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   A group of tourists sets out for the Altai mountains, and suddenly finds themselves smack in the middle of a world they never imagined possible.  The heroes are invited to the legendary Shambhala to carry out an important mission which will see them sent to a past incarnation in the ancient land of the giants- Lemuria...
 
   While there they must go through a series of tests.  Power, riches, love and betrayal...  And all that before the inevitable Great Flood which awaits the people of Lemuria.
 
   This book will grab your attention on page one and never let go!
 
   
  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   The Last Queen of Lemuria
 
    
 
    
 
   A Tale of Mysticism
 
    
 
   A Warrior of Light always gets a second chance in life.
 
   Paulo Coelho, " Manual of the Warrior of Light"
 
    
 
    
 
   Introduction.
 
    
 
   It happened at the dawn of humanity.  The Big Water, came from the east and swallowed Lemuria. The ancient island disappeared, the homeland of the legendary titans, ...
 
   ...After a long wandering, the Great Ark of the Lemurians arrived at the top of a mountain. The ocean stretched to the horizon on all sides...
 
   ...And the giants cried out to the Lord: "Why have you spared our lives? We are dying from hunger and thirst!" And a voice answered them from the heavens: "Your home is here."
 
   ... A miracle happened- a newborn child read the ancient writing on the golden tablets, piously kept by the Lemurians for all these years. It was a plan for the building of a city.  A city that couldn't be threatened by floods. This is how New Olmolungring came to be, hidden underground… 
 
   Time passed, the Big Water dissipated, and the Angel trumpeted out the will of the Father.
 
   He gave the command to find any mountain tribes that survived the Flood. And mix blood with them, to revive the human race- in order to keep the forces of Darkness from destroying it completely. 
 
   The best sons of Lemuria left the underground land forever, and carried out what had been ordered. And the human race began to grow...
 
    
 
   This underground land, built by the last Lemurians is still not empty to this day. There, in the depths of the Tibetan mountains, still lives this strange nation. They haven't been giants for a long time. Their grandchildren and great-grandchildren, having become smaller in height, managed to retain the magical powers, and purity of soul had by their ancestors. They live in Shambhala, which many have heard about, but no one has seen. All kinds of people have been searching for it for centuries, from pilgrims to dictators, but no one can find it.  Shambhala is well defended from uninvited guests. The descendants of the Lemurians are watching over us, trying to help in our searches.  Its many messengers wander from country to country, from continent to continent, inspiring people with brilliant thoughts, and relieving pain and suffering. Their missions are not always a success, as Darkness is still strong.  It is rare, but sometimes, the residents of Shambhala need humans to solve a problem. And in these cases, they themselves reach out to those who are able to help...
 
    
 
   Chapter 1.  The Messenger
 
    
 
      It was crowded in the summer café on the central avenue of Barnaul, a city in Russia near the Altai mountains. The townspeople took refuge from the heat under  some large "Pepsi" umbrellas.  Anyone who couldn't find a seat on a plastic chair just sat down on the grass. Music came from speakers on all sides. The smell of pizza and beer wafted in the air. A flock of sparrows was stealing food from the plates of the visitors. Not far away loomed a hunter behind the bottle recycling center – a tipsy, middle-aged native Altai man. Visually scanning the cafe, he found his prey– a half-empty bottle, and stumbling, walked up to its owner.  
 
     Marina and Boris Sorok were sitting under an umbrella in the shade. He sipped his beer and ate peanuts. She read a newspaper, stopping every now and then to share her impressions with her husband. 
 
   - "Listen to this, sweetie!" – Marina jabbed her thin finger into the paper, "Here... a resident of the village 'Klyuch' came out of his house at one in the morning and saw an unidentified object hovering in the sky. It was a silvery object, resembling a disk. It gave off an unusual sound.... Boris, honey!!”
 
   Marina wrinkled her pointed nose.  
 
         -     “Boris, honey! You're not listening!”
 
   -        “Marina!”
 
    Boris began choking and coughing.  A vein swelled on his powerful neck, his face turned purple. On his forehead near the roots of his hair, an old scar made itself known.
 
    -  “Let me drink my beer in peace! Keep your fantasies to yourself!”  The man went to freshen up, hallucinating from his hangover.
 
   Marina frowned for a second, but didn't let it bring her down and carried on:
 
   -        "There's even evidence!  They found concentric circles in the yard..."
 
   She set the empty bottle down on the table and a bum rushed towards them, "right on the village yard they found strange symbols, and two chickens were killed..."
 
   -        "Marina! How can you believe in this? It's all been thought up by journalists.”
 
   The drunkard walked up to Marina from behind, and tugged at the bottle, leaning over the table. And suddenly he distinctly whispered:
 
   -        "Go to the mountains. Go this Friday." 
 
   Marina shuddered.
 
   -        "What? What did you say?!" 
 
   -        "I'm just asking if I can take your bottle." – whined the tramp, inhaling the fumes. His narrow black eyes looked through Marina at the table.  
 
   -        "Take it and buzz off," Boris answered, "Marina, baby, what's wrong? You've gone pale."
 
   -        "With me? Oh, nothing, I heard something. I'm burning up out here," - she watched the bum walk away, and her brown eyes twinkled, "just burning up."
 
   -        "What happened?" – said her husband tensely, - "what did you hear?"
 
   -        "Listen, Boris, baby, don't you think it's time we went on vacation?" 
 
   -        "I've been saying that for a long time. But you always made it about our balance in the bank, saying that our accountant would be lost without you."
 
   -        "I've already done the balance." 
 
   -        "Well, where should we go then? Spain, Turkey, Egypt?"
 
   -        "I'm not sure yet," answered his wife, slowly covering the newspaper.
 
    Having laid it on the table, Marina brushed the glass. Cola spilled out and hissed.
 
    - "Well there you go," - grieved Marina, picking up the ruined newspaper. And then she saw the little rivers of cola, flowing down to form an arrow. The arrow, breaking all laws of motion, zigged and zagged before finally stopping on an advertisement. As if hypnotized, Marina watched the little drop that didn't want to fall.
 
   -        "Well what, Marina, baby!" –  exclaimed Boris, "what did you see there? Throw it away, you'll get your dress dirty."
 
   -        “Boris!”
 
   Marina ran her eyes over the ad.
 
    - "Let's go, Boris, honey!"
 
   She jumped out of place. Her face became flushed, and her thin lips quivered.
 
   -        "Where to? What happened?" – said the man in surprise.
 
   -        "We're going to the Altai Mountains. On friday."
 
   -        "Marina! Have you lost your mind? Friday is the day after tomorrow."
 
   Marina roughly threw her money on the table, grabbed her husband by the arm, and dragged him to the exit.
 
   If someone had taken a mind to follow the bum that scared Marina, that person would be very surprised. Just after the Soroks had left the cafe, the drunk dropped his bag of bottles. And rushed in the direction of the park. There, going into the bushes, he took a look around. Then he grabbed his head, and took off his disheveled wig. After that, he removed his glued on beard and mustache, and washed off his make up… A bit later, a businessman showed up on the park path. He had on an expensive suit and tie. Only the tail of his long hair gave any hints at what lay behind his masterful disguise. Having pressed a button on his cell-phone, he pronounced:
 
   -        Number seven-hundred-thousand-forty-two alpha shintaman. completed.
 
    
 
   1*      At the same time, in the Barnaul airport, a flight from Moscow touched down. Two young girls ran lightly down the gangway. They were in a great mood, and chirping away happily, the two friends jumped into an approaching bus. 
 
   2*     Nastia Astakhova and Margo Nargizova, second-year foreign language students from one of Moscow's Universities. They are so different that it raises the question: what brings them together? Nastia is shy, and still has a baby face –to see her, you wouldn't think she's a year over fifteen. Her figure is that of a child, awkward and slightly hunched. She dressed inconspicuously in faded jeans and a t-shirt. Her thick, red hair was bunched up into a ponytail, her face had no makeup, and her nose was freckled. In her grey eyes there was a mixture of surprise, seriousness, and naivety. When Nastia gets to thinking, her face acquires a romantic dreamy expression. Then she starts answering her own questions and smiling at nothing. Her classmates teased her, calling her "Alice in Wonderland." She took no offense, quite the contrary, in fact she was flattered to look like her favorite character. Nastia was living in a dream world, and if anyone could get her to come back to reality, it was her friend, Margo. 
 
   3*     Margo was the complete opposite of Nastia. First of all, Margo was beautiful. Further, beauty her beauty was fatal – in novels, women like her cause duels, and ruin lives.  And next, Margo never day-dreamed. She simply took from life everything that she needed.  She was sober, calm and self-assured, without unnecessary emotions or prejudices.
 
   4*      A hint of eastern blood gave her swarthy skin, slanted green eyes, regular features, and thick, dark curls of hair. Margo's body was luxurious, flexible and strong. No clothes in the world could hide her femininity. Margo herself jokes that she would still be attractive in a burlap sack. She moves smoothly, to the point that it seems that she's thought out every step and flick of her head. Margo was royally unhurried. It was hard to imagine her out of breath, or running at full speed. She was always calm and outwardly cold. Margo's stare was sharp like a samurai's sword. And a smile doesn't go well at all with a cold look. Margo's smile is wide, warm and sincere enough to melt the hardest heart.  
 
   5*      
 
   The girls arrived first. It was Margo's idea. Why she was so excited about the trip to Altai was unclear. Initially, Nastia didn't take the offer seriously. She certainly hadn't missed the fact that Margo loved comfort and even luxury! A trip to Altai would mean sleeping in tents and rafting down a mountain river. Nastia tried to reason with her friend.  All the same, Margo wouldn't abandon the plan.  She spoke contagiously on the local beauty and wonders, describing their future trip... Nastia gave up.  
 
    
 
   The girls, collecting their baggage, didn't notice the stranger in an expensive suit, who was carefully looking at them, then at the pictures he was holding in his hand, and pressing a button on his phone 
 
   -        Number fifty-thousand-three-hundred-twenty-seven beta shintaman. Complete."
 
    
 
   It was a great day for the young graduate student,  Andrei Orlov. He had saved his money for a whole year, doing papers and essays for negligent students. And here, finally, today his dream– to buy a professional "Kodak" camera- had become a reality. In anticipation of the purchase, he walked into a department store.
 
   -"May I help you?" - smiled the Altai girl from behind the counter in a low voice.
 
   -        "Yes, I'd like to buy this model," answered Andrei, pointing up above.
 
   She took the box from the shelf. 
 
   -        "Right, here are the instructions, here's the warranty card... and here's... Sir! You'll be taken today!" – she exclaimed, having read the colorful manual from the box, "you've won a prize!"
 
   -        "What kind of prize?" 
 
   -        "A prize from our company! A trip to the Altai mountains!" –  answered the saleslady, and screamed into the depths of the hall! "Somebody's won the trip! Call the marketing department!" Before adding, "ID, please!"
 
   Fifteen minutes later, the beaming Andrei came out of the store. He was holding a bag with his "Kodak" in his hands, and the ticket for his trip was in his pocket.  On Friday, he was to set off on an unexpected journey.
 
    
 
   And the saleslady left her place at work, took off her wig, turned into a young man, and set off for the parking lot, making a phone-call along the way. 
 
   - "Number two-hundred-thirty-thousand-one gamma shintaman. Complete." 
 
   6*      
 
   7*     Chapter Two. On the banks of the Katun River
 
   8*      
 
   Friday morning greeted the travelers with a bright sun. Margo, Nastia, Andrei, and Marina and Boris Sorok settled into the "UAZ” (translator's note: a Soviet jeep-style vehicle). Finally, the thin Altai man threw his backpack in:
 
   -        "Hello!" – he said.  – "I will be your instructor for the river tour. Does everyone know that we're going rafting? My name is Samir. Let's get to know each other!"
 
    
 
   Samir's long hair was put back in a ponytail, his eyes were black, without pupils; they looked like agates, and when he stared at you, it seemed he could see through to your very heart. He paused to look at each member of the group, taking his time as if he was studying them, enough to make them all uncomfortable. Even Margarita couldn't hold these strange eyes for longer than a few seconds though. She turned away and frowned.  She didn't like this Altai man.  Under his gaze, she immediately lost her normal assuredness.
 
    
 
   The "UAZ" drove along the country road. Fields and hills flashed by outside the windows.   The vehicle was tossing from side to side.  The inside of the "UAZ" was quickly filling with dust. The driver, between cursing the potholes, tapped furiously at the radio which was intermittently playing old prison songs. 
 
    
 
   Marina was sitting next to the driver, and kept him occupied with conversation. Her sharp, round eyes were closely following her new friend's face, or to be more accurate, his ear, because he had to watch the road. Marina's endless chatter poured into the driver's ear. Few could stand her manner of jabbering on in a shrill voice. The driver already thought one hundred times that he should never have let her sit next to him.  Marina has a bird's nose- thin, with a crooked tip. From under her straw hat, there were ten very thin red braids, decorated with beads. She flapped her sleek, long-fingered hands like wings.  In fact, you could say her last name, Sorok (translator's note: “Sorok” means “magpie” in Russian) fit her perfectly. Her bizarre hairstyle complimented her attire- a t-shirt with the Dalai Lama and blue, polka-dotted shorts. On her shoulder you could just make out a tattoo of the Chinese yin-yang. A fan of mysticism and the esoteric, she saw signs everywhere, and lived exclusively by the will of the "Higher Powers."
 
    Any sane person would long ago snapped, if they were in the position of her husband Boris. 
 
    But, to Marina's happiness, her husband was quite indulgent to her strange habits, considering them "women's whims." 
 
    
 
    Boris was sitting a little way off- a strong, balding man, with a stern face. It was easy to guess that he was a mediocre businessman.  Calm, taciturn,  and not especially intellectual, but not deprived of a feeling of self-worth. In the unbuttoned collar of his sport coat glistened a talisman with the image of a scorpion, obviously, a gift from his wife. Boris thoughtfully devoured pelmeni (translator's note: A Russian ravioli-type food, associated with mass-production) from a can, which made the inside of the car smell like a cafeteria, and looked glumly in his wife's direction. He didn't share Marina's interests, but he'd always respected her ability to talk for a long time without getting tired. He couldn't talk more than two minutes in a row.
 
    
 
    In other words, they were a happy couple. The only thing they fought about was kids. Boris wanted kids. Marina would instantly close herself off as soon as the subject came up.  She herself didn't understand why, but the thought of a child gave her a  strange  sadness in her heart.
 
    
 
   Andrei, a slim, curly-headed student secretly took pictures of Margo, pretending to be interested in the beauty of the roadside.  "He has the face of a heroic soldier from an old movie," said Margo, summing the boy up in one glance. – "His face is just too well-formed." He had honest gray eyes in glasses, a solid chin, and a dark beard, cut short. He is a complicated guy, or maybe rather, sporty. 
 
    
 
    Nastia glanced furtively at Andrei, but he didn't notice her, taking endless pictures with his camera.
 
    
 
   - "Look!" he suddenly exclaimed, pointing out the window, "look!" 
 
