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CHAPTER 1 

 

A STRANGE BOOK 

 

In her hands, Myrtle held the most precious gift she had ever been given. A book with 

a dark blue cover and twinkling golden stars. It was getting late, way past her bedtime. 

Still, she couldn’t sleep. She kept staring at the book. There was something peculiar 

about it, something magical. The stars kept on twinkling as she watched the cover. 

 

That afternoon she had been to visit her grandma. Grandma had a case full of books, 

hundreds of them. She didn’t know why, but she was just drawn to this particular book. 

‘Nice isn’t it?’ Grandma said, when she was staring at the book for the umpteenth time. 

‘You can have it if you want.’ 

For a moment she didn’t know what to do. Why would Grandma want to part with 

such a beautiful book? Was she absolutely sure? A little nudge from Grandma made her 

give in. How could she ever refuse? She did not know how to thank her grandma enough. 

 

She touches the stars with her fingertips. She really adores this lovely book. She turns 

the book over. The back of the book looks the same as the front. There is no title or name 

on it, but she doesn’t care. Then she decides to open it. She just has to know what is in it. 

 

On a planet far from here, farther away than the highest star, there lived these people 

called star men. Every evening, after the sun had gone down, these little men would fill the 

sky with flickering stars. They used to do this day in, day out, for years on end. Until one day 

a star came falling. All the people were up in arms. They had to find the star, because 

without it, the sky would not be complete. 

 

'Myrtle, will you switch off the light? It is time to go to sleep.’ 

She looks up. Her mother is standing by the door, her hands on her hips. ‘In a minute, 

mum. I just want to finish this page.’ 

‘All right then,’ sighs her mother, ‘but straight to sleep afterwards. Holiday or not, it 

does not mean that you can stay up longer.’ 

She rolls her eyes. ‘Yes, mum.’ Sometimes she thinks that her mother still treats her 

like a baby. She continues to read. 

 

The search began in their own country. They looked everywhere. Underneath the leaves, 

behind trees, in caves, under rocks… They even looked in the Well of oblivion, a place 

nobody would dare to go. They could not find a sign of the star anywhere. Even though they 

did not want to, they had to go and explore other worlds. They had to find the star. Four 

men… 

 



All of a sudden Myrtle gets up. ‘What was that noise?’ There is nothing or nobody in 

the room that could have caused this sound. She shrugs her shoulders. ‘It’s probably just 

the wind,’ she mumbles as she continues to read. 

 

They had to find the star. Four men… 

 

Again that noise! This time she is absolutely sure that it wasn’t the wind. It sounded 

too loud. 

‘Help me!’ 

‘Who is there…? Who said that?’ She jumps of the bed and looks around. She cannot 

see anybody. 

‘Down here.’ 

She bends down and looks under her bed. Nothing. She goes and sits on the bed again. 

Just for a moment she looks at the book. All of a sudden the pages are starting to turn by 

itself. A drawn star man is busy walking between the lines of the page. He is wearing a 

green hat with a yellow star on it. He is also wearing a green sweater and green trousers. 

His hair, pointy ears and skin are yellow. And he has got these big black eyes. She shakes 

her head and gets up. 

‘This is not happening!’ she yells. She walks up and down a few times, before she sits 

down again and looks at the little man in the book. She follows him with her eyes and 

mouth wide open. 

Everything around her is starting to spin. The words in the book have disappeared. 

The man is starting to laugh. She is trying to hold on to her bed, but she falls backwards. 

The man is starting to laugh louder and louder. All of a sudden her room disappears. She 

wants to scream! She puts her hands over her ears and she closes her eyes tightly. 

 

Next time she opens her eyes, she is no longer in her room. She is now lying on a large 

field of grass. Farther on she can see a river with a forest behind it. Alongside the river 

there seems to be a sand path. 

‘What is this!’ she screams. ‘Am I starting to lose my mind?’ 

Then in front of her, the little man appears. ‘Don’t worry girl, you are not going crazy. 

You are just the last person Growly needs.’ 

She looks at the man with astonishment. ‘What would you need me for?’ 

He starts to jump up and down. His yellow hair is dancing all around his head. ‘My 

name is Growly. And you should help Growly.’ 

She moves a bit closer and looks him straight in the face. ‘What do you need my help 

for?’ 

‘Uh, umm…' he is starting to stammer. ‘Just come with me, this way.’ 

 

Growly is starting to run. For a short moment she is hesitating. It all seems so weird. 

This man, this world. Maybe it is just all a dream. 



‘Are you coming!’ Growly shouts. She decides to get up and starts running after him. 

