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The Boy with the Cosmic Compass.

By Eskinder Yimer Haylu (Dr.)
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Preface

[image: ]


When we look up at the night sky, we often wonder what lies beyond the boundaries of our everyday lives. For twelve-year-old Leo Finch, life on the agricultural moon of Oakhaven was predictable, quiet, and entirely too ordinary. But true adventure often hides in the places people overlook—like a dusty sector scrapyard filled with the discarded history of deep-space freighters.

The Boy with the Cosmic Compass is a journey into curiosity, courage, and the boundless possibilities of the universe. It reminds us that asking questions and daring to look beyond established limits can transform an ordinary world into an infinite adventure. This story is dedicated to every young explorer who has ever looked at the stars and wondered what is waiting out there.
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Part I: The Spark in the Dark
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Chapter 1: The Scrap Heap at the Edge of Nowhere
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Leo Finch was not supposed to be in Sector 4’s junkyard after curfew, but Sector 4’s junkyard was where the best junk lived.

While the rest of the terraformed colony on Oakhaven slept beneath the artificial glow of the atmospheric dome, twelve-year-old Leo ducked behind a mountain of rusted hyper-drive casing. He wiped a smudge of engine grease off his nose, adjusted his headlamp, and pulled his canvas bag tighter over his shoulder.

Oakhaven was boring. It was a farming moon designed for predictable weather, predictable crops, and predictable lives. But the Scrapyard—a dumping ground for deep-space freighters passing through the Quadrant—was a graveyard of stories.

"Leo, if we get caught, my mother will turn me into protein paste," whispered Jax, his best friend, crouching behind a disabled harvester droid. Jax was thirteen, tall, anxious, and perpetually convinced they were five minutes away from planetary prison. "The perimeter sweep is in three minutes."

"Relax, Jax. The sweep drones haven't had updated navigation chips in a decade," Leo said, using a small sonic spanner to pry open an old cargo crate. "They couldn't catch a slow-moving space slug. Besides, the salvage haul from yesterday came from a decommissioned scout ship. There’s gotta be something good."

"We have three minutes," Jax repeated, checking his wrist-comm. "Three. Not four. Three."
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Leo ignored him, his fingers sweeping through the dusty interior of the crate. Most of it was useless clutter: fried copper wiring, melted circuit boards, and cracked glass panels. But down in the bottom corner, wedged between two heavy iron struts, something caught the light of his headlamp.

It wasn't metal, and it wasn't plastic. It looked like dark, polished obsidian, shaped into a heavy brass-rimmed disk no larger than the palm of his hand.

"Found something," Leo murmured.

"Great. Fantastic. Can we go?" Jax pleaded.

Leo reached in and pulled it out. The object was surprisingly heavy. Its face was made of dark glass, but there were no hands, no digital numbers, and no screen buttons. Instead, thousands of microscopic, luminous specks hovered inside the glass—like a miniature galaxy suspended in liquid night.

As soon as Leo’s bare thumb touched the brass edge, the specks flared to life. They swirled violently, coalescing into a single, needle-thin beam of brilliant azure light that shot through the glass and pointed straight up at the star-filled sky above the dome.

Leo gasped, almost dropping it.

"What did you just do?" Jax squeaked, backing up.

"I didn't do anything," Leo breathed, staring at the disk. The blue beam shifted slightly, pointing toward a specific, nameless point in the deep void beyond Oakhaven's orbit. "It’s... pointing at something."

A sharp metallic whir echoed from the perimeter fence, followed by a harsh yellow spotlight cutting through the dark.

“UNAUTHORIZED PERSONNEL DETECTED IN SECTOR 4,” a synthesized voice boomed.

"Run!" Jax yelled.

Leo jammed the strange brass device into his jacket pocket, grabbed his bag, and scrambled into the shadows after Jax, his heart hammering against his ribs. But even as he ran, his pocket burned with a strange, pulsing warmth.
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Chapter 2: The Needle in the Glass
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Leo’s room was a chaotic mix of dismantled radio receivers, half-finished star charts, and glowing model ships hanging from the ceiling.

An hour after escaping the scrapyard, Jax had safely slipped back to his family’s quarters, but Leo couldn't sleep. He sat at his workbench, illuminated only by the faint blue glow emanating from the mysterious object resting on a velvet cloth in front of him.

He had spent the last sixty minutes trying to analyze it with every tool he owned. His scanner read the object as indeterminate density. His thermal sensor showed it maintained a constant temperature of 21°C regardless of the ambient room heat.

"What are you?" Leo whispered.

He picked it up again. The moment his skin touched the metal, the glass face cleared, revealing the tiny galaxy inside. The blue light beam shot out again, passing through his ceiling toward the stars.

Leo pulled down his holoscreen and brought up a star map of the Orion Spur. He aligned the object’s beam with the digital map.

The needle wasn't pointing to Oakhaven’s sun. It wasn't pointing to the colony’s orbital station or the standard trade routes. It was locked onto a sector marked in dark red on all Imperial maps: The Void Reach. A region of space rumored to be filled with dead stars, gravity wells, and ghost ships.

"A compass," Leo realized aloud. "But not for north."
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Suddenly, the needle flipped. The blue light turned a sharp, neon violet. Inside the device, the suspended dust of light rearranged itself, forming tiny, glowing symbols Leo had never seen before—fluid, geometric glyphs that seemed to vibrate on the glass.

Then, a voice spoke.

It didn't come from a speaker. It didn't even come from the room. It echoed directly inside Leo’s head, soft and humming like a tuning fork.

BEACON SYNCHRONIZED. DESIGNATION: BEARING FOUNDER.

Leo jumped back, knocking his stool over with a clatter.

WAITING FOR NAVIGATION MANDATE, the voice chimed again.

Outside his window, the night air suddenly thrummed with a heavy, low-frequency sound—a noise so deep it rattled the screws in Leo's workbench. He crept to the window and pulled back the blinds.

High above the peaceful farms of Oakhaven, dropping beneath the clouds, was a ship. It wasn't an Imperial patrol craft, nor was it a clunky cargo hauler. It was sleek, angular, and painted in matte shadow-black, with glowing red thrusters that left trails of static in the air.

Leo’s stomach dropped. He knew that ship design from news broadcasts.

The Iron Vanguard. The Emperor's elite orbital enforcers. And they were descending straight toward the Sector 4 scrap heap.
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