    
 
   The road had already risen quite high into the mountains. A river flowed down below. A man was running along its bank. He was dressed in white and carrying a staff. But it was not only his strange attire that attracted Nastia's attention. The man was running in a strange manner, as if he was gliding along the earth. He was going as fast as a car! It was as if this strange man was rolling on something very low to the ground and pushing himself along with his staff... or flying. He had a bluish glow about him.
 
   -        "He's wearing roller-skates," said Andrei.
 
   -        "How could he be on roller-skates?! Look at that riverbank! There is nothing but fallen trees everywhere!" – objected Margo.
 
   -        "He's flying! Flying! That's the Mahatma of Shambhala!" – cried out Marina, her pale face becoming even more white.
 
   Boris gagged. 
 
    The driver glanced warily at Marina. And she whispered a mantra, clasping her hands together:
 
     – "Gate gate paragate bodhi svaha..."
 
   Margo and Nastia giggled.
 
   -        "What's this? What about a matchmaker?” (translator's note: "svaha" is Russian for matchmaker) – said the driver, taken aback. 
 
   -        "Mara, cut it..." said Boris, wagging his finger at his wife, "don't you... understood?" – and he added: "the man in white is riding on something, we just can't see it."
 
   -        "What's he riding on?" asked Nastia, looking at the stranger. 
 
   -        "He's lit up or something," – said Andrei, not taking his eyes off the riverbank,  "he looks like he's from India." 
 
   The river turned away from the road. The man became hidden from view.  They all turned at once to Samir.
 
   -        "Who was that?!"
 
   -        "How should I know," answered the instructor. He took off his hat and wiped away the sweat that had suddenly appeared on his face. His eyes became totally opaque.
 
   The driver interrupted the conversation: 
 
   -        "It's probably a pilgrim. There's a lot of them around here. They're looking for Shambhala. The Country of Happiness, in their language. They say there's eternal life there and all that good stuff. We call them the Roerichites. Roerich is the last name of one of their important figures- he knows a lot about that Shambhala. Briskly clever, that one."
 
   Marina looked at the driver with respect.
 
   -        "I see," smiled Nastia, "Roerich really did come here."
 
   -        "But all the same, what was he riding on?” –  asked Margo.
 
   -        "It was the Mahatma!" - said Marina. – "He was flying. The Supreme Spirit of Shambhala. This is a sacred place.”
 
   The traveling companions looked at one another. Boris frowned, but said nothing.
 
   Marina shrugged her shoulders. She was used to skeptics by this point.
 
    
 
   9*     The river seemed unreal. It was a piercing, light-blue, with crystal water. The kind of river imagined by a child who believes in fairy-tales.  The rays of sunlight pierced the water in a golden grid all the way to the bottom.  The Katun river was calm, but carried its waters through the little  Altai villages, eternal mountains, dark fossilized forests, and bright tents filled with tourists, scattered in many spots along the  riverbanks. 
 
   10*  Silence and beauty reigned on its low banks. Dark blue-green mountains, like broad-shouldered giants surrounded the river on all sides, carefully embracing it with large stone hands, covered with pine trees. And all around, the protected land bloomed. Just as it's always been here.  Be it one hundred, one thousand or ten thousand years ago... That thought is breathtaking on its own, and for any person who's coming here for the first time, it feels that you are blending with  Time itself. 
 
   11*    
 
   12*  A small camp stretched out on one of the banks. Four tents stood in a circle. Not so far away, on the sand, lay an inflatable boat, covered in huge drops of morning dew. Life-jackets and helmets had been dumped nearby. By an old, crooked pine, there was an extinguished fire smoldering, with a tea kettle hanging over it. There were two large boxes piled beside it, covered with foil.  The tents, and the trees shined trough the white fog of the river, and it was all covered by the pink-gold morning. The night, not yet having succeeded in obscuring the Moon and a few stars, hurried to run away from the unbearable light. Morning spilled its fantastic color on the earth, and released the music of birdsong. 
 
    
 
   13*   One of the tents came to life, and a moment later, a young woman's face appeared in the door. Rubbing her eyes, Nastia stopped, struck by the beauty of the morning. For several seconds she looked from side to side, and afterwards, turned to the tent:
 
   -        “Margo! Margo! Wake up! Come look at the beautiful sunrise!"
 
   -        "Uhhh," came her discontented answer.
 
   -        “Margo! Have you seen the sunrise in the mountains?”
 
   The sleeping bag next to her growled a negative.
 
   -        "Then wake up right away! This beauty is why we live on earth!"
 
   -        "I want to sleep!"
 
   -        "Come on, we'll go skinny dipping. While everyone else is still asleep, huh?"
 
   -        "Give up."
 
   -        “Margo, come on! Margie! Time to get up!”
 
   The bag took a heavy sigh, stirred a bit, and sat up. A disheveled head with closed eyes appeared:
 
   -        "Nastia, you could wake the dead."
 
   -        "Well, did you come here to sleep?"
 
   -        "With you, I can only nap." Margo slowly unstuck her eyelids and crawled out of the tent.  "I can't believe you!" 
 
   -        "What did I say? Let's go!"
 
    
 
   Hiding in the bushes, they  quickly undressed and got into the water. Their skin burned with the cold. The girls let out twin "ah"s in chorus. They quickly dunked their heads under the water and raced to the shore. 
 
   -        "Nice!" – laughed Margo, flicking droplets of water from her body.
 
   -        "Cool! It's like swimming in living water!  My whole body is burning," confirmed Nastia. And added, looking at Margo, "you're such a knockout, Rita!"
 
   Sympathy stirred in Margo's eyes. Casting her gaze on the thin, almost child-like silhouette of her friend, she said,
 
   - "If only you'd listen to me, we could make a perfect ten out of you.. Look, you've got great skin and hair.. A bit of makeup, some shopping..."
 
   Nastia blushed at Margo's stare:
 
   - "Stop it! You know I'm not into that stuff."
 
   Suddenly, they heard footsteps. The friends weren't quite able to get covered up. Andrei came out of the bushes with his camera around his neck. Seeing the naked girls, he was thunderstruck. Nastia threw on a towel. Her face became covered in purple spots.
 
   - "So, what? Are you feeling this?” – asked the nude Margo.
 
    Andrei muttered something, averting his gaze.  He turned in place, and rushed headlong back into the bushes. 
 
   -        "Where are you going, Andrei!" – screamed Margo, "don't you want to take a picture?"
 
   -     "Margo! Don't!" - pleaded Nastia.
 
   -        "He was quite embarrassed!" Margo grinned.
 
   -        "He's a decent person, that's all!" - growled Nastia. Her eyes became a very dark blue. – "He saw us naked and got embarrassed! It's normal! Get it? It's a nor-mal re-ac-tion!”
 
   -        "What's got you all fired up?" 
 
   Margo looked carefully at her friend. 
 
   -        "Have you got a crush on him or something? Huh? You've got a crush! I say go for it! He's a typical nerd. Oh the things a simple pair of glasses can do! He looks like our Physics professor, remember her, Klava Eduardovna? That's why he's afraid of women. And do you think he's ever seen naked women before? I've found who you've got a crush on. I'm figuring you out..."
 
   -        "He liked you, and not me," interrupted Nastia.
 
   -        "Yeah, I need him like a bear needs a parachute!"
 
   -        "Let's go put our heads under one more time," said Nastia, changing the topic.
 
   She turned towards the river and suddenly stopped.
 
    – "What the... What is that?
 
   In the middle of the Katun, a yard above the water, there was a man hovering in the lotus position. His eyes were closed, his arms were folded on his knees. 
 
   -        "Jesus! Nastia! My God!" - whispered Margo.
 
   -        "Do you see it too?"
 
    Nastia turned white. Her freckles began to stand out more. Margo dropped her towel in the water.
 
   -        "I see it. But... But is that... Samir? Our instructor?! I knew I didn't like him right away, that weird Samir!"
 
   -        "Let's get out of here Margo!"
 
    Nastia grabbed her friend by the arm.
 
    "I'm scared, Margo! Let's call the others!"
 
   They slipped on the damp stones, getting dressed on the way, quickly clambering ashore. 
 
   - "Faster!"  they cried out, vying for attention, "there's that man!" Walking on the river! He's floating!”
 
    
 
   Everyone threw themselves at the Katun. 
 
   The dampened Samir stood on the rocks, wringing out his long hair. He smiled upon meeting the tourists.
 
   - "Are you going swimming? The water's great! Just don't dive too deep, where the flow is stronger." 
 
   Margo and Nastia stared at the instructor with rapt attention. He raised his eyebrows inquisitively.
 
   - "Is something not right?"
 
   - "We saw you there, above the river," said Nastia.
 
   - "Ah, you saw me swimming?"
 
   - "No, we saw you hovering above the water."
 
   - "Hovering? Come on, you're joking!" Samir chuckled
 
   - "Hovering?” Asked Boris again, "what crap! I thought someone was dead in the water! The man! He's floating!" – he said, imitating Nastia.
 
   Nastia and Margo looked at each other. Marina looked carefully at Samir, but was silent.
 
   "The mountain air," explained Samir, "works like a drug on the first day. Your city-slicker brains aren't used to the lower oxygen levels yet."
 
    
 
   The friends returned to their tent.
 
         -     "Margo! Did we really just hallucinate that?" - asked Nastia.
 
   -        "Like hell we did! He's obviously lying! He set us up to look like complete idiots. I'll swear on anything that I saw him. Just who is he?! He has eyes like an alien! When he looks at me, I get goosebumps."
 
   -        "Maybe he's a yogi?"
 
   -        "Yogi? Can yogis suspend themselves in midair now?!" 
 
   -        Well, you know they say levitation is possible…"
 
   -        "Well, I'm pretty creeped out all the same,"  said Margo, "I feel a tingling cold in my chest from these thoughts."
 
    
 
   The river lazily carried their rubber raft. The sun, which had been beating down since morning, had heated up the sides of the boat, making it smell like rubber. All the travelers were getting hot. Plastic helmets and life-jackets are not appropriate attire for a 90 degree oven. The raft floated along the river, and the tourists lazily laid down inside. Only Samir sat on the edges, sometimes picking up an oar to keep the boat in the middle of the river. Nastia and Margo exchanged glances, watching the instructor. But nothing about Samir especially stood out. He sat firmly in the boat and made no preparations to take flight. Everyone but Marina was silent. 
 
    
 
   - "You should not think that Shambhala is a fiction. I read that there was an expedition and they found it! Yes, it's been found! There were pictures and drawings. And the entrance, well, one of the entrances is here in the Altai mountains," said Marina, continuing her monologue that had begun a half-hour ago.
 
    
 
   - "So, wait, it's been found?" – exclaimed Nastia in surprise, "I know about Roerich's expeditions, but as for pictures…" 
 
   - "Yeah, and I'm the Culture Minister of Papua New Guinea," snorted Margo, crossing her eyes and blowing a bubble with her gum. Marina, not even slightly embarrassed at the reaction, continued,
 
   - "At some point, after the Great Flood, they gathered the best representatives of humanity. We know it as Noah's ark. They landed in the high mountains. And from then on, they've been watching over us..." and Marina delved into the intricacies of the esoteric. No one but Nastia listened. Samir followed the river. Boris was studying a geographic atlas. Margo was appreciating the journey, and Andrei was snapping pictures. The trip began quite normally
 
    
 
   Chapter 3. The Crash 
 
    
 
   This place has a bad name. Quite a few tourists have made this their permanent resting place, having not fully respected the insidious will of the edge of the "Akkem inflow."  This is where the Akkem river empties into the Katun, changing it from a lazy stream into a raging torrent. The nature of the Katun sharply changes. It changes an obedient, svelte lady with piercing eyes  into  an unbridled teenage boy, who's next move you can never guess.  Trying on its new, "grown-up" manner, the Katun becomes deeper, wider, more angry, the color becomes dirtier, loses its crystal clarity. The banks become  steep cliffs. Getting back to dry land is impossible after the current from the "Akkem inflow."   The water boils, whirlpools swirl, mist rises in waves against the flow and hits the rocks that come out of the water with furious force.   
 
    
 
   The tourists made land near the threshold of the current. The men went out to explore. The female half of the team listened to the thundering water ahead. Even Marina was quiet. 
 
   - "Judging by the sound, there must be a waterfall there," Margo said, trying to joke.
 
   No one smiled. The foolhardy tourists were obviously scared.
 
   -        "Good day!" came an unfamiliar voice. A tall bearded man with long hair came out of the forest. He was wearing a white robe and carrying a staff.  
 
   -        "Hello…" Nastia called out.
 
   -        "Hi. Where are you from taiga-man?"
 
   frowned Margo, sizing up the stranger.
 
   -        "I'm a pilgrim," the guest answered. - "I was looking to ask for a ride. I'm in a big hurry."
 
   -        "Is it comfortable to wander the taiga in a bed sheet?" wondered Margo aloud.
 
   -        “I've fallen behind my party,” said the stranger, ignoring the irony, "but I'm sure I could catch them in your raft."
 
   -        "This isn't a taxi service,”
 said Margo.
 
   Marina, her eyes bulging, came closer to the guest. She touched her clothes. He smiled. She went around in a circle and took a look at his face. The traveler laughed, looking at her with interest. Having determined that this man was in fact made of flesh and blood, Marina walked away. Margo glanced at Marina like she was looking at a crazy person.
 
   Nastia looked at the guest. Doubt stung her heart. There was something unreal about him... His clothes! He looked just as if he had been recently released from surgery. There wasn't even a trace of dirt or grass, neither on his robe, nor on his old braided sandals. How is this possible- he was walking through the forest! Where did he come from? Was it him that we all saw roll-flying along the bank yesterday? Nastia wanted to share this with Margo, but didn't have time.
 
    The men returned. In a minute, the man in white had made an agreement with the instructor. He put on his life-jacket and took a seat in the raft.
 
    
 
   The river struck out at the tourists like a predator at its prey. They set out to the very center of the rapids. The heavily-laden raft tossed in the waves like a toy. The river roared, crying out its desire to swallow up the outsiders who dared disturb it. The water flew up on all sides, making the paddles useless. Sprays of ice shot over them. The river cried so loud that it seemed as if a horde predatory aquatic creatures was attacking from all sides.
 
   -        "Row! Everyone row!" Samir shouted with all his strength. "Stronger! We still need more power! We're leaving the middle of the river!"
 
   He stood in the center of the raft and worked his huge paddle with all his might. The muscles in his arms trembled from the strain, his swarthy face soured. Every now and then they were hit in the chest with a burst of water. – "Boris! Stronger! Right side – stroke! Again! And again!"
 
   Marina sat motionless, holding on for dear life to the rope that was securing their things with her whitening fingers. She whispered something. All the others were cutting through the water with their paddles. 
 
   -        "Left side! Samir! Back! Back! Barrel roll!" – Andrei suddenly cried out, trying to turn around with his short paddle. But Samir, instead of helping, exchanged glances with the new passenger and... they threw their paddles overboard. The river tossed the boat around, flinging it toward the cliff-sides.
 
   -        "Turn around!" Nastia tried to listen. The raft took flight. There was a horrible grinding noise. A water column hit her in the face. Holding her breath, and dying from fear, Nastia glued herself to the floor of the raft.  When she opened her eyes, she saw a green haze and bubbles. She figured it was the last thing she'd see in her life...
 
