
People love traveling and going on trips. They search for moments of escape from daily routine, for places free of eyes and noise. Dense forests, calm lakes, places where silence is broken only by the rustle of the wind or the movement of water... always seem like the perfect destination for rest and for taking photos that are later shared with captions of happiness and freedom.

A human being feels safe in the midst of nature, as if his presence there is an extension of something primitive within him. The farther he goes from the city, the closer he feels to himself. And there, in those distant spaces, he believes he controls the story... that he understands everything around him.

But the truth is different. Nature is not always kind. And not everything in the forest is as silent as it seems. Sometimes, someone is watching.

Some journeys begin with laughter, and end with a silence no one understands. Some paths seem clear until a single moment... a moment when the sun fades, or the phone loses signal, or someone hears a sound whose source is unknown.

The stories we hear about abandoned places are not always myths. For lakes do not only reflect the sky... sometimes they reflect what should not be seen.

On that trip, none of them expected the perfect day to turn into something unlike reality. They were four friends... ordinary. But the forest does not care about the ordinary. They went seeking comfort. But what they found was something entirely different.

From the Lake’s Edge to the Battlefields
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Chapter One – Hello
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The 1960s were a different time in Northern Europe. The streets were quieter, cars were few, and schools were built of dark wood with the smell of chalk filling the air. In that era, when the world was rediscovering itself, Kaspro was discovering himself too.

Kaspro, a young man of twenty, lived with his parents on a small farm at the edge of the forest. Despite being busy with his secondary school studies, he woke up every morning before dawn to water the crops with his father. He was intelligent, passionate about knowledge, and always dreamed of a big university in the capital. As an only child, he had grown up surrounded by love and indulgence, but that never stopped him from working hard on the farm. His build was average, his hair blond, and his blue eyes reflected calmness and curiosity.

That day, the weather was slightly cold, and the sky was covered with gray clouds hinting at rain. The students of the fifth secondary grade sat in their old wooden desks, waiting for the physics exam to begin. Everyone whispered nervously—except Kaspro, who sat confidently, reviewing his last notes with focused eyes.

The exam began, and silence took over the classroom. The chalk screeched sharply in the teacher’s hand as he wrote on the board: "No talking. Any cheating means failing the exam."

Minutes passed, and Kaspro bent over his paper, writing answers steadily. Suddenly, he felt a light touch on his shoulder, followed by a rough whisper: — “Kaspro... show me the answer.”

The voice came from Jones, the tall, broad-shouldered student known for his cruelty and bullying at school. He lifted his paper slightly, pressing Kaspro with his gaze. Jones whispered threateningly: — “I’ll count to three... show me the answer.”

Fear gripped Kaspro’s heart. He didn’t want trouble. But he remembered something... a promise he had made to himself never to betray his effort or cheat, no matter the cost. Kaspro whispered without looking at him: — “No... I won’t.”

Jones narrowed his eyes and muttered angrily: — “Then after the exam... you’ll pay dearly.”

The exam ended, and the bell rang. Students left with sighs of relief, while Kaspro tried to slip out unnoticed. But Jones was waiting at the back gate. He grabbed Kaspro by the collar and shoved him against the wall. — “I told you to cooperate.”

Kaspro tried to defend himself, but Jones’s fists were faster. A blow to the shoulder, a blow to the face, and his books scattered across the ground. Kaspro wasn’t weak, but he wasn’t prepared to fight.

Suddenly... Someone appeared behind Jones and gripped his arm with unexpected strength. — “Leave him.”

Jones turned to see a stranger, about their age, but with eyes strong and steady. Jones tried to push him, but couldn’t. The stranger didn’t move an inch, as if his body were carved from stone.

Everyone froze for a moment... Then Jones stepped back reluctantly, glaring at the stranger with hatred and disdain. He spat on the ground and said: — “This isn’t over.” And left.

The stranger stood before Kaspro, extended his hand, and asked with a faint smile: — “Are you alright?”

Kaspro took a deep breath as he gathered his scattered books. He replied in a shaky voice, wiping the blood from his lip: — “Yes... I’m fine, sort of.”

The stranger smiled softly, nodding as if to say, “That’s enough.” They walked together toward the school gate, their steps in sync without planning. Silence filled the moment, as if the air around them knew a friendship had just begun.

After minutes of quiet, Kaspro said: — “I haven’t seen you before... are you new?”

The young man smiled, answering with clear confidence in his tone: — “Not exactly. We’re in the same section, but you always sit in the front rows.”

Kaspro stopped walking for a second, surprised: — “In the same section?”

The young man lifted his bag onto his shoulder and said: — “My name is Frederick. I heard Jones talking to you like that... and I thought: I won’t let this happen.”

Gratitude filled Kaspro’s chest, as if those words reassured something shaken inside him. He replied with a simple smile: — “Well... good thing you were there.”

Frederick chuckled lightly: — “Sometimes, we need someone to slap the bullies instead of being slapped by them.”

