non-places is a concept created by the French Anthropologist Marc Augé and it refers to 

those places where usually feel unwelcoming and strange, where people are in a constant passing. Some 

traditional non-places can be considered the bus stations or airports but the concept expands rapidly 

nowadays. The definition given by the author is very explicit: “If a place can be defined as relational, historical 

and concerned with identity, then a space that cannot be defined as relational, or historical or concerned 

with identity will be a non-place”3.  

This concept of places and non-places is flexible, altering positions depending on the person they are 

related to. In my opinion, this concept fits to places such as ruins or abandoned architectural monuments, 

since can be noticed a strong dependency of the time we are looking at. In my home country, we have a 

saying “Omul sfinteste locul”, through translation: “People bless the place”. The concept of ruins and non-

places is very interesting in my opinion and deserves a special approach. Walking through abandoned rooms, 

I personally can feel a strange idea of a home, a place that was once warm and inhabited by its owners, a 

family from another time. I can walk between abandoned walls and feel the warmth of a familial embrace, 

and I can picture how the interior would have looked like, where the stairs would have been covered in an 

elegant carpet or where the floor would crack in the middle of the night. After all, in my opinion the main 

difference between a place and a non-place are our memories and our personal experiences connected to 

them. As long as it is a memory of the space, it is a place. As we grow up, our memories start to fade until 

eventually we can only small bits of our childhood or our life as a whole, thus our life becoming a collage.  

Later Marc Augé expands the subject with the quote “Place and non-place rather like opposed 

polarities: the first in never completely erased the second never totally complete”4. I consider this one to be 

an important quote, highlighting the idea that history of a place can never be erased. The place itself can fall 

to ruins or just disappear completely, but its history will remain, not only in the books, but also in the 

memories of people that witnessed the mentioned place. One example that I can think of is my great 

grandfather’s house. I never seen it, not even in photos, only the ruins in which it is since my childhood. This 

building doesn’t exist anymore, but its history does. Its story was passed to me by different relatives that 

either lived in it or seen it in real life, in a way making it exist in this form in my memories as well even if I 

never seen it in its years of glory. For me, this space can be defined as a place, but for someone outside my 

family it most definitely is a non-place. Same thing can be said about the building that serves as inspiration 

source for my ceramic sculpture depicting the Shop/Private house. Basically, this is the way a story becomes 

a legend, it is repeated to many different generations, eventually losing most of its truth, becoming more 

fiction than reality. 

The book also brings more differences between non-places and places, such as the conflict between 

identity and artificial shared identity. Both of those concepts can mean both place and non-place, because it 

is a matter of how can the word identity be defined. Nowadays we can think as history or culture can be 

                                                           
3 Marc Augé, “Non-places, Introduction to an Anthropology of Supermodernity”, publisher Verso, London/New York, 
1995, pages 77-78 
4 Marc Augé, “Non-places, Introduction to an Anthropology of Supermodernity”, publisher Verso, London/New York, 
1995, page 79 
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elements that define it, but in the same time there is such thing as corporate culture for example. Office 

buildings and supermarkets or malls are, by definition, non-places based on my experiences, they are 

unwelcoming and cold. One such example can be the teenagers, that lacking any better space to hang out, 

they go and spend their free time in malls for example. From their perspective, a non-place is a real place 

with many memories attached to it. Our experience in regard the space is the key for placing it in any of the 

two categories.   

One last important point bought up is “there is no room for history there, unless it has been 

transformed into an element of spectacle”5, in reference to non-places. This sentence motivates very well 

the fluidity of the concept. In this manner I can think of spaces such as museums or historical landmarks, 

castles or churches. In a way two of my sculptures represent non places from this point of view. Big empty 

spaces that with the passing of time became “historical spectacles” because they lost their initial purpose. 

Both are spaces that act as touristic points nowadays, with lots of people coming and going every day. With 

all this movement one can wonder what even means home in those conditions. Marc Augé giving an answer 

to this, through paraphrasing Combray ‘s philosophy: “The sign of being at home is the ability to make oneself 

understood, without too much difficulty and to follow the reasoning of others, without any need for long 

explanations”. In my understanding, the people and the memories that we have are just the ones building 

the familiar places. The company in which we find ourselves define the space. The definition of places and 

non-places is strictly connected to the individual and the personal experiences connected to it. The stories 

that I wrote in the Appendix have this exact role, to transform my sculptures from non-places to places. All 

characters I created have a direct connection with the place in which the action happens, so in a way, to 

those personages we may say that those buildings are real places in the whole meaning of the word.  

The second concept that I would like to present is “anemoia”6. “Anemoia” is a neologism presented 

by John Koenig in his project called “The dictionary of obscure sorrows”. The term itself means a strong sense 

of nostalgia for a memory that you do not have, for a time in which you never lived even. I consider that I 

have a strong “anemoiac” feeling inside me for most of the time. I feel it especially when I’m looking at old 

photos of places and people that I have probably never seen or met in real life. In my case, a concrete example 

can be considered my great-grandfather’s house that I mentioned before, which can be very much 

considered a place, built on some great hills covered with vineyards. This house I have seen only in ruins and 

in my mother’s part of the family memories, because after some years a new family house was built in 

another location. Right now, from the old majestic mansion all that is left of it is the basement and several 

walls. But through other people’s memories, I can almost see it as it was in good times. And after all, I think 

this is what everything is about. Our perception can vary a lot from person to person, but one thing can be 

considered true - the memories that we have about spot, transform it, wrap it in a small cover of nostalgia 

and mysticism, transforming it from a desolate dark and ultimately useless thing in a cherished memory of 

an area, transforming even the most unwelcoming non-places into places. 

In the end, the issues that define the idea of a place are just personal perceptions of the things that 

surrounding us, combined with our personal interpretations, preferences and memories, that ultimately 

manage to shape our perception of the space in question. 

 

 

                                                           
5 Marc Augé, “Non-places, Introduction to an Anthropology of Supermodernity”, publisher Verso, London/New York, 
1995, pages 103 
6 John Koenig, “The Dictionary of Obscure Sorrows”, page 168 
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Chapter 2 – Sources of inspiration 

2.1. Architecture 

 

2.1.1. Personal experiences 

Architecture has been always a great source of inspiration for me. I remember when I was around 10 
years old and for the first time in my life, I left the country with my parents to visit some relatives in Brussels, 
Belgium. One of the big questions I had at that time was: “Why their cities look so much better and so much 
more beautiful than ours?” My interest persisted from that time and eventually I found this beauty in my 
own country, especially in the very same cities just a little over one hundred years ago. But the definitive 
moment for my interest in this subject was during my trip in Prague, Czech Republic. During this visit, I had 
the opportunity to stay in one of those beautiful houses built sometime around the end of the nineteenth 
century, and I simply fell in love with it. The amazing hardwood staircase and frankly all of the decorations 
inside made me very interested in architecture. I find the beautiful arches, the spinning columns from the 
entrance, glamourous balconies and the overall interest for detail and ornamentation in the buildings of this 
time to be simply mesmerizing.  Simple things such as the materials used in building those houses, and the 
history of those places made me wonder about their original owners, trying to find remains of the everyday 
life of those people.  

Eventually in time this interest crystallized in my fascination with architecture, especially with the old 
one, ending up to became one of the big subjects that drew my attention. As far as I can remember, I always 
liked to look at windows and balconies and imagining the lives of those that live behind them, to think of 
their daily life and picture what they are like.  

 

2.1.2. Background 

  A combination of hundreds of years of history and culture that developed in this region with the very 
strong foreign influences marked our development as a nation. The Neo – Romanian style gathered 
influences from all around neighboring regions.   

           The evolution of the cultural identity of the Romanian people is deeply rooted in the contrast between 
the Orient and Occident, they most often associate themselves with the Latin origin, yet they practice the 
Eastern Orthodoxy, situation that is largely influenced by the Ottoman rule all over Balkans, deepening this 
contrast, situation common all over this region of Europe. But everything changed when, in the second half 
of the nineteenth century, people that were educated in different fields and subjects in Western Europe 
universities, among which also architecture, started to return home, influenced by the popular ideas and 
designs of this period of time in the Western culture. The Romanian architects, but not only, found a certain 
cultural identity in the inheritance of medieval Byzantine style of the late Middle Ages from the buildings 
from all around the territory of the country. The national Romanian style, also known as Neo-Romanian style, 
was born in the last two decades of the nineteenth century. The style remains popular especially for the 
private houses and official buildings, until the inter-war period.7 

The short timelapse in which the Neo-Romanian style developed in architecture and design is one 
unique, where a combination of factors leads to the birth of something distinctive to this region. The style 
tries to give answers to essential questions such as what defines us as a nation. As an East European country, 
Romania, like many others, suffer from an ongoing identity crisis in my opinion, not Western enough and not 

                                                           
7 Ada Stefanut, “Arhitectura și Proiect Național, Stilul Național Românesc”, publisher NOI Media Print, Bucharest, 

2008, pages 7-17 
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Eastern enough, always being in contradictory position, unable to perfectly fit in any of the categories, just 
like other Balkan countries.  

 

2.1.3 Demolition 

Each city has its own story and its own version of the events that followed the beginning of the 
Second World War. My home town, Ploiesti, can be considered unlucky in this regard. Where approximately 
13 709 tons of explosives were dropped on this area between 1st august 1943 and 19th august 1944 in “Tidal 
Wave Operation” of Allied aviation, with the loss of approximately 9000 buildings destroyed and 1564 dead 
and wounded8. The events that followed the war were not much better unfortunately. It began a fast process 
of industrialization, not only in my hometown, but all over the country. Bringing people from the rural areas 
to work in the cities, and having to provide shelter for them, rise a great challenge for new authorities. The 
buildings affected by war were torn down immediately in order to accommodate the new towns’ people, in 
conclusion, a whole process of restructuring and remapping the cities has started.  

But there are always unforeseen things hiding in the future, both for the buildings and for the people. 
On 4th of March 1977 Romania was hit by one of the strongest earthquakes in its history. It had a magnitude 
of 7.4 degrees on Richter’s scale, affecting most of the South-East regions of the country. The effects of the 
earthquake were devastating, with more than 1500 victims and 35 000 buildings falling down. This natural 
disaster led to an even stronger restructuration of the affected cities, and was used by Nicolae Ceausescu, 
the Romanian dictator of that time, as a motive in order to demolish places of patrimony. One of the most 
important architectural monuments lost in this way was the Mihai Voda Monastery from Bucharest, built in 
15949. The dictator continued a strong policy against religious places up until his death in 1989.  

 

2.1.4. Present day 

For me it is just mesmerizing how many events those buildings have seen. Some of them have the 
honor of witnessing both the darkest and the happiest days of their respective location. Their creators tried 
to pour the advancements of their time in the design of those places, making them unique. Each of them 
showing a strong sense of cultural identity, those buildings know who they are and where they come from. 
The ones built in my time seem to be simple, plain at time, boring and lacking an identity. The same structure 
can be found all around the world, the constructions don't last long, growing taller and taller by day, reaching 
for the sky, putting accent on things such as how cheap and how fast a construction can be done.  

The style is general and lacks a certain soul in my opinion. The materials are inexpensive and unlike 
the old houses made out of bricks and stone, the new ones are made out of materials that are not as resistant 
to the passing of time. I consider to be ironic that in an age that puts so much accent on the need for things 
that last longer and don’t need to be often replaced, our homes are the opposite.   

The stories of the modern buildings, at least to me, are close to non-existence. Maybe they are too 
young to have their own identity, or maybe it is the globalist push towards a type of buildings that represent 
everyone and no one at the same time, but I still fail to see myself in them. This situation reminds me of Italo 
Calvino's book, “Invisible Cities”: “Traveling, you realize that differences are lost: each city takes to 
resembling all cities, places exchange their form, order, distances, a shapeless dust cloud invades the 
continents.”10 

                                                           
8 Gheorghe Marinica & Constantin Trestioreanu, “Marea Carte a Ploieștilor”, volume I, publisher Ploiești-
MIleniul III, Ploiești, 2011, pages 561-562 
9  Andrei Pandele, “Bucurestiul Mutilat”, publisher Humanitas, Bucharest, pages 142-143 
10  Italo Calvino, “Invisible Cities”, publisher Seker & Warburg, 1974, page 125 
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One interesting interaction with architecture happened here in Tallinn, Mustamäe. I got there by 
accident at some point and it made me feel like I got back to my home country, in the neighborhood where 
my grandmother still lives, giving me a strange feeling of foreign and familiar at the same time.  

 Identity is important and I may say that in the old buildings, especially the ones built in Neo-
Romanian style, I can find myself easily. I can find my heritage and culture in the attention paid to the detailed 
arches and windows of those houses, all while the new ones are simple and plain almost like no one ever 
lived in them, leaving no traces of existence on their walls. They seem to share from this point of view 
similarities with the idea of non-places developed by Marc Augé. Through the definition given by the author 
himself, “If a place can be defined as relational, historical and concerned with identity, then a space that 
cannot be defined as relational, or historical or concerned with identity will be a non-place”11. They seem to 
be places in which people never stay too long, similar to office buildings or airports. I had the opportunity to 
stay at one such place, an expensive hotel: white, empty, with very little furniture and an almost bothering 
level of cleanliness. Extremely similar to a hospital room, waiting for the next patient.    

Our experiences dictate the things we like and the ones that we do not. In the end, beauty lies in the 
eye of the beholder as the old saying goes. The past remains in the past while we walk into the future, but 
this doesn't mean we have to leave it all there forever. We can take small bits of it with us on our journey 
and learn from it. 