   And suddenly the bubbles began to swirl, turning into a huge funnel. It picked up Nastia and turned. Her eyes grew dark from suffocation. The girl, not able to hold on any longer, opened her mouth. But... air, not water rushed into her lungs. On the inside of the funnel, she could breathe.  The whirlpool sent her deep down and... disappeared above her with a squelching sound. Nastia stood to her feet. 
 
   She was in a cave. It was lit by a small kerosene lamp, standing on the ground, which allowed her to see. It was quite spacious, but more importantly, it was a completely dry cave. Only the water, dripping from her clothes, spoke to the fact that Nastia had just been at the bottom of the Katun. Instead of a roof, the cave had... a river.  Nastia looked up in shock for a few seconds at the rapids overhead. Stones thundered, the sound of the whirlpool bounced off the walls of the cave. It was as if Nastia was looking into the window of a huge washing machine. It was impossible, but she had no choice but to believe her eyes. Some force was holding the water back, not allowing it to come down. "What kind of glass could be strong enough to hold a tonne of water?" thought Nastia, when suddenly a hole appeared in the "glass" and Margo fell right on Nastia. The hole closed immediately. Coughing and spitting, Margo, with eyes full of horror, stared at her friend. Nastia was not able to say anything.  One after another, all the others fell into the cave as well. The last to fall in, was the man in white.
 
   -        "We've drowned!" screamed Marina and an echo came back from the depths of a tunnel that continued into the cave. "We've drowned! What's that?!" – she shrieked, pointing at the watery ceiling. 
 
   The others looked around, trying to figure out what happened. 
 
   -        "Ok, so I didn't drown," said Margo, drying off her bruised elbow, "my whole body hurts. The floor seems to be stone."
 
   -        "Where are we? I don't understand a thing," answered Nastia.
 
   -        "Samir, you threw your paddle! I saw you!" Andrei shouted in a rage.
 
    The water washed his glasses away. His face became much nicer without those old rims. Though, he obviously didn't feel comfortable, squinting around. He stepped toward Samir. A vein swelled on his forehead.
 
    - "You threw that paddle on purpose! I saw you!"
 
   -        "I couldn't do anything about it," answered Samir.
 
   -        "You've drowned us!"
 
   -        "Knock it off, Andrei!" – Nastia pleaded, "it's better to think what to do next." 
 
   -        "We're drooowwwnned," sobbed Marina
 
   Boris embraced his wife. You could see his left eyelid twitching.
 
   -        "What the...? "What's that?!"  - he asked Samir, pointing up.
 
   -        "It's an underwater cave," he answered, taking off his life-vest. - "I've heard of that before.  Hot air from underground rises up and holds the water back. Large bubbles of gas come back down the funnel. They suck anything in that falls into them."
 
   The travelers looked at one another There wasn't really a good explanation.  It was clear to anyone with even a slight understanding of the laws of physics.  But the circumstances were such, that they had to believe. The tourists were standing at the bottom of the Katun. And water, defying the law of gravity, flowed over their heads.
 
   - "Well, what should we do now?" asked Nastia.
 
   -        "I know where this tunnel leads," interrupted the pilgrim, who had been silently standing a bit away until that point, "Let's go! I'll show you the way."
 
   -        “You know this tunnel?" - came Margo in surprise. "How? It's at the bottom of a river!”
 
   -        "Yes, but it begins on the shore," he said, raising the lamp from the ground, "and it seems I know exactly where."
 
   Marina, having heard the stranger's voice, stopped crying.
 
   They all moved down the narrow tunnel. The traveler walked ahead in his white robe, which had dried surprisingly quickly. He lit the road with his lamp. The ground crunched underfoot, and small pebbles fell from above. A spiderweb stuck to someone's face. The smell of bleach filled the air. Their steps made booming echoes. Marina held tight to her husband's hand. Margo and Nastia walked side by side. Andrei, who had kept his camera safe in a waterproof bag, was back to taking pictures. The flash intermittently lit up the dark rocky corridor. Samir conversed quietly with the stranger. 
 
   -        "How was there a lamp here?" – said Margo in surprise, as soon as she had regained the ability to think. - "It's as if it was waiting there for us."
 
   -        "Actually, you were expected," said Samir.
 
   -        "Oh yeah?! Who could have known we'd end up here?"
 
   -        "We were expecting you," answered the stranger. "My brother and I."
 
   -        "Just as I said! I knew it!" – shrieked Marina, "your brother is the Mahatma!"
 
   -        "I don't get it," answered Andrei.  "So you've known all along we were going down here?"
 
   -        "In a sense," smiled the man in white.
 
   -        "How's that?" – scowled Boris, messing up the wet beast of his hair.  
 
   -        "Like I said, he deliberately sunk us!" – said Andrei, looking at Samir. - "I saw him!" 
 
   -        "Soon, it will all become clear, I promise," pronounced the stranger, "but for now, listen…
 
    
 
   - The Great Rigden- Djapo was tired. Though that was impossible. Because he was God. He wasn't only God, but the Creator.  But one day, He became tired of it all. He became bored of eternity and timelessness. The planet Milor, his home, ceased to bring Him joy. He changed it frequently. Every minute, something new was born on Milor. Any of God's thoughts was immediately brought to life. Maybe He thought up a beautiful flower, or a monstrosity, everything would appear post haste. And He could destroy it all with the same ease. It was so boring! But there were also times when Rigden Djapo stood as the head of the army of Light, and fought with Darkness. Light, as always, emerged victorious, and drove off Darkness for a long time, and now Rigden Djapo was bored. It was already his two millionth year.
 
   The Angels, His seven sons, often visited their Father. Sometimes they helped him create or destroy. But they too became bored. They would need to think of something new. Strange enough to occupy Him and his sons for the next trillion centuries. And Rigden Djapo began to think. He thought for a long time. How long, no one knows. But it is known that in the end, he invented man.
 
   He gave him everything that He Himself had. Except that, which He considered superfluous. If every thought a person had was instantaneously brought to life, that person would also get bored quickly. No! Rigden-Djapo was a wise God. He did not give to man the powers divine. But in return, he gave man a body. Something not even the Creator had. Of course, a body weighed men down, and took from him some of the freedom that God had. But it allowed man to enjoy food. He smelled smells. Felt winds and sun on his skin. Finally, he could love with more than soul alone, he could love with body. 
 
   Rigden Djapo was so engrossed in his new creation, that he forgot about the Angels. And when they flew to see their Father, he often couldn't be found on Milor. He spent all his time with his beloved people. The Angels were saddened A sadness reigned in the Universe. And Man, truly feeling guilt for this, mourned. He looked to the heavens and inquired of his Creator: 
 
   -        'Why? Why, o Lord have you created me? What is the purpose of my existence? How am I any different from a flower or a tiger? What is this strange languor in my soul that disturbs my sleep? Why do I fly in my dreams? What comes after death? Why do I lose my breath when looking at the stars?'
 
   The Creator understood that he could no longer manage to hide from man his divine origin. And he called the Angels and said to them:
 
   -        'My sons! I have created seven new planets. On them are continents and islands, seas and oceans, animals and birds. I have colored these planets in your favorite shades. I have nurtured there the best flowers and trees. I have populated them with bizarre creatures. And finally, I created Man. You know, I loved him like a son. For many centuries, mankind has lived in darkness, ignorant of his purpose. The time for change has come. Fly to the planets and give people the divine fire. With your arrival, man will understand Good and Evil, Light and Dark, Strength of Thoughts and Strength of Will. Let him be like God in everything.
 
   But remember! To bring the Great Truth to mankind, you will have to descend into their world. You will have to be born as people. In earthly form, you can talk to people as with equals. But all trials and temptations will have power over you, as they do over common people. The Forces of Darkness will try to interfere.' 
 
   -        'Thank you, Father! We will do just as you wish,' answered the Angels, and flew off to their new domains. 
 
   The oldest son was named Paul, and he came to the pink planet Pegasus. The second took the name Rufinus, and descended to the yellow star Sati.  The third, by the name Trishna, made for the violet Kogira. The fourth was born on the green planet Orion and was named Shiva.. The fifth chose the name Marowon, and appeared on the orange planet, Alpha. The sixth was born on the red Goro and was named Kariter The blue planet, Oz, was left to the Angel born by the name Lucifer.
 
   Every one of them was born as a king. Six of the Angels endured the test with honor, and brought the Great Truth to their people. People on their planets began to resemble Gods. Having made their planets totally perfect, they began to make new ones. For six of the Brothers, there was no work left.  The angels returned to their Father on Milor. The last Angel, the resplendent Lucifer, did not return to his Father...”
 
    
 
   Their guide fell silent. The tired tourists, as if waking from an illusion, blinked their eyes. They didn't even notice, that he had distracted them with his ancient legend.
 
   - "What a great story!" - admired Nastia, "it was like I was really there! What a strange legend, it doesn't coincide the gospels..."
 
   -        "Look, there's light ahead!" - shouted Marina, dashing ahead. 
 
   
  
 

Chapter 4. Olmolungring
 
    
 
   -        “Oh my God!” came Marina's voice, hoarse from excitement, “oh my God!”
 
   The squinting tourists came out into the light.
 
   The tunnel ended high above the ground, on a stone plateau, from which a fantastic view opened up. In the expansive mountain valley below, the roofs of houses drowned in a sea of blooming treetops. Four white suns illuminated the stone sky. Hot springs steamed down below, and from above cascading waterfalls flowed.  Hanging gardens covered everything around. Only the stone vaults of the sky served to remind people that this heavenly place was located under the ground. The sticky, humid air smelled of flowers. In the center town stood a tower, the top of which went straight up through the middle of the mountain. The streets were empty.
 
   -        “Now that's a city!” exclaimed Nastia in amazement.
 
   -        “I'll say!”  Marina whispered, “that city is Shambhala!”
 
   -        “Really?” doubted Boris.
 
    His normally rosy complexion paled and his face grew lean- his jaw line became more defined, and his eyes began to sink. It was obvious that he was having a hard time comprehending what was going on.
 
    -     “Kalapa,” pronounced Samir, his face lighting up with happiness.
 
   -        “What's going on?!  Answer!” Margo demanded of the traveler in white.   “Where have you led us?”
 
   -        “Olmolungring,” he answered, “is our name for the city. But people prefer to think up their own names. The Land of the Gods, Shambhala, Shangri-La, Kalapa... We don't like those names. They have been defiled by the tongue of man.”
 
   Andrei, without taking a break, started snapping pictures. 
 
   -        “Teacher?” said Samir to the traveler in white, pointing to the picture-taker.
 
   -        “It's nothing,” he nodded, “let him take pictures.”
 
   -        “Teacher?” Nastia repeated in an echo, “it seems you've known each other quite a while?”
 
   -        “Yes,” admitted Samir.
 
   -        “What does all this mean?” asked Margo.  “Explain, already! First we fly over the water, after that we fall to the bottom of a river, now we're in an underground city, what's going on?!”
 
   Samir took a look at the Teacher as if asking for permission to answer. He said:
 
   -        “Let's go a bit deeper, there I'll explain everything... “
 
   -        “How do we go deeper?”  “Here there's a cliff,” said Andrei, glancing sidelong into the abyss.
 
   -        “Wait just a minute,” answered the Teacher, turning around in the tunnel.
 
   A minute later he returned.  He was holding in his hands something translucent, that looked like polyethylene film. It was weakly lit by an electric light-blue color.
 
   -        “Protective cloaks,” explained the Teacher. “Put them on.”
 
   -        “Protective? What kind of danger could we possibly encounter in Shambhala?” asked Marina in surprise. Her face transformed, turning pink.  Her features softened, her eyes began giving off a soft light. She found exactly what she had been long looking for. 
 
   -        “You'll need no protection,” the Teacher smiled. “Your bodies and souls have been contaminated with the filth of the world above. Whether you like it or not.  Negative emotions are contagious.  We are very meticulous about keeping Olmolungring free from such influence.  It's a spiritually clean place, and it should remain as such. If a normal person comes here, we are obligated to defend ourselves.”
 
   -        “Do you get guests often?” asked Margo. 
 
   -        “No, but no one that gets here comes uninvited.” 
 
   -        “Is that so?  Does that mean we've been invited?” 
 
   -        “Yes.  And you can be sure that we have a very good reason,” said the Teacher, nodding.  “But you won't find out about that until later. For now, we go down below.”
 
   “The Teacher checked the protective cloaks and hoods. He walked up to the edge of the cliff and began to whistle.”
 
   Hot springs, beating downwards, right in front of their eyes began to grow, becoming gigantic geysers. They ascended farther and farther until they finally reached the edge of the edge of the stone cliff, on which the travelers stood.
 
   -        "I invite you!" – said the Teacher, and... stepped into the geyser. 
 
   Nastia closed her eyes in anticipation of the fall. When she opened her eyes, the Teacher was still there. He stood and smiled as if what he was doing was completely normal – "this is how you keep upright on a stream of water!" The tourists gaped in awe. After the Teacher, went Samir, then Marina, then all the rest.
 
   Nastia,with her hardened heart, entering the water suddenly felt a strong and resilient geyser. It held her easily, gently rocking and supporting like the mother of a newborn. Nastia smiled. It was amazing to feel the strength of the water under her feet. The pleasant feeling was interrupted by a childhood worry that she was breaking a rule. "Just think of it! 'She's breaking the law of gravity!'" laughed Nastia.
 
   The other members of the journey were also laughing, having thawed out, the water was truly washing away their fear and uncertainty. The Teacher pronounced a spell, and the geysers gradually lowered the people to the ground, turning once again into small springs.
 
   -        "That was awesome!" exclaimed Margo. "How'd you do that?"
 
   -        "It's not hard," answered the teacher, "when you understand the power of the five elements."
 
   -        "The five elements?" - asked Nastia
 
   -        "Have you seen 'The Fifth Element?'" interrupted Andrei, "water, air, earth, fire."
 
   -        "And man," added Marina.
 
   -        "That's right," said the Teacher, "only in your film, man is helpless and awaits help from other planets. But here, any person can have control over the forces of nature, as we are the fifth element. Get it?”              
 
   -        "I don't get it at all," grumbled Boris. 
 
   -        "It's difficult for you to understand," sighed the Teacher, "because your world is so helpless before nature. Well, let's go, I'll show you the city."
 
   The tourists walked along the quiet streets of Olmolungring, admiring its beauty. Flowers surrounded every yard. Fallen petals covered the earth in a colorful blanket. The rare passers-by, men and women who crossed their path, were dressed in robes. They smiled, silently bowing to their guests. It was people of various nationalities, but all the same age- around forty. 
 
   -        “Why are there no children here, and no old people?” asked Nastia in surprise.
 
   -        "We all came here at some point from the above world, came as already grown people," smiled the Teacher, "the age is only what you see, we simply don't age."
 
   -        "How's that?" asked Boris.
 
   -        "We stop time inside our body. Time is an interesting substance," answered the Teacher.
 
   -        "How old are you?" asked Margo.
 
   -        "I'm 344 years old." 
 
   The tourists gasped.
 
   -        "That's not the most unbelievable thing," promised the Teacher.  "Let's go, I'll show you our laboratory."
 
