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As usual my story starts early in the morning. It’s the morning before Storyverse school starts. But the crazy thing is my dad’s old school friend appeared in a pure white silk robe with no shoes on. She replied “Gem, its time you learned”. I asked, “time I learned what?”. Isabell answered “you have seen the frightening power of practitioner hair before. It was used to trap people inside paintings. But... that woman only tapped into a tiny scratch of what it can do. Come with me, into a memory”. I stammered “umm ok, Isabell”. A giant circle appeared in my room. I said “thanks for waiting until 4AM to get me. Most people don’t have that much consideration”. We walked through the portal. I found myself in the pitch black of early morning on Rottnest Island. A younger version of my dad and a version of Isabell who was only... 2 maybe three years older than she is now approached a hill. Although Isabell is now chronologically over 100 she was mentally and physically only about 15. I queried “what did you want to tell me?”. She replied “me and your dad are about to find what is perhaps the most important piece of story smithery apart from the binding ring. The polar gate or the Polarium gate. There are about a few hundred of them worldwide”. I shuddered as we wandered up the hill “the polar gates! I read about those. They’re, they’re legendary”. Isabell went on to explain “an author creates many universes. Each containing great power. And an author or as they are referred as in human mythology... an Anamorphi, is the centre of their part of a pan-dimensional web of entire universes. They are at the centre of hundreds of copies of dozens for worlds. Even a part of them like their hair is coursing with more power than exists in an entire galaxy”. They reached the top of the hill. In the memory my dad, Aurelias asked “hey Isabell, what do you think this is? Is it actually...”. Isabell replied “by the core of the stories, it is. This polar gate is real. The legends say that it contains author hair. And it projects the history of the worlds the author made into our world. This is the origin of the great cities of Polaris and Oz-scar-is. Both written by my grandmother... Lillian Fourwolf. I think it also contains the power of... two other authors. Gates like this, no matter of when their construction appear even before they are built. Some say they’re even alive!”. I asked, “how in the name of the Storyverse could a single strand of hair completely change history in such a way?”. Isabell explained “funny thing, this method of using Author hair is one of the few methods that exist merges two worlds. But to answer your question, practitioners are stronger than you realise. Imagine, if even a single strand of hair can do this... what capabilities haven’t been discovered yet?”. We found ourselves outside of the memory. My dog Apollo walked into the room. Isabell replied “I must take my leave. Just remember... if you want to take a look at the Polar Gate, find the monument of Willem Vlamming on Rottnest Island”. Apollo wandered in and muttered “must, steal, golden underpants”. My last thought was “what kind of dream was Apollo having?”.