She sees him going to the sand path near the river. She is running faster now, but Growly 

is too quick for her. She is running along the river. In the distance she can still see him. 

‘Wait for me!’ she yells. But he is getting farther and farther out of sight. She is running 

as fast as she can, until he has finally disappeared. ‘Where are you?’ 

'Girl only has to follow the path.’ 

She does as he says and continues to follow the path along the river. The wind is 

starting to get up, making her brown hair fly around her head. She slightly closes her 

eyes. The wind is blowing in her eyes. The waves are beating against the side of the 

river. She jumps up as a wave hits her ankle. 

‘Hurry up!’ Growly shouts. 

She still can’t see him. Luckily the wind has died down. She blinks her eyes. Where 

could he be? 

‘The path has stopped, what am I supposed to do now?’ she asks. 

‘Turn to the river. Do you see the bridge?’ 

Farther on she sees something that slightly looks like a bridge. 

‘That is the bridge from here to there. When you cross it, you will arrive in Star Land,’ 

Growly says. 

Full of disbelief she looks at the bridge. It is wide and purple. It has no handrails. It 

seems as though the floor boards are floating in the air. 

‘Hurry up,’ Growly shouts. Carefully she puts her foot on the first floor board. She 

pushes it down with her toe. The board doesn’t move. 

‘Come on,’ Growly says again. ‘You can just cross it.’ 

She takes a deep breath and runs across the bridge. But no matter how fast she runs, 

the other side seems to be getting farther away, instead of getting closer. 

‘How is that possible?’ she asks. Half way down the bridge, she stands still. Her lips are 

starting to tremble. 

‘You have to really want it, otherwise you won’t get there,’ Growly answers. 

She closes her eyes and clutches her fists. She really wants to get to the other side. 

When she opens her eyes again, she sees Growly. Behind her she can see the bridge. In 

front of her is the wood. The trees are really close together. The wood is so wide that you 

can’t see the end or the beginning. Between the trees she sees a small path. 

‘You see, you are already here,’ Growly says. He nods approvingly. 

With an open mouth she looks around her. ‘It is beautiful here.’ The sky is bright blue 

and the stars are shining so clear that they give a lovely white glow to everything Myrtle 

can see. The grass is golden yellow, just as the leaves on the trees. The bushes are purple 

and the berries they carry are green. Farther on she can see a small village with a dozen 

houses with white roofs, yellow walls and purple shutters. 

‘That is where Growly lives. Together with the other star men,’ he says. ‘But now 

everyone has gone. They have gone on a very important mission, without Growly.’ He 

narrows his eyes. The corners of his mouth are hanging down. He closes his fists. 

‘As if Growly isn’t strong or smart enough. Growly will show them.’ His eyes are 

getting bigger and his mouth is smiling again when he looks at Myrtle. ‘But Growly has 



got a mission too and you can help Growly. This mission is much more important than 

the other one, right?’ 

She looks at him questionably. She nods. ‘I am sure the mission is important even 

though I still don’t know what it is.’ 

 

Growly runs on before she has time to finish her sentence. 

‘Stardust!’ Growly shouts. ‘We are looking for stardust. So the star can go back into the 

sky.’ He is starting to run even faster. 

‘Hold on,’ Myrtle yells. ‘Can you please walk a bit slower?’ 

Growly turns around and looks at her in disbelief. 

‘It is always the same with these earth children. They are as slow as a wiewo snail. If 

we wait too long the Steffels will have taken all the star dust. They’re terrible. The way 

they always try to steal everything that belongs to us. But we don’t have time for this 

chit chat, come on. We have to hurry.’ 

‘So-so-sorry,’ Myrtle mumbles. She is staring at her feet, then she looks up. 

‘What is a wiewo snail and what are Steffels? Why would they take the star dust?’ 

Growly runs on again. ‘No time to explain,’ he grunts. 

She opens her mouth, but quickly changes her mind again. She still has so many 

questions, but it can wait. She starts to run faster so she can catch up with Growly. 

 

The farther they go into the wood, the darker it gets. There are only a few moon rays 

shining through the leaves of the trees. It is just enough to see where they are going, 

even though they are mainly shadows. When she looks at the trees, it is as if they have 

eyes that look at her angrily. Their mouths have a grim smile. Shivers are running down 

her spine. She hopes that they soon get to where they are going; the sooner she gets out 

of here, the better. 

Suddenly Growly stops. Before she realises, she bumps into him. Growly falls over. He 

turns around and looks at her in anger. 

‘Sorry,’ Myrtle says. ‘I didn’t see you there.’ 