   They set off in the direction of the tower. On their way, they were met by several groups of people, occupied with various things. They stood in pairs, one facing another, and each held a concave mirror-shield in both hands. Reflecting the light of the artificial sun, they made the light concentrated, trying to get it into the eye of their partner.  He, in his turn, would also guard himself with the mirror shield, defending himself from the blinding beam of light.
 
   The tourists stopped for some time and watched what was going on.
 
   -        "Is that a game?" - asked Nastia.
 
   -        "No," smiled Samir, "it's training for our combat art."
 
   -        "Combat? Where are the weapons?" cried Boris in surprise.
 
   -        "We brothers have no use for weapons in your understanding. We use our enemies' weapons against them. With the help of mirrors. By the way, it's too complicated for you. I hope very much that you will never have to face it."
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 5. The Laboratory
 
    
 
   They crossed the city and were approaching the opposite side. The wall had caves dug out of it at various heights. The travelers approached one of the entrances to the underground. They descended into the cave on a wooden ladder.
 
   -        "You promised a laboratory," said Andrei, looking discontentedly at the empty stone hole.
 
   -        "Well yes, but I thought perhaps you'd gotten hungry," answered the Teacher, "I wanted to invite you to a meal."
 
   -        "Is this a cafeteria?" asked Nastia in surprise.
 
   -        "In a sense."
 
   He elaborated that they were in the cave Rombu-Var, in which any desire is materialized. "Here you can "order" anything you wish and receive it." The Teacher explained, that the inhabitants of Shambhala tried to use it no more than once every forty days. "They do not need to work every day for a piece of bread. They have learned how to draw energy from the space around them. They only eat to keep their bodies in working condition. This cave serves as their cafeteria." 
 
   -        "So then, what needs to happen to materialize us some lunch?" wondered Margo aloud.
 
   -        "Simply imagine it."
 
   -        "Impossible!" said Boris.
 
   Marina elbowed him
 
   - "Close your eyes and form a clear picture in your mind of the color, flavor, smell, amount, and so on. You will have it all.”
 
   They sat right on the ground, and having crossed their legs, they began to imagine. Nastia imagined a tremendous piece of cake with cherry chocolate and whipped cream. She saw it so clearly, that she even felt she could smell it. When she opened her eyes, there was the cake! It was laying right on the ground
 
   - "Come on! It worked!"  Nastia tried to grab it, but it was completely ruined by the sand.
 
   -        "One more time, imagine everything, even the little details. You forgot the plate. Try one more time," smiled the Teacher.
 
   Nastia tried again. This time it worked even better. She manifested cake on a plate, a spoon, and a cup of tea. Inspired by Nastia's success, her companions began to imagine again with redoubled efforts. It began to smell of fried potatoes, mushrooms, pickles, and kasha. Andrei and Margo got plates- Marina was eating ice-cream and cookies. Boris continued to sit empty handed with his eyes closed. And suddenly, there came a terrible thunder, and a flash of lightning. A gust of wind extinguished the lamp that was standing at the entrance. The frightened tourists hadn't figured a thing out when the light turned back on. The Teacher looked around the cave with a worried expression. They heard a strange sound They all turned around. In the place where Boris had just been, hovered a black ram. 
 
   -        "Jesus!" whispered Marina, "Boris, honey, where are you?"  She looked back. She looked imploringly. "Where is he?"
 
   -        "I forgot to warn you!"  pronounced the Teacher, frowning.  "I forgot who I'm dealing with!"
 
   -        "What? What did you forget?" Margo stammered, beginning to understand what had happened.
 
   -        "I forgot to say that the cave will not grant any wish. It allows any wish, except for those which might bring about harm. To any living creature. It didn't even enter into my thinking that someone might ask the cave for meat! Because we never kill living things. But the Spirits that guard this place act instantly.. They turn the asker into whomever he wanted to bring harm upon."
 
   -        "Jesus! Boris, honey, you asked for mutton shish-kebabs?!" cried Marina, looking at the ram.
 
   The animal "baa-ed" an affirmative.
 
   -        "So what now?" asked Nastia.
 
   The teacher walked up to the ram and said something fast. The ram fell down on its front legs, bowing. The Teacher took him by the horns. He sang something in an unknown language. Then, stretching out his hand in the air, he received a glass of water, whispered something over it, and splashed it over the ram's eyes. A gray steam came, and lighting flashed once again. When the steam dissipated, they all saw a wet Boris laying on the floor . He was breathing heavily, his eyes clouded.
 
   -        “Boris!” Marina rushed to him. "Oh Boris, sweetie!"
 
   -        "I believe, I believe, and I will always believe. In plates, in spirits, in underground cities..." he muttered without stopping.
 
   -        "Boris, baby, don't worry about it," said his wife, hugging him, "you can't eat meat here, baby."
 
   -        "I've become a vegetarian. And I've lost my appetite in general, I hate shish-kebabs now," said Boris, and after quickly looking himself over, he began to breathe more easily, "thank God, it's over."
 
   Everyone smiled. The teacher also brightened up. Boris looked a little worse for wear, but overall, he was in pretty good shape. 
 
   -        "Let's go! I promised you a laboratory.” 
 
   They went further down still, and entered a new tunnel. He brought them to a spacious, well lit cave.. Though one wouldn't dare call this place a cave. The laboratory was illuminated brightly by powerful lights, clean to the aces, and smelling of ozone. The floor and ceiling were made of transparent, gray stone, shining from inside itself, such as to make the impression that you were inside a jewel box. All along the walls, people worked on different colored balconies, sitting on fanciful stools carved out of stalagmites.
 
   - “Our scientists," said Samir. 
 
   There were "windows" carved into the walls, on which the scientists gazes were fixed. 
 
   -        "What are they looking at?" - asked Margo in a whisper.  "The void.”
 
   -        “Look for yourself, you'll see!" answered the Teacher, lowering his voice.  "They are looking at your world."
 
   -        "Why?”
 
   -        "We need to know where we are needed most," called out one of the scientists, turning to the guests.
 
   -        "And where might that be?" - wondered Andrei
 
   -        “Today we'll be preventing eight terrorist attacks, one terrible earthquake and a hurricane," sighed the scientist, "unfortunately, we are not able to prevent everything. The forces of darkness surpass us.  Yet we are able to prevent two thirds of all conceivable tragedies. It's just that no one ever finds out about it." 
 
   -        "And just how are you doing that?" - asked Nastia.  "The hurricane I get, you can control the elements, but the terrorists?"
 
   The Teacher told the guests about the work of the Brotherhood. It turned out, that among the residents of Olmolungring, there was a significant ability to influence the World Above. The most powerful of them being to send thoughts.  A person who is sent a thought from Shambhala, would never even guess its origin, and takes the thoughts as his own. In this way, they can change a person's intentions, helping to find a way out of any situation.
 
   -        "How do you send thoughts?" wondered Margo.
 
   -        "We have special equipment."
 
   -        "Can we see it?" asked Andrei, lighting up.
 
   -        "You can," nodded the Teacher. And he led them to a little table in the corner of the laboratory. There was a telephone on it. An every-day cell phone. In a shining package with the logo of a Japanese company.
 
   -        "Is that it?" grunted Andrei. – "A telephone?"
 
   -        "It was a telephone. And now, it's a telepathophone. Look here at the numbers and letters. We put in the number and name of the person we want, and send him the thought he needs."
 
   -         "And what if he doesn't have a telephone?"  asked Marina, looking at the Teacher with fascination.
 
   -        "We don't put in the person's telephone number. We put in their soul number. Everyone on earth has their own twenty-eight digit long number. The first eight digits are given to a soul upon its first birth, and the remaining digits are used for the current incarnation, location inhabited, and so forth."
 
   -        "So you know all people on earth by number?" exclaimed Nastia in shock, "but there are billions of people!"
 
   -        "Have you heard of the Akashic records?"
 
   -        "Of course!" exclaimed Marina. 
 
   The others lowered their eyes. The Teacher told them about the Akashic records. They contain everything- the past, the present, and all possible futures, both for the planet, and for every individual person. 
 
   - "Would you like to see them?" offered the teacher and not waiting for an answer, raised up his hand, said "akashi" and pulled a transparent sheet of paper from the ceiling.  It was dotted with glowing symbols, numbers, signs and pictures that moved like cartoons. The guests, absorbed in the trick, froze. The Teacher began to unroll the scroll, which was hanging in the air, and the unrolled part fell to the floor and disappeared without a trace.
 
   -        "Look here," said the Teacher, pointing to a picture, "a person was born. Here he's already grown up, here are his children, and here is is death. And a new birth..."
 
   -        "Fantastic," said Margo, shaking her head, "so how do you send thoughts?"
 
   -        "It's simple," answered the Teacher, and showed them the page of numbers. The numbers glowed on the page. 
 
   -        "Who should we send a thought to?"
 
   -        "Me!" offered Nastia.
 
   He pulled a handful of numbers out of the record book, and dumped them on the table. After that, he took the telepathophone, and entered a number. He gave the phone to Margo. 
 
   -        "Think!"
 
   Margo furrowed her brow. Nastia smiled, and looked at her.
 
   -        "Did it work?" asked the Teacher.
 
   -        "Yes."
 
   -        "Nastia, what are you thinking about right now?" - he asked.
 
   -        "I think your machine isn't working and isn't sending any thoughts," muttered Nastia, embarrassed, "excuse me." 
 
   Margo gasped:
 
   -        "I've got it!"
 
   -        "What?” inquired Nastia, not understanding.
 
   -        It's exactly what I thought! Exactly! I swear!"
 
   Andrei, Boris and Marina exchanged glances. Andrei approached the machine, grabbed it, and looked at it.
 
   -        "Wow," he let out, "what a cool thing! You could move mountains with this!"
 
   -        "Indeed," said the Teacher, gently taking the telephone from him, "but your world isn't quite ready for it yet."
 
   They went into the room, where one whole wall was illuminated by a huge screen. Completely modern, and stereophonic at that. It was a stereoscopic display of the map of the world. The oceans churned, and clouds sailed above the continents. The map was full of multicolored lights- red, orange, blue, and green. People stood watching the screen, taking notes.
 
   "This is a map of Earth," said the teacher. "It tells us about the activities of the forces of Darkness. The red lights are areas where we are desperately needed, the orange ones are developing threats. The green ones are places where bad things are being planned. And finally, the blue ones are dark thoughts of individual people, whose actions can influence all of humanity- politicians, for example. The violet ones are our brothers. Envoys to the World Above. Sometimes, when we are unable to successfully send a thought from Shambhala, we send an Envoy to the World Above. In order to track the progress of our Brothers, and help them if necessary, the Shambhalans have made this map of the World Above. And then we decided to mark the movements of the dark forces, to get the whole picture."
 
    
 
   The Teacher touched a red light with his finger. The scale increased. A map of New York City appeared, criss-crossed by smaller lights. The Teacher chose one of them, and touched it with his finger. The scale changed again and a highway was shown on the screen. A jeep raced to intercept a huge truck. The engines roared, and the smell of burning rubber wafted into the air. The blonde in the jeep slammed on the brake pedal, but the car would not obey. The tourists saw the pale face of the truck driver, who noticed the interloper too late. They all froze in anticipation of the crash.
 
   But the crash didn't happen. The teacher flicked his hand in a lighting motion directly at the screen and... The car stopped, and started to stall out. The Teacher touched the edge of the screen, and everyone saw the map of the world once again.
 
   -        "That's quite a machine you've got there," said Boris, shaking his head.
 
   -        "And the others?" Exclaimed Nastia, "the other lights?  How can you take care of every thing?"
 
   -        "We cannot take care of everything. And in fact we choose not to. What I have just done is not welcomed by all. We are bound to defend the fate of mankind, not mere men. Everything must take its course.
 
   I would like to show you one more cave, but before this, I must purify you. We have a special tool for that."
 
   -        "How does it purify?" Shivered Margo.
 
   -        "Do not be afraid!" laughed the Teacher, "you will feel yourselves at ease."
 
   They went into a small room, in the center of which stood a shining box with a spout like a tea kettle.
 
   -        "This is a lithivator," explained the Teacher, "it will purify your aura. Lithium, is a very useful metal. No other element can compete with its heat and energy capacity. We charge it with our energy and use it to purify the auras of the World Above. 
 
   -        Take off your protective cloak!" ordered the Teacher, pointing to Nastia.
 
   He took the device and pointed it at the girl's chest. A thin ray of light extended from the "spout." The air around Nastia became multicolored. It was as if a large, luminous egg was surrounding her body.
 
   -        “Look at that!” said the Teacher, "those dark spots are the traces of your world." He began to carry the device around Nastia. Her aura gradually evened out and became a shining gold.
 
   -        "Done! Next!" invited the Teacher.
 
   -        "How do you feel, Nastia?"  asked Margo.
 
   -        "I've never felt better."
 
   Everyone went through the purification procedure.
 
   "Now we can visit the cave of the somatics," said the Teacher, "you can leave your protective cloaks here. You will no longer need them."
 
   The cave of the somatics was colossal. The guests entered it from above, pausing on a stone ledge-balcony. The cave was filled with stone giants, sitting in the lotus position. Their faces and bodies were of the ideal definition. 
 
   -        "What beauty!" exclaimed Margo. "You are among the brilliant masters!”
 
   -        “These are not sculptures," said the Teacher, "these are the holy Harati. They are in a somatic state."  
 
   -        "I don't understand." grumbled Boris. 
 
   -        "These are the petrified bodies of the Lemurians. Ancient people, who lived millions of years ago.. It was they who founded Olmolungring. They decided to turn their bodies into stone in order to remain on the earth. Their spirits are alive. They have long been here, together with us. They help us, as we help the people above." 
 
   -        "How is it possible to turn one's body into stone?" asked Nastia, and stopping short, added, "ah, the powers of the five elements..."
 
   The guests looked around with caution. 
 
   - "Giants! What giants!" whispered Marina.
 
   After standing a bit longer on the balcony, the travelers, shocked by what they had seen, came out into the light.
 
   - "You liked it, I hope?" asked the Teacher. – "Now, if you wouldn't mind, our elders would like to make your acquaintance." "I'll go ahead." "Samir, you know where to go."
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 6. The Council
 
    
 
   The council met in the White Tower. A small room at the base served as the meeting hall. The white walls shined from the light fixtures hanging from the ceiling. Incense was smoking in the corners. It smelled of tulips. Fifteen elders were sitting at a table in the center of the room. Fourteen men, among whom sat the Teacher. The fifteenth was a woman in yellow. The elders were faintly glowing, as if they were surrounded by a cloud of bluish ether.
 
   Samir led the guests into the hall, and stopped before the council.
 
   -        "Thank you for agreeing to help us," pronounced the woman. Her beautiful, lively eyes carefully surveyed each of the guests. "I thank you in the name of the citizens of Olmolungring."
 
   -        "That is the elder Kriida," answered Samir in an undertone.
 
   -        "What a beautiful woman!" whispered Margo, "we agreed to help? Who? Whom?"
 
   -        “Kut Kumi, you didn't tell them?" Kriida asked the teacher.
 
   -        "I was not able, Kriida." "I am not sure that they are ready.”
 