Chapter 2

Celestial Author’s

The time is 6:20AM and it is the day before the Storyverse school reopening. My dad queried “up since 4 again I see. You look like you have something on your mind Gem. You can tell me, what is it?”. I felt my dad shudder when I told him “the Polarium gates”. He nervously replied “woah there Goldielocks. You’re only a 2nd year. You best leave those bowls of reality bending porridge to 5th or maybe even 6th years. Where did you learn about such relics?”. I answered, “In a dream”. He shuddered “you best be leaving that up to story guild officials”. I looked at him like he was nuts. He admitted “fair point, fair point. You best be leaving that stuff up to Temperance”. My mum walked down the stairs and replied “I’m off for the meeting of the historical society of WA. I’ll show those Stonehill idiots what the Greenhills can do”. The Stonehill family is the Greenhill families rival since the curse. Abagail made the  Greenhill family think the Greenhill’s were one of the biggest historical families this side of the earth. Abagail changed the name from green to Greenhill using a powerful curse named the Light Spinner Curse. It is an extremely dangerous curse to perform. Last All-Hallows-Eve one of my cousins was kidnaped. Her name is Silvia Greenhill. She got taken just before the Storyverse schools declared war on the Story Guild. But more on that squabble later. I replied, “last few days before school, I think I’ll go for a walk to that new character museum up in Perth”. I heard my grandmother Lucky Greenhill yell out “you, you won’t control me. You won’t”. Lucky Greenhill was a famous historian. She was also my grandmother and a renowned historical fiction author. Some people even claim she has strong prophetic ability. I’m not saying she doesn’t have strong prophetic abilities because she does but they can’t shine through the Light Spinner Curse. I walked toward the character museum and found something interesting. I was looking at a fantasy character from a late 17th century book named Mildred. She was a blacksmiths daughter. She in the fantasy exhibit along with the werewolves, witches and fey. She was behind a sheet of glass and could talk to people. At that moment I was her scream as someone entered the building. I ran away through the fantasy section into something called the SS section or Storyverse Story Section. The sign said “Storyverse Stories were outlawed during Shakespeare’s time. Storyverse stories or SS for short were part of a subgenre of fantasy written about the Storyverse world. The characters that were Interpreters could enter stories despite being made of Storyverse energy. Some could even manipulate the energy in their own body. These stories could create artefacts that could never exist in our world. Authors that made these books became known as Fallen Authors to those who thought ill of the practices and Celestial Authors to those who supported it. But the characters in these books became too strong for the story guild to deal with. One great benefit though is a practitioner could go to school in one of these worlds. The story guild outlawed it because those practitioners were just too powerful. Too unpredictable. To this day some Fallen authors still exist. Lurking in the shadows awaiting their time”. Then I saw a character say “behind you universe Interpreter”. Soma came from the exhibit and replied what’s going on?”. An energy charged hand grabbed my shoulder. It was my grandmother, Lucky Greenhill. She said in an inhuman voice “hide the great prophecy. Hide it well”. Soma queried “what does that mean? Lucky, you have the Light Spinner Curse on you. How are you even in a Storyverse area?”. She replied, “I no have much time”. I could see blood red light spinner energy battling a kind of opalescent energy all throughout Lucky’s body. She continued “the books I have been writing are prophecies of the 2nd Shakespearean war. They not only have great power inside them but great knowledge. If the Grave Lord found them, the consequences. THE CONSEQUENCES!!!” Lucky gave an inhuman shriek. She yelled “you won’t overtake me again. Gem, I am a Celestial Author. So is your half-brother”. Soma yelled “hey”. Lucky stuttered “no time. Hide them, hide them, hide them. I will meet Tessa Storm”. Lucky whent back to her relatively normal self. She replied, “I’m sorry dear Gem, did you say something?”. Soma queried “could Lucky have created a story so powerful, it can help her combat the Light Spinner Curse?”. I shuddered to think then said, “I can’t think of another explanation”. Lucky replied “this is a nice museum isn’t it? What great statues”. We walked further into the exhibit. One young girl replied from an exhibit “listen up kid, you an Celestial Author like that girl said”. Soma shuddered “that depends, who are you?”. She replied “I am Tracy West. An Interpreter from inside a story. If you get me out of here, I can teach you how to use your unique abilities better”. I replied “not that I’m in favour of SS stories but I will get you out because I consider keeping people inside glass enclosures cruel. No matter their background”. I murmured “killik” and the glass disappeared from sight. Tracy walked out and said “I’m an SS Interpreter. Now they lowered the glass I can get us all out of here”. She snapped her fingers and we appeared inside the balcony of the Greenhill household. I stammered “but, but, only a Greenhill can transport in and out of the Greenhill household”. Tracy replied, “one of the benefits of being an SS Interpreter”. We walked inside and my dad was waiting for us. Soma explained “this is my new tutor, Tracy West. She will be teaching me how to use my Author abilities better”. She responded, “may I come in?”. Aurelias replied, “I am not a Greenhill, I physically can’t... but Gem can”. I replied, “I agree to let her come in as long as she doesn’t have any bad intent”. Me and Soma walked into the hall and I ordered “show me where you’re keeping your work Soma. Or I’ll go to dad”. Soma responded, “that’s blackmail”. I responded “no, it isn’t. I’m giving you a chance. Blackmail would be telling you you’ll do what I say or else ill tell everyone about your celestial status”. Soma questioned “Lucky’s a Celestial Author and you’re not angry at her?”. I responded “that’s because of the Light Spinner Curse. She didn’t know the consequences or the dangers. But you do”. We teleported into Somas room. He replied “there are so many powerful artefacts in the Greenhill household. I figured one more would go by unnoticed”. He took out two books. One was titled “Entering Stories in 1899” and the other was titled “Entering Stories in All Hallows Eve”. I shuddered reading them, “this is me! I lived this. your writing my life on paper!”. Soma responded, “I really hope you like it”.
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