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Max and the Journey to the Lost City

Book 1

By Eskinder Yimer Haylu (Dr.)

Preface

Did you ever find yourself pondering if the world isn't actually as drab as it can sometimes look? That perhaps, possibly just perhaps, secrets hide in plain view – beyond the known, in waiting to be unearthed by some curious person?

Adventure is only found in far-off nations, on the page of a previous era, or in the thrilling scenes of a movie, people think. What if, however, the most amazing adventure you may ever have imagined was closer than you could ever have thought? What if a story did not stay on the page but could actually be and hold open the door for you to walk through?

This book is about how that very thing happened to a boy named Max, whose biggest wish was for an adventure, and a girl named Lila, who knew that looking closely could reveal amazing things. It’s about a discovery made in an ordinary backyard – a treehouse, yes, but one unlike any other. A wood-and-symbols treehouse that shimmers and appears to vibrate with a warm energy, full of suggestions of something larger than a branch's-eye perspective.

Inside its walls are the doors to worlds talked about in myths, places abounding with intrigue, wonder, and challenges that require sharp eyes, quick mind, and the hearts brave enough to venture into the unknown. Max and Lila are set to unlock the door of their very first legendary journey, one that will take them far from home to a world beset by time and green – a Lost City waiting to be discovered.

Get ready to enter a world where puzzles open doors, where ancient keepers speak in light and sound, and where two ordinary kids become the heroes of an adventure more extraordinary than any they've ever read.

The preface is finished. The story is finished. Turn the page and join the magic.

Welcome to Aethelgard.

Eskinder Yimer Haylu (Dr.)
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About the Book

What if the most amazing secret in the world was hiding just behind your back door? Meet Max. He's a normal kid who consumes adventure books more than anything else, even though his own life in serene Oakhaven appears, well, pretty un-adventurous. That is, until a highly strange, highly magical treehouse appears in his backyard on a warm afternoon.

This isn't just any treehouse – it's a shimmering, icon-filled home filled with mysterious devices and filled with magic that can take you anywhere!

Then Max meets Lila, a no-nonsense girl who is as amazed and delighted as he is by the incredible discovery. Together, they find that the treehouse does not remain stationary; it travels! And with the help of a magical, radiating journal, they take their first stunning time-and-space jump to a location out of legend: Aethelgard, the Lost City.

But Aethelgard is anything but what they had envisioned. It's a city surrounded by a pulsating, vibrant jungle, replete with forgotten puzzles, peculiar plant-creatures, and a sad, rusty robot guardian by the name of Kael who communicates using flashing light and bells. It doesn't take long for Max and Lila to find out Aethelgard is in trouble – its magic is failing because something critical, something called the Sunstone, is missing.

Now, it's the task of two kids from Oakhaven to explore the hidden corners of this ancient city, decipher clues in crumbling murals, solve ingenious puzzles with cooperation and ingenuity, and tackle quirky obstacles to recover the missing Sunstone and rescue their new robot friend.

Come along with Max and Lila as they enter their destiny as adventurers, learning that the world is much larger and more wondrous than they could ever have dreamed. Max and the Quest to the Lost City is the thrilling first book in a series of tales about friendship, bravery, and the amazing things that happen when you take a chance and step through the doorway into the unknown!
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​Chapter 1: The Discovery
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Max was not your typical, run-of-the-mill eight-year-old. Although he may appreciate the simple joys of a sandcastle that was immaculately constructed or the challenge of a very frustrating level on his video game console, his true passion was concealed in the hot, exciting pages of books. With a constant cowlick that made his brown hair always look windswept and a broad, curious set of eyes that drank in every detail in view, Max was a boy whose mind never stopped whirring. He wasn't just reading books; he was living through them in his head. Swashbuckling pirate expeditions, dashing archaeologists discovering hidden secrets, and chivalrous knights venturing into far-off countries filled his head. He'd sit for hours poring over maps in atlases, tracing his index finger along dotted lines that marked great journeys to far-off continents, places that felt thrillingly far from his quiet corner of the world. Above all, Max yearned for an adventure of his own, something concrete that would take him out of the humdrum rhythm of school days and suburban afternoons.