   -        “Well, in any case, thanks for bringing them," answered Kriida. And silently began to look over the guests. There was an awkward pause. The travelers shifted from foot to foot.
 
   -        "What's going on here! Why are we here?" ask Boris, frustrated .
 
   Kriida, after holding her gaze on Margo for an abnormally long time, finally spoke. 
 
   She explained that a tragedy had occurred in Olmolungring. A relic, stored here since the city's founding, has been stolen. The Shintaman stone, or Chintamani, as the ancient Lemurians called it, was taken up to earth. This threatened a catastrophe.  Without the Stone, the city became defenseless, and visible to dark forces.  Now they could attack at any minute and destroy their hated stronghold of Light on Earth.
 
   -         "How could you have let this happen?!" cried Nastia in horror, "with your abilities..."
 
   -        "They recruited one of our own... We were not expecting a strike from within," lamented Kut Kumi.  "They are fiendishly clever, those servants of Lucius."
 
   -        "Lucius? Who's that?" asked Andrei.
 
   -        "Lucifer," said Kriida, "you've heard of him, I'm sure."
 
   -        "Of course we have," responded Margo, "but we didn't think he was real." 
 
   -        “There is much more to reality than you imagine," answered Kut Kumi.
 
   -        "What will happen now?" asked Marina.
 
   -        "If we cannot return the Stone by the end of the lunar month," answered Kriida, "it is frightening to imagine what Lucius may do. He has always dreamed of destroying mankind. We've been fighting with him since the world was created..."
 
   -        "So then you are powerless against him?" 
 
   -        "No, we are still strong," answered Kriida. But if he attacks Shambhala, we will have to concentrate all our forces here. People will be without protection. Lucius will not miss this chance to destroy humanity. His army is much more numerous than ours. He can succeed, both there and here. When we eventually win, we will have to make mankind again. Which takes millions of years...  But you can help us."
 
   -        "How?! In what way?" asked Andrei.
 
   -        "Are we the raw materials to recreate man? Human guinea pigs for breeding?" grunted Margo.
 
   -        If that was our goal, we would have chosen the best..." interrupted Samir, stopping under the gaze of Kut Kumi.
 
   Margo gave Samir a glare. Nastia asked, 
 
   "Then what can we do?" 
 
   -        "You can return the Shintaman.  You're not being asked to find Excalibur, or fight with dragons," smiled Kriida, "Kut Kumi will explain it all tomorrow. Are you in?"
 
   -        "Of course we are," answered Marina, speaking for the group. The others exchanged bewildered glances.
 
   Kriida added, 
 
   "the stone is hidden to the eyes of a Shambhalan. Our instruments are powerless. Lucius himself is personally surrounding it with a force-field which cannot be penetrated by Light. Thus, we had to go a different route. But which route exactly, you will find out later. By the way, have you been to the Museum yet?” 
 
   - "The Museum? You have a Museum?"  remarked Andrei in astonishment, checking to see if there was film left in his camera.
 
   -        "Yes we do, and it's a pretty nice one if I may say so myself," smiled the Teacher,"go, Samir will take you there. He is a wonderful guide."
 
   -        "Oh, we know what kind of a guide he is," muttered Boris.
 
   The tourists left the Tower. 
 
   But in the meeting hall, the conversation continued in complete silence. The citizens of Olmolungring communicated telepathically.
 
   -        "Do you remember everything, Samir?" asked Kriida.
 
   -        "Yes, Madame Elder. I should take them to the museum. And send them to the past."
 
   -        "You can't tell them anything. They are too weak. But they are the only reincarnated Lemurians left in this time."
 
   -        "So, I am to deceive them?"
 
   -        "Samir, Samir. You will be lying to save them. You must send them to their past incarnations before sunset. They will return the Shintaman to us, I am very hopeful. The fate of the world is in the hands of weak people, whom we cannot even tell about their own mission," sighed Kriida. 
 
   The Elders nodded in sadness.
 
   -        "Samir, be careful with the Memory Ray. It must not be interrupted. They cannot remember who they are or where they are from. Let everything in Lemuria be as it was in its last days.” 
 
   Samir bowed to the Council and left.
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 7. The Experiment.
 
    
 
   A long tunnel led to the museum. Along the walls were white marble statues of human height. The guests carefully walked around them.
 
   -        "Somatics?" asked Marina.
 
   -        "No," answered Samir, "this is the gallery of marble Envoys. Those who went up to the World Above forever. You've probably heard of them."  - And he began to list them: "Orpheus, Zoroaster, Plato, Pythagoras, Paracelsus, Lao Tzu, Krishna, Buddha, Jesus, Muhammad, Saint Germain... Those being of course their earthly names." 
 
   -        I understand, Buddha, Jesus and Muhammad, they are prophets," interrupted Margo, "but how did Pythagoras and Plato get there?"
 
   -        "Different Envoys were sent to humankind for different reasons. Some brought knowledge. And others brought faith. Jesus gave life, to cleanse the human race of filth. But people have made the Nazarene an idol, and thought up a new religion."
 
   -        "Well, he was the son of God," Nastia protested.
 
   -        "Just as you are," nodded Samir. "We are all the beloved children of God. Alas, not everyone is aware of this fact."
 
    
 
    When they went inside, a ray of light from an oil lamp was illuminating the room. "Now that's what I call a museum!" The exhibits were sitting right on the floor. It smelled like a library- of old paper and dust. It was dry and chilly. Tools used by ancient people, knights' suits of armor, weapons, ancient statues of the Olympian gods, dishes, furniture, decorations, pictures, from ancient to modern, all mixed together. Every object had a tag with an inscription in an unknown language. The tourists looked it all over in perplexity.
 
   -        "Oh my!" – exclaimed Margo. She took the bejeweled box, the only object on a separate pedestal.  The box held nothing, but it was lined with fine velvet on the inside- very fancy! It looked like a Faberge. 
 
   -        "Margo," said Nastia, "why do they need Faberge?" 
 
   -        "Exactly! It is much more valuable!" confirmed Samir.
 
   Boris smiled incredulously. Andrei and Marina approached a bit closer.
 
   -        "Well, what was inside?"  wondered Marina.
 
   -        “The Stone was inside. The very one we were talking about at the Council."
 
   -        "Аhh!" said Margo, stretching it out.
 
   -        "Shintaman!" whispered Marina, tearing up and bowing to the box. Margo almost dropped it in surprise.
 
   Samir lit the flat lamps on the walls. The room immediately changed The light made the room much brighter. The deep cave-like shadows disappeared. The ancient jewelry shined. The pictures and sculptures began to play in the light. It became clear that there were only treasures among the exhibits.  Nastia touched a marble figure.
 
   -         "Look! It's a Raphael The Goddess Hera! It was thought to have been lost during the war. And this one... is a da Vinci...  Monet... Dali...”
 
   -        “But why would you put them in a room like this?" asked Margo, "they're dying here!"
 
   -        "The Museum of Shambhala is the most ancient museum on earth," answered Samir, "the exhibits are stored better here than in the best museums on earth. We've collected here, that which humans call treasure, and that is priceless. This wand, for example, belonged to the queen of Lemuria."
 
   -        "Don't let it go to your head, wand," grunted Andrei, trying to lift it, "it weighs at least a hundred pounds! She must have been a strong queen!"
 
   -        "Are the Lemurians those stone giants from the cave?" asked Nastia. 
 
   Samir nodded.
 
   -        "What happened to it? Your Lemuria?" asked Margo.
 
   -        "Every civilization must die to make room for the next one. These are the laws of earth."  
 
   -        "And what is written on the tags? What language is that?" wondered Andrei.
 
   -        "That would be Sanskrit. And what's written is the history of the objects. We are able to read information from there about each object. Everyone who uses the object leaves a trace. An ancient thing can tell you a lot..."
 
   -        “Why do you need these stories?” asked Nastia, "why do you need to know the fate of things?"
 
   -        “In this way we study the history of the Earth, and compare how mankind has changed over the course of civilization. We simply cannot believe chronicles, because they were made by people. But things store history just as it really happened."
 
   -        "Why do you need that if you have the Akashic records?" asked Marina.
 
   -        "It's always good to double check," smiled Samir, and slowing himself, he added, "would you like to read the history of these things yourselves?"
 
   -        "How is that possible?" asked Margo.
 
   -        "All of you pick one object. Any object."
 
   The tourists scattered around the cave. Nastia found a silver box, heavy, with holes in the roof, with a hidden lock. Margo didn't want to part with her bejeweled box. Andrei, with difficulty chose  a board with a shining jewel on the edge. Boris took an object that looked like a chisel, but twenty times larger. Marina sought out a belt, inlaid with pearls.
 
   -        "What next?" asked Andrei.
 
   -        "We begin the experiment," recommended Samir. His voice was twinged with insincerity.
 
   Nastia was struck in the chest with the same bad feeling she had when they first met the Teacher. Something was not right. Samir tried not to look them in the eyes. It was obvious that he wasn't telling them something. She glanced at Margo. Margo raised her eyebrows inquisitively.
 
   -        "Would it be too much to ask, for you to tell us what that is?" asked Boris, clenching his iron fist, "What I brought, I'm not sure, my arms are strained."
 
   -        "I will tell you with pleasure. You have all brought things from Lemuria. You, for example have a carpenter's tool," explained Samir.
 
   -        "But, it's so big!"
 
   -        "The Lemurians were giants."
 
   -        "And what do I have?"  asked Andrei, "what is this?"
 
   -        "That is a means of transportation."
 
   -        "A boat or something?" 
 
   -        "A vimana.  Nastia has a box for transporting live creatures, and Marina has part of a belt, used by pregnant women for decoration."
 
   Marina gently patted the pearls.
 
   -        "Let's begin. Stand here, take the exhibits in your hands and look at me," said Samir, and drew a circle on the floor with charcoal.
 
   Nastia's knees were trembling, a chill crept up her spine. She was mad at herself for her baseless fear.
 
   -        "It's not so easy to hold a box like this," smiled Nastia. This was the last thing she would say.
 
   Samir, in a magician's gesture, took a glass flask from his sleeve and threw it on the floor. The flask broke, the liquid hissed, and the cave filled with a greenish fog. It began to smell of wormwood, they all began to have a bitter taste in their mouths. They had a buzzing in their heads, their tongues became heavy, their bodies became stone. Samir placed a golden circle with a stone on his head, and raised his right hand:
 
   -        "Circle of oblivion, close up!” 
 
   Nastia saw his face beginning to age before their eyes. She wanted to turn to Margo, but was unable.
 
   -        "Circle of oblivion, close up! Memory Ray, appear!" whispered Samir. A gray patch appeared in his black hair, his skin became wrinkly and the veins on his neck bulged. 
 
   -        "Circle of oblivion, close up! Memory Ray, appear!" repeated Samir for a third time, almost soundlessly. A light lurched from the band on his head. The light divided into five rays. The rays raced towards the exhibits in the hands of the participants in the "experiment." 
 
   Nastia began to feel that the box in her hands was vibrating. Her fingers gave way, and opened. The silver clanged loudly to the floor. Just then it began breaking down, the dark blue ray, extending towards Nastia was extinguished. Samir the old man, covered in sweat and barely able to stand, stared into the box. The heavy exhibit took flight like a piece of paper. As soon as it had touched Nastia's hands, the ray of light returned.. 
 
   Within a second, the girl lost consciousness.
 
   Samir, barely alive, whispered:
 
   "What have I done? The Memory Ray broke. She will remember..."
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 8. Lemuria
 
    
 
   Nastia opened her eyes. Her head was ringing. Having sat up, she determined that she was lying on a bed in an unfamiliar room. She listened. There was not a sound, only a light breeze fluttering through the curtains on a high window. Opposite the bed, a portrait hung on the wall. A young, beautiful lady with quizzically raised eyebrows looked down from the wall. Nastia jumped up and looked around. There was no one there. There was a wide bed, laid out with the finest linens. The room was filled with the smell of lavender.  She passed her hand over the sheets. They seemed to be made of silk. And her clothes too. Wearing a stranger's shirt, in a stranger's bed. She began to think what may have happened while she was passed out, and her skin began to crawl. Someone had dressed her in these clothes and brought her here... She had become involved in a crime. Why did she agree to that experiment! “I should have followed my intuition!   Where are the others, where is Margo?”  Trying to be silent, she stole away to the exit. She pushed at the door. The heavy wooden slab, inlaid with silver stripes, didn't even budge.
 
   It's locked. Where was she? Stone walls, vaulted ceiling. The floor is covered with a fancy carpet. Under the ceiling there were flat oil lamps. The sun was playing on the silk-covered walls. The furniture was ancient. There were silver figurines of people with bird heads on the shelves. There was a big mirror next to the bed. And a portrait. Nastia walked up to it again. 
 
   The girl was in a white dress that looked like a nightgown, and she grinned, sure of her own perfection. Even Margo would have died of envy! Nastia sighed. Yes, completely! I simply cannot believe such beauty exists. She turned to the mirror. The girl from the portrait stared back at her from the silver glass. Thinking the mirror was reflecting the wall, Nastia took a step closer. The blue-eyed stranger repeated her movements exactly. Nastia jumped in fright. So did the girl.  Nastia got very close. And still she didn't see herself. It was still the same beautiful lady. There was fear in her eyes.
 
   "It can't be," said Nastia. She touched her face.  Her skin was velvet. A stranger's face! She touched her head. Instead of the normal red pony-tail, there were long silky strands! She looked at her hands. She had thin, sleek fingers!
 
    A stranger's face! A stranger's body! The sensation was frightening to the point of passing out. Nastia blinked. She looked again at the mirror, more carefully this time. Her heart beat loudly in her head. "Calm down... It's just a dream." She was sleeping and what she saw was a dream. Yes, that would explain everything. Nastia took a small pearl pin from the dressing table. "That must mean I won't feel anything...”
 
   -        "Ow!" she cried, having pricked her hand. A droplet of blood appeared on her palm.
 
   "So, this is reality?!"  Nastia pulled down her nightgown. She gasped in excitement.
 
   The mirror reflected a young, slender body, with satiny skin. Not a single flaw. "Perfection!" Nastia laughed, throwing her long auburn curls behind her.  She turned around. In her deep blue eyes, there burned a conviction in her own perfection.
 
   She heard some voices. Startled, Nastia threw on a shirt and tiptoed to the window. It was about a yard above her head. Nastia eavesdropped. The voices came from below, clearly, her room was on the second floor.
 
   Down below, two men were speaking in an abnormal, melodic language. To her own surprise, Nastia suddenly realized that she understood them, though it was the first time she had heard this language in her life. 
 
   -        "Yuma will not be Queen for long," one of them pronounced.
 
   -        "Yes, if she doesn't reconsider with regards to the wedding," called out the other.
 
   -        "The servants gossip that they meet at night in the garden," continued the first voice, "they say she's completely lost her mind."
 
   -        "But it is her duty to marry the heir to the throne of Groix. It is an ancient tradition in Lemuria. Breaking a contract always ends badly!”
 
   Are they talking about Lemuria? The very same Lemuria?!
 
   Nastia tried to look out the window. She clung to the ledge on the wall and put her foot on a small, silk-upholstered stool. She gathered herself up and was almost to her goal, but her foot slipped off the smooth fabric and clambering for the curtains, the girl fell loudly onto the carpet.
 