Growly grunts: ‘Always the same with these earth children. They are wild. They don’t 

look at what they are doing.’ Sourely he shakes his head. 

‘I am really sorry, Growly.’ 

He gets up again and dusts himself down. ‘All right, all right. What Growly is trying to 

say, is that we are almost there. From now on we should be very quiet.’ 

Myrtle nods. ‘I will be as quiet as a mouse,’ she whispers. 

They continue to creep along. The small path is starting to twist more and more. If she 

didn’t know any better, she would think that she was being followed by a thousand eyes. 

All she can see besides the shadow of Growly are trees, trees and more trees. But still 

she can feel the eyes in her back. 

‘Growly, I think we’re are being watched,’ she whispers. 

He only grunts. He points at a very large tree. 

‘What…?’ But before Myrtle can finish her question, Growly tells her to be quiet. He 

points at the tree again. 



‘Do you want me to go there?’ she whispers. Growly nods. When she reaches the tree, 

she still doesn’t know what he means. She turns around and looks at him in 

bewilderment. ‘I can’t see anything.’ 

Growly’s eyes are starting to shine and there is a wide smile on his face. 

‘What is it?’ she asks. Growly’s look gives her the shivers. He is standing there 

smirking. 

‘Say it.’ She is starting to get impatient and wants to walk back to him but something is 

stopping her. The branches are embracing her, roots are going up past her feet and legs. 

She can’t move anywhere. 

‘Growly, help me,’ she begs. Her eyes are filled with tears. Growly is starting to laugh 

loud. ‘These stupid, stupid earth children. They fall for anything.’ 

Beside Growly a tall woman appears. She has dark eyes and bright red lips and her 

skin is really pale. From the feathers in her hair to the shoes on her feet, all her clothes 

are black. There are black feathers on the end of her coat. Myrtle can’t see her dress as it 

is covered by the coat. 

‘Well done, Growly. This is the last one that I need,’ the woman says. Growly makes a 

deep bow. 

‘At your service, majesty.’ 

‘Why are you doing this?’ Myrtle yells. She is floundering her legs. The more she tries 

to get free, the tighter the branches get. ‘What have I ever done to you? What do you 

want from me?’ 



 
 

The woman shakes her head and laughs. ‘You will find out for yourself. Growly, my 

sceptre.’ 



Growly makes another deep bow before he leaves. Tears are rolling down her cheeks. 

The woman is coming towards her. With her nail she makes a scar on her cheek. The 

woman catches the blood from the cut and puts it into a small bottle. 

Growly runs back with the sceptre in his hands. ‘There you are, your highness.’ 

‘Thank you Growly.’ She points the sceptre at the tree. Then a light flash appears from 

the sceptre. The branches get even tighter around Myrtle and they pull her to the 

ground. 

The woman starts to laugh. 

‘Your blood is all I need.’ 

Myrtle looks at her with tears in her eyes. ‘Why?’ is all she manages to say. 

‘I don’t want any troublemakers snooping around in my country without asking. Look 

at it as cleaning up rubbish and you are the rubbish that doesn’t belong here.’ 

Myrtle can’t understand it. Why doesn’t she just send her home? 

‘Make sure that you end her life,’ the woman says to Growly. 

Growly makes another deep bow. ‘As you wish, your highness.’ 

Like a whirlwind the witch turns around. Fog appears all around her. Then she has 

vanished in the smoke. 

 

‘Growly, you have to help me,’ Myrtle begs. She is still trying to free herself, but the 

branches only get tighter and she is struggling for breath. 

‘Why would I? You earth children are only trouble to me.’ 

‘What do you think she will do with you if she succeeds? And what about the other star 

men?’ she manages to say. 

‘Misera has been good to me. She gives me everything. Why would I doubt her? And 

the other star men?’ His eyes are getting wet and he shakes his head. 'Growly doesn’t 

like them,’ he answers while he stares at the ground. ‘As if they care about Growly. No, 

Growly is not important. He will show them. The others can’t ignore Growly anymore. 

They will have to listen to him now.’ He starts to laugh loudly. ‘Otherwise Misera will put 

them in a stewing dish. I always wondered what star men would taste like.’ 

‘What?’ Myrtle pulls her face in disgust. 'That is terrible, awful, and monstrous! I can’t 

think about it.’ 

Growly is laughing even louder now. ‘How would they taste with some fiji or rili 

powder? Or even better: with toitoi sauce? Mmmm, Growly is already looking forward to 

it.’ 