He lived in Oakhaven, a town which proudly proclaimed to be quiet and tidy. Oakhaven was one of those places where the postman came so regularly you could set your clock for it, the ice cream van's chime was an unchanging everyday accompaniment, and daily life followed a tight, well-known pattern. Max's very own garden was a miniature map of this familiar world – with the exception of. There was a well-manicured lawn (which he was often called upon to help with, to his quiet annoyance), a sturdy swing set which would sometimes protest its operation with a complaining creak, and Mrs. Higgins's prize-winning roses visible just over the fence. But at the rear, where the yard bordered the hushed, wildish [image: C:\Users\addis\OneDrive\Desktop\MY E- Book\003 Book 1 Max and the Journey to the Lost City\Pictures\001 Max ChatGPT Image Apr 23, 2025, 08_03_25 PM.png]woods belonging to the reclusive Mr. Fitzwilliam, lay another story.
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This lost corner was a knot of untrimmed bushes, trees with branches that sprouted in untidy directions, and a mat of dropped leaves and wet earth that always had a faint scent of the unknown. Sunlight found it difficult to filter through the dense cover above, creating lengthy, dancing shadows that caused recognizable shapes to seem strange and different. To Max, this was not the back of the yard; this was the borderlands, the frontier beyond which the familiar gave way to the promise of the unknown. It was his own private, miniature jungle, ready to be explored – or, at least, serene contemplation.

It was on one of those perfect, late-spring afternoons, the air balmy and scented with the fragrance of blooms, that Max found himself drawn to this overgrown ground. He had been assigned to help his mom weed the tidy flowerbeds adjacent to the back door, an activity he approached with the zeal of a snail trudging up a hill. His attention had soon diverted, first to a hurrying line of ants, then to a most interesting smooth gray rock, and third, his feet had moved, as if by enchantment, to the edge of the woods. He was absent-mindedly wielding a twig to inspect an intriguing beetle with shimmering green wings when he froze, his eyes fixed on something resting high in the thick, gnarled branches of the oldest oak tree.

His breath was trapped in his throat.

He slowly dropped the twig.

There, tucked away amongst the leaves and vines that had always made that part of the tree look like an impenetrable green wall, was a structure. It was unmistakably a treehouse, but it was utterly, completely, astonishingly wrong – or perhaps, wonderfully right. It wasn't built from rough-cut lumber you’d buy at the local hardware store. The wood seemed to have a soft, almost imperceptible sheen, and twisted and curled in places as if it had grown shape rather than being built. Unusual, beautiful symbols, intricate and mysterious, were carved deeply into the wood around a solid, almost ancient-looking door. One of the windows was not the usual square or rectangle; it was tall and narrow like a refined diamond, and the glass within it wasn't transparent, but swirled with flowing colors that seemed to contain and distort the very essence of the [image: C:\Users\addis\OneDrive\Desktop\MY E- Book\003 Book 1 Max and the Journey to the Lost City\Pictures\002 ChatGPT Image Apr 23, 2025, 08_10_41 PM.png]sunlight through the leaves. 

Max knew, with a sense of urgency that vibrated in his very core, that this tree house hadn't been here yesterday. Or last week. Or at any moment throughout the eight years he had spent in this house. It simply existed, as if summoned directly from between the lines of one of his favorite books of adventure. A spark of electricity, a mix of raw awe and wonderful fear, coursed through him. His ordinary backyard had suddenly become the start of something incredible.

.A shiver of electricity, a mix of raw wonder and exhilarating fear, ran through him. His ordinary backyard had just turned out to be the start of something extraordinary.

Max moved in, his eyes wide, his head tilted back to take it all in. The treehouse sat high and nestled in the branches of the oldest part of the ancient oak, as if the tree had upgrown it there. It wasn't built onto the tree so much as it seemed to be an extension of it, the wood and framework merging in some areas. The wood itself wasn't varnished or painted; it had a natural, rich grain, but through it, like threads of gold or moonlight, was a subtle sheen. It was most evident when sunlight fell on it at one angle, rippling and dancing its surface before relaxing back to peacefulness.

The door, fitted into the treehouse's front face, was made of the same mystical, beautiful wood. It seemed centuries old and dense, fastened by black, ornate metal hinges that were more closely coiled vines than simple hardware. But the carvings were what really interested Max. Spinning lines, geometric designs unlike anything he'd seen described in his history texts, and symbols that hinted at birds, stars, and things he couldn't even name covered the door and defined the windows. They
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