   There was a knock at the door.
 
   -        "Your majesty! What happened? Would you be so kind as to allow me to enter?" came an anxious female voice. The woman was speaking the same language as the men outside.
 
   Nastia rushed around the room in a panic. There was nowhere to hide.
 
   "Your Majesty?" Is this the Queen's bedchamber? They'll burst into the room soon and take her. She looked all around, truly awaiting the Queen's imminent arrival. But no one showed up.
 
    
 
   The door opened easily. It was never locked! She just needed to pull! A young girl bashfully glanced into the room. She was wearing a cap held on by a strand of grass. Nastia was just as amazed at the beauty of this stranger as she had been a few minutes ago at her own. The girl bent in reverence.  Nastia was blinded by sunbeams. The bottom of the guest's dress was embroidered with round mirrors.
 
   -        "Your Majesty, please do not get angry with poor Tina! I heard a noise… And got scared.  Nothing happened, right?"
 
   "Who is she speaking with?" Nastia looked back. There was no one else in the room. This girl takes her for the Queen...
 
   -        "I... fell from a stool- unexpectedly,” pronounced Nastia in the strange language, "excuse me. I just wanted to see.... I don't really know how I fell there. I don't really feel like myself today..."
 
   Tina looked up in amazement. 
 
   -        "They were saying that the Queen doesn't have much time left. Is this the Queens chambers?" continued Nastia, covered with red spots.
 
    Tina became pale
 
   -        "Lord be with you, your Majesty! What are you saying?"
 
   -        "Excuse me," continued Nastia.  "I truly, have no idea how I got here..." 
 
   Tina looked at Nastia widening her beautiful, light-blue eyes even further.
 
   -        "Are you feeling well, your Majesty? You weren't hurt when you fell?"
 
   Having understood that the servant would never believe the story about her changing bodies, Nastia gave up.
 
   -        "I was hurt. I hit my head. I can't remember anything. You must excuse me. Who are you?"
 
    Tina stepped back in horror. And waving her arms, she shouted,
 
   -        "Aveduk! Aveduk!" 
 
   Nastia became pale. She stepped back, awaiting the arrival of the terrifying Aveduk. But no one came. Tina tore off her cap. Her golden hair fell over her shoulders. Ripping the grass braid from her cap, the servant grabbed for a candelabra. Sparks flew, a thick, blue-gray mist wafted. Brandishing the braid as a censer, she walked around the room three times. Afterwards, she said the word "aveduk," and walked around Nastia, fumigating her with the acrid smoke. Nastia fell silent, and stood as still as a column.
 
   Afterwards, Tina extinguished the grass by a strange method- by thrusting it back into the fire. The smoke stopped as if by magic. Tina once again bowed respectfully.
 
   The "Queen,” exhausted from the strain, sat down on the bed. Her eyes swam with circles.
 
   -        "You need to rest, your Majesty," stammered Tina, "allow me to exit."
 
   Nastia nodded silently. The girl disappeared behind the door.
 
   Thoughts raced in Nastia's head, from one to the next. “What was that? Probably a crazy lady… How did I end up here? Where are the others? The only thing I can say with certainty is that I have been taken for a queen. Who seems to be called Yuma.”  
 
    
 
   Chapter 11 Groix
 
    
 
   Princess Guria sat opposite the mirror. A massive golden wand- the symbol of her royal power, was laying across her knees. Guria was lifting it, pointing it into the emptiness, and setting it back down, changing her facial expression and pose at the same time. She was staring endlessly at her own reflection, as if rehearsing for a role in a silent movie. Guria's appearance was a surprising mixture from her Lemurian mother, and her sorcerer father.  The fragile beauty of this flower competed in greatness with the strength of a panther.
 
    Guria looked at the mirror for the 100th time. She threw the wand away. She smoothed back her black hair and yawned. "If only my father could discover theft this quickly..."
 
   -        "Guria!" came the voice of the King from behind the door. The princess jumped up and hid the wand under her clothes. Gorr flew into the room. He had a squat, swarthy, face, contorted by rage. He came right up to her and stared at his daughter from bottom to top.  Guria smelled the familiar aroma of ritual incense.
 
   -        "Where is my wand?!"
 
   -        "How should I know, daddy," shrugged Guria, sitting down. She knew that her massive height infuriated Gorr.
 
   -        "Look me in the eyes!"
 
   -        "I prefer to keep my own thoughts to myself," frowned Guria, faking outrage. 
 
   The magic wand was under her dress, but her father couldn't find it. Does that mean her new spells are stronger than her father's? And he could no longer read her thoughts? Based on this assumption, the Princess's face brightened quite inappropriately.
 
   -        "Guria, take the wand out of your sleeve and give it to me," sounded the voice of the King at that instant.
 
   The Princess grimaced and handed the wand over. "No, I need to keep working on my curses. Nothing came of it."
 
   -        "You are my beloved and most capable daughter. Why do you want to surpass me?" Asked Gorr, raising one eyebrow. His black eyes looked quizzically at Guria.
 
   -        "I just want to become more and more perfect, daddy!" 
 
   -        "You are already perfection. But if you want to beat me, beware the Great Lord of Groix!"
 
   -        "Come on, dad! I was thinking nothing of the sort," answered Guria.
 
   -        "Everything you were thinking is written right here," he tapped his daughter's forehead with his finger. "Go read "Lucifer's Legacy," it will be helpful to you," and Gorr left.
 
   Guria snapped her fingers, calling her servant. An ugly woman in a gray chlamys came in to the room.
 
   -        "Bring me some dryad herb, Sheila," ordered the Princess.
 
   -        "Your Highness, I was almost caught by the guard last time. They'll execute me if they discover I've been collecting the royal herb!" pleaded Sheila.
 
   -        "Well, if you don't bring it to me, I'll execute you right now!" called out Guria. 
 
   The servant bowed, sobbed and disappeared behind the door.
 
   Guria kicked a chest that was standing against the wall. Today was obviously not her day! Her father saw through her trick in five minutes. There is no more of the royal magic herb... The door creaked open once more. A soft, pimply character in a gold-embroidered caftan came into the room. Guria looked at him and shrugged disdainfully. 
 
   -        "Hello, sister of mine!" – he said in a quavering voice. He looked at the princess with his oily eyes. "How's life?"
 
   -        "Howbout you get out of here, Grino."
 
   -        "And what if I don't? What are you gonna do about it?" he laughed, showing his uneven teeth.
 
   -        "Go to hell!"  snorted Guria, pushing her smaller brother with all her might. But he stood strong, taking her by the arm and saying,
 
   -        You're gonna have to be more careful than that, witch!" 
 
   Grino's pimply face soured. Anger swayed in his eyes.
 
   -        "You be more careful! You're talking to the future Queen!"
 
   -        Get out of here! Let go of my arm, freak!"
 
   -        You think you can do whatever you want because your mother is father's favorite wife? You just wait until Gorr dies..." 
 
   -        "Let go!" Guria tried to leave. But Grino grabbed her and pinned her to the wall.
 
   -        "Don't be stubborn, now, Guria!" He whispered, pressing his wet lips to her cheek.  "Sister of mine!"
 
   Having understood that she was outmatched, the Princess sharply softened her demeanor. Grino, having tricked the Princess into resignation, loosened his grip. Just then, Guria kneed him between the legs.
 
   -        "Ooooooh! You witch!” howled the Prince, stooping.  "You'll be sorry! I'll lock you and your lanky mother up in the gray tower!"
 
   -        "Watch yourself, or I'll turn you into a dung beetle as I should have done a long time ago! Shouted Guria, pushing Grino away and slamming the door behind her. She wiped off her cheek and swore loudly.
 
   How she would relish turning Grino into a reptile! The heir to the throne of Groix! All he can do is snarf down food, sleep, and squeeze the servant-girls! He can't even hurt anything! And that's not even getting into higher magical mastery! But why?! Why must the heir be a man? Far away in the City of the Sun, her sister Yuma was the ruler! Queen Yuma! But she was just Guria- the great heriditary witch Guria Yala Gorr- nothing but a princess. Well, whatever! Soon, justice will be restored!
 
   ***
 
   Samir fell to his knees before Kriida.
 
   - "I broke the Memory Ray, Kriida! I am ready to undergo punishment!"
 
   - "You can stand, Samir," the elder gave him her hand, "who exactly?"
 
   - "Queen Yuma."
 
   - "It's nothing to worry about," interrupted the Teacher, "Nastia's a strong girl, she can take it."
 
   - "She's kept her consciousness!"
 
   - "Yes, but I think she will manage," said Kriida. "In any case, we can only wait. Thank God that the others don't suspect anything. They will simply live through that month just as they lived it in the past. Neither Guria, nor Tamil and Greta, nor Aleur will remember a thing. I don't think Nastia will be able to recognize them.
 
   And Kriida gave the sign for the Council to end.
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 9. Queen Yuma
 
    
 
   Nervously pacing the Queen's bedchamber, Nastia thought frantically. "Lemuria... The land of the giants. Samir did say that they'd chosen objects from Lemuria... But that's impossible!... And nonetheless, I'm here. I didn't just fall into the past. I'm different. So... Samir returned me to a past life? I chose an object from a past life and landed in Lemuria?  I was once a queen? It can't be!"
 
   Nastia walked up to the mirror once again... and saw the same beautiful lady.
 
   "Unthinkable! If I'm to assume that this is all really happening, there's still one thing. If I was once Queen Yuma, then why don't I remember that? The only thing I remember is the language."
 
   A knock was once again heard at the door.
 
   -        "Enter!!”
 
   -        "Your Majesty!” Tina bowed. She had already gone out and gotten a new grass braid and attached it to her cap. - "Your majesty! Your brother, prince Doro requests an audience with you." "What should I wear?" "Which dress would please you to wear?"
 
   -        "Well, what do you think?" 
 
   -        "The blue lace one, of course, your majesty! It suits your eyes so well!"
 
   -        "The lace one, that's right! Where is it?"
 
   The servant opened a door in the wall next to the bed. Not a minute later, a dress and shoes had appeared before the "queen." Tina bowed her head.
 
   -        "Listen, Tina, stop bowing all the time! And stop all this 'your majesty' stuff!" pleaded Nastia.
 
   -        "How would you like to be called, your Majesty?"
 
   -        "Well... by my  name of course."
 
   -        "I'm afraid that is impossible, your Majesty," quivered Tina's voice, "I cannot call you by your name. Only members of the royal family can do that!"
 
   Nastia sighed.
 
   -        "Alright. Call me what you normally call me. But stop bowing." 
 
   Tina crouched in a bow.
 
   -        "Very well, your Majesty. Only, you too, don't be angry, but I would like you to call me 'servant' instead of Tina, like before." 
 
   With Tina's help, Nastia wriggled into the pale-blue lace dress. There were small circular mirrors along the seam, just like Tina had, only every little mirror was encircled with pearls. An herb bag with unknown contents hung on her belt. On top of it all, Tina took the crystal flask from the side table, scooped something dark blue out of it, and drew a symbol, a triangle, enclosed in a circle on her chest, between her collarbones. Nastia sat silently, not questioning a thing. After all that, the strange Tina lit the grass braid again.
 
   Tina gave Nastia a silver crown with a large transparent-blue stone in the center.
 
   Nastia involuntarily admired herself. 
 
   The door opened, and a ten or eleven year old boy ran into the room.
 
   -        "Yuma!"
 
   The boy threw himself at Nastia and hugged her.
 
   -        "Hi, Doro!" said Nastia, overcoming her shyness, and patting the boy on the head, having guessed that it was her brother, the Prince.
 
   It must be! He looked as much like his sister as two drops of water look like each other, only his hair was lighter and flowing with beautiful curls. His head was tied with a silver ribbon. He had a little bag on his belt, just like the queen and the servant.
 
   -        "Leave us, Tina!" pleaded Nastia. The servant walked away with a bow.
 
   -        "Well, how are you doing, Doro?" asked Nastia.
 
   -        "I'm doing great, Yuma! I made you a present, let's go see!"
 
   -        "A present? Is today my birthday?"
 
   -        "No," chuckled Doro, "my present can't wait until your birthday."
 
   -        "Ok, well where is it?" Smiled Nastia.
 
   -        "Let's go, it's in the courtyard!"
 
   They left the bedroom. The palace corridor, decorated with pink marble, and lit by many oil lamps, was empty. Their footsteps rang loudly off the flat walls and floors. The lamps lit themselves based on when the Queen and her brother were approaching. Spacious halls captured the imagination with their luxurious furniture, filled with a rainbow of light, coming through the stain-glass windows. 
 
   -     "What a beautiful palace, Doro!"
 
   -        "It's like you're seeing it for the first time!" chuckled the prince.
 
   -        "Well, yes, but... I feel like I'm seeing it all again, through new eyes- how can I explain it to you…"
 
   -        "No need to explain," snickered Doro, "I know that you're in love! "Greta says that love fills life with different colors!"
 
   -        "So I'm in love, huh? Greta?"
 
   -        "Sure. She tells me stories about love."
 
   -        "Your... servant girl?" 
 
   -        For crying out loud, Yuma! Greta is my teacher and your friend!"
 
   -        "Ah-ha," muttered Nastia in shame, "you know, Doro, I should tell you a secret. I need your help."
 
   -        “What happened?" 
 
   -        "Let's go, first, you show me the present! I'll tell you the secret afterwards." Said Nastia, taking the Prince by the hand. They ran out into the garden. 
 
   Nastia noticed that the garden, like the palace, was empty. A pair of servants in blue liveries, but that was all the people they saw on there way.
 
   -        "Doro, why isn't there anyone here? Where are all the people?" 
 
   The prince looked lovingly at his sister.
 
   -        "What's wrong with you? Everyone's working to build the ark."
 
   -        "Well where's the present then?" 
 
   -        "It's right here!" answered Doro, fumbling in some bushes that looked like dwarf trees. He pulled out a silver box with little holes, which looked familiar to Nastia... It looks like... the box from the museum of Shambhala!  Only there, she was holding a huge, heavy box, and here was its smaller copy. When she opened it, Nastia almost dropped the present in her surprise. In the box she saw a… bear cub. She fainted. The chubby, clumsy, koala cub was trembling. He tried to bite Nastia's finger. And it would have been completely normal. If it weren't for the size of the cub. The koala was the size of a spool of thread!!!
 
   -        "Doro, who is this?!"
 
   -        "Remember, I said I would catch a mapule? This is him! They live in chisa bushes."
 
   -        "Where?"
 
   -        "Over there in the grass," said Doro, pointing to the miniature trees.
 
   Nastia walked up, ripped off a leaf, tasted it, and smelled it. Doro laughed.
 
   -        "Yuma, are you playing around?"
 
   Nastia instantly remembered the smell of the unctuous leaves. The small mini-trees were eucalyptus! And the koala cub lived in a eucalyptus forest, as they do! Either the citizens of Lemuria had bred tiny animals and trees, or…
 
   -        "Doro, what's the biggest animal in our land?" she asked.
 
   -        "Are you testing me again? I learned that a long time ago! The largest animal is the twing.”
 
   -        “Twing... Well, how big is it?"
 
