
Table of Contents

The Star Tower Students

Prologue: The Great Sleep

Chapter 1: The Hidden Path

Chapter 2 : The Broken Bridge

Chapter 3: The Stone Tower

Chapter 4: The White North

Chapter 5: The Dark Fog

Chapter 6: The Broken Wheels

Chapter 7: The Copper Serpent

Chapter 8: The Long Walk Home

Chapter 9: The Return to Oakhaven

Chapter 10: The Star Tower Students

Epilogue: The Next Map

About the Author


​The Star Tower Students

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Prologue: The Great Sleep
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Einar stood on the smooth black stone platform. He was an old man, but he was incredibly strong. He wore heavy clothing made of thick brown animal fur. His long beard was as white as the snow outside. He was one of the Great Builders of the North.

Einar looked up. Above his head, the three massive silver wheels were barely moving. They made a loud, terrible grinding noise. The thick copper pipes twisting around the giant machine were completely covered in dark, heavy frost. The machine was incredibly cold. It was failing.

His best friend, Rasmus, stood next to him. Rasmus was tall and wore thick leather armor. He held a long, sharp spear in his strong hands. Rasmus was not looking at the machine. He was looking at the entrance of the massive underground cave.

"It is coming, Einar," Rasmus said. His voice was rough and filled with worry. "The dark fog is breaking through the outer caves. The ice walls cannot stop it anymore."

Einar looked toward the dark tunnel. Thick, heavy gray smoke was slowly rolling across the slippery floor. It was not normal smoke. It moved like a living thing. It had glowing red spots hidden inside the dark shapes. The dark fog brought a freezing, deadly cold that killed every green plant and froze every river in the land.

"The machine is too tired," Einar said sadly. He placed his thick leather glove against the dull silver metal. "We built it to clean the air, but the fog has grown too powerful. It is choking the copper pipes. The silver wheels cannot spin fast enough."

Rasmus tightened his grip on his sharp spear. "If the fog touches the center panel, it will corrupt the power source. It will destroy the crystal map. If the crystal dies, we can never fix the machine again."

Einar knew his friend was right. The crystal sphere was the key. It was the only thing that could power the giant silver wheels. If they left the crystal inside the machine, the dark fog would eat its bright blue light forever.

"We have to take the key away," Einar decided. His heart felt very heavy. "We have to pull it out and hide it. We must put the machine into a deep sleep until the fog calms down. Maybe, a long time from now, someone brave will find the key and wake the machine up."

"Then do it now," Rasmus ordered. He stepped in front of Einar, raising his spear toward the rolling gray fog. "I will hold the dark shapes back. You take the crystal and run. Run as far south as you can. Do not stop for anything."

Einar stepped onto the black platform. He walked to the flat silver panel. In the center of the panel was a small, round hole. Inside the hole, the clear glass sphere was glowing with beautiful blue light. The silver dust inside was spinning very fast, fighting the cold.

Einar reached his hand into the hole. His fingers closed around the warm crystal. He pulled it out quickly.

The moment the crystal left the panel, a loud *clack* echoed in the large cave. A thick iron plate slid over the round hole, locking it tight.

Above them, the three giant silver wheels stopped turning completely. The humming sound of the machine died instantly. The loud, terrible silence filled the room. The copper pipes froze solid. The machine was asleep.

Without the blue light to fight it, the dark fog rushed forward. It moved incredibly fast, hissing angrily over the black stone floor. Dark, smoky snakes with red eyes lunged toward the platform.

"Go, Einar!" Rasmus shouted loudly. He swung his heavy spear, hitting a dark fog snake. "Run to the south! Hide the light!"

"I promise I will protect it, Rasmus," Einar yelled over the loud hissing noise.

Einar turned around and ran. He ran out of the massive cavern and into the twisting tunnels of blue ice. He held the glowing crystal sphere tightly against his chest. It kept him warm as the freezing cold tried to bite his skin. He heard the sound of Rasmus fighting behind him, but he did not look back. He knew his brave friend was giving him time to escape.

Einar ran until he reached the heavy iron doors of the West Peak. He pushed them open and stepped out into a terrible snowstorm. The wind howled loudly. The thick white snow blinded him. But the crystal map in his hand glowed with a silver line. It pointed the way through the deadly storm.

He walked for many days. The cold was terrible, but he never stopped moving. He followed the silver line south, leaving the high mountains far behind.

Eventually, the thick snow began to thin out. Einar stepped onto hard gray rocks and dry brown dirt. The freezing wind calmed down. He was out of the deep north.

He walked across wide, empty fields until he saw a tall, thin building in the distance. It was the Star Tower. Einar and the other builders had constructed it many years ago as a place of learning and history.

Einar walked to the heavy wooden door of the tower. He knocked loudly.

The door opened. A young man with bright green eyes and a long blue coat stood there. His name was Valdemar. He was the very first keeper of the books.

"Einar," Valdemar said in surprise. He looked at the old man’s tired face and frozen clothes. "What has happened? Where are the others?"

"The dark fog has taken the mountains," Einar said quietly. He walked inside the warm, circular library. "The machines are asleep. I have the key."

Einar opened his heavy leather bag. He took out a small, heavy box made of dull metal. The top of the box had a beautiful carving of a bird with open wings. Einar placed the glowing crystal sphere into the box and closed the lid tight.

"You must hide it here," Valdemar said, pointing to a secret shelf behind the books.

"No," Einar shook his head. "The tower is too easy to find. The fog might spread this far someday. I must take it further south. I must bury it in the dirt where nobody will look."