From that day on, they became inseparable friends.

Frederick was unlike anyone Kaspro had ever known. He was over 1.90 meters tall, athletic, with broad shoulders as if designed to carry the world. His dark hair and hazel eyes drew attention wherever he went. Many at school tried to befriend him, yet he preferred sitting with Kaspro during lunch break, under a big tree in the schoolyard, away from the noise of others.

And he wasn’t originally from Northern Europe. His family had migrated from Southern Europe many years earlier. His father worked as a carpenter, and his mother as a seamstress. They had come seeking a better life and worked hard to give Frederick a chance at a good school.

Frederick wasn’t as academically gifted as Kaspro, but he was good enough... and what truly compensated was his determination. He had endless energy and always tried to learn everything, even if he didn’t grasp it quickly.

In sports, however... he was king of the field. He had many admirers, especially among the girls, but he was never arrogant or conceited. Perhaps that was why Kaspro felt comfortable with him from the very first moment.

And as the days passed, their friendship grew stronger.

Kaspro found in Frederick the strength he did not possess, while Frederick saw in Kaspro the mind he needed by his side. One thought, the other acted. Together, they formed a strangely balanced team.

The day was unusually sunny for a Northern European winter. Students sat in the high school’s back yard, holding their lunches and chatting about upcoming exams. Kaspro and Frederick sat under the same tree they always chose, when something—or rather someone—caught Kaspro’s attention.

Across the yard, a girl moved with grace and confidence. Her features were calm, arranging her books carefully, her steps measured, even her smile deliberate. She wasn’t the loudest or the most popular, but she had a presence that could not be ignored. It was Mina.

Frederick whispered as he devoured his sandwich: — “I’ve seen you watching her for two... or three... or ten weeks.”

Kaspro’s face flushed red: — “I’m not... I just noticed that... she’s smart.”

Frederick chuckled softly, then suddenly stood up: — “Come on, stand. It’s time you talk to her instead of watching from afar.”

— “What? Now? No, no, this isn’t—”

But Frederick had already pulled him by the sleeve before he could finish.

They approached Mina, who was absorbed in reading a thick book on astronomy. Kaspro stopped in front of her, struggling to gather his words, while Frederick smiled confidently as if watching a comedy show.

Kaspro spoke quietly: — “Hello... Mina, right?”

She lifted her head slowly, looking straight into his eyes, as if analyzing his character in seconds. — “Yes... and you’re Kaspro, from the physics class.”

He was astonished. She knew him? His tension suddenly melted away.

The conversation began shyly, then flowed more naturally. They talked about books, then exams, then hobbies. Kaspro discovered that Mina was not only intelligent, but remarkable. She had a mind that rose above details and grasped ideas at their core.

From that day... Mina joined their small circle, and the three became inseparable.

Weeks later... Kaspro, Frederick, and Mina left the high school gates at the end of the day. The air was cold, the sky gray, and students headed toward the buses. They were laughing at one of Frederick’s jokes when Mina suddenly froze.

Her body stiffened. Her eyes widened. Her gaze locked onto the corner of the street.

There... near the parking lot, a man was gripping a girl’s hand violently. He looked like a predator, trying to force her toward a car against her will. She screamed and resisted, but no one noticed. No one... except Mina.

She whispered in panic: — “That’s... that’s my sister.”

Frederick didn’t need another word. He ran. Kaspro also ran, though not as fast as Frederick.

Frederick didn’t think. He didn’t hesitate. He ran with all his strength. He reached the man and shoved him away from the girl as if pushing a door, not a human. A fierce fight broke out—quick blows, exchanged fists. The man was strong, but Frederick was stronger... and determination was his fuel.

The man shouted: — “Stay out of this, fool!”

But Frederick heard only one sound: the fear in the girl’s eyes.

Long minutes of struggle... until the attacker fled, leaving the girl collapsed on the ground, trembling.

She looked at Frederick with tear-filled eyes: — “Thank you... thank you.”

Mina rushed to her, hugging her tightly. It was clear the girl was exhausted... as if this assault wasn’t the first. She was taken straight to the hospital, beginning a long journey of examinations and treatment—both physical and psychological.

During that time, Mina never left the hospital without Frederick and Kaspro by her side. They sat with her, brought her food, read her books, and laughed with her to ease the pain. With each passing day, the girl grew closer to them.

Her name was Elin. Her blue eyes were innocent, looking with love and spontaneity.

And after that painful experience... She became part of their small circle. A close friend, especially to Mina and Kaspro.

Four... Four young people now bound by one major event.

The group was complete, and the heroes of our story were ready... but why? They did not yet know that this friendship, this bond, would soon lead them on a journey that would change everything...
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Chapter Two – The Beginning of the Journey
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The final-year exams at high school were approaching. Suddenly, the atmosphere in the school changed; laughter no longer filled the hallways, and football was no longer kicked around the yard between classes. Everyone now carried books, reviewing, memorizing, calculating possible grades.