   -        "Usually about this size," answered Doro, pointing to his knee.
 
   -        "So what, it doesn't exist any more?"
 
   -        “Before, in ancient times, lived the forefathers of the twings, but they died out. They were a bit taller," he pointed to his belt, "around this high. But enough of this test, Yuma!  Did you like the mapule?"
 
   -        "I liked it a lot, Doro, but let's let him go, I don't think he wants to live locked up."
 
   -        "Well, of course we're gonna let him go! You're very strange today, sister! What's wrong with you?”
 
   Nastia fell silent. "If koalas are the same size as normal... Then I must be in the land of the giants! In mysterious Lemuria, about which Samir was speaking. And that means that I am a giant myself."
 
   -        "You know, Doro, something bad happened to me. I'll tell you, just promise you won't tell."
 
   -        "Yuma!" I'm your most faithful friend, you know that!"
 
   -        "You have to understand... I've forgotten everything, Doro.  When I woke up this morning, I didn't have any memories. Do you get me?"
 
   -        "That must be Aveduk! I knew it! The heir of Groix..." bustled Doro, and grabbled at the herb bag.
 
   -        "Wait! Explain who Aveduk is. Tina burned that grass already." 
 
   Doro's voice cracked, 
 
   "you don't remember me either?!"
 
   -        I remember that you're my dear little brother and I love you. But nothing more," lied Nastia, and patted Doro on the head. - "You don't remember anything? Not the names of cities, nor names, nor history, nor Aveduk…"
 
   Doro told Yuma that Aveduk is the curse of the sorcerers. A few weeks ago, at the Great Council, Queen Yuma announced that she would not be marrying Grino, the heir of Groix. Then, King Gorr promised to send Aveduk, an ancient curse. Obviously, he'd kept his word by the fact that the Queen had lost her memory.
 
   -        "Did Tina surround me with smoke to remove the curse?" guessed Nastia.
 
   -        "Well yeah, all the people of Lemuria carry protective amulets made of qi herbs. And also the mirrors on our clothes reflect evil thoughts from sorcerers. But qi is powerless against Gorr..."
 
   -        "Doro, let's try to get my memory back. Let's do it simply- you tell me about everything and maybe I'll remember."
 
   -        "Yuma, have you also forgotten Aleur?" asked Doro.
 
   -        "I'm sorry to disappoint you, boy, but I don't know what that is."
 
   -        "Aleur is your fiancée! Don't tell me you've forgotten him too?!"
 
   -        "I don't remember anyone. Except you," said Nastia, smiling kindly at the boy. "So, let's not waste any time, and get my memory back." 
 
   -        "Let's go," sighed the prince. "I'll tell you everything I know."
 
   ***
 
   Guria drew the curtains and lit a candle. On the table lay an ancient, half-decayed tome. Guria walked up to in and stroked the cover as if it were a living creature. She found the manuscript in an abandoned hut in the woods. She had found an amazing curse in the book! Guria danced in joy when she discovered just what she'd found. No living sorcerer had every seen any part of this book! Otherwise someone would have taken advantage of the opportunity. To find the elixir of power and immortality! Any sorcerer would give his life to have it! But it was she who found it, the princess of Groix. The book had gotten dusty, sitting all those years in that old shack in the forest. Guria had determined by several pieces of evidence that the place where she'd found it was the lost laboratory of Lucifer, in which, according to legend, he carried out unbelievable experiments.... If she could only get her hands on the Chintamani from Olmolungring! She could find the Stone of great use! Of course, the Chintamani is a Great Stone, and there is nothing scarier to a sorcerer. It is forbidden to even approach it. They'd drilled this into her since childhood.  But Lucifer had found a way to make the Chintamani his ally!  It was no small task to steal the talisman from the Lemurian capital. He had to hide his plans from the all-seeing Gorr. And put forward all his effort until the full moon. Because on the fifteenth day of the moon, a curse is placed on the Stone…
 
    Guria smirked, imagining her father's face when he finds out that it is she who possesses the Chintamani. Her eyes lit up, her cheeks filled with a rosy hue.  She stretched dreamily and sighed. There was a knock at the door.
 
   -        "Sheila, is that you?"
 
   -        "Your highness, lunch time has arrived. Wouldn't you like to join her majesties and his highness in the dining room?" came a female voice from behind the door.
 
    
 
   Around the table were sitting the seven wives of Gorr, the king himself and his fifteen heirs. They were all swarthy, with black hair and eyes. Guria's mother, queen Yala sat among the royal family. She looked like a goddess among savages with her angelic beauty and enormous height. “Why do these Lemurians grow into such rails?” Thought Guria once again without envy. The princess was a head taller than her half-brothers and sorcerer-sisters, but all the same she was much shorter than her mother. Guria took a seat at the table.
 
   -        "Guria has decided to honor us with her presence! I sense a change in the winds today." quipped Gorr.
 
   -        "Hello, little bunny!" proclaimed Yala in joy. The princess's sisters giggled.
 
   -        "I'm not a little bunny!" steamed the princess.
 
   -        "Forgive me, Guria, I cannot get used to the fact that you've grown up!"  Yala smiled guiltily.
 
   -        "What've we got for lunch?" asked Gorr.
 
   -        “For appetizer- an assortment of meats, shark fin in pan sauce, and shrimp eye salad," answered the small, bald chef, standing at a distance. - "After that will be a soup of the royal mushroom 'puri,' gathered at full moon, steaks made from rut bird, mapule chops, and ocean fish, baked in twing liver, with spices. As a garnish, Jerusalem artichoke hearts, and grains of rice in a blood sauce. For desert, whipped cream from sea cow milk, and cake with berries and nuts from the Lemurian forests. Seeds of the bread tree, fruits, nuts and berries for Queen Yala.”
 
   -        “Bring us wine from the black mileoki berries. And palm vodka.”
 
   -        “Yes your majesty," the chef bowed and clapped his hands. 
 
   After a few minutes, the table was crammed with food.
 
   Guria glanced at her mother, stuffing her cheeks with the assortment of meats. Yala didn't change. There was nothing on her plate but nuts and fruits. She didn't drink wine either.
 
   And she still manages to keep power with that diet? The Princess looked at her mother. Yala smiled. All the same, these blue-eyed giants are an impossible riddle! Guria could read every thought that her mother had. But she was not able to understand these thoughts. It's impossible to remain good after having lived more than twenty years in Groix! In Groix, where everyone is always trying to prank each other. Where cheating, thievery, pride and envy thrive. Where you have to expect a mean trick from anyone- be they your most loyal servant, or your own husband or son, which is not to speak of the ruler's other wives. But no, queen Yala remained calm, good-willed and wide-grinned. How she was able to do this, Guria had no idea. And in her heart, she admired her mother. At the end of the day, Yala was her only friend in Groix. And thought Guria was suspicious and cautious, like all sorcerers, she was absolutely sure that her mother presented no threat to her. In contrast to her brothers and sisters, who's mothers were all Groisillons, the Princess could depend  on Yala.
 
    
 
   Guria caught a puzzled look from her father. He's reading my thoughts! – she caught herself and began to think about the fish lying on the platter. 
 
   -        "Yala, you simply can't refuse the "pa" sauce, it's great!” said Gorr, and thrust his plate at his wife, "just try it!"
 
   "It's beginning," thought Guria. There had never been a lunch where Yala wasn't told to try some new delicacy. She always refused. But father tried to break her tenacity every time.
 
   -        "But, Yala, this sauce is really very good," said Grino's mother, Didana, "especially with twing liver!"
 
   -        "Yes, yes, and with shrimp eyes! And with rut bird! - everyone present agreed. 
 
   A barely noticeable shadow ran across Yala's face.
 
   -        "Thank you, but I'm already full," she answered.
 
   -        "Leave the queen in peace!" interrupted Guria. "She eats what she wants." 
 
   Gorr chuckled.
 
   -        "You are right, my girl! Your mother is the the most stubborn of my wives! She always does only what she wants."
 
   Guria glanced at her father, but fell silent. She knew, that despite all the jeers and taunts, which he always threw at her mother in the presence of family, Gorr was very attached to Yala. He didn't like when they were seen standing next to each other, because he was much shorter. But he was very proud of her beauty, wit, and loyalty. And Yala became the first Queen of Groix, not only thanks to the ancient pact with Olmolungring.  She couldn't read thoughts, or see the future, so she didn't know conspiracies, or in general, anything of that which was valued in Groix. But she could mend an ache with one touch or kind word, without any spells. She had the gift of being nearby, and bringing peace and calm wherever she went. When he listened to Yala's thoughts and speeches, Gorr was at peace- they were always the same, and never contained poison.
 
   -        "Your majesty," called out Gorr's secretary, appearing at the doors, "a messenger has arrived from Olmolungring."
 
   Gorr threw away his golden fork and wiped his mouth.
 
   -        "Take them to the reception hall," and sitting at the table he added, "I must leave you now, my dears!  Guria, you're in charge,"  he added, winking at his daughter.  Grino the heir squirmed when he heard these words, but the king, satisfied, left the dining room.
 
    
 
   Chapter 10. The Prince's Tale
 
    
 
   “Long, long ago, in far away times, Lemuria was a beautiful country, where happy, beautiful wizards lived. They could see long distances, read thoughts, fly, move objects by looking at them, and tell the future. They used their gift for good. The Lemurians were very wise. They recorded all their knowledge on golden tablets, so their descendants could make use of their knowledge. They lived this way for many centuries in peace and agreement. But one day a meteor fell on the sea coast.  It brought the tidings of God, who was to be born in Lemuria.
 
   -        The foretold day arrived, and He was born. The Son of God was met with great ceremony. The little boy, the son of the king of Lemuria, was a good boy, but didn't look much like a Lemurian. In distinction with the native residents- white-skinned blonds, the little prince was born a swarthy, black-haired, hazel-eyed boy. He was called Lucifer the Bringer of Light. He was born in luxury, he was bowed to, and they waited until he would become adult and share the Wisdom of God. The boy grew and became a king. But instead of Holy Knowledge, Lemuria received a cruel ruler. Greatness, glory, luxury and riches had burdened Lucifer's soul. He thirsted for more power and more riches. He began to use magical powers for evil. He brought one thousand concubines to the palace- the most beautiful girls of Lemuria, taken from their parents by force. The concubines bore Lucifer hazel-eyed descendants. The children became spiteful and envious sorcerers. Years passed. King Lucifer became old. And when it came time to die, he moved his soul to the body of one of his sons with magic. And began to rule Lemuria once more. It was this way for centuries. The joyful residents of Lemuria ceased to sing and look at the stars. The offspring of Lucifer had made life unbearable. The cruelty and magic of the sorcerers, far exceeding the powers of the Lemurians, turned the residents of the sunny island into slaves. And it was then that the Great Rigden Djapo, God the Father, sent help to Lemuria.. He gave them the Chintamani- the Stone of Wisdom. It isn't just your everyday stone. It's from the planet Orion. It can take away a sorcerer's powers. In return, God asked them to never use magic. The Lemurians who remained alive, resettled on the neighboring desert island and built the city of Olmolungring. The very same where we live today. And magic was forever forbidden by law. Every-day Lemurians aren't even allowed to converse with sorcerers. From that time on, a legend has grown about how Lucifer left his Spirit when he left his earthly life. And the sorcerers live in the marble city of Groix, on the largest island and try to harm us in various ways.”
 
    
 
   -        “Well, that's the whole story," said Doro, and looked askew at his sister, "did that jog your memory?" 
 
   -        "Doro, if we are defended from Groix, why must the Queen of Lemuria be married to a sorcerer?"
 
   -        “The island of Groix has solar metal. The sorcerers give it to us in exchange for our princesses."
 
   -        "Why do we need gold that bad?" 
 
   -        "To leave our wisdom to our descendants.  We store it on solar plates. This metal is eternal. Our predecessors left knowledge about themselves and we are doing the same thing. Because the Flood is already approaching..."
 
   -        "The Flood! So that's why they were talking about an ark!"
 
   -        "Yes, we are building a huge ship. All the people are taking part in the works."
 
   -        "Hold up, I don't get it. We give the sorcerers a Princess for solar metal. But why do the sorcerers need to marry their heir to a Lemurian? Don't they have enough women?"
 
   From Doro's wordy answer, Nastia was able to determine that the sorcerers get married to the Lemurians in order to dilute their blood. Sorcerers degenerate, and lose their abilities when they only marry among themselves. They have already lost almost all their powers, apart from petty witchcraft. And only the rulers of Groix have retained their full power, because of their wedding Lemurian princesses. Children of mixed marriages are often born sorcerers. But not always. Magic babies stay among the sorcerers. Normal ones are brought to Olmolungring."
 
   -        "How can they tell what kind of baby has been born?" 
 
   -        "It's very easy. Blue eyes- Lemurian, hazel- sorcerer."
 
   -        "And where are our parents, Doro? Building the ark?"
 
   Doro lowered his eyes.
 
   -        "Are they dead?"
 
   -        "No, Yuma, they are alive. They are in Groix. Our mother is princess Yala, who is married to Gorr, the ruler of Groix. We are children of a sorcerer and a Lemurian. We were born blue-eyed. And we were sent to Lemuria. But mom stayed in Groix."
 
   -        "Doro! Does that mean that the heir of Groix is our full brother?!"  
 
   -        "We only share a father with Grino. He has another mother- Gorr has many wives."
 
   -        "They wanted me to marry my half brother? It's not surprising that I refused."
 
   -        "That's not why you refused. You love Aleur," said Doro, giving her an adult smile. 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 11. Aleur
 
    
 
   Olmolungring was deserted. Only the blue-white sheep, grazing near the road and the birds chirping in the trees. Doro and Nastia went out onto the street. Walking through the streets, Nastia was endlessly surprised at the beauty of the city. Every home, even the most modest, was a treasure of architecture, decorated with frescoes. Each drawing was different from the last. There were both great works of art, and drawings made by children's unsteady hands. But all together, they created the surprising sensation of a celebration. She couldn't stop her eyes from enjoying the bright colors and various shapes. There was not one lonely house here. Babbling brooks played on the leaves of a lilac.  The intoxicating aroma of flowers hung in the air. And all around were the most beautiful gardens. And anyone who wished could enter the gardens. The Lemurians had never heard of fences. The Queen and the Prince set off down the road. After two hours, they had reached the sea.
 
   Nastia stopped in amazement. She had supposed that the Ark would be very large. But this...this surpassed all her wildest fantasies. The huge wooden behemoth towered on the shore. It was so big that if Nastia had wanted to walk around it, she would take at least an hour, and the shadow of the boat, covered the whole beach. People fussed all around. The shape of the Ark wasn't like a ship, but more like a submarine, with the captain's bridge at the top and windows on the sides. There were wooden chamber doors with wooden sets of stairs next to them around the outsides of the ship. Lemurians were walking up them, like a swarm of small insects, taking various necessities into the ark. Nastia noticed that the citizens were working ignoring ranks and insignia. Judging by clothes, there were commoners working alongside inhabitants of the palace. There were people hammering, people painting, and people sawing. It smelled of freshly-cut wood.  On the captain's bridge stood a gray-haired main in blue clothes. From time to time, he spoke into a large trumpet, giving orders to the builders. 
 
