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    To the people of Gásadalur, Faroe Islands, and to the Hidden Ones who guided me through this journey—this story is for you.
I hope you see what I saw as I wrote these pages.
This book was born from long, excruciating hours staring at a blank screen in a coffee shop, from months of deep research, and from an obsession with uncovering the unseen. Every word is a piece of that journey.
I hope you enjoy it.
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Disclaimer

These images were definitely  created using AI because I couldn't afford to hire an illustrator. While they may not fully capture the exact vision I had in mind, I hope they still give you an idea of what I was cooking up.

If you have any questions or want to discuss anything further, feel free to shoot me an email!
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​Chapter 1: The Village of Gásadalur

[image: ]


[image: image]

In a far ,lonesome, cold corner of the world stood Gásadalur, a village surrounded by cliffs, waterfalls, caves, stone pillars and endless seas. Winters there were long, and snow covered the ground for most of the year. The wind was sharp as cold glass, biting at faces and slipping through cracks in the wooden doors.

The villagers lived close to the land, their homes small, and sturdy against the weather. Fires burned steadily in every fire pit, the only defense against the creeping chill of the dark months. Life here was simple and hard, shaped by the cold and the isolation.

Reindeer roamed the snowy hills beyond the village, their hooves crunching through the frost, leaving delicate imprints in the icy ground. Their coats were a pale, whitish-gray, blending seamlessly with the winter landscape, as if they had been shaped by the snow itself. 

Their powerful frames and towering antlers—spanning like skeletal trees in the dead of winter—set them apart. Unlike ordinary deer, they seemed to carry an air of mystery, their origins unknown. They were the only deer on the Faroe Islands, their presence as mystifying as the legends whispered about them. Some believed they had emerged from the hidden world itself, stepping through the barrier long ago to find refuge in the frozen hills. Others claimed they had always been here, guardians of the harsh land, their strength a testament to survival where so little else could endure.

The people of Gásadalur were used to the dark. They told stories during the long nights, stories about hidden folk in the cliffs and trolls that roamed the shadows. These tales weren’t just for entertainment—they were warnings. The solstice was near, and the longest 12 days of the year always brought unease.

Nicholas, a boy with bright eyes and restless curiosity, didn’t fear the stories. Where others saw danger, he saw endless questions with no answers. He would often watch the reindeer leap snow hills from the edge of the village, his breath puffing in the freezing air. He wondered about the things in the stories—the hidden folk, the trolls, and the magic that people said lingered in the cliffs.

As the nights grew colder and darker, the villagers stoked their fires and prepared for what was to come. But while the others were seized by unease, Nicholas felt something different—a quiet pull, as if the village itself held mysteries woven into its very foundation, waiting for someone to discover them.

As the solstice drew closer, Gásadalur seemed to grow quieter, as if the land itself was holding its breath. The wind whistled through the narrow paths between homes, carrying with it the scent of salt from the sea and the death of the frozen air. The villagers worked steadily, their routines honed by years of bracing against the winter. Wood was stacked high by every door, and thick furs hung from walls to keep out the cold.

The reindeer moved closer to the village, their hooves crunching softly on the frozen ground. Nicholas watched from the hill, their thick coats shimmering with frost in the pale sunlight. They followed the largest one, their silent guide, protectors of the icy world where they reside.

At night, the village glowed with the light of chimney pot fires and the flicker of lanterns placed in windows. The people of Gásadalur believed light kept the dark things from sight, and so they lit their homes against the endless night. Yet the darkness always seemed to press back, heavy and unrelenting.

Nicholas sat by the fire in his small home, the warmth bouncing against the walls. Across the room, his father tinkered at the workbench, the steady rhythm of his hammer tapping against stone filling the quiet space. 

His father, a skilled inventor, often lost himself in his projects. Tools and unfinished designs cluttered the bench, and the faint smell of oil and stone hung in the air. Nicholas had grown up watching him create intricate mechanisms, each one a blend of practicality and ingenuity.

“You see, Nicholas,” his father often said, “invention isn’t just about blending creativity with reality it's about seeing the unseen and shaping the new, crafting what’s needed when the time is due.”

It was a lesson Nicholas had taken to heart. Though he excelled in crafting weapons—his designs sharper, stronger, and more efficient than anything his father had ever imagined—his father had always cautioned restraint. “The world isn’t ready for these yet,” he would say, a shadow passing over his face. “Weapons are too often used before they’re understood.”

Still, there were simpler projects that brought joy to their small abode. One winter, when Nicholas was eight, they had built a snow sled together. His father had shaped the frame with precision, while Nicholas painted it silver and red, inspired by the holly bushes that grew wild around their home. The sled had been their pride, gliding smoothly over the snow-covered hills around Gásadalur.

Now, sitting by the fire, Nicholas’s gaze drifted toward the sled, tucked away in the corner of the room. The paint was chipped and faded, but it still carried the memories of carefree days spent racing down the slopes.

His father’s voice broke the silence. “You’ve been quiet tonight,boy” he said without looking up from his work.

Nicholas hesitated. “Just thinking about Mom.”

The hammer paused mid-swing, and for a moment, the only sound was the crackling of the fire. “She was the most beautiful woman i've ever seen,” his father said finally, his voice steady but tinged with sadness.

Nicholas nodded, though the ache of her absence remained. He didn’t fully remember her face—just the faintest impression of warmth and a song she used to hum. But even now, her loss left a space in their home that nothing else could fill.

“Daddy, Why do we have to lock the doors on the solstice?” Nicholas asked, his voice breaking the quiet.

His father paused, his worn face full of thought. “It’s when the veil is thin,” he said. “Between our world and theirs. The cliffs aren’t just stone, Nicholas. They hold things older than we are—things that don’t belong to the light.”

Nicholas frowned, leaning closer to the fire. At only 15 years old, he didn’t like the thought of something waiting in the cliffs, watching. Yet he couldn’t deny the strange pull he felt whenever he walked near the cliffs. It felt as though the stones did a hum, low and steady, like a whispering drum.

“Do you believe in the hidden folk?” Nicholas asked.

His father’s eyes, sharp and serious, met his own. “I believe all mysteries have some truth to it. What matters is that the stories keep us safe.”

Nicholas sat back, his thoughts spinning. He didn’t want to just be safe. He wanted to know.

As the fire crackled and the night grew deeper, Nicholas glanced toward the window. Beyond the frost-covered glass, the world was frozen and black, the only light a faint glow from the distant cliffs. He thought he saw movement there—just for a moment—a flicker of something white against the shadow.

He blinked, but it was gone.
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