‘Stop it, I can’t listen to this any longer.’ Myrtle turns her face away from Growly. She is 

taking deep breaths. The branches are cutting into her body and the roots of the tree are 

pulling her further down. The branches are smothering her screams. Through her tears 

she can see a white light surrounding Growly. He falls to his knees. 

‘Forgive me, majesty.’ 

‘It is a good thing that I came to check on my Star Land,’ says a high pitched voice. ‘I 

didn’t expect this betrayal from you, Growly. From none of my star men. I am very 

disappointed in you.’ 

‘I am really sorry,’ Growly answers, while he is trying to hide. 



  



CHAPTER 2 

THE CASTLE 

 

The light gives way to a quiet darkness, the moon is the only thing that lights up the 

surroundings. The branches are starting to relax and retract to their original position. 

Myrtle slides from the tree onto the ground. It seems as if this strange world is spinning 

around her. She puts her hand on her head. The spinning seems to get less. She looks 

around while taking a couple of deep breaths. Growly has disappeared. No trace of the 

person that helped her. With her hands she wipes the dirt off her nightgown. 

She gets up carefully. Her legs are still shaken. The trees look peaceful and faceless, as 

if nothing has happened. She is sure it is all down to that witch. She is the one that makes 

everything so dark. Without her Star Land would be a lovely country. 

Shivers are running down her spine and again she can feel the tears in her eyes. She 

shakes her head and swallows the tears away. There is no time for self-pity. Didn’t 

Misera say that she was the last one? If that is the case, are there any other children from 

her world here? She has got to find them. What about the way home? She has no idea 

how she is going to get back. She has passed so many paths and trees that she can’t 

remember which way leads back to the bridge. 

A gentle breeze is blowing through the trees and the leaves are dancing on the rhythm 

of the wind. On her guard, she looks around. Something is jumping from branch to 

branch. She looks at the black and blue striped animal with it’s yellow eyes. He looks like 

a squirrel, but a strange one. Before she can have a closer look, the animal has 

disappeared. 

 

In the far distance she sees a dark castle with seven tall towers. Maybe there is 

someone there that can help her. She starts to walk faster. There is no time to lose. Every 

second Misera has, is one too many. She is running now. Soon the trees are no more then 

stripes in the corner of her eyes. 

She is getting closer. The castle is now visible. There are several elongated windows. 

She is running even faster now. A whimpering sound echoes through the trees. It is 

coming from the castle. 

The crying voices are becoming louder as she gets closer. She runs out of the wood 

and is in front of the castle. Without being seen, she slips past the walls. As quiet as 

possible she creeps towards the sound of the crying. Under the castle she sees a small 

window with bars. A hand is sticking out. 

‘Help us,’ says a trembling voice. 

‘I have come to help you,’ she whispers. When she looks through the window she can 

see four small figures. 

‘Thank you, earth girl’ the voice says. In the background she can hear sobbing. ‘The key 

hangs on the wall next to the entrance of the dungeon.’ 

On her toes, she sneaks to the gate. She pushes it as hard as she can. Whatever she 

does, it will not move. She continues to sneak along. An open window! She pulls herself 



up. Quickly she looks inside to see if anybody is there. Her eyes are inspecting the room. 

To her relieve there is nobody. 

She pushes the window open a bit further, lowers herself and takes a deep breath. 

With her hand still on the window she pushes herself up. 

‘Come on,’ she says to herself. ‘You can do it.’ In a single movement she throws her legs 

over the window frame. 

 

The room is small and empty. On the wall there is a large rectangular mirror with 

golden trimmings. On the other side there is a lamp with a dim light. Against the window 

there is a wooden door. On her toes she sneaks to the door and peaks through the 

keyhole. 

Nobody there. Carefully she opens the door slightly. She looks to the right and to the 

left. There really isn’t anyone there. She closes her eyes for a few seconds and takes a 

deep breath. As quietly as possible she walks on her toes into the corridor. There seems 

to be no end on the right-hand side. On the left she can see a staircase going down. Again 

she looks around her. Everything is quiet. On her toes she sneaks to the staircase and 

looks back swiftly. Still nobody there. 

Without making a sound she walks down the stairs. An endless spiral staircase. She 

stops for a moment, just a few seconds to get her breath back. Her hand is resting 

against the wall while she takes a couple of deep breaths. Suddenly the wall is moving. 

She waves her hands around wildly. Her fingers are slipping over the smooth walls. The 

steps fold and form a slide. With a speed she slides down. Fake laughter is echoing 

around her. 

Screamingly she is trying to slow down. Her hearth beats like a drum. The laughter is 

getting louder. She can’t cover her ears, so she don’t have to listen to that awful sound. 