As for the heroes of our story—Kaspro, Frederick, Mina, and Elin—they had been known for their love of fun, playing chess and cards during breaks. But this time, there was no room for games.

Mina said as she gathered the papers on the table: — “Chess time is over. From today... no games.”

Frederick sighed, laying his head on the book: — “I hereby officially declare the death of my social life.”

Everyone laughed, but behind the laughter was clear anxiety.

Days began to pass, heavy and full of tension. Night turned into day, pens ran dry from overuse. Kaspro explained lessons to Frederick that were hard for him to grasp, while Mina helped Elin organize her revision schedule. They studied in the school library, and on some nights, in Kaspro’s room at the farm.

Yet... something troubled Frederick. He didn’t say it aloud, but it was written on his face. He feared failure.

The exams ended. Days passed slowly... as if time was mocking them. It was hard for everyone, especially Frederick. Each night, he pretended to be confident, but woke up early to study whatever remained in his mind. He feared disappointing his parents... feared being the only one who wouldn’t succeed.

Then came the awaited day: the announcement of results. Students crowded around a single computer in the administration office, whispers filling the room: — “Who’s first?” — “Give me your seat number!” — “Hurry up!”

They were all nervous, but Kaspro’s hand was steady. First name: Kaspro Anderson. His name appeared on the screen, beside the words: Passed with distinction.

Everyone clapped, and Frederick laughed, patting his shoulder gently: — “I knew you were a machine of intelligence.”

Next was Elin. Everyone waited... Then—she passed. Mina hugged her: — “You did it! You’re strong, you always were.”

Then came Mina’s name... She passed with excellent marks.

But the joy wasn’t complete, because all eyes turned to Frederick. He was the only one whose result hadn’t appeared yet.

He swallowed hard, stepped forward slowly, and placed his hand on the mouse. His hands trembled. The school clerk typed his seat number... Press Enter... Everyone held their breath. One second... Two seconds... Then the big word appeared on the screen: Passed.

A moment of silence. Then... the room exploded with cheers.

Frederick leapt with joy, ran toward the bed in the inner study room where they had always revised, and jumped on it so hard that it broke under the force.

Mina screamed, laughing: — “You broke the bed!”

Kaspro laughed: — “Doesn’t matter! Break the whole school if you want, you passed!”

Frederick hugged them one by one. For the first time in a long while, he didn’t care about the noise or the eyes watching... he lived the moment fully.

It was a pure moment... a clear moment... a moment of triumph. Beautiful days never to be forgotten.

And none of them knew that this success... would be the beginning of a greater journey, to a place they never expected.

Summer had just begun, the heat calm and dull, nothing happening. Frederick sat in his room, lying on his bed, staring at his book aimlessly. He flipped through the pages, then flipped them back again. No excitement, no plans, nothing interesting.

He sighed in boredom: — “Boring...” And tossed the book onto the pillow beside him.

Suddenly, an idea flashed in his mind. He grabbed his phone and called the first name on his list: Kaspro.

— “Hello?” — “Kaspro, I’m coming to you in twenty minutes, no excuses.” — “Alright, come.”

Frederick hung up before Kaspro could ask anything.

Then he tried calling Mina... no answer. Then Elin... no answer either.

He raised his eyebrows in annoyance: — “Great, the whole world is asleep.”

“Well then, I’ll send them a message or a note, and hope they see it. If not, they’ll know we’re at the farm—our usual place.”

After twenty minutes, Frederick was standing in front of Kaspro’s house—the farm that had become more of a home to them than their own. He knocked on the door, and Kaspro opened immediately, holding a glass of juice and looking completely relaxed.

They sat in the backyard of the farm, at their usual wooden table. Frederick stirred his glass of juice and said: — “Looks like they’re busy... or pretending to be.”

Kaspro chuckled softly. Then suddenly, Frederick gave him a sideways glance and spoke in a low voice: — “Kaspro... you know we’re just friends with Mina and Elin, right? None of us has... feelings?”

Kaspro raised his eyebrows in surprise: — “What do you mean? Of course not. We’re just friends, that’s all.”

Frederick muttered, shaking his head: — “Good... just wanted to be sure.”

Before he could continue, the sound of the doorbell rang inside. Kaspro stood up, saying: — “That must be them...”

He opened the door... Mina appeared first, with a small bag on her shoulder and a calm smile, followed by Elin, who raised her hand in a shy greeting. — “Sorry for being late,” Mina said. — “There was traffic on the way,” Elin added.

They entered and sat by the table, while Frederick stood as if presenting an important project. He clapped his hands together with excitement and said loudly: — “Since we’re all on vacation now, and most of us are bored...”

He looked at each of them in turn. — “Why don’t we go on a trip? To the forest... away from people... just four days or more, without the noise of the city.”

Kaspro raised his hand immediately: — “I’m in!” He didn’t even think twice.

Elin stayed silent for a moment, remembering the hospital days, the loneliness, the
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