Einar reached into his bag again. He pulled out a massive, heavy book with a blue leather cover. He handed it to Valdemar.

"Keep this book safe," Einar told the young keeper. "It holds the secrets of the snow. It explains the hidden ice cracks and the warm winter clothes. Someday, a brave traveler will come looking for the machines. When they do, you must give them this book. You must teach them how to survive."

"I will keep it safe," Valdemar promised. He held the heavy blue book tightly. "I will wait for them."

Einar rested in the Star Tower for one night. The next morning, he left early. He walked further south into the unknown lands.

He walked into a strange, beautiful forest. The trees had shiny silver bark and dark red leaves. The ground was covered in soft, bright purple moss. Einar picked a glowing yellow fruit from a small bush and ate it. The sweet juice gave him incredible energy. He smiled. He knew the dark fog could never touch this magical place.

After leaving the purple forest, he heard the sound of loud, rushing water. He found a massive, deep rock ravine. At the bottom, a wild river crashed against sharp gray rocks.

Einar knew people in the future would need to cross this ravine to reach the north. He took thick, strong ropes from his bag. He cut long, flat wooden planks from the nearby trees. Working for two whole days, Einar built a sturdy rope bridge across the dangerous gap.

"It will hold for many years," Einar said to himself, testing the strong knots. "But it will grow old. Only a truly brave person will dare to cross it when the wood gets dry."

Einar crossed his new bridge and kept walking.

The air grew warmer and much softer. The hard gray rocks turned into rich, dark brown dirt. Einar stood at the top of a small green hill and looked down at a beautiful, quiet valley.

The valley was empty. There were no wooden houses, no dirt roads, and no apple orchards. It was just an open field of green grass next to a very thick, dark green forest.

"This is a good place," Einar whispered. "People will build a town here someday. A quiet, peaceful town."

Einar walked down the hill and entered the thick green forest. The trees were tall, and the air smelled like fresh leaves and clean earth. It was completely silent, except for the soft wind blowing through the branches.

He walked deep into the woods. He looked for a place that felt perfectly safe. Finally, he found a small clearing. In the exact center of the clearing was a tiny, young sapling. It was a baby oak tree, just starting to grow out of the dark soil.

"You will grow tall and strong," Einar said to the tiny tree. "You will guard my secret."

Einar took a small metal shovel from his bag. He knelt on the soft ground next to the young sapling. He began to dig. He dug a deep, dark hole in the dirt.

When the hole was deep enough, Einar stopped. He opened his heavy leather bag and pulled out the dull metal box. He ran his thick fingers over the carved bird on the lid.

Einar closed his eyes and spoke a quiet, ancient spell.

"Sleep in the dark earth," Einar whispered to the box. "Do not open for greedy hands. Do not open for angry hearts. Wait patiently in the silence. Wake up only when a brave, true heart touches your metal wings. Wake up only when the land is ready to be saved."

The carved bird glowed with a faint blue light for just one second. Then, the light faded away completely. The spell was locked. The box looked like a normal, boring piece of old metal.

Einar carefully placed the heavy metal box at the very bottom of the deep hole. He used his hands to push the dark dirt back in. He covered the box completely. He patted the wet earth down until it looked perfectly flat and natural. He spread some brown leaves and small twigs over the spot to hide it completely.

Einar stood up. He brushed the dirt from his knees. He looked at the tiny oak sapling one last time.

His great task was finally finished. The key was safe. The giant machines were asleep in the Twin Peaks, waiting for the future.

Einar turned around and walked out of the thick green forest. He walked away from the quiet valley. He walked into the pages of old history, never to be seen again.

Years passed. The years turned into decades, and the decades turned into centuries.

The tiny oak sapling grew. It grew taller and thicker. Its roots reached deep into the earth, wrapping safely around the hidden metal box. The green valley changed. People arrived. They built small wooden houses. They built dirt roads and planted apple orchards. They named their quiet town Oakhaven.

The forest grew thick and dark around the massive oak tree. The people called it the Whispering Forest. They stayed near the edge, afraid to go too deep into the wild woods.

Underneath the earth, trapped in the cold dirt, the metal box waited. The crystal sphere rested in the dark. It waited for a very long time. It waited perfectly still until a young boy with blond hair and a brave heart came looking for dry branches, bringing a sharp axe, and a deep desire to see what was hidden in the land.
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​Chapter 1: The Hidden Path
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Mikkel opened his eyes. The morning light peeked through the small window of his wooden house. It was a cold morning. He pulled the thick wool blanket closer to his chin. Today was a big day. It was the day of the Great Harvest Festival in his town.

Mikkel got out of bed. The wooden floor was cold under his bare feet. He walked to the washbasin and splashed cold water on his face. The water woke him up completely. He looked in the small mirror on the wall. He had messy blond hair and bright blue eyes. He smiled at his reflection.

He put on his everyday clothes. A simple brown shirt, dark trousers, and strong leather boots. He walked out of his room and into the main part of the house. The house was quiet. His father, Lars, was already outside working. Mikkel could hear the sound of an axe chopping wood.

Mikkel opened the front door and stepped outside. The crisp air filled his lungs. The town of Oakhaven was small but busy. People were already running around, getting ready for the festival. Carts full of apples, pumpkins, and wheat rolled down the dirt roads.

"Good morning, Mikkel!" a voice called out.

Mikkel turned around and saw his best friend, Freja. She was carrying a large basket of red apples. She had long braided brown hair and a big smile.

"Good morning, Freja," Mikkel said. He walked over to help her with the heavy basket. "Are you
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