She slides faster. She can’t grab anything. Her shoulders hurt. With a bang she rolls onto 

the stone floor while a black figure comes towards her. She ducks. She protects her face 

with her hands. The room is starting to light up. 

‘You will not get this girl,’ she hears a high voice shout. ‘Quick, get the key. I am not 

sure how long I can stop her.’ 

 

Without looking back, Myrtle runs away. In the corner of her eye she sees the key and 

the entrance to the dungeons. In one movement she snatches the key from its hook, 

while she can hear the cries echoing through the room. She runs towards the sound and 

opens the door. Surprised she looks at the four little men. They look similar to Growly. 

‘Are you star men?’ she asks. 

The little men nod. ‘These are Eetje, Wantsjoe and Tootjo and I am Sjeus,’ the man at 

the front says, he seems to be the leader of the group. 

‘I am Myrtle. But there isn’t any time. We have to get away from here, before Misera 

gets here,’ she says. 

The door closes. She runs towards it and tries to open it. It is locked. Eetje, Wantsjoe 

and Tootjo are starting to cry loudly. 

‘You will never get away now,’ Misera shouts while she is laughing. 



They can hear the witches’ footsteps disappear. 

‘Don’t worry,’ Myrtle says, ‘I still have the key.’ She feels in her pockets. Worried she 

looks at the star men. ‘It is gone!’ 

‘I told you so,’ Wantsjoe shouts. ‘It’s hopeless. We will never get away from here.’ He 

sighs while he sits down. His head is bent forward. Eetje and Tootjo follow his example. 

Sjeus stands behind Myrtle. ‘We should never have listened to Growly.’ He shakes his 

head. 

‘Growly?’ Myrtle looks at Sjeus. ‘What has he told you?’ 

‘Do you know him?’ Sjeus asks. 

Myrtle nods. ‘He is the one that took me to Star Land. 

Sjeus sighs. ‘I don’t know what’s the matter with him, but Growly has been acting 

strange for some time now. I still don’t understand that I didn’t see it coming.’ He shakes 

his head. ‘Growly, Growly, why, why, why?’ 

‘But what has he done?’ Myrtle asks. 

‘It happened a week ago. We were in our village when Growly came to us. He was in a 

panic and told us that a star had fallen from the sky. A real disaster. If that happens, the 

whole sky would no longer be complete. It could mean the end of our world. We had to 

search for the star immediately and make sure it was returned to it's place. We started 

our search. Growly wanted to come too but I told him it was better if he stayed in the 

village. Otherwise there would be no one to protect the village. At first he protested, but 

eventually he agreed. When we reached the spot where the star was supposed to be, 

Misera was waiting for us. She took the sceptre that I was safekeeping for our princess. I 

promised the queen that I would guard the sceptre with my life. But we just didn’t have a 

chance against Misera. She blew us away with her magic, as if it was nothing. She tied us 

up, took us here and locked us in the dungeon....’ Sjeus is walking up and down with his 

hands on his back. ‘I still can’t believe that Growly betrayed us.’ 

‘Does Misera also have your blood?’ Myrtle asks. 

The little men shake their head. ‘With the sceptre, she brought another earth child to 

this place,’ Sjeus answers. ‘We saw how Misera took his blood and put it in a small 

bottle.’ 

‘Where is he? What has Misera done to them?’ Myrtle asks. 

Sjeus, Eetje, Wantsjoe and Tootjo all lowered their heads down. 

‘Misera changed them into stone but we don’t know where he is now,’ Sjeus says. 

Myrtle swallows. ‘That is awful. But why? Why does she need our blood?’ 

‘We don’t know. She is up to something, but what?’ 

‘I have no idea,’ Myrtle says. ‘First let’s try to get away from here, than we can search 

for the child later.’ 

 

She walks towards the window and tries to turn the bars. She is quite a bit taller than 

the men and she is able to reach easily. One by one she checks the bars. The middle bar 

is moving. Full of enthusiasm, she begins to twist it. 

Wantsjoe is looking at her with hope in his eyes. There is even a little smile on his 

tearful face. ‘Wait a minute,’ he says. He rumbles through his pockets and a large screw 



appears. ‘With this you might be able to scrape away some of the concrete around the 

bar.’ 

She tries and with success. She wipes away the rubbish with her hand, while pulling at 

the bar with her other hand. The bar is moving. With all her power she pushed the bar 

forward and back again. With the bar still in her hand, she falls to the ground. The bar is 

next to her. She gets up and walks to the window. Then she looks at the star men. 