 

2.1.5. Conclusions 

The late nineteenth century to early twentieth century is interesting for several reasons. It was the 
time of change and modernization all across Europe, but particularly important to the Balkans. For Romania, 
it is the time when we become independent, for the first time after approximately 400 years. And also, the 
time when everything changes, from the wide acceptance of the western fashion of the time, instead of the 
long wavy clothes we used to wear for centuries, to western ideas and artistic currents, all in the pursuit of 
having a new country that could be easily associated with Europe. In the case of Romania, in a paradoxical 
way, the architecture showing all the foreign influences was used to demonstrate our national identity full 
of contrasts and contradictions. Architecture of the period can be considered just one of the reasons of social 
modernization in Romania, according new western standards and trends. 

The immense amount of architecture lost in the past 100 years in some ways, inspired me to dedicate 
my time to research the subject and learn about the buildings, their owners and possibly the tales that they 
never told.  I consider that each building has its own story and those tales are different depending on who 
and how long they lived there, and a lot of questions came naturally in my mind: For how long the structure 
existed and in what shape? Does it stay true to its former shape or did the time change it beyond recognition? 
Each city is different in its own way, no matter how similar they seem, but they won't ever be the same, 
because of the simple fact that, at the end, their stories are just not identical.  

 

 

 

 

                                                           
11  Marc Augé, “Non-places, Introduction to an Anthropology of Supermodernity”, publisher Verso, London/New York, 

1995, pages 77-78 
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2.2. Storytelling as a source of inspiration 

 

2.2.1. Background 

In Romania folklore lies in a very unusual place. On one hand all school students have to learn it and 
make essays about it, so it should be widely known, but in reality, real authentic Romanian folklore is very 
hard to be found besides those very popular myths, and because of the large size of the country, can be 
noticed different forms and versions, depending on the region. I consider there is a clear difference between 
myth and legends12. While myths are pure symbolic stories without any connection with historical characters 
or real places, in legends there is at least a little bit of reality, wrapped in fiction, this allows the story to be a 
lot more real and most of the time. As a specific note, in the case of the Romanian legends, can be observed 
a trend - to be a lot darker in tone, usually not having a happy ending. Legends also never stopped appearing 
and they will continue to appear, connected to a man, or to a place, or even a building, until the end of time. 
From this point of view, my stories could be considered a lot closer to the idea of legend.   

 

2.2.2. Literature and Buildings 

  Each book has an age and, in my childhood, a true eye opener for me were Jules Verne’s titles. His 
works incorporate the progress of his time and the new technologies that appeared, together with his unique 
imagination. His interesting books are also rooted in reality, with settings in real life and fictional given the 
events that happen in his stories. The action presented in his work seemed very engaging and challenging for 
me as I got one of my first contacts with the fantasy genre.  

Later I read “Notre Dame de Paris” by Victor Hugo. The story is a classic one, taking place in medieval 
Paris, all the action focusing either inside the monumental church or in close proximity to it.  The author even 
gave gargoyles a prominent role in the story, focusing both on their ugliness and their role as saviors for the 
main character of the novel. At that time, I really found myself interested in the author's descriptions of the 
church and medieval Paris, in a way leading me in this architecture inspired fantasy genre which is the aim of 
my stories. 

              But possibly the best example in this direction can be considered in Italo Calvino’s book “Invisible 
cities”. The book is structured like a list of dialogues between Marco Polo and the Great Khan. The book 
highlights the endless possibilities in which a city can be shown or described to someone that has never been 
there. This literature source can be considered one important part of the bibliography of my practice. The 
many ways in which he manages to describe the same city in so many different styles since it shows the 
versatility of the idea.  

Of course, important fantasy writers such as J. R. R. Tolkien, whose lifetime contribution to the idea 
of fiction can’t be forgotten, where clear influences can be seen on my work especially in the first story – 
“The castle overseeing the Valley”, from the Appendix. 

 

2.2.3. Dracula and the vampire in media 

For many people, Dracula is the first thing that comes to mind when they hear the name of my 
country, Romania. From the publishing of the gothic novel until nowadays 125 years passed, yet the book 

                                                           
12  Terminology used in this context is referred to the standard definition of the word as presented in the Oxford 
Dictionary, “a traditional story, sometimes popularly regarded as historical, but not authentified” 
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still captivates more and more people. There are several ways in which the book can be read. My favorite 
one, and the one relevant to the thesis, is the city of progress against the old ways. London at the end of the 
19th century was one of the most important cities, not only in Europe but also in the world. It is considered a 
peak of culture and technology of its time. The metropolis is presented in contradiction with the native land 
of Dracula. Transylvania is presented as a place of superstition and magic, ruled by the supernatural. As the 
Count says in his book, “We are in Transylvania, and Transylvania is not England. Our ways are not your ways, 
and there shall be to you many strange things”13.  With other words, it is making a clear parallel between 
modernity of the West and the backward ways from the East. In a way, the general plotline inspired me in 
writing the stories, especially in the general feeling that I tried to inspire through them, a sensation that not 
everything is as it seems. 

Since the first publishing of the book countless adaptations of the story, or inspired by it, appeared 
in media in different forms such as movies, TV shows or games. I will talk about two of my favorite vampire 
media reference works. The first one is “Bram Stoker’s Dracula” from 1992, produced by the director Francis 
Ford Coppola. This story stands out to me mostly because it is a spin on the classic story. Here the vampire is 
presented as a very compassionate man, changing his position from antagonist to the protagonist of the 
story. He is flawed, still a blood drinking monster, but he is presented as very human being and one that can 
relate to his character. In contradiction, Van Helsing is presented as a man with one single vision, a true relic 
of the past, incapable of seeing things in a different way, somehow shifting the places of the characters. But 
the vampire media that influenced me both in the aesthetic of the ceramic work and in the overall feeling of 
the stories was the Netflix animated adaptation of the game franchise “Castlevania”. This show takes certain 
artistic liberties from the original source, but I consider them to be very welcome, incorporating many 
references to real-life inspiration for Dracula and overall Romanian history and culture. One of the main 
differences in this matter is Dracula’s backstory. The show begins with a woman called Lisa, knocking on his 
door, asking for the knowledge stored in his castle in order to heal the people from her village. Eventually 
these two characters fall in love and he is convinced to start to be more “human”. While away, his wife is 
accused of witchcraft and burned to the stake by the church. This event leads Dracula to become mad with 
grief, unable to accept the new reality, he unleashes an army on humankind. While still the villain of the first 
seasons of the show one can’t help, but feel compassion for him and sympathy for his cause. In terms of the 
overall feeling of the story, I tried to emulate this feeling of immense loss, especially in my last story, “On the 
other side of the wall”. Both stories are about grief and the incapacity of letting go in the face of death. 
Sorrow has to be understood as a very strong emotion, capable of building entire narratives or, on the 
contrary, letting them fall in ruins. 

 The fluidity of the story of Dracula is unique, continuing to inspire people in creating new tales. For 
me as a Romanian, the novel is important, because it is one of the only classic books representing a certain 
part of the country. Books inspired by real place have an interesting characteristic, they transform reality and 
enrich it with elements of mystery and magic, having the effect of mythicization of the said region, something 
that I also tried with my own stories. 

 

2.2.4. Media 

  One important source of inspiration for the overall thesis are also games such as the “Dark Souls” 
series, “Bloodborne” or the “Witcher” franchise. Both of them can be considered open world medieval 
fiction, letting the player explore this fictional setting in which he was placed. Literature and gaming are 
interconnected, both telling stories but in different ways. In this sense I was inspired to try to create a similar 
imaginary world. 

                                                           
13  Bram Stoker, “Dracula”, publisher Penguin English Classics, 2012, page 23 
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Novigrad – Witcher 3 14 

 

Yharnam - Bloodborne15 

Of course, no research on fictional settings would not be complete without a reference to 
Mobius.  Jean Giraud, by his real name, is a French comic book artist recognized for his work often depicting 
imaginary universes, creating far and foreign worlds and about the life on these distant lands, often set in 
deserts or desert like environments, sometimes using minerals as an aesthetic for his foreign landscapes. 
Comics are an interesting topic, combining visuals and storytelling in order to help the reader to better 
understand the action or certain design choices when it comes to describing characters and environments. 
My practice can also be considered in a way similar with the idea of comics, having a narrative and a visual 
work that shows how the space where the action takes place looks like. 

 

                                                           
14  https://www.pinterest.com/pin/804314814699601619/ 
1515  https://bloodborne.fandom.com/wiki/Yharnam 

https://www.pinterest.com/pin/804314814699601619/
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2.3. Minerals 

 
Minerals represents one of the big sources of inspiration for shaping my sculptures in clay. I found 

myself interested in their appearance and in the beautiful bright colors minerals have, mostly being inspired 
by their aesthetic. One of the first times when I found myself with the idea of architecture and crystals was 
when I stumbled across this image on Instagram. The mineral in case is called rhodochrosite, and this 
particular one is from a mine from South Africa. The shape of the crystals reminded me of the shape of the 
rooftops of houses from Transylvanian villages and the bright red color only accentuated this feeling. 

  

https://www.instagram.com/p/CFf5Wp_K_DE/    Biertan fortified church and the surroundings16 

 
After intensive research of the topic, I found more and more interesting mineral shapes that can be 

associated with real landscapes. How, for example, the fluorite from the first image resembles the distanced 
mountain houses from a village and how they are placed over the quartz, they seem to be on a mountainous 
region, accentuating those similarities.   

  

https://www.instagram.com/p/CPvNsNCqyzl/             Romanian mountain village in Brasov17 

 

                                                           
16 https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Biertan_fortified_church#/media/File:Kirchenburg_Birth%C3%A4lm.jpg 
17   https://mapio.net/pic/p-42273543/ 

https://www.instagram.com/p/CFf5Wp_K_DE/
https://www.instagram.com/p/CPvNsNCqyzl/
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Another interesting similarity was between crystals and other life forms. One of them and probably 
the most prominent are barnacles. They are small crustaceans that attach to other life forms such as sea 
shells. They seem to live, in my opinion, a semi parasitic way of life, depending of another being for 
movement. In shape I feel like they resemble a little bit the muscovite from the first picture, I could even 
push the idea that the two crystals exist in a similar symbiotic relationship as the barnacles and their host. 

 

  

https://www.instagram.com/p/CQl0yHWqtET/ 
https://www.texassaltwaterfishingmagazine.com/fishing/education/fishy-facts/barnacles-a-
beginning 

 In a way, my work can be seen as cyclic. The prime material is taken from nature, and used for 
building constructions and eventually those constructions will fall apart, being taken back by nature. My 
ceramic works also intend to show the progress of society through architecture. The style changes from 
shapes that resemble more the crystals to the regular architecture we are used to in our world.  

 

 

2.4. Aesthetics 

 In this subchapter I will shortly elaborate my consideration on visual aesthetics that I consider 
relevant to the practice. I see myself as a very intuitive person, focusing more on how I feel about the work, 
instead of following rigid rules. I always had an inclination towards sculpture in ceramics instead of pottery. 
Below I presented several artists whose work connects to my own and are inspiring me.  

 

2.4.1. Kaneta Masanao 

In my ceramic work, an important place is held by the technique of kurinuki. In this sense, an artist 
that uses this style is Kaneta Masanao, Japanese artist coming from a long line of potters, he is using it both 
for tableware and sculptural objects. Kurinuki as a technique that tries to resemble the different natural 

https://www.instagram.com/p/CQl0yHWqtET/
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shapes, such as mountains or other rocky formations, in this way, being very connected with my ceramic 
work. Another thing that I enjoy about it is the fact that it is unpredictable. It is very hard to follow a rigorous 
shape with it, so instead you have to let your intuition guide you. I consider that it is important that both of 
us prefer to use the technique traditionally related with pottery in order to make sculptures. It is an 
interesting change of perspective, giving objects a double meaning in a way. On one hand it is a sculpture, so 
most probably it only has a decorative role, but also is realized with a tableware technique, placing it in a 
kind of in-between place. His series “Landscapes in clay”18  are particularly inspiring to me, because those 
works combine rough sides with soft sides, in a way how I try to combine the rough elements, kurinuki, with 
the soft ones, architectural elements.   

 

 

 

 2.4.2. Joan Fontcuberta 

My practice is composed of two elements, the ceramic 
objects and the stories that I wrote for them. Joan Fontcuberta 
is a Catalan artist whose primary medium is photography, with 
an interest in creating alternative realities. His works also have 
this idea of split practice, between the photography he makes 
and the realities in which he places them. One of my favorite 
series made by him is “Fauna”19, where he explores the notes 
of a lost zoologist. His “objects” in this series are taxidermy of 
those fantastic animals and he also has the well-researched 
part on them, making it all seem credible. I find his idea 
inspiring in the sense of walking the line between reality and 
alternative reality. He is using those notes to support his objects 
in the way I also aspire to use mine. There are certain 
differences between our works, but the idea of the object 
supported by text is still the same.  

                                                           
18  https://www.mirviss.com/exhibitions/landscapes-in-clay2?view=slider 
19  https://www.fontcuberta.com/wp/fauna/#   

https://www.fontcuberta.com/wp/fauna/
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2.4.3. Ricus Sebes 

 At the beginning of my studies, I didn’t have a clear idea of what color I wanted my final objects to 
be, but I know that I would have liked them to have bright colors. In the Ceramic Department, I managed to 
find the answer in the shape of the crystal glazes. I consider them to be a very good addition to my ceramic 
work, fitting well in the whole aesthetic. Ricus Sebes20 shapes combine well the roughness of clay with the 
softness of pottery, creating sculptures. My main interest in his work is focused around the contrast between 
the bright glazed object and the partially glazed side of the object, creating a parallel between the two ways 
in which the glazed clay can look like.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

                                                           
20  https://www.christoph-f-hasenberg.com/files/cto_layout/bilder/journal/nk2021-11-12-e-cfh-sebes.pdf 
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Chapter 3 – Practice 

 

 The practice is the main focus of the thesis. It is divided in two categories: ceramic sculptures with 
collages and the original stories part. I consider them both to be equally important, supporting each other in 
order to create this imaginary world. For the creation of both the objects and its story a mind map was made 
with key words and visual references that would help me focus in one direction. 