   Huge tents were spread out in the shade on the beach. In one, kids played in the sand under the careful gaze of the older nannies. And in another there were huge pots in which something boiled. Nastia, looking upon her "subjects," did not cease to be amazed, there was not one unattractive person among them! The Lemurians were all good-looking, without exception, neither for sex nor age.
 
    
 
   When Queen Yuma and her brother approached the shore, the work stopped as if by the wave of a magic wand. A deadly silence set in.
 
   -        “What happened?" Nastia asked Doro.
 
   -        "I said it wasn't worth coming here," answered the prince.
 
   -        "Their Majesties, Queen Yuma and Prince Doro are here!" came someone's voice.
 
   -        "Hurray! Long live Queen Yuma! Health to the young Prince!" cried the people from all sides.
 
   The gray-haired old man in blue raised his hand and suddenly... took flight. No one acted surprised, except the newly-made Queen. When he descended to the shore, Nastia saw his means of transportation. It was a board. The exact same as the one Andrei had chosen in the museum of Shambhala. Only there, it was much larger.
 
   With an open mouth, she stared at the amazing machine- it looked like a normal strip of wood, but it could fly silently. On the side was drawn a large, dark-blue triangle, encased in a circle, in the center of the circle, there was a dark-blue crystal.  There were two metallic cylinders attached to the sides. 
 
   -        "Your majesty," said the gray-haired man, and bowed, "why are you here? You are interrupting the course of work, and we have little time left."
 
   -        "Shonith La!" – interrupted Doro, "Queen Yuma wanted to see herself that the ark is almost ready."
 
   -        "How does it fly?" - asked Nastia, pointing at the board.
 
   -        "Vimana? You'd have to ask Aleur about that- he invented it," said Shonith La, shrugging his shoulders, taking frequent glances at the Queen.
 
   -        "Ah. Of course, Aleur. Where is he then?"
 
   -        "He's set off into the forest, beyond the woods, he should be back soon."
 
   -        "Yuma, we'd better leave," whispered Doro to Nastia, "Shonith La is right." "Let's go."
 
   The old man bowed to the queen and the prince, and twiddling one of the cylinders on the board, he flew off for the captain's bridge.
 
   -        "What an incredible machine!" whistled Nastia.
 
   -        "That's a vimana. A small vimana. Every Lemurian has one. There's also big ones for ten people. Aleur made them according to ancient blueprints."
 
   -        "How do they fly?"
 
   -        "I'm not really sure. I do know that only people with clean thoughts can pilot them."
 
   -        "So sorcerers don't have them?"
 
   Doro explained that sorcerers also have flying apparatuses- iron balls. And they "eat black stones." It became clear that the sorcerers' vehicles were stronger because they demand only refueling. And there was more than enough coal on the sorcerers' island. Vimanas can't float in the air for long. It's too difficult for a person to always hold their mind at the needed concentration level.
 
   -        "Doro, why did we walk then? Where are our vimanas?"
 
   -        "The Council has forbidden members of the royal family to fly. They drain our energy. It will be needed to run the ark. Shonith La says that without us, the ship won't be able to move from that place."
 
   -        "So, the ark is also steered with thoughts?" asked Nastia in surprise.
 
   -        "Not only with thoughts, but with the energy of clean thoughts. Those aren't the same things," explained Doro.  "Aleur will tell you everything."
 
   They returned through the forest. Nastia was looking around in curiosity, trying to determine what part of the world Lemuria was in. It looked like the tropics. The islands were somewhere near the equator. The lush vegetation, the bright colors, and the fruit trees with amazing leaves and colors. Yellow, green and red lianas. The piercing shrieks of brightly colored birds. The air was heavy with humidity, and smelled of rotting leaves and tulips. Animals ran freely around the forest. Some of the animals were strange to Nastia. A small rodent, that she almost stepped on looked exactly like a kangaroo. Another looked like a mixture of an anteater and an echidna.  The largest animal they saw was the twing, a fluffy, black elephant, the size of a large dog. Doro showed it to his sister, quietly parting the shrubbery. The animal raised it's trunk, nervously trumpeted and ran away.
 
    
 
   -        "sorcerers hunt them, secretly sneaking onto our island". Twing liver is a delicacy in Groix.  And although Lemurians never touch animals, twings try to stay away from two-legged creatures," explained the Prince.
 
   -        "So, what, Lemurians don't hunt?" inquired Nastia, raising her eyebrow.
 
   -        "For crying out loud!" - exclaimed Doro, wrinkling his nose, "how could you think such a thing! Only sorcerers kill living things. We only eat that which the forest gives us. Cursed Aveduk! He has driven you mad!"
 
   -        "Well, what does it give us? The forest?" asked Nastia, feeling the emptiness in her stomach and imagining two juicy steaks on a plate.
 
   -        "Yuma! Oh my, we haven't eaten a thing!" exclaimed Doro.
 
   -        Absolutely," agreed Nastia, "it'd be nice to have a bite."
 
   -        "We should get a move on, Tina's probably already tired of waiting for us! We've been walking for too long" 
 
   The sun was already setting when they were approaching the city. Olmolungring was already within view from the edge of the forest. The pink royal palace, drowning in thick tropical greenery, and lit by rays of the setting sun was almost at the top of a lonely mountain, standing directly in the middle of the island. Above the palace, there was a mountain lake, invisible from below, feeding a river. The river ripped from the cliff side in a waterfall, turning into a lake again down below. And from that lake, flowed the moat which surrounded the palace. Small streams flowed from that moat, and went on to form another, larger moat around it, and from that moat, came even more streams, which formed the largest moat, at the foothills of the mountains. The peoples' houses were scattered between the moats. Water divided the city into three levels, and reached all of its corners. 
 
   - "What an original water distribution system," said Nastia in surprise.
 
   -        "The moats defend us from the sorcerers."
 
   -        "So the sorcerers are afraid of water?"
 
   -        "Nothing of the sort, in fact Shonith La dips the Stone into the spring in the palace each night. Chintamani charges the water. This charge lasts one night. Well alright! Let's eat!” Doro skipped off to the palace. Nastia followed after him.
 
   -        "You should get changed! You're covered in the juice of mycenae." - said Doro, pointing to the blue stains on his sister's dress. – "I'll also change my robe and come to you,"   and Doro ran off.
 
    
 
   Nastia was quickly lost in the palace corridors. Before finding her way, she suddenly heard a voice. A man was softly singing a happy song. The Queen went to the sound.
 
   She found a small room in disarray. Telescopes, test tubes, books.  Some strange devices. There was a young man sitting at the table. Nastia caught herself thinking once again that Lemurians are a strikingly beautiful people. This stranger was so absorbed in his work, that he didn't notice his guest.
 
   -        "O she was a beauty, but he loved the sea more than she..." sang the man, drawing on the paper with what looked like a compass.
 
   His short, blond hair was tousled. Judging by his white shirt with a patch of mycenae, he had also been in the forest. He was built like a Greek god. “I wonder who he is?” thought Nastia, when she was finally noticed.
 
   -        "Your Majesty!” the man pronounced, jumped up, and began to bow.
 
   Nastia nodded, not knowing what to say.
 
   -        "Are you alone, your majesty?"
 
   -        "Yes," muttered Nastia before being cut off by the man's embrace.
 
   The Queen almost toppled over in surprise. Nastia smelled the slight hint of bergamot. She tried to tear herself away. But he hugged her stronger.
 
   -        "Yuma, my love, how I have missed you!"
 
   -        "Aleur?" guessed Nastia, and, somehow freeing herself, looked into his blue eyes.
 
   -        “Your Aleur has gone mad missing you, Yuma!"
 
   So this is who Aleur was. Her fiancée. Her beloved. Her future husband.  Interesting! And terribly stupid. 
 
   - "What happened, Yuma? You're as cold as ice! Are you healthy?"
 
   -        "I'm healthy, Aleur," pouted Nastia. He shyly lowered his eyes. His face was shining with tenderness and admiration. He truly did love her.  "I'm just a bit tired. Doro and I walked around the forest all day.
 
   Aleur pressed his lips to her palm.  Nastia jumped on the inside. He tenderly brushed her cheek. He leaned his lips in towards her face. His eyes were right up close, his every breath scorched her skin. She didn't know what to do.  She just stood and waited for what would happen next. He touched his lip to hers. And suddenly... Nastia shook, just as if she had touched a live wire! A hot lightning struck her chest. Her legs instantly became cotton and buckled. Nastia gasped and swayed. Aleur caught his beloved and kissed her once again. Her head thundered and spun. Colored spots drifted before her eyes, some kind of faces, sounds, smells... her body was filled with the delightful feeling of uniting with something close, and dear, something you can't live with out. 
 
   "What's that?” came a voice in her head.  "What's that with me?" Nastia opened her eyes. 
 
   -        "Aleur! Aleur, let me go! Are you listening to me?"   whispered the Queen.  "Let me go, people are waiting for me. I need to go."
 
   -        "Will we see each other tonight, Yuma?"
 
   Giving an ambiguous nod, Nastia left the room, barely moving her legs. 
 
    
 
   The Queen asked Tina to set a table in her bedchamber. Doro united with his sister, and they had dinner together. Despite Nastia's concerns related to the food, the royal dinner was not bad at all and very diverse. Nastia's favorite drink was the juice from an unknown berry, the mileoki.. She had drunk perhaps half a jug by the time Doro stopped her.
 
   -        "Be careful with the mileoki, sis!" - he smiled. 
 
   -        "What is it exactly?"
 
   -        "It will put you to sleep if you drink too much."
 
   -        "Well, I guess I'm in for a good night of sleep tonight," chuckled Nastia.
 
   -        "How was the date withe Aleur?"
 
   -        "Date?"
 
   Doro said that Yuma and Aleur meet in the royal garden every evening. That they masquerade as servants and hide themselves. All the same, there wasn't one person in the city who didn't know about these meetings. Nastia remembered the conversation that she overheard this morning. Yes, it seemed almost everyone with a pulse knew about the affair between the Queen and the engineer, then told a friend. 
 
   - "Doro," asked Nastia, her heart palpitating, "what do we do there, in the garden?"
 
   -        “Well … you kiss…," Doro blurted out in shame.
 
   -        "You were watching!" reproached Nastia, and her heart began to beat all the faster.
 
   -        "By accident!"
 
   -        "Do we only kiss?" - she asked again.
 
   -        "Well, you also… hug," said Doro, looking away.
 
   -        "And... that's it?"
 
   -        "Well, what else is there?"
 
   Nastia sighed in relief.
 
    
 
   “I should go to that date," confirmed Nastia, following Doro to the garden.  "He's waiting."
 
    Every part of her was irresistibly drawn to the garden, but Nastia would rather have cut off her own tongue than admit itW. When they had gotten to the small gate, Doro stopped:
 
   -        "I hope you remember him!"
 
   Nastia descended down the stairs into the dark alley.
 
   -        "Yuma!" - came a whispering voice.
 
   Nastia's heart sank down. "What's this supposed to be!" - she fumed. I've known this Aleur for no more than a few hours.  "She's gone completely mad..." came a voice in her head, saying the same words she'd overheard this morning from her window..
 
   -        "Yuma, my love!" - his strong arms dropped around her shoulders. She turned around and immediately was drowned in beautiful blue eyes, full of tenderness.
 
   -        "Aleur!
 
   -        "My beloved, my wonderful, my Queen!" 
 
   And not waiting for an answer, he began to cover her face with kisses.
 
   Nastia once again experienced the same feeling she'd had in Aleur's room. It was as if she was trying to remember something- blurry pictures were popping into her head and disappearing just as quickly. She couldn't figure out what kind of pictures they were, but at the same time, she felt clearly that this man, holding her in his arms, was a near and dear being.
 
   -        "Yuma! You're seem far from this place! You are pale.
 
   -        Do you remember when we met?
 
   -        Yuma, are you alright?"
 
   -        "I guess."
 
   -        "Come on, Yuma!  We've known each other since early childhood." 
 
   -        "Sorry, I'm not feeling like myself today."
 
   -        I think I can guess what's wrong," smiled Aleur.
 
   -        "Yeah?"
 
   -        Did you drink too much mileoki juice at dinner, my Queen? That juice can do strange things to our consciousness."
 
   -        "You can say that again," admitted Nastia. - "There's definitely something wrong with my consciousness."
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 13. Temptation
 
    
 
   Guria extinguished the magic crystal. “So that's what her sister Yuma's been doing in the evenings! Running off to dates! The Princess snorted contemptuously. And that dumb bastard Grino still thinks she's his wife.. The bridegroom from hell! It's what he deserves!
 
   Yuma's bridegroom, the Lemurian insisted upon love... Yala talks about it constantly as well. Maybe that's because it's true? Does there exist an unknowable love?  A feeling that conquers all, even the strongest sorcerer- is it real? Guria gave it some thought... If it's true... That means... That this great power is left to her sister!? It's always about that god-damned Yuma! She was already the older sister, having been born a year before Guria, then she was sent to Olmolungring, and now she'd surpassed her once again! She received a crown, she had the Chintamani, and now she had received Love?!” Guria was almost ready to weep from rage. And suddenly it hit her. The young sorceress approached the crystal once again.
 
   -        "Show me Aleur from Olmolungring," she ordered..
 
   Aleur was nude, walking around a room, looking for something. Finally he found what he was looking for- a thick book, and lay down on his bed- having pushed the blue light a bit closer, he began to read.
 
   Guria ran her hand over the stone, and the image became brighter.  He was handsome. All these Lemurians were nice to look at. Not the same as sorcerers. In Olmolungring, external beauty wasn't taken note of- it belonged to everything. Only on Groix was beauty worshiped, and considered the highest expression of a sorcerer's power. It was good that most sorcerers had never been to Lemuria. If they had, they would all burst with anger.
 
   Guria frowned in thought, and extinguished the magic crystal .
 
   -        “I will have everything, Yuma! The Stone and the Power!  And your Aleur!” she whispered aloud, taking a book with gold binding from the table. 
 
    
 
   Aleur was hovering low, almost under the ground, avoiding the liana vines, and trying to stay away from the red and blue mycenae flowers. The mycenae is eaten by insects, and though it isn't dangerous for human consumption, no one wanted to touch its petals all the same. Its sticky, fragrant nectar stains the clothes and irritates the skin. Aleur steered his vimana to the edge of the forest. Lemurians were there, milling boards for construction. The sound of axes came from behind the trees. Aleur turned around when suddenly, his vimana grazed something below. A loud sound came. Aleur jumped to the ground, thinking he'd wounded an animal. The vimana fluttered down to the grass, having lost its rider.
 
   There was a little girl lying under the mycenae leaves. Abnormally swarthy for a Lemurian, in bright clothes. Her eyes were closed, her hands were covered in blue nectar, and her red robe was ripped at the chest. Aleur thought with horror that he'd killed the girl.  He fell to his knees. He bowed to listen to her breathing, catching the sweet smell of roses in his nostrils. When he touched her, the stranger came to life. Aleur was stunned. The girl had black eyes, and her headscarf had fallen down to cover her dark hair. "Sorceress!" He stepped back abruptly. The girl moaned once more.  Aleur, feeling ashamed at his fear, picked her up in