‘Can you get through there?’ Sjeus nods. Myrtle picks him up. He holds on to the two 

bars and manages to squeeze himself outside. The others follow. She is the last person to 

take the bars to try and get out. But her shoulders get stuck. She tries again while she 

holds in her breath. Her face is turning red. She slides back into the dungeon and looks 

outside, where Sjeus, Eetje, Wantsjoe and Tootjo are waiting for her. 'What now?’ 

‘Try see if you can remove the other bars,’ Sjeus says. 

She tries another bar but this one is not as loose as the first one. With the screw she 

scrapes over the surface where the bar is fixed in the wall. She is turning it and it is 

starting to move. ‘Go on, earth girl, you can do it,’ the star men whisper, just loud enough 

for her to hear. 

She turns the bar a bit more. She can feel the sweat falling from her forehead. With her 

sleeve she wipes the drops away. She takes the screw and continues to scrape the top 

and bottom of the bar. With both hands, she gets hold of the bar. She twist it a few times. 

She pushes it backwards and forwards. It’s moving more and more. With the bar still in 

her hand she falls to the ground again. She puts the bar on the ground next to the other 

one. She gets up quickly and runs to the window. In one swift move she puts her hands 

on the window and pushed herself up. It is still really narrow. Bit by bit she squeezes 

through it. Finally her feet reach the ground. She takes a few deep breaths and wipes the 

last drops of sweat from her face. 

 

Sjeus, Eetje, Wantsjoe and Tootjo are jumping up and down. 

‘We knew you could do it.’ 

‘Thank you, earth girl. Without you we would still be stuck,’ Sjeus says. 

A little smile appears on her face. ‘You’re welcome.’ She looks at Sjeus in a serious 

manner. 'We have to get back inside.’ 

Eetje, Wantsjoe and Tootjo are trembling and shaking their heads. She looks straight 

at them. ‘I am really sorry, but we must. Misera still has the sceptre. And as long as she 

has it, we stand no chance.’ 

Eetje, Wantsjoe and Tootjo are starting to cry. Sjeus steps forward. He looks at the 

others and turns back to Myrtle. 

‘They are scared, earth girl. I can’t make them go back to the castle and I can’t leave 

them here. I think it is better if you go on your own. We will look for the other child. As 

soon as we have found him, we will return. Be careful, earth girl.’ 

‘But…’ Myrtle starts to protest. 

Eetje, Wantsjoe and Tootjo are crying even louder now. Myrtle sighs and nods. ‘I think 

you are right, it is probably best if I go on my own.’ 



‘Find the treasure room. That is where Misera keeps everything that is important to 

her. If she hasn’t got the sceptre with her, she will likely keep it in there.’ 

The little star men walked into the wood. Myrtle is standing there till she can no 

longer see them. She is starting to shiver. What if Misera gets hold of her again? How 

could she get in without being noticed? She wish those star men wouldn't leave her 

there, but she understands. It is scary. Shivering she looks at the castle. Can she go back? 

She has no choice. She takes a couple of deep breaths. She is not alone. There is this 

mystery light, someone who is protecting her. With her protector in mind, she walks 

back to the window where she got in before. Carefully she looks through it. Still nobody 

to see. She pulls herself up and in a swift movement she is inside. 

 

She runs to the door and looks through the keyhole. Nobody. Carefully she slightly 

opens the door. Slowly she walks into the corridor. There are so many doors and she 

isn’t sure which one she should take first. She shrugs her shoulders and tries the first 

door she comes across. The door is locked. When she tries the second and third door, 

they are all locked. Shaking her head, she moves on. She has to keep on trying. It is just 

as if she can hear someone groan. On her toes she walks towards the sound. She puts her 

ear against the door. The noise is coming from behind, she is absolutely sure. 

‘Is anyone there?’ a soft voice asks from behind the closed door. 

For a few seconds Myrtle is quiet. ‘Who are you?’ she asks then. 

‘I am princess Fairia. Misera has locked me in here.’ 

Myrtle can hear how the princess is swallowing her tears. 

‘Take it easy I am Myrtle and I am here to help you. I am looking for the treasure room. 

According to Sjeus, that is where the sceptre is.’ 

‘The star men.’ Fairia sounds shocked. ‘Are they here?’ Misera has not got hold of 

them, has she? Oh no! That would be terrible.’ 

‘They were captured, but I saved them. They are in the woods now, looking for a child. 

He comes from my world. Misera brought him here, just like me, so she could take his 

blood. No idea what she is up to, but after that she changed him into stone,’ Myrtle 

answers. 

‘Luckily the star men are unharmed. But a child? What does Misera want with children 

from your world? Where do you come from?’ Fairia is starting to sob loudly. 

‘I am from Earth,’ Myrtle says and she tells Fairia all she knows. All of a sudden Myrtle 

jumps up. 

‘What is the matter?’ Fairia asks shocked. 

‘Growly! what are you doing here?’ Myrtle asks. Surprised and angry she looks at the 

man next to her. 

‘Growly has betrayed me and the other star men. He works for Misera,’ she quickly 

explains. 

‘But Growly, it can’t be. Tell me it is not true,’ Fairia says in a quivering voice. 

Growly is starting to cry loudly. 'Growly didn’t mean it this way. Growly thought the 

other star men didn’t like him. A nobody who is only in the way. Misera promised to take 

good care of Growly,’ He takes a deep breath and wipes the tears from his face. ‘But 



where is Misera now? Gone, gone? Misera doesn’t care about Growly. Misera only uses 

Growly.’ His crying is getting louder. ‘Please, princess Fairia, forgive Growly. You were 

always nice and good to Growly.’ He lies on the floor, hitting it with his fists. 

‘It is ok. I believe you. It is not like you to behave in this manner,’ Fairia answers. 

Growly sits on his knees and folds his hands together. ‘Thank you, thank you so much.’ 

‘You can help Myrtle.’ 

With his hands in the air he starts to jump up and down. 

‘But… but,’ Myrtle stammers. She looks at Growly with big eyes. ‘Last time he helped 

me, things didn’t turn out very well. He made me walk into Misera’s trap. He is not to be 

trusted. What if he does it again?’ 

‘Don’t worry. I believe that Growly is really sorry and that he will not do it again. He 

can show you the way to the treasure room,’ Fairia answers. 

Growly looks at her with big, blurry eyes and gives her his sweetest smile. 

She sighs. 'All right then. But I will keep an eye on you.’ 

Again Growly is dancing up and down. ‘Girl can trust Growly now. This way.’ 

A little grunt escapes Myrtles mouth as she looks at Growly. To trust him? Not really, if 

you ask her. But does she have another choice? How else is she going to find the sceptre? 

‘Will you come back once you have found the sceptre? Then you can free me,’ Fairia 

shouts at them as they depart. 

‘We will, I promise,’ Myrtle says. 

 

Growly is walking fast. She is struggling to keep up with him. Quickly she looks 

around. The walls are full with burning torches. There are so many doors that she has 

lost count. The corridor divides itself in two. At the next corridor they turn the corner. 

Growly continues to run and Myrtle is right behind him. 

Growly's hand is coming towards her. She jumps aside and looks at him with an open 

mouth. ‘What are you up to?’ she asks. 

He sighs and points at the wall. ‘Growly takes a torch. There are no torches in that 

corridor and that is where the treasure room is. Without a torch we won’t be able to see.’ 

‘Oh, sorry,’ Myrtle says in a soft tone. 

They walk on. The corridor is indeed dark. Before she continues, she quickly takes 

another torch from the wall. The corridor seems to get smaller and the floor is sloping 

downwards. Growly waves his hand. She nods, she understands, he wants her to stop. 

He points to the door. Myrtle tries to open it. 

‘Locked. What do we do now?’ She looks at him. 

 



 
 

‘Wait a minute,’ he answers. From his pocket he gets a hair pin. 

‘Where did you get that from?’ 



‘From Earth. Growly likes to collect things that belong to earthlings.’ Myrtle wants to 

ask if he has been to Earth, but at that moment the door opens. Growly puts the hair pin 

back in his pocket. The room is filled with bars of gold and diamonds. Everywhere they 

look, they see mountains of bars of gold and silver coins. In a corner there is some 

jewellery decorated with pearls. In the middle she sees the sceptre lying on top of a 

statue with golden stars. She wants to run to it. Growly puts his hand out. ‘Not so fast, 

earth girl.’ 

‘What?! I knew it.’ She clings her fists. ‘I knew you could not be trusted.’ 

Growly shakes his head and sighs. ‘But earth girl. Growly only wants to help. Misera 

might have set a trap to protect the sceptre. We have to be careful.’ 

‘Ok,’ she says with a little voice. 

‘We have to have something to lift the sceptre from the golden star,’ Growly says. 

She thinks for a few seconds. She puts the torch against the wall. She takes a bar of 

gold and throws it towards the sceptre. She misses. 