The ceramic practice is composed of a series of sculptures made out of rough colored clay 
representing different buildings belonging to this world. My ceramics were created using the technique of 
kurinuki, a Japanese working style that aesthetically resembles rocky mountains and other natural shapes. 
The theme of my objects is composed of three main elements: the Castle, the Church and the Shop/Private 
house. I consider all those buildings to be pretty important to the people’s life, but in different ways. The 
Castle can be seen as a reminder of the past, a place of refuge in case of danger, steady, tall and dark, ready 
to withstand any conquering force. The Church can be seen to some extend as part of the public life of the 
individual, in many cases to be considered the heart and soul of a city, the place that makes things work. The 
last one should be the Private house, and there are many stories hidden behind the walls of a simple house. 
It can be argued even that for an average individual, the house, the home is the place with one story to tell 
every day, it is the place where every day begins and everyday ends. Each of them should be seen as a 
reminder of their own fictional time, that was transported in ours to be seen. My sculpture combines 
architectural elements with crystals and as a result they should be seen as the development of this civilization 
through time.  

 

 

3.1. The Castle 

The Castle is the first of my sculptures and it should be seen as the most rudimentary one or the 
oldest one. The object is made so it resembles the most the crystals instead of architecture, having only small 
windows.  It is composed of two parts: the castle and a smaller sculpture made in a similar way, representing 
a fort. In the early part of the development, I tried to think what different types of defenses I could present 
with my sculptures. Several such examples were double defense walls, fake constructions, or secret tunnels 
inside but, in the end, I decided to follow the primary source, making the castle on top of the mountain.  

As real-life sources of inspiration for the castle I can list Rupea Citadel, Rasnov Fortress, Poenari 
Castle and Bran Castle, real life source of inspiration for Bram Stoker’s Dracula’s Castle. All of them have 
influenced me in different ways, but the last one I consider more important. The first reason is the shape - 
it is a extremely closed construction that doesn’t go out of this sharp shape, so in a way influencing the idea 
of a monolith like construction that can be seen as one singular entity.  Another reason why this is my 
favorite source of inspiration is the placement of the building. It is situated on a hill, having its sides 
covered with natural defenses such as impossible to climb rocks and deep forests. But of course, also the 
story of the book connected with this place has an important role.  

For this first sculpture, I decided to use the black clay in order to represent better those keywords, 
but black is also the color that represents power and elegance. One of the reasons for picking the Castle as a 
subject was because it is a symbol of power and status in every past century. The glaze I chosen for the 
sculpture is dark blue with crystals. Traditionally, blue represents both the color of freedom and the color of 
trust and loyalty, both being elements that I tried to represent in my story. Each of the sculptures have a 
reference to their story in their shape. In the case of the castle, it is a secret door meant to represent the 
secret passages between the city and building on top of the mountain.  
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3.2. The Church 

This object tries to show the progress of the society in a certain timelapse, leading to changes in 
architecture. The building is presented as showing both elements of man-made architecture, but also 
minerals, being a combination of the two topics. The sculpture tries to show the new technological 
advancements made in architecture, but also the dependency of the old materials.  

A major source of inspiration for this topic was Curtea de Arges Monastery. I consider that the 
building itself is a true piece of art, combining all of my topics in one. It has Romanian architecture, the crystal-
like shapes in its towers and one of the most important national myths connected to it. The story starts by 
giving us the main characters: Negru Voda (“Black Voivode'' in translation), a fictionalized version of the 
founder of Wallachia, the region where Curtea de Arges Monastery can be found, which together with ten 
great builders, under the supervision of Manole (the Master of his building team), are going to construct a 
new Monastery, the greatest Monastery that was built at that time, like no other was. The King is telling the 
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workers that in case the building will rise to his expectations, they will be richer than they could ever imagine, 
but if they fail, they will be walled in the walls of the Monastery. The builders started working immediately, 
but everything they built during the day, fell during the night. After four days, Manole has a prophetic dream 
and shares it with the rest of the builders. He told them that God said that everything they will build during 
the day is bound to fall during the night, and if they want to stop this from happening, they should sacrifice 
that which they love the most, thus deciding that the first wife to come in the next day to bring food to the 
builder’s team shall be walled in the monastery, as a sacrifice to the Divinity. The very next morning Master 
Manole climbed to the highest point he could find to see who is coming with food supplies and unfortunately, 
it was his pregnant wife, Ana. Panicking, he asks God to send three calamities to turn his wife from coming. 
In the end, everything failed, the other builders rejoiced that their wives were safe, all while Manole kissed 
her, hugged her, and invited her to a game. Ana was soon walled inside the church, all while asking her 
husband to stop all this time. Days later, after the sacrifice, everything the builders built didn’t crumble during 
the night. When the Monastery was almost ready, Negru Voda came to see the most beautiful Monastery of 
his time, arriving in time for the builders to make the final retouches for the roof. Satisfied of the final result, 
he asked the builders if they could build another church, even better and greater than the one they just did. 
Proud of their accomplishment, the builders answer that there are no one more fit for job than them, so they 
will make another one much more beautiful than the one they just did. Unsatisfied with the answer, the king 
ordered for all the scaffoldings and stairs to be taken, to let the builders rot on the roof of the monastery. 
Upon finding themselves stuck, each of the builders tried his luck, with improvised to wings to get off the 
roof, yet each of them felled to their death. When it was Manole’s turn to jump, he heard a voice coming 
from the wall, it was Ana, telling her beloved husband, that death comes and soon she will pass away. Hearing 
this, Manole throws himself off the roof to his death, and legend said that where he fell, a well with salt water 
sprung, for all the tears shed in that day. The story is very interesting in an away that it asks what is that 
which are you willing to sacrifice, which later turned in a thematic for my stories.21 

 

 

                                                           
21 Folk ballad as presented by the national poet Vasile Alecsandri 
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The mind map that was created for this sculpture tried to focus both on the rich decorative aesthetic 
of the building but also on the idea that nothing is as it seems and on the existence of secrets placed after 
closed doors. In terms of ceramic work, the clay I used for this sculpture is blue. Blue is the color of the sky, 
representing the church towers rising up to the heavens. The reason why I decided to pick the church as a 
topic is to represent it as a contrast to the castle. The two institutions in history represented always the 
power, one the authority of the monarchs and the other the religious authority. In many ways the church 
resembles a lot Marc Augé idea of anthropological places, explained in his book “Non-places, Introduction to 
an Anthropology of Super modernity”. He considers that those places have three characteristics in common, 
they are places of identity, history and relations. The church as a building, checks in all those categories. He 
also considers that people that live in those said anthropological places don't make history but they live in it, 
which is also true. The church is a place of worship and as a result most people don’t live in it, but I consider 
that is it a true place of history and identity. It is an historical building with a lot of symbolism for the 
Romanian people, being also the necropolis for our last kings. Once you enter in it feels like you enter in 
another time, the preservation of the church led it to be close to the original shape, including the inscription 
on the wall in which supposedly Ana was walled in.  

The reference to the story that can be found in this sculpture are several of the wolf’s eyes on the 
roof of his tower and large claws marks on its sides.  
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3.3. The Shop/Private house 

 This is the last of my sculptures and it is meant to represent the man and the tamed nature. The 
object doesn’t resemble the crystals on the wall, showing the progress of the society far beyond their prime 
materials. From all my sculptures, this one is the most personal. It is based on a shop, close to my 
grandmother’s house in her village. I vaguely remember it, the way it was structured and what they sold 
there, but I remember going there in the summer, with my cousin and getting sweets. Even in my childhood 
the house was in an advanced stage of deterioration that only got worse during the years.  

In terms of practical work, this sculpture is realized using yellow clay. Yellow can be understood as 
the color of joy and happiness, but it can also represent illness, which is fitting for the story I wrote for it. But 
there is one more interpretation, when I think of this color I see the old photos in sepia, which can be 
accepted as a color of nostalgia and memories. After firing, the clay got beautiful shades of brown and yellow, 
that could be interpreted as the color of security. The key word for this sculpture is “intimacy”. I find public 
spaces, such as churches and castles, to be extremely interesting from an architectural point of view, but I 
have to confess that private houses are what I truly find interesting about architecture to me. Private houses 
have the identity of their owners, and not to look the same with others, in every detail. Also, they are the 
reason of starting to study the stories behind facades. There are as many stories as there are buildings, each 
with its own particular life. Those stories are what I am interested in, I want to know about the intimacy of 
their life and how their story goes through centuries. 
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One characteristic of this sculpture is that it lays in ruins, just like its real-life source of inspiration. In 
a way, my ceramic work can be seen as being cyclic. You have the man that tries to tame the nature, and he 
succeeds for some time, but in the end, nature triumphs, taking back the materials used in those buildings.  

The reference to the story I created in this building lies in its method of firing, wood firing. The ending 
of the story mentions that in order to keep its secrets, the whole place was burned down. It was the first time 
when I used this technique, and I was pleasantly surprised with the results. The method is different from 
what I am used to from the electric kiln, needing constant attention. The closest thing I can think of that 
resembles this procedure is a classic stove, that needs constant wood and, in the end, giving unexpected 
results.  
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3.4. Stories 

 

Stories are the second part of my practice and they have the role of giving depth and context to my 
sculptures, placing them in an environment. In their case, I can’t point to a direct source of inspiration for all 
of them because they are an amalgam of many things combined with my own imagination, basically writing 
and getting a very interesting idea, and then thinking how I can incorporate it in a story. This was the first 
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time when I actually wrote stories for my projects, so I was not sure how they will turn out or even if I would 
be capable to do it, but in the end, I enjoyed doing it as much as the ceramic pieces.  

Each story is unique, in my opinion, telling a fictional narrative about the people that lived in a certain 
building, in a certain time. What I find interesting about them is that all can be resumed to the question: what 
are you willing to sacrifice in order to get something? “The Castle overseeing the Valley” asks what are you 
willing to sacrifice in the face of imminent danger in order to protect your home? “The Wolf Tower” asks 
what are you willing to sacrifice in order to get to your rightful place in the social hierarchy and if there is 
something as too much? And “On the Other Side of the Wall”, asks the question: what is that which you are 
willing to sacrifice in order to bring back those that we lost? Those three stories are told through the dialogue 
of two characters, one sleepy foreigner and one stranger that refuses to give their name. 

While the topics are very different between them, there can be observed certain patterns or motifs. 
One of such examples is the mirror or the mirror shards. The object is presented in a way or another in all of 
my stories, first the mirror shards that are used by the King, then the shard in which the Wolf was stored in 
and the mirror like portals used by the stranger. Mirrors are interesting to me, because they seem to contain 
a different world inside of them, and there are even parts of the world where is taboo to put two mirrors 
facing each other. It is a Romanian superstition telling that, when somebody dies, all the mirrors in the house 
have to be covered, otherwise the soul can get trapped inside them. Mirrors had this type of magic connected 
to them since always and that is a reason why I chose to use them as part of my magic system.  Another 
aspect of my stories is that I tried to incorporate the almost obsessive use of number three in them. In terms 
of numerology, in Romanian folklore this is the “magic” number. This can be seen in the part where the 
foreigner asks the stranger three times for his name, or the Wolf asking his Master for orders.   

Through my stories I tried to give a better understanding of the life that went behind the facades, 
sometimes unheard and untold. 

 

3.5. Collages 

Collages represent the last part of my practice and they were developed in order to better 
understand the general shape of the sculptures, in the early phases of study. Eventually they became their 
own part of the practice under the form of other constructions that can be found in this imaginary world. 
The idea of collage is important to the project since most of the topics can be described as such, from the 
Romanian identity to my own ceramic practice, combining different elements in most of the thesis under 
different forms. In a way, the collages can be seen as something that holds all the topics together, making all 
those small different parts completing in one. 
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Conclusion 

 

 In conclusion, my thesis is an artistic work that combines many topics in order to create something 
original, the final goal being creating this imaginary world that could work as a setting for both my sculptures 
and my stories. “Stories Behind the Facades” is a master thesis that combines ceramic sculptures with 
storytelling and collages. Some major sources of inspiration are the Romanian architecture, minerals, stories 
and storytelling with a final goal of creating an imaginary world. During the research, I have managed to come 
across new things both in theory and in practice.  

 In terms of theory, I found especially the concept of places and non-places presented by Marc Augé 
to fit well with the proposal of the thesis and in a certain way it was something that I thought before, just 
that I didn’t know someone else formulated it before. But also, Italo Calvino’s book “Invisible Cities” which 
plays into the idea of real-life architecture that inspires stories was important for my project. Nostalgia can 
also be found in my thesis, for the places I will never get to see in their glory, as result of the passing of time.  

 During the ceramic practice part of my thesis, I also learned new things such as the kurinuki technique 
that eventually became a big part of my sculptures, using it in order to make my object resemble geological 
shapes such as cliffs or mountains. The technique is extremely expressive and it helps to show the power 
those structures would have hold. I consider myself to be an intuitive person, and the randomness and lack 
of control the method aligned well with myself.  In my practice I learned about the wood firing, which gave 
me unexpected results. Since it is a technique with unforeseeable results, the final color depending a lot on 
factors such as the position in the kiln. 

Most probably the biggest challenge of my thesis was writing my stories for the written practice. It is 

something that I have never done before and I also didn’t have any prior background in it. The stories were 

a provocation from all points of view. All my stories ask the same question – “What are you willing to 

sacrifice?”, but in different ways. “The Castle overseeing a valley” story asks what are you willing to sacrifice 

in the face of imminent danger, both for yourself and the place you call home. “The Wolf - Tower” asks what 

are you willing to sacrifice in order to get to your rightful position in power, as well as where lies morality in 

the quest for the top of the hierarchy. “On the other side of the wall” asks what are you willing to sacrifice 

to bring back those that we lost.   