Growly looks from Myrtle to the sceptre and back to Myrtle. ‘Good idea, Growly will 

try as well.’ He puts his torch next to Myrtles and picks up a bar of gold like it weighs 

nothing. He walks slightly backwards and throws the bar to the sceptre. The sceptre falls 

off the star. Happily he is starting to dance up and down. ‘Growly still has got it.’ 

‘Watch out,’ Myrtle yells, while she pushes Growly to the ground. A large ball is 

swinging on a chain. It is going straight over them. 

She crawls to the sceptre, picks it up and crawls back again. Quickly she takes the 

torches. They run back down the corridor and put the torches back where they belong. 

Without looking back, they run as fast as they can. Back to Fairia. 

 

‘We have got it!’ Myrtle shouts, when she gets to the door. No answer. ‘Fairia!’ she 

shouts again. ‘Princess Fairia, we are back and we have the sceptre.’ Still no answer. 

Growly takes the hair pin from his pocket again and tries to open the door. However 

the hair pin breaks in two. 

‘Did Fairia say we could open the door with the sceptre? Do you know how it works?’ 

Myrtle asks. 

For a moment Growly is quiet and pulls a serious face. ‘Growly thinks you should hold 

the sceptre in front of the door and say open.’ 

She nods and gives it a try. Nothing is happening. Again she looks at Growly, who 

shakes his head. 

Myrtle knocks with the sceptre on the door. Nothing. ‘Fairia!’ she calls again. ‘If you are 

there, please say something. We have the sceptre but we don’t know how it works.’ Still 

not a sound. ‘Do you have any other ideas?’ she asks Growly. But he doesn’t answer 

either. She turns around. ‘Growly?’ He has vanished. She shrugs her shoulders, while she 

is looking around. ‘This is strange.’ 

She is making circles with the sceptre while she closes her eyes. ‘That door has to 

open,’ she says. 

Click. 



She opens her eyes and looks at the door. With one hand she pushes the door further 

open. She goes inside. A small room with a bed and a chair, but no princess. ‘Fairia, 

where are you?’ she shouts. 

‘Myrtle.’ That came from outside. She runs towards the window and sees Sjeus, Eetje, 

Wantsjoe and Tootjo waving at her. Growly is standing with the little star men. They are 

trying to open the window, but without any success. It will not budge. Maybe she can use 

the sceptre. Nothing is happening. ‘Come on,’ she says. ‘This is taking too long.’ She 

thinks it is better to go to the room where she came in. The window is still open and 

Myrtle climbs outside. 

 

The star men are coming towards her. 

‘Did you do it?’ she asks. ‘Did you find that child?’ 

They shake their heads. ‘We have looked everywhere, but we couldn’t find him 

anywhere. Hopefully you have more luck.’ 

Myrtle is showing them the sceptre. Sjeus is smiling. ‘Well done.’ 

She wants to give it back to Sjeus but he puts his hand up. 

‘You keep it, to us it is useless. But you can use it till we find the princess.’ 

I wouldn’t know how to,’ she says while looking at the sceptre. 

‘You have just opened the door?’ Sjeus says. 

Myrtle nods. 

‘You have magic inside. That is why the sceptre is listening to you.’ 

Myrtle starts to giggle. ‘I don’t know. Maybe it is just a coincidence.’ 

Sjeus shakes his head. ‘No, it is no coincidence. The sceptre only listens to people who 

have magic inside. The only thing the sceptre does is to make the magic stronger. For 

him who has no magic inside, the sceptre is useless.’ 

Myrtle stops with giggling and looks at the sceptre with doubt. 

‘We take Growly back to our village. We have to punish him for his betrayal. After that 

we will search for the child again,’ says Sjeus. 

Growly is keeping his head down. He looks at Myrtle with watery eyes. 

‘Wait!’ Myrtle shouts. ‘He did help me. Plus princess Fairia does not think that he is 

bad. I think he was under Misera’s spell.’ 

Growly is shaking his head. ‘Girl is right. Growly no longer listens to Misera. She is 

mean.’ 

‘I don’t know,’ Sjeus says. 

‘I think he is really sorry. And he did take me to the sceptre. And maybe he can lead us 

to the child. That way he can show that he is really sorry.’ 

‘That is true,’ Sjeus says. He looks at Growly.and asks ‘Do you know where Misera took 

the child?’ 

‘Growly knows where he is.’ 

‘Good,’ Sjeus says. ‘If you take us to the child we will not punish you. 

Growly jumps up and down. ‘Growly will help. Growly knows where they are.’ 

Sjeus nods. ‘We will follow you, Growly.’ 

  



Do you want to know how this story ends? Get the full version on Amazon 
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