 Collages were an area where I had experience before and something that I enjoy doing. These things 
are going well with the overall theme and help expand this universe that I tried to create. They present other 
buildings and structures that could be encountered in this imaginary space. I am also a very visual person so 
having the collages as guidelines for my shapes helped me a lot.  

 In conclusion, my thesis combines many topics in order to create something original, the final goal 
being creating this imaginary world that could work as a setting for both my sculptures and my stories.  
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 Abstract 

Lood fassaadide taga 
 

Minu magistritöö seisneb kunstiteoses, mis toob kokku mitmed erinevad teemad, et luua koos midagi 
originaalset. Töö põhiliseks eesmärgiks oli luua kujuteldav maailm, mis pakuks konteksti nii minu 
skulptuuridele kui ka lugudele. Lood fassaadide taga on magistritöö, kus keraamilised skulptuurid kohtuvad 
lugude jutustamise ja kollaažidega. Suuremateks inspiratsiooniallikateks olid seejuures Rumeenia 
arhitektuur, mineraalid, lood ja lugude jutustamine, ning lõppeesmärgina fantaasiamaailma loomine. 
Uurimustöö käigus olen nii teoorias kui ka praktikas omandanud uusi oskusi ja teadmisi.  

 
Teooria osas leidsin, et minu magistritöö teemaga sobis kõige paremini kokku Marc Augé kohtade ja 

mittekohtade liigitus – teatud mõttes olin millelegi sarnasele ka ise varem mõelnud, teadmata, et keegi on 
need mõtted juba varem sõnastanud. Oluline oli aga ka Italo Calvino raamat „Nähtamatud linnad“, kus 
arhitektuur inspireerib samuti lugusid jutustama. Nostalgia mängib samuti minu magistritöös olulist rolli, 
mõeldes kohtadele, mida ma aja möödumise tõttu nende täies hiilguses enam kunagi ei näe. 

 
Mis puudutab minu magistritööga seotud keraamilist praktikat, siis õppisin samuti uusi asju, nagu 

näiteks kurinuki tehnikat, millest sai lõpuks oluline osa minu skulptuuride loomisel – selle tehnika abil sain 
anda objektidele geoloogilisi vorme, nii et need meenutasid näiteks kaljusid või mägesid. Antud tehnika on 
erakordselt ekspressiivne ning selle abil oli mul võimalik tuua välja neile struktuuridele omast võimsust. Pean 
ennast intutiivseks inimeseks, mistõttu sobis mulle hästi antud meetodile omane meelevaldsus ja kontrolli 
puudumine. Õppisin ka puupõletustehnikat, mis andis ootamatuid tulemusi. Kuna selle tehnika puhul pole 
võimalik tulemust ette ennustada, sõltub lõplik värv erinevatest faktoritest, nagu näiteks objekti asetusest 
põletusahjus.  

 
Minu suurimaks väljakutseks magistritöö juures oli lugude kirjutamine. Ma polnud midagi sellist 

varem teinud ning mul puudusid selles osas igasugused taustateadmised. Sündinud lood on igas mõttes 
provotseerivad. Kõik lood esitavad sama küsimuse, kuigi erineval moel: „Millest sa oled valmis loobuma?“. 
Loos „Loss vaatega orule“ küsitakse, millest sa oled valmis loobuma ootamatu ohu korral, nii enda kui koha 
osas, mida oled harjunud koduks pidama. Loos „Hundi-torn“ küsitakse, millest sa oled valmis loobuma, et 
saavutada võimupositsiooni ning samuti, milline on moraali osa hierarhia tippu püüdlemisel. Loos „Teisel 
pool seina“ küsitakse, millest sa oled valmis loobuma, et tuua tagasi need, kellest oled ilma jäänud.  
 
 Kollaažitehnikas olen ka varem töötanud ja see on miski, mida mulle meeldib teha. Kollaažid sobivad 
hästi kokku töö üldise teemaga ning annavad lisanüansse maailmale, mida ma luua soovisin. Need esindavad 
teisi hooneid ja ehitisi, mis võiksid samuti selles kujuteldavas maailmas ette tulla. Olen ühtlasi väga visuaalne 
inimene, mistõttu aitasid need kollaažid suunistena mind päris palju ka sündinud vormide loomisel.  
 
 Kokkuvõttes kohtuvad minu magistritöös mitmed erinevad teemad, et luua koos midagi originaalset. 
Minu lõplikuks eesmärgiks oli luua kujuteldav maailm, mis pakuks konteksti nii minu skulptuuridele kui ka 
lugudele.  
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Appendix 

The Castle Overseeing the Valley 

 
 

 

               It was once upon a time and if it wasn’t it wouldn’t be told, a traveler, a man of many talents, 

wandering around with his stories to tell for those keen to listen. Being a wanderer is a heavy job after all, 

you follow directions, you can even find yourself lost at times and you are an easy prey for thieves, cut-

throats and other ne’er-do-wells waiting to pray on those that are foreign to this land. Sleeping under stars 

can be both astonishingly beautiful and dangerous.  

 The night when it all happened, was one like this, dark and silent, lighten only by the moon. Like any 

traveler, tired of a long day walk, our traveler stopped, and made fire to close to the road, at the crossroads 

of where he came from, where he had been and where he will go. All coming from somewhere and leading 

to a direct point. As soon as the camp was set, the fire was lit and the food was finished, there was one more 

thing to do, to lay down and sink in a deep sleep for tomorrow, another long day for walking. Laying there, 

trying to sleep, he couldn’t help but think what the city of Emilza has in store for him. Palaces made of stone 

perhaps, or just small peasant houses he wondered. Hour after hour, he struggled to sleep, feeling uneasy 

without knowing why, but eventually he fall asleep, and dreamed. But the rest unfortunately didn’t last long. 

 Through sleep he heard what seems to be a worried voice, ‘No, no, no, this can’t be good, wake up, 

wake up I said.’ The bard just ignored it; it must be one of those strange dreams where you think you are 

awake, he thought. Just trying to sleep harder. But suddenly a push, a pull and what seemed to be a very 

strong kick in the back woke him up for good, and realizing there is no dream, but the reality just became a 

nightmare for him. In front of him stayed a pale man, not too tall but not short either, having a long white 

hair, with dark circles under his eyes, like he forgot to sleep for centuries, a long nose, hanging from his face 

like a beak, wearing an elegant white shirt covered by a long dark coat up to the ground, that in a certain 

light seemed to fly and fade in the darkness of the night and on his head wearing a pointy stupid hat that 

seemed like it has seen better days.  

 ‘Good you are awake; this is so good, yes’ the stranger said 

 ‘No, it is not good, who are you and what are you doing kicking awake people in the middle of the 

night?’  

 ‘My name is…’ and after a short pause, he continued with a little sadness in his voice: ‘Ahem, not 

important, for now. What are YOU doing sleeping in places like this? Deep into the dark forest, full of lurking 

shadows, and even worse, camping at the CROSSROADS? Do you have any idea to what dangers do you 

expose yourself to?’ 

 ‘No, I do not have any idea to what dangers I expose myself to, as far as I am concerned you are the 

only bother, I have for now’ answered the traveler with anger in his voice, while starting to pack things in 

order to get away from the annoying stranger.  

 ‘No idea? What you mean no idea? Everyone knows why! Unless… you must not be from those parts 

aren’t you traveler?’ 

 ‘No, I am not, and soon I won’t be’ answered the man woken so violently. 
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 ‘In this case you must have my apologies’ said the stranger, and tooking his strange hat off, did a little 

bow in front of the traveler, ‘I am a native to those parts, to the land over the forest to be more precise, and… 

I have been for many, many years’ continued the man. ‘Let me be your guide, pack fast, and I will lead the 

way, you will be out of here in not time, let me do this in exchange of the troubles created. You are going 

to…?’ 

 ‘To Emilza’ 

 ‘Oh, that is amazing, lively city in this time of year, very good choice’, while staring down the foreigner 

that he just encountered. ‘Now finish packing, I will wait.’ 

 ‘Now?’ 

 ‘Now.’ 

 ‘Now! It is the middle of the night, what way could you possibly lead in peach black darkness like this 

one?’ answered the foreigner already tired, of sleep and of his wannabe companion. ‘I am going nowhere, 

you can either lead the way in the morning or you can leave now, alone, without me.’ 

 ‘Waiting to morning is not a possible is not an option, and leaving you here is not one either, for I 

know the terrors that prey in those parts. As someone once said, “that which does not go willingly should be 

perused”, perhaps you would change your mind in exchange for means such as this’, and with a simple hand 

gesture, as by magic, a bag of what sounded like coins appeared in his hand. ‘Slights of hand are not my only 

expertise my lost friend, you can have this, and many more if, and only if you are willing to pack now, and 

leave with me’ and as he said that something changed, a fire seemed to light in his eyes, a desire for 

something he could not have.  

 The bag looked heavy enough to maintain a good lifestyle for weeks, months even, no more sleep 

for dinner and no more insanitary rooms split with different crawling insects in shady parts of the town, or 

even worse, stables, no more living at the hand of mercy for now. ‘I don’t care where this crazy man takes 

me, as long as I get the coin, I will be all right for some time now, sleep can wait for now’ the traveler thought 

to himself. Still with hesitation in his voice, he answered to the pale man ‘Too well, I accept your deal, you 

will take me to the gates of Emilza but you give me the money now, not after or during the trip, and if we get 

lost, I will demand more’. ‘If things get sideways, I can escape with his money’ he thought to himself. 

 Hearing this, the bizarre stranger looked first at the sky, and quick to the East, and answered ‘fine by 

me; after all, they are of no use to me’, throwing the bag to his lap.  

 Eagerly, the traveler started to count them wondering what the man meant by “no use to him”, are 

they fake, but no, with his best expertise he guessed, metal of the highest rank, 10 000 of them. ‘Fine by me’ 

said the bard packing the last things from the camp. ‘Lead the way’ he continued, ‘Just make sure you follow 

the right direction’. 

 From the beginning the traveler had many questions about this man, especially since he did not give 

a name an occupation, any personal details for that matter. He figured while going blindly into the night and 

following what seems more and more a floating coat created from the same material as the fabric of night 

itself, he might lead an inquiry, he might find any small information about the strange man that was leading 

him into this forest. But every question he asked was answered dry with yes and no and maybe some 

monosyllabic word but mostly his questions were refused to be answered. 

 ‘So, how old are you?’ 

 ‘Old.’ 

 ‘What bought you here?’ 
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 ‘The road.’ 

 ‘What is your name?’ 

 ‘Not important’ 

 ‘What are you doing here now?’ 

 ‘Guarding’ 

 ‘Guarding what’ 

 To which he turns to the traveler, with a short sigh and answers ‘I see you, and I see your questions, 

but you have to understand, there are things beyond your understanding. Answers about myself cannot be 

answered but, there are many things you don’t know about those parts’ foreigner, why don’t you shut up for 

a moment, and listen, and I will tell of the land and its fading glory.’  

 After which the pale man turns his back again and begins his story.   

 

* 

 

             There are many stories about the strange places and people that lie behind the deep and dark forest 

in the East and the strong and tall mountains in the North. But there is a particular one that you should be 

aware of, the one about the Castle of the Mountain King, how it came to be and its glorious legend. If you 

cross the deep woodland, eventually, at its end towards the East, you will find a lonely peak, looking over a 

valley with a shy river that flows south until it meets the sea. 

It is said that long time ago, in the beginning, a shepherd walked his sheep to the river, and while he 

was there, he was astonished by the beauty that surrounded him, and so, he decided to make a sheepfold 

there, a permanent residence.  Time went by and soon there was a small community, several houses, a church 

and even a small market. Unfortunately, not all times were so good, with the passing of years a great invading 

force started to advance and conquer everything in their way towards the sunset. Those worrying times… 

The men-built fortifications to protect themselves, traps in the outskirts of the city to stop any advance of 

the enemy and, the most importantly, as a last resort, a dark castle on the tip of the mountain that will 

forever keep a watchful eye on the small city. Every single detail was carefully managed by the current leader, 

King Mirovoi, a tall dark man, with a slim face and long boney fingers blessed upon birth with the most 

impressive gift of all, a real ‘evil eye’ in his left eye socket, a true amulet, a symbol of power and protection, 

or so the voiced of the town were saying, since that one eye was always covered.  The times were not good 

with our monarch, causing him to gray before the time, and worry to be constantly on his mind. We like to 

say that we are products of our time, and this can be also about our sovereign, skilled in combat and cunning 

as every ruler should be.  

Preparations were made, the walls of the town looked ready to withstand any invading force no 

matter how great or how prepared it was supposed to be and the castle shinning in its glory like it will be 

capable to withstand the time’s challenge forevermore, like it did centuries before since the days of the old 

kings of yore, ready to defend that which is the most precious jewel of the crown, a dark mirror which was 

in the possession of the crown since the time of the old kings of yore. The days passed one after another one, 

each of them seemingly passing slower than the one before and just slight faster than the one after. 

Eventually the time became meaningless. Forever ready for an enemy that didn’t show or perhaps just missed 

them, maybe the Easterling push to the West was stopped, many one of the very common crises of the time 
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happened in their empire, forcing them to retreat or even their enemy might just took another route, 

completely missing them. Eventually after several difficult weeks with no enemy in sight, people started 

returning to their normal lives, bakers baked, children played and so on, it seemed as the enemy didn’t exist 

to begin with. And so, life continued and prospered, for now. All but one. The supreme ruler of the place who 

could not imagine only the great force that he will have to face, sooner or later. But the sentiment of peace 

didn’t last long for as fast normality was just resettling the place, the foe that was late to arrive was making 

way through the dark and swirling forest. Each junction looked like the last one and the trees with branches 

that seems to intercross up close to the end of the skies, castling long dark shadows on the ground, and the 

wild beasts that found place and lived in surrounded by those cursed forest, made the advance close to 

impossible. No defense is better than the one that is given to us by nature. Slow, and clumsy, eventually the 

enemy made its way through the forest, and several months later, a guard started to see two forests instead 

of one: the regular one that was there since the beginning of time, and another one, full of metal spears, 

armor and horsemen, marching from underneath the tips of the threes. And so, just for a moment time froze 

again, not bird singing no wind blowing. Only deafening silence.  

I cannot tell you about the bravery acts that happened during that day, for there were none. It was 

a short fight between an unprepared town and a conquering force formed from highly trained soldiers. 

Fortunately, the walls hold on enough time so most of the people could leave and take the trail for the next 

settlement. But soon the walls gave in, and the guards were eventually overrun. The invading force left no 

survivors and continued to push for the final objective of their invasion for now. After all, a conquered nation 

without a king is a loyal one. The push ravaged the town and eventually reached the tallest construction that 

was there, the castle, the fort, the symbol of the power that our monarch holds.  

Steady and dark, ready to withstand any force that would come to pass, the castle was an 

unconquerable monolith, built long time ago by the ancestors of the king. Built on a steady single rock, with 

a post nearby. Very few were the one who were privileged enough to see what lies behind the hidden doors 

of the fortification, to the common folk it was all legends, all smokes and mirrors, put precisely there for a 

reason. Of outside views, there are very few for even the windows are small, leaving little to no light on the 

secrets sheltered inside. It is said that not even the door is in plain sight, it hides behind a camouflage, 

allowing it to exist undetectable. Majestic and pound it stayed on the lonely hill, overseeing the town for 

many years, and the mysteries that lie behind his shut doors are of legends. For one instance, it is said the 

inside of the castle is not what you could expect from such a building, the inside is like a labyrinth full of dark 

corridors that lead to each other or most often in dead ends, illusion and traps at every step. There are stories 

of how the royal bloodline benefited from their status, dealing with dark arts, mysticism and magic, creating 

an ultimate defense, an unbreakable defense. But the crossing with the magical realm doesn’t end here, it is 

said that deep into the mountain the original architects of the place dug deep and where now lies the royal 

library, large and uncanny in its look, it shelters many interesting things, manuscripts, scrolls in languages 

long forgotten, occult objects and artefacts, weapons of the likes that were never seen, blades of fire and 

arrows that listen to every command, overall, a place for strange and the hidden.    

The stories of the dark cliff, where the old castle lies are many, of its mystery and of what lies behind 

its dark and imposing façade can keep going, but for what happened to the invading force in that day it is 

another tale. Almost for everything in life, there can be more accounts or versions of one single thing, yet for 

incident of that day there is only one way to describe how things went. The invaders followed the king deep 

into the forest to his castle, but as soon as they passed the fort, a very thick fog started to follow them and 

eventually surround them. The orders of the generals were simple, if the door cannot be found, just lay siege 

of the castle, after all it is one building defended by one single man. Eventually a breach was made in one of 

the walls, but no one was prepared for what was found inside. A labyrinth, but not as the ones that can be 

found in the stories of the sailors coming from the South and not as in the beautiful gardens of the high class 

living far in the West. A labyrinth in its own, empty rooms that look as if they have been abandoned for 
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centuries and long corridors that seem to go on and on leading nowhere, traps and dead ends at every corner, 

but the most terrifying of all, the stairs that lead to the tower on the top of the mountain, those stairs can’t 

be considered your regular way to move from one floor to another, for the simple fact that as soon as you 

put your first step on them the anguish begins. They seem to go in circles all around, moving from up to down 

without much sense, easily getting disoriented or in most instances lost. But the most frightening of all the 

things that the invaders had to deal in their siege was a very strange feeling of unrest, like someone or 

something was always following them, watching their every step, hearing each of their breaths, something 

lurking in the shadows forever keeping an eye on them. But nothing they faced in the hellish march forward 

through this desolate place, where god’s holly light stopped shinning long time ago, could prepare them for 

the final thing they had to face. The King, standing alone, with his weapons laid down, in the highest point of 

the castle, surrounded only by old wooden pedestal on which sat big book covered in a dark purple cover, a 

broken mirror that lied behind the monarch and two small hourglasses placed in the frame of the very mirror. 

All while the king was humming something that seemed to be one of those old ballads whose authors were 

lost to time, wearing his everyday bandage, for the first time on the other side of his face, revealing a dark 

blue eye, that harshly gazed upon the invading force that started gathering to the door frame.   

What happened next are things taken from fairytales. The fragments of the mirror that previously 

lied scattered on the ground now seemed to catch life and easily floating all around the room until eventually 

ten of them seem to find a place, levitating just above the monarch slim and bony fingers. For a moment it 

seemed that all was silent not a single sound was heard, filling the room with a heavy pressure, ready to be 

released the very next moment. Slowly each fragment pierces the skin drawing a drop of blood as the ruler, 

took a short break and whispered a final word of his melody, ‘crapă’22. As each letter slip from his mouth, 

fragments of his body started to crack and fall. Two beams of light started to flow and fill the room. One dark 

in its complexion, like the moonless night and the other warm like the first ray of sunbeam in the morning. 

The beams filling the room eventually spilled in the whole castle and in the end, it affected the nearby earth, 

for even now the earth around the castle looks freshly scorched.  It is said that the two beams of light were 

seen from the people that evacuated the city, and not only that, but screams were heard coming from cliff. 

What happened to the invaders are only speculations, but one thing is certain, they perished, and so the 

conquering ambitions were stopped. How they perished or where did they go no one could answer. Some 

speculated that the light somehow consumed them or that the unseen fire incinerated their bodies. 

 As in many stories told, no victory can be achieved without a price. The Monarch was never seen 

again, and the old dark castle remained a place of memory, a place where even in the darkest night, the 

brightest star will still show the way. Him as a person, might ceased to exist in this world, but parts of him 

continued to live on. Soon after the people of the town came back, they tried to give a proper burial for the 

last governor of the land. All those that went to find the body or even went close to the forest surrounding 

the castle were never seen again, and those lucky enough to return would only be able to murmur incoherent 

words, all but one.  

The castle became a place of memory, a place of by gone times. The disappearances of those that 

were brave enough or some might argue foolish enough to explore the Dark Peak, as it was renamed, didn’t 

encourage any more expeditions in those parts. This combined with the access difficulty, the fear and the 

mysticism the surrounded the place, both before and after the incident, lead to the abandonment of castle, 

not only as a place but also deep in the back of the memories of people. The place became shunned by 

people, of fear mostly, leaving it at the mercy of time. Legends of the event or even of what lurked near the 

place spread. Soon a whole continent knew of the story of a single man that stood in front of many, defeating 

them, defending his home, all at one price. Time passed and the children nowadays go to sleep with stories 

                                                           
22 Romanian word for ‘crack’ 
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of brave heroes of old, but the exact road to the place was lost to time, no one knows how to get there 

anymore, and if you ask me, it might be for the best.   

 

 

The Wolf Tower 

 
‘But what happened to him? Did they ever find out?’ asked the traveler  

 ‘Oh, they did, yes, a very select few and some that were foolish enough to look too far into the legend, 

because with the passing of time, this what became of it, a myth, something that might have been real or 

not, something the crossed the fine line of imagination and reality. A statue was risen in his name, not far 

from the middle of the town, in his name and its deeds, the legendary protector that was never seen again.’ 

 ‘But what about the one that came back? The one that survived to tell the tale? Sure, he could tell 

what is real and what is not.’ 

 The pale man turned to the foreigner and with fear in his eyes like gazing onto ones very final moment 

he answered. ‘The story I will tell you should never touch your lips again. Never, under any circumstances, it 

should be told, because some things are better left buried, in the distant past and not to be bought to life 

ever again. You are not to speak of it with a single soul. Do you understand?’ 

 Perhaps of the fear that was felt so heavily by the traveler coming from the deep eyes staring at him, 

like everything faded in the darkness, and it was only him and the pale man’s eyes. ‘Agreed’, said the traveler 

with a trembling in his voice, ‘not saying anything to a single soul’. 

 To which the stranger sighted with ease at the answer he got, turned back, and continued to lead 

the way. ‘Good’ he continued with a certain calmness in his voice, ‘we can continue then’. 

 

* 

 

 The story I am about to tell you happened in the same set-up, the same long thin river passing 

through the same town, overseen by a castle on a dark peak, as a glance in the dark past, but the story I am 

about to tell you, comes just a few hundred years later, just late enough for the people to stop questioning 

the events that happened so much time ago. The people that lived through the events perished long ago and 

with them the stories of what happened to them and what their perspective was on the events of that day. 

Their children and their children’s children possibly to have heard to the stories, but most likely they forgot 

them, or as an extreme, never talking about them ever again, being considered a taboo perhaps. But people 

of today are not connected in any way to the people of those far-gone days, the past doesn’t represent 

anything more than a ghost to them, a bad dream that passed and it soon will be forgotten. Those that know  

about the events, were the scholars, the elites, those rich enough to hire teachers to learn their offspring 

anything from the beauty arts to dark arts such as alchemy or magic, from literature to geometry. This would 

be the main population aware of events, but not only, there is only one institution that deals with such 

events: the church 

 Strong, rich, influential since the days of the begging of time. Meddling is affairs of many, dealing 

with everything and all they consider to be unhuman, unholy and overall, all that could not be put to use. 

High is position, second only to the castle, the church was visible from all parts of the city, being the tallest 
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building within the walls of city. Its towers, holly in aspect and rich in decoration, meant to accentuate its 

role, as the second in command of everything. But in terms on time, many are the years that passed over the 

roof of this singular building. Back in the times when the city was just a small village, composed of several 

wooden houses, it was there, the only stone building of its time, even the first maps we have of the town 

depict several frail little houses and its imposing stature, almost as if the other buildings try to hide and find 

refuge in its holly majesty, just as chickens hide under their mother hen. The building change and grew with 

every century that passed, a new tower, a new hall, a new cellar, with the expansion of the city it grew more 

and more, until to the recent times when its towers, many in numbers, seem to grow endlessly into the skies, 

creating a mesmerizing bridge between the earth and the sky, between the living and those high above.  

But it was not always like that, besides the beauty of the place, or as the legend tells, our shepherd, 

or as some people called him, the father of the village, found the very least an interesting artifact. The story 

tells of a bleeding rock that talked with the man during his dreams, giving him visions, of the things that will 

be if he listens and of the things that won’t if he disobeys, telling him where to go and where to take his 

sheep in order for them to give good cheese, eventually leading him to this very forest, to this very place. 

And such he became the first ruler of what was then just a village, and not even an official one, a figure head 

that would take care of what was going on. His visions continued, leading him through any problem like there 

was nothing. It is said that now the church stays on the very same spot where he found the bleeding monolith, 

and as a sign of devotion and loyalty, far behind its closed doors, he performed that which his vision 

suggested for years: ‘Drink the blood that flows as the water stream the flows to your village shepherd, if you 

wish power among your fellow men, strength to withstand every enemy, cunning to outsmart those that 

seek to deceive you. Your bloodline to pass into legend shepherd, but only if you listen to me and drink deeply 

from the blood that pours from me’. The cold stone walls and the closed doors were the only witness of what 

happened that night. Did he give in? Did the shepherd follow his new Master? Hard to tell, but something 

changed in him for some time, almost like to entities in one body struggling for control. His prophetic dreams 

also ended from that day forward.  

But why do I tell you all this nonsense? After all, he is not the character of this story, he is just a pawn 

in the great scheme of things, yes, but the bleeding monolith was the first object to be collected and locked 

deep in the cold cellars beneath the church, from the order of the shepherd. And this tradition continued 

with his children and his children’s children and so on, a very interesting passion and orientation towards 

objects that seem to shelter more than it is visible at a first glance, after that the interest shifted into objects 

of mysticism, divination occult and magic, and as I told you in the last tale, their collection grew, and 

multiplied generation by generation, until it reached the massive knowledge gathered among centuries 

hidden deep and far behind closed gates. 

But the one that came back is not of a rich or noble background, he can be seen more as an average 

man coming from a simpler family, one of those families with several children, each eventually fulfilling 

another role to the community. One of his brothers was sent to work under the watchful eye of a baron in 

the north of the village, one of his sisters, married to a merchant and moved away to other more exotic 

places, another of his brothers was sent to army, but he also had several siblings that didn’t made it to 

maturity, but he, as one of the first born of the family, he was sent to the church. To learn to write, read and 

preach of their teachings, he will have a roof over his head and he would not have to worry of going hungry 

ever. Those are the intentions under which many people are sent to live sheltered under the roof of the 

divine, and for the most part they are not wrong, those people that chose to pursue this path are taken care 

of, and they are considered important members of the community, they become teachers, learners and 

overall, highly educated men, well versed in many domains.  

Our man, ascended fast through the holly ranks of the clergy and reached close to the top, helped by 

his wit and intuition, curiosity and cunningness, he ranked up unusually fast, until eventually he reached one 

of the highest positions he could, without having a noble background or support coming from those that lie 
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just above him, the strong elites with long familial traditions and connections in this institution. His everyday 

position consisted of taking a trip to the 4th tower of the building where you would find all the selected books 

that the clergy considered fit for the commoners. Even like this, the bookshelves seemed to expand endlessly, 

and every day they would seem to multiply from the last one. He would arrange them each day, every day, 

for years and years to come, this was his work, put everything in order, open the door close the door go pass 

the same stoned corridors all day long, for years. All day, every day, passing the same walls and the same 

doors.  

But from all the doors he would pass daily on his cold and empty halls, there was one that always 

stood up to him. Simple, made to fit with all the other ones, not to stand out in anyway. Colored with a lively 

red and surrounded by a beautiful stone lacing like all the other ones. But unlike any other door, in all his 

years of hard work he never seen this door remotely open, or without the big lock on it, that seemed to hang 

heavily on the handle since the very begging of time. When a door is locked for all these years, just in front 

of your eyes, you start to fantasize. You think of the gold and treasures locked behind its key or about the 

secret knowledge hidden there or perhaps the beasts from folktales chained up and locked far from the 

public eye. All variants are possible in the mind of a man whose curiosity slowly slips into obsession with the 

passing of every day. So eventually, the thought of breaking the lock arisen in the back of his head and grew 

each day stronger. He eventually made a plan, he has to see with his own eyes what lies on the other side of 

the door even if it is just a simple empty room, he studied the movement of the people that pass by it, 

possible extensions of what could be there using old plans of the building, after all his position was that of a 

glorified librarian, he has access to all the books and prints he wanted, he even learned how to pick the lock 

that started to drive him insane. So, one night, covered in darkness, he followed his dream. He will finally 

find out what lies behind the wooden door and his obsession will be over. Packed a small bag with essentials, 

that might help him in his way, for whatever he will find there, among which we could name a rope, torches, 

a recent map of the church, a hammer, a pair of daggers just in case things could go sideways in his little 

adventure. 

With a little struggle, the lock fell and the door was open for the first time in who knows how many 

centuries. In front of the wanderer didn’t lie any room full of unimaginable riches or even some beast from 

bygone times, but what could be found was a set of stairs leading far, into the darkness. For a moment, he 

stayed and gazed into the endless darkness that seemed to even spread outside the room, and contemplated 

his next actions. Took a deep breath, lighted a torch and pressed on into the unknown. He seemed to be 

walking for several hours on an uneven road, dark and full of mysteries, going up and down and following 

whenever the stairs would lead him to, following what seemed and endless maze succumbed into a pitch-

black darkness that followed him, until eventually he reached another door, identical in size and shape with 

the first one, but this one open, no lock or key is needed. With a small push it is revealed a total new 

environment, the door coming out of a small fort surrounded by what seemed to be scorched earth, as it was 

burned just a few moments ago. In just a few steps from the place where the door was leading to, he found 

himself in front of a great building, dark and imposing overseeing the city down below. And at the very 

moment he understood where he was. He found himself in what people used to call the off-limits, places 

deemed dangerous by the people that lived long time ago. The dark castle and the fort, the last defense on 

the town during the invasion coming from the East. But something was not right, everything looked new, like 

the battle happened just moments before. ‘There is something going on, I just know it' he said to himself. For 

a moment, being caught in his own thoughts he heard another voice in the back of his head: ‘Leave’.   

‘After a long night of not sleeping and wondering in the dark of course my mind is going crazy’ the 

man thought, ‘it is a normal response to fatigue’, he continued. 

‘Oh, oh, oh, we are not the fatigue you are feeling stranger, for you are trespassing our domain’ and 

in that very second a tall beautiful woman with a bandana covering her eyes and a small necklace that looked 

like a mirror fragment covering her neck appeared as bought by the wind in front of the man. In fear of his 
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life, the man took the knife a strike her down in fear. But in an instant, the blade went straight through her, 

like you would try to cut a cloud. ‘Our name is Vision, the judge, the sole guardian of this place and its secrets 

and the first of the virtues. You can take out of blade out of us now, for no blade made by man can touch us’ 

The man just stood there, frozen, unable to recall his weapon, and with every word she spoke more 

questions appeared in his mind. 

‘Our name is Vision despite of our lack of sight, because we can see the past, present and future, and 

judge freely and fairly.’ She continued, ‘We already know who you are, we need no information from you, 

we already knew your blade will strike us, and we already know that today and here you will make a decision, 

you are not here by accident, you obsessed over the secret tunnel that connects your church and this place 

for many weeks now didn’t you?’ 

‘Yes’, the man answered with fear in his voice, trying to find power to move his limbs, but instead, 

he found power only to mutter one single question: ‘What are you?’ 

‘What are we? We just explained, we are the first of the virtues, you as a man of books, you know 

about this place, perhaps you don’t know how we came to be. All 10 of us were born from a single man that 

gave his life force for us to walk the earth and to defend his kingdom in his place. Five of us are the virtues 

and the other five are the fears, we are not embodiments of good or evil, we are just us. We serve the old 

Master, for he is still our father, but that never stopped us from serving other lesser masters. We split in the 

word, never to lurk in the same space. The mirror that split the man gave us life, and when we will finish our 

duty, we return to it. Be not afraid of us, for we will not end your life here and now. You will die at an advanced 

age, in your bed, but with your hands stained of blood by your own choice’ 

Hearing that is time is not yet up, the man starts to feel alive again, start to get control of his limbs, 

and sights with ease. ‘You know the past and the future guardian, tell me, will I achieve that which I desire?’ 

The woman, after one moment of thought, answered calmly, ‘yes but in only one way and it depends, 

what are you ready to willingly sacrifice for it to be real’ 

‘What I am willing to sacrifice? Everything, anything, I worked hard for my life and I can see my dream 

slip through my fingers only because of my status, only because I am not part of the families that influenced 

this land for centuries! I will do it, I will find the way as you said, the only way.’ 

‘Then leave and be on your way, and let your destiny flow, from one event to another, be confident 

that things that were meant to be will come into reality, I have seen them, seal the door shut behind you, 

and don’t look back, never to come to place again, for the next time we might not be so kind with an intruder.’ 

And with those words, the woman disappeared as quick as she appeared, leaving nothing behind, just what 

seemed to be a threat.  

In fear of her wrath, since he didn’t actually see what she is capable of, the man started to walk, 

slowly and steadily to the same door from which he came, sad, and disappointed, after a long night with little 

to no sleep, tired and weary, having to leave with more questions, but he did as it was told. As he was reaching 

for the doorknob, he saw the sun rise, most beautiful of all the ones he had seen, with each sun ray starting 

to hit the earth, and warming it with their heat, but something caught his eye. It was a small part of what 

seemed to be a black mirror, similar with the one that the woman had by her neck. ‘A small good bye gift’ he 

thought, ‘from a place I’m bound not to see again’. So, he picked up the shared, put it in his pocket, and left 

closing the door behind him and he presses on in the darkness carrying the same torch that led him there. 

Found his way through the same thick darkness, and arrived in front of the same door, the same door that 

made him obsessed and led him only to have more questions, disappointed in himself and the world, he 

opens the door, puts the lock back on it, and never thinks of its existence again, going on with his regular 

boring day. 
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At night, tired he returned to his dark cold chambers with a simple bed a nightstand and a religious 

symbol hanging on the wall, it was a church after all, where he lived since always. Tired from the lack of sleep, 

he tries to remove things from his pockets and in an instant, he feels a sharp pain, realizing that clumsy as he 

was, he cut himself in the shard of mirror he found in the morning. Hastily trying to stop the bleeding, he 

puts the shard on the nightstand, with the tip still covered in his blood, and without giving it much thought 

he continues with the night routine. By the time he puts himself in bed, ready to sleep, he feels a cold breeze 

prowling around him, but what was flowing around his bed was not the wind. He opened his eyes and came 

to find, what seemed to be a giant black wolf, cold as he was born of winter and dark as he was made of 

shadows, not with one or two eyes, but many, to many to be counted in one glance, as if the initial eyes of 

the beast multiplied and moved all around the body of the monster. Great in size, yet its fur was so dark that 

the body was almost indistinguishable from the shadows from and room, as a floating fish school made out 

of eyes was hunting his room. 

‘Beast’, the man murmured under his breath, ‘unclean demon of hell’, while trying to reach the holly 

symbol on his wall. 

Hearing this, the Wolf, confused for a moment, looked at the man, and with a big smile he answered. 

‘Go reach for your holly symbol, new Master, if you feel it will grant you safety. But I am no hound of hell or 

beast from your holly book. I am as full of god’s light as you are.’  

Puzzled, and unable to respond, to comprehend what just happened, ‘a dream’ he thought ‘no, a 

nightmare’ kept talking to himself refusing to acknowledge the reality that he was facing. 

Seeing his confusion, the Wolf continued, ‘New Master, my name is Hunger, the eye-seeker, I am the 

fourth the virtues and I hunger for fame, wealth and status, I hunger for things that are rightfully mine, and I 

help those in need of assistance to achieve their highest goals’ and with slowly he started to come closer and 

closer to the man until he looked at him from the same level. And, with an even greater smile than before, 

‘tell me, new Master, what do you are hunger for?’ 

With a small stutter and fear in his voice the man asked ‘What are you doing here, Wolf?’ 

‘What am I doing here is a silly question, new Master’, he answered while he continued moving like 

he is about to have a great meal out of the man, ‘you invited me here, Master, of course!’ 

To those words the man felt frozen in fear, ‘Did I invite this demon in my own home? Was the 

guardian wrong? Will I die?’ just several of the questions that came to his mind. 

‘But of course, you did it, new Master, you took me from my own place and invited me into your 

pockets! Into your home! Into your life! We traveled a lot already!’, the wolf continued, ‘you even fed me, 

with your own tired hand, your own life essence! I am bound to you, for now and for all your remaining days, 

Master! Now tell me, what is that which you want so much that you need my assistance with, new Master?’ 

The man, still frozen in fear, still trying to find out a way out of this conversation, still hoping that he 

will wake up, didn’t answer.  

The Wolf, still getting closer and closer again, talked again: ‘New Master, my hearing is soft, I hear 

your heart beating faster and faster with every step I take towards you Master, and my nose is as good as 

they come so I smell your fear, Master, with each step I take you are more frightened of me, Master. Perhaps 

I scare you, new Master, perhaps my eyes intimidate you? They follow you, Master?’, and with this, the many 

eyes of the wolf start to move like they are alive, like they are individual being, shrink and become smaller, 

unite and eventually form a single blue eye in the right socket of the wolf’s head. ‘Tell me, Master, are you 

feeling better now? Am I more familiar now to you?’ and with the same big smile as before he continued, 

‘After all if I wanted to, you would have already been dead without even realizing, you fear me and you are 
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right to do so, Master’ and climbing on top of the poor man, and wolf continued ‘And now I will ask you one 

more time, new Master, what is that which you hunger?’ 

In fear of what could happen if he would fail to give an answer to the beast the man whispered the 

answer ‘status’ and after a short break ‘I hunger for status’ he continued ‘I want to be the head of the church, 

to rule over it unquestioned and unchallenged’ 

‘Well, new Master, now we are going somewhere’, the wolf replied moving again, giving some space 

to the man. ‘I can definitely help you with that, just point in the right direction. Who are those that wronged 

you those that betrayed you, Master, in your quest for ascension? Who is to blame for the fact that you are 

stuck on this hierarchical ladder?’  

With more confidence in his voice, as if a sudden wave of bravery overtook the man’s mind, he 

answered ‘The 6 great archbishops yes, the ones from the old families that have been swimming in wealth 

and influence for centuries, leading every important decision made by church and stopping every outsider 

from entering their high ranked circles! Them! They are the enemy! They are the one that stopped me! Go 

and get rid of them wolf for me and I will be forever thankful!’ 

With the same big smile, the Wolf responded: ‘Yes, that is what I like, I see and smell and feel that 

hatred you feel for them, new Master, the old lords that unfairly robed you of your rightful place! Them, they 

are the enemy yes, Master, yes!’ and with licking his sharp teeth, the wolf continued: ‘Don’t be so quick in 

asking for favors for I have my own price. After all, gratitude never filled and empty stomach, Master, didn’t 

it? I am bound to you, new Master, yes, by your blood and by your own foolishness, but never consider me 

a servant of your will, never consider me a toll in order you achieve your own desires, I have my own will and 

judgment and can act on my own. Those being said, tell me, Master, what are you willing to sacrifice for your 

dreams to come true?’  

With the shutter back in in his voice, the man answered ‘S-sacrifice? What is that you could wish? If 

you will truly help me reach the top, you will never go hungry again! You could have every feast for every 

meal, eat all you want, eat how much you want all day every day, I can even build you a tower here inside 

the church, where you would live in luxury, a tower made to look in your own reflection and anything else 

you desire as long as you help me.’ 

‘Anything I desire, Master, this is a dangerous choice of words’ and starting to lurk in the shadows 

again ‘I demand tribute, dear Master, after all nothing is free. I can smell all the colors of your life, I can smell 

the frustration, the anger, the wish to be more, but just as strong scent I feel your ingenuity your cunningness 

and intuition that lead you were you currently are. I will help you in your quest to satisfy your hunger, dear 

new Master, if you will help me to satisfy mine. I need no fancy banquet of yours, but I demand two sacrifices 

from you, one to put you on your place and one to keep you there. At the end of your life, when you are 

weak and your bones are fragile, I will demand my payment for those deeds, I demand your heart, carrying 

your soul in your last moments of living, Master, and this is my first price to put you in your rightful place. 

And to remove those that by weapon or sword will wish you harm, Master, I ask for a yearly sacrifice in blood, 

on this very night, for every year in which you will draw breath. Those are my demands, Master, and after all 

they are not so great since it is anything, I can desire, and backing up from a deal is unbecoming, isn’t it, my 

dear new Master?’ 

The man found himself stuck between a rock and a hard place. On one hand, his wish since always 

will come true, but at a cost, but if he would back down, the animal would kill him in an instant, since death 

is the only certainty in life, with a deep breath, he answered: ‘I shall not back down from your terms, Wolf, 

because my wish for grandeur is greater than my fear of death and what lies behind it. But I have my own 

terms of the agreement, you will live in one of the towers of the church, where you will be taken care of. 

After I became the archdeacon of this institution, you won’t go hungry by my hand, but I ask you not to roam 
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freely the land, and at the end of your service, at the end of my life you will be rewarded with that which you 

demanded.’  

‘I will take your terms, yes to all but one, new Master, I am not a pet to contain in your walls of stone, 

live by my own will in your said tower, yes but never fully contain me at my full extent. There is no lock nor 

key able to keep me behind closed bars. I’m humble in your presence for I am bound to you by blood, and 

for all your life I shall be, Master, but never order me, Master, for you are not in the position to do so’ getting 

impatient with the man, the Wolf’s many eyes started to reappear through the dark fur of the animal, 

becoming the frightful beast from before, getting closer and closer to the man, he continued: ‘will bidding 

shall be done only in return of my terms, say yes, agree to my terms now and forever the bind onto me the 

way I am onto you, or refuse my conditions, in which case I will leave never to be seen again by you, and with 

me, all your dreams will shatter, you will go with your days and work the same thing you did for years now, 

and follow the same old fools you did for years, Master, think, my demands are not outrages if you balance 

what you ask me to do with what I ask you to provide. Put everything in balance, my dear new Master, my 

freedom and my satisfied hunger, against your much desired title and my everlasting protection for my 

Master. In case of your reckless decision of declining my help, do not worry for me, I won’t leave this place 

on an empty stomach. I know what is your choice, Master, do you?’ 

The man seeing the true colors of the beast, realized how deep his troubles were, and under the 

threats he just faced, agreed to the terms of the monster, answering with a simple: ‘Yes, I accept, now it is 

time to hold your part of the agreement first’ 

‘You have not to worry about my loyalty, Master, once I said something consider it done. Keep my 

mirror shard with you, Master, so you can ask my help anytime.’ And as he was speaking, he started to back 

off, slowly merging into the darkness of the room, losing its shape until only his eyes, his multitude of bright 

red eyes was to be seen like a storm of fireflies in the night, until those also disappear only one more line 

was heard from the monster: ‘time to rest now, soon you will be in power, Master Archdeacon’ 

After their interaction, the man fell into a deep sleep almost immediately, making him to oversleep, 

not long, just enough to make him late. Wakening up, he thought that was one of the wildest dreams he had 

in his entire life, not giving a thought, rushed into his morning routine, and fast on the corridors that always 

seem to never end when you are late. But this morning was special, the halls were particularly empty and 

quiet, like every life from it suddenly stopped existing. But in his hurry, he found the people that were missing 

from the church halls. All gathered in front of the door of one of the heads of the church. No one could say 

anything. No one would dare to say anything. In his fast passing, he got only one glimpse of the grotesque 

scene. One of the archdeacons lying in bed with one hole in his chest and a facial expression that would 

denounce the greatest fear that man could see. And in the blink of the eye, our protagonist understood. His 

dream was not a dream, it was a nightmare, and even worse, one set in reality, the treacherous monster was 

on his way to hold his part of the deal. Now at this point it is no time to fell remorse, there is nothing that 

can be done, the plan is set to motion, and he could only accept the price paid for that which he hungered 

for take time and make peace to the situation. After each night a new archdeacon would die, all in the same 

way, fear running down on their faces and a hole in their chests.  

The man’s ascension started again, revoking the need of council of deacons, becoming the sole ruler 

and head of his church, all with the help of the wolf. Eventually the monster agreed to live in one of the dark 

towers of church, but forever refused to be locked, after all, as he said, time and time again, ‘no lock nor key 

can keep a shadow caged’. Every night he would appear in the room of the new and sole archdeacon, talking 

with him, threatening him at times but most importantly giving him advice in his daily struggles helping the 

man to which he was bound, helping him enough to wonder who truly was the head of the church? The man 

of the Wolf. The man also kept his part of the deal, every year, on the night that they meet, he would give 

free range to the wolf, to hunt on a soul of his own choice. Sometimes it would be a drunk man in the middle 
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of the road, a corrupt merchant, or sometimes a child that spent too much time far from home and got lost. 

The wolf would not care, good or evil, woman man or child, ho would set his mind to a target, and hunt that 

poor soul and play and torment their mind for all night long before finally putting an end to their suffering. 

Along the years there also have been, incidents we might call them, but again, the power balance of their 

contract always seemed to incline in the wolfs favor. The beast proved time and time again, not only that he 

is a smart noble beast, but also that he possessed what one might say the knowledge of the centuries, having 

outstanding information in lots of domains 

The man lived a long life, out of fear of the inevitable end once might say, he became known as Siena 

the Elder, for his almost unnatural lifespan, but as all things, life must come to an end, and at the age of 111, 

during his last night, the wolf manifested again, uncalled for council of friendship by the man. Starting to 

move closely to the bed of the man. 

‘Wake up, old Master, the time is here.’ Lurking in his specific style he continued ‘you lived a long-

life, Master, unexpected even by me. Your bones are weak and your life is passing in front of your eyes as we 

speak, Master.’ And with his specific smile he continued ‘Don’t tell me you are still afraid of me, the most 

loyal of your subjects?’ 

 The man, old and weak, muttered ‘I fear not, for you are not a hound you are a lapdog and you 

proved that in many of our interactions, Master Wolf. What will happen to me when you will take your most 

desired prize?’ the man asked. 

 ‘Lapdog I am not and I shall never be. Tame to my Master I was and I shall be for this is the ordinance 

of the word. 78 years of service are something new for me also, old Master, and for all the years we’ve spent 

together, I am glad that you found me or better said, that I went out of my way to find you. Since you are my 

old Master, and we are bound by contract, I feel the duty to let you know what will happen. You have two 

choices; you can try to flee to run away from me though you would not have succeeded 78 years ago you 

won’t now. In this case I will hunt you down, or you could willingly accept your fate that was sealed so long 

time ago. In both cases you will become me, your knowledge, your secrets, your fears and your regrets will 

become as they were my own. You will become one if my many eyes, for the eyes are the window to the 

soul, dear old Master. Each of this eye that so much tormented in our encounters was once someone like 

you, they all are me and I am each and every one of them. The choice is yours.’ 

 ‘I’m too old to flee from you, Wolf, and you know that too well. I feel the end coming soon, do that 

which you must, you helped me achieve what I wanted. You truly deserve your prize. Goodbye for now, 

Master Wolf’ and with those last words, the man closes his eyes, puts his hands over his chest and waits for 

the end to come.  

 ‘There is no goodbye, Master, for we live eternally. We will find another pact and another deal and 

another desire. We will always hunger for something, old Master, and will forever help those that feel the 

emptiness of desire to chase further. There will be a new, new Master, dear old Master, and after that 

another one and another one so until the end of time, for we will never be full. Your knowledge will help 

them find their way the same how the ones before you helped you my dear old master’. And with a big smile 

that always was on his face, he got on top of the man and got his long-desired prize right from his chest, 

leaving a whole in it like all of his victims. But, unlike the ones before, there was no fear to be found on the 

man’s face, there was only peace and satisfaction. While his blood flowed quickly from his wound covering 

his hands in blood. As the best jaws clenched around his heart, a new eye appeared on the body of the animal. 

A new eye, a new soul in the componence of the creature.  

Soon the Wolf took his mirror shard that in his mouth, and in the same night he left the church, giving 

one more tour to the Wolf’s Tower, that one that was his home for his stay here, and, in the cover of the 

night he left never to be seen again or not seen again so far. He patiently waited in his mirror shard, for a 
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new Master to show up, and give him a taste of his new host, a new goal, and most importantly a new thing 

to hunger for.  

 

On the other side of the Wall 

 

‘Your knowledge is vast of these secrets of this land, stranger, I will give you that’ the poor lost soul 

continued after the end of the story that he just heard. ‘But you continue to conceal your identity my guide. 

Why would you do such things to an already worried man?’ 

‘Worried? Worried by what or who traveler?’ 

‘By you?’ 

‘By me?’ 

‘By you, of course! You woke me up in the middle of the night and marched me into the dark forest 

instead of waiting for morning. Telling me stories and refusing to answer simple questions such as: ‘What is 

your name?’ 

‘I didn’t march you nowhere! That is outrageous! I bribed you! The night was long and we or better 

said you are almost out of forest. By sunrise you should be in your destination, unfortunately for reasons that 

are above me you will enter the city alone. Perhaps another story would ease your mind, my dear little tired 

sleepy fellow? What would keep your attention? Let’s see… Dragons! No, too old fashioned. Pirates! No, I get 

sea sick only thinking. One with the witch from the swamp maybe!’ 

‘My dear guide, I’m begging you, tell me please a real story, tell me the one about you and where 

you came from, tell me about your life’ 

‘Real? What do you mean real? They are very much real I can assure you this, traveler. They are real 

to the people that lived in them, they are real to the people that told the stories, and not a single drop of 

fiction was added from the events that happened in reality. Don’t be so hasty to judge what is real and what 

is not, for you are merely passing those dark lands. A story from my life I shall tell you but I fear my life is not 

that impressive, and the most of it, I have forgotten, but I remember this one time. It should be long enough 

to carry us through the night right to the first light of the day’ 

‘Real.’ 

‘Yes, real.’ 

‘All of it.’ 

‘Yes, all of it’ 

‘Ok! Fine! I’m too tired to question you and what you are saying just go on with your story’ 

* 

 

The same little town grew and expanded far out of the initial border of the expanding in all directions. 

My story takes place the great house of a wealthy man that happened to be close to the outskirts of the city, 

up, to the East. The building large in size and had several advantages, its position, allowed great gardens and 
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greenspaces to be built and grow all around the building, and since the main occupation of the owner and 

his wife were merchants, a small shop was installed in the very same building.  

The shop, even small by proportions, it was of great help to the people of the town, it was said that 

there would not be a single illness nor pain of mind or body that would not have a cure that could be found 

in this place. Both owners were coming from good families, well read, geniuses at mind and well versed in 

things as different plants and mushrooms and all those other things that can be found all around us and for 

what they were good, how to ease the pain and heal. Yes, that is the adequate word for them, healers, both 

of them. I can still see their shop when I close my eyes sometimes, small with a beautiful entrance, on the 

right there was a small table where you would pay your purchases and all around the space beautiful nicely 

worked cabinets and shelf, built by hand from the trees of the very same estate covered in all kinds of 

products, strange looking small bottles and fruits and herbs from far distant lands, all laid before your eyes. 

The amazing smells coming from that place are one of a kind and unique to those part, close to impossible 

to describe them, and as I talk now and I see this whole creation in front of my eyes, I can’t help but to be 

sad and lament for I no longer feel the suit smell of that singular room nor feel the slim cover of dust. 

But you might wonder what part I play in this whole story. Well, at the point in time I used to work 

inside the very old house I’m talking about. I used to be a caretaker, and as the name suggest, I would be the 

one to serve the lucky couple and manage the rooms, both in their presence and absence, together with the 

other servants of the family, taking care of them and easing their daily duties and assisting them in their 

research by how we could. Dusting, cleaning, cooking, serving, all the normal activities that you would expect 

in a house of this size. From the rooms I don’t remember much, I remember each of us had our own 

chambers, and from the other rooms I remember a beautiful living room covered in lively colors and a great 

library, with books on every subject from those very old to the ones just printed. Besides this I remember 

one more room, one hidden behind the library far from the common eye. That one was a secret known only 

by the ones living in the mansion and very little of what was it was known, even for us, the workers, as far as 

I can remember it was the only closed room, no windows no keys only one secret entrance.   

Life was peaceful for quite a while, merchants by day and scientist by night, this was the routine for 

them and we took care for the rest.  But as all stories go, something bad happened, disturbing the otherwise 

peaceful and calm life that settled over the mansion for years now. One day, the woman started to cough 

and cough again, one day passed, and do the next one and the one after, without giving much thought of it 

just the spring and the regular allergies she thought, taking only the regular medicine for cough like every 

spring. Unfortunately, it was not. The spring turned into summer and summer into autumn, but the sickness 

was still there, still trying to treat is as good as they knew, but soon the situation worsens. With the arrival of 

winter and the early rains of the season, making the whole environment wet and humid, her health only got 

worse. Her illness soon bound her to bed, and before anyone could do anything or before her loving husband 

was able to find a cure, she fell into a deep sleep and in just like that, she died. Peacefully in her sleep she 

passed away, without pain of struggle, so specific of this mortal realm, leaving the hardness of the world to 

be dealt with by the leaving. Soon she was dressed with a beautiful long dark dress, with beautiful lacing all 

over it. Like a princes dressed in black, a true raven queen one might say, she was laid to rest forevermore in 

the crypt built in the cemetery for her and her beloved husband.  

Her fast and unexpected passing was a complete disaster for the master of the house. Countless 

sleepless night spent in the search of a cure, in the search of something, anything that could help her re-gain 

her health back, or at least ease the pain that she felt. Each night he would stay late, reading the same books 

all over again, thinking he missed something, something important, he must have overlooked something in 

his dusty old books. But alas, all was in vain. Her constant health degraded fast, and what was the most 

painful for the man, it happened right before his eyes, unable to help, unable to change anything in terms of 

how things were going. When she finally was put to rest in the crypt that eventually will welcome him as well 

in the future, he felt as a bolder that was tied to his neck started to fall, dragging him down to an endless 
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abyss, where no light no matter how bright would shine, and no sound no matter how loud would withstand 

the fall. One might say that in that cold crypt was more than one single person, one dead by the grace of 

God, and one dead by choice.  

Grief and loss are manifested different in all of us, some get over it easier than others. In the first 

weeks after her death, the man visited her daily laying new the flowers that she loved so much all over her 

tomb, eventually he bought a chair, to sit by her side and talk to her, day after day he would bring more and 

more things to her resting place, a table, shelves with her favorite books that he would continue to read to 

her, as a parent does do their child. Weeks passed and then moths and the man day after day he would spend 

more and more time in the grave, almost as she was still there asking questions and having full conversations 

with her. By day, he would spend the time with her, and by night he would stay closed in his secret library, 

far from us, reading, studying, and focusing on his old books, but some new books as well. In grief, the shop 

became our responsibility, but without the knowledge they possessed, we were nothing more than 

shopkeepers, trying to sell the last of the medicines that we had. Things started to go sideways, and they did 

fast, perhaps too quickly for me to notice. In lack of founding most of the servants left, in search for a better 

life, and soon I was alone. Just me in the great manor of my lord and him living like a ghost in his former 

house. Without the proper care, the house fell fast into degradation. I alone could not fix the meals for the 

owner, clean, do gardening, wash and so on, basically to do all the duties that a group of people used to do 

in the good old days, alone, all by myself. The high rooms of the building started to gather dust on the objects 

that lied inside and spiders on the corners of every chamber. To stop the continuously degradation of the 

furniture, I covered it with sheets and blankets to slow down the decay. In those dark days the house started 

to feel more and more cold as it was hunted, and we could say it was, the memories of her never truly left 

the masters mind, to him she would be so close to be alive again while the whole building started to look 

more and more as a sanatorium. 

There are many sicknesses that can be quickly cured, especially the ones of the body, but the ones 

of the mind take time and might never heal. This was something that the woman would say in the good days, 

that now seem so far, a distant memory even, but she was extremely right. Years passed since her death, and 

her good old husband only got worse with the passing of time. His obsession led him to stray paths in his life, 

inviting all kinds of charlatans and frauds in his home, pretending that they can help him in many strange and 

ungodly ways, men that could talk to the dead, warlocks and necromancers, all kinds of people looking for a 

fast way to get rich on the back of a grieving man. So, one day I tried my best to confront the man that for 

most of my life offered me shelter and food in exchange of my services. So, I tried to convince him that no 

number of witches and warlocks shall bring her back, to explain him that grieving is normal, but living in a 

mausoleum with his dear beloved wife is not. And to my surprise, with a smile and happiness in his voice, 

things that I never seen on my master face for a very long time, he took a deep breath, and answered.  

‘I will give you credit where there it is to give, charlatan is and charlatans shall be and you are not the 

only one to tell me that, even if you are the only living being that talks with me. You see, I am very happy, 

because I have seen her again, while her body is calmly put to rest, in eternal sleep, her spirit is free. She is 

here and everywhere on my land, she came home just a few days ago.  She talks with me in my dreams and 

guides my hand in writing once more. Everything I lover about her, came back to me. I can assure you; she is 

very much alive.’ 

I was stunned. I could not answer or move, the only thing that was in my mind was that I’m serving 

a madman, someone that lost his sanity to time and grief. 

‘Don’t look so surprised’ he continued when he saw my helplessness. ‘I am creating my life’s work 

right now, soon she won’t be just a floating memory, a spirit that speaks only to me. She will walk again and 

she will draw breath again, eat food just like you and me, just like in the good old times, before this dark 

cloud would settle over our beautiful home. Think of it VValter, the shop will be open again, we will help 
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people, again, and even more, we will be able to make gigantic progresses in our field. No one would fear 

death anymore, no one would spend eternity anymore in a cold and shallow grave. The possibilities are 

endless and the opportunities just as much.’ 

Still in shock, I managed to ask ‘How? How is she here?’  

‘Quite easily, all of those guests of mine they were just rip offs of course, any sane person could see 

through their tricks. But one stood out.  Even if their so-called magic was not impressive, cheap at best maybe, 

but they had a certain book that I wanted, a real one, one that talks about bringing back the dead and 

rebinding them into this realm. So, let’s say I convinced them to leave me the precious book. Nothing too 

difficult, after all those years of negotiating and bargaining, I’m still a salesman after all. I used well this book 

and now she is once more wandering the halls of our great mansion’ 

It was clear, the man was delusional, insane even. So, I stopped him before saying another word. 

‘You are a madman. Let the dead to rest. Those are things no one should intervene with. It is the ordinance 

of things.’ 

‘We believed so about many things. From the domestication of wild beast to treating the most 

common things. “It is the ordinance of things”, it is, but it never stopped the progress. We are advancing in 

time; we are no longer primitive beings. We can create a much better life for those that will come after us, 

there is trial and error but progress is inevitable. From tomorrow us, you and me, together will work to build 

a new body for her, a body that could withstand the time and sickness. Enough for now, go and rest for 

tomorrow will be a long day.’ 

I wanted to say no, to answer that I’m a leaving, that I will not help him in his crusade to conquer 

death for this is a battle the no one can win. But perhaps out of morbid curiosity I said only ‘Yes, Master’ and 

left. Still blaming myself for the rest of the night for my lack of initiative.  

Early in the morning we started his great project, his life work even. We made what could only be 

compared with a doll that resembled his late wife, dressed it in her clothes and made it look as human as 

possible. In that very evening the doll sat with the madman at the table, treated it as it was already alive. It 

was a night of celebration for him, and one of worries for me. The next day he sent me in the town in a very 

specific shop to gather some of very specific ingredients that he desired. On all my walk there and back I was 

only thinking this was my chance to escape, my chance to leave and never return. I could skip town’s even 

countries, start a total new life far from this madness. But I was still curious about the end of this story. Part 

of me still wished to see if his theories would be even loosely right, all everything will crash and burn as I was 

expecting. It was all what I was thinking, but I obeyed the orders, went to the shop and came back. When I 

returned, I could not find the owner of the house anywhere, looked for him in every room until finally I found 

him. In one room, the one she loved the most, where she would keep her plants and herbs during the cold 

season. He was there drawing with chalk strange symbols on the floor and the walls. Writings, symbols, and 

drawings, all kind of things like made by a child that rebels against their parents rules, and the doll set in the 

middle of the room. When he sees me, in a hurry he takes the things he asked from me, 3 different colored 

powders to be more specific, and makes 3 circles, one larger than the other around the doll.  

‘Good, good’ he said while finishing the last circle, ‘we are almost ready. Now we just wait’ 

‘Wait? Wait that? You ruined this room!’ 

‘We wait for midnight, since her life force is stronger then, and worry not for the room. It is just a 

small sacrifice in the great scheme of things, she just thought would be great to regain her body in a room so 

familiar to her. Go and rest now, we have a long night ahead of us, and when this all is over, I can assure you 

that your service won’t be forgotten.’  
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In the darkness of the night, I was summoned again in the same very room, with only the light of a 

candle to guide my steps through the cold and empty corridors of the house. Thinking only if the madman 

will truly succeed, is she really there giving commands? Impossible there is no way, but what if?  

When I entered in the room, I noticed him holding the doll in his arms surrounded by the symbols 

and drawings from earlier, but now, they shine brightly in the pale light of the moon. He greeted me with the 

happiest ‘Good you are here’, genuinely happy to see me, like the days before everything happened. ‘I will 

need you to do one more thing for me’ he continued, light the circles on the floor on fire for me. I want to be 

with her in the very first moments when she comes back. Too tired, or perhaps his insanity took over me as 

well I do as I am told.  

The 3 circles start with a timid red fire, almost as they are about to be put out, the man starts 

speaking, and so he speaks for some time, all in one single language that I am unable to understand. A 

language that sounds like nothing heard before, but I am able to understand one single word from it: ‘Eleanor’ 

the name of his long beloved wife. I could count the name in a total of three times during his monologue. 

The tone of his voice was sad and humble, like bagging for something that he can’t have. At the end of his 

oration, when he pronounces her dear name the third and last time, the flames start to grow, and they do 

fast, turning and twisting, changing their colors from the bright red to green and then to a deep blue color. 

The firely flames start to get shape and form, and start looking like hands starting to hold on both the man 

and his puppet. And it that very moment, I saw her, the lady of the house, beautiful as she always was, 

dressed in the very dark dress with which she was put to rest, floating around, as she was born of fire, 

spinning and struggling consuming the man and his mannequin. And of all sudden the fire dies, and all the 

light of the room vanquished, darkness swallowing us all 3 together. And in that brief moment I see them, 

they are again together, him, aged and tired from years of unhealthy obsessions, and her beautiful as in the 

day she was let to rest. Once again together for one more moment. It is all quiet for a moment before I realize 

the macabre scene that is put in scene before my eyes. 

The man holding her died from the burns suffered from the ritual, with a big smile on his face, and 

tears in his eyes. I am still astonished, he was right, a scientist a magician, what could I say about the master 

of the house. A true mad man in every detail but one, did he know the risks he took, by holding on the doll? 

Was this the longest suicide letter or just an accident? Those are questions that I still wonder to this day. It 

was and equivalent exchange, one soul and body for another. He crossed the realm of the death, so she could 

live again. Definitely the calculations were wrong, or so it seems, since they got to spend just a moment 

together, but one is much better than none I suppose. Soon the lady of the house woke up and she was 

scared, so I tried to calm her down. It was a lot to comprehend, both for her and me, what I have seen was 

still unbelievable. She told me about the shadow realm where she spends the time after her death and of the 

things that she found there. She talked about the people from old times that were there, but most 

importantly, how she found her way back. Soon after, in a few days, she started seeing the master of the 

house again, just like he did. And for a while they went on with this way of life, him dead by choice and she 

bought back to life. Five months later, she told me, that feeling alive again was great, but she misses dearly 

her husband, and so she is choosing to go back to him, and spend the eternity in the shadow realm. She gave 

me strict instructions of what to do and how to proceed after her second passing. In that very night she said 

goodbye to me, one last time, and that they hope the we will meet again on the other side, but not to hurry 

to get to them, so she went to sleep, and under my very eyes her human body started to change and 

transform again, reversing into her original puppet shape, leaving no mark that it ever lived. 

The instructions given to me were clear. No man should be capable to play God, no dead shall be 

woken from their eternal rest, no matter how much the living are missing them. Their case was happy, for 

they did it willingly, but the rumors already started to spread, and if anything, this power can be used not 

only for good but evil as well. So, she asked me to purify the place. And there is no power in the world that 

purifies better than the one of fire. She asks me to burn down their dear old home, and make sure that no 
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book escapes the flames. No such knowledge should be left into the world she said. So, I performed her wish 

as instructed and in that very night, I burn down the palace that was my home and theirs for some many 

years and left never to return again.   

 

* 

 

‘So that is the story of my last occupation, my dear traveler’ 

‘If anything, you and your stupid hat are full lies, since you can’t seriously believe that anyone would 

think that the stories you tell are anywhere close to be real’ annoyed the foreign said, ‘you must be just as 

insane as your old master and also again you even forgot to give me your name!’ 

‘Forgot I don’t think so, if you listen my story well you would know my name. And I can assure you 

that they are very real, there are many things you don’t know about me after all’ 

‘All I know is that I want to be closer to Emilza’ 

‘Oh, but we are, just behind those trees, and you are there. Ah, the sunrise what a beautiful moment 

of the day. Too bad is the only one I get to see so often.’ 

‘You get to see? What are you talking about? The sun raises every day’ 

‘Why yes it surely does for you, and the likes of you’ and fixing his still funny hat on his head, with a 

lot more seriousness than ever before in that night he continued ‘you see the experiments of the house 

owner didn’t went unnoticed, and I was not unaffected by them. Have you wondered why the woman 

managed to find her dear old husband soul so fast when he struggled for years?’ 

‘Well, no… but’ 

‘No more butts from you, mister, you will shut up and listen now, during the exchange I was also 

affected you see, I lived now for what it seemed an eternity now, without aging, or sleeping, but remember 

that a slight of hand is not my only talent. Pay attention now to me, for I will say this only once, my birth 

given name is VValter but I have many names you see, I am Bridge, for I am the path from land of the living 

to the shadow realm, I freely and without worry cross the two realms, guiding those that are lost in both of 

them. I cannot die and I cannot live in the light, so I am here just a humble guide. At the service of those that 

get too close to mortal danger. It is my duty to guard protect and lead those like you; lost in foreign lands 

without chance of finding the way back.’ 

‘Lost? I was not lost, I think…’ 

‘You think? Well let’s see some outcomes then shall we?’ and with a hand gesture he opened a portal 

in air, clean as a mirror and large as one, ‘pay attention, master lost in the forest for this is just one of many’ 

and he showed in crystal clean, the place in which they met, the crossroads, the dark forest every detail, and 

showed him several scenarios, mauled by wild beast or robed by bands of thieves one worse than the other 

and with a clap he closed the very same mirror and continued :’You are welcome’ 

There was fear inside the traveler for in front of his definitely stayed a supernatural being, much 

stronger than he could ever be, what is even the right answer in this situation, and his stories in this case, 

they have to be real or at least the unbelievable part must be closer to reality than he initially thought. ‘Thank 

you’, murmured the man close to shock, 
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‘As I said, you are welcome’ and with an ample hand gesture a new portal gate or mirror no matter 

what you want to call it, was open behind the strange fellow. ‘My time is up, for now. I will go back in the 

shadow realm for now. Don’t be so harsh to judge what is real and not, for our realities are different. Press 

on the road that I lead you for now, and you will find your destination very soon’. Turning his back takes the 

first step towards the mirror, this one different than the other, with a dark color almost like nothing was on 

the other side, and stops: ‘And one more thing. If you look for stories, you will find here yes, but the dead tell 

much better tales than the living’ and holding his hat he pressed on in the mirror and disappeared into the 

darkness.  

The traveler pressed on following the indications that were given to him by the fellow with the 

strange hat and reached Emilza in no time. ‘Stories of the dead are for the dead to tell’ thought as he entered 

to city ‘and they will deem me insane anyway if I would dare to speak on it’ continued the man passing the 

gates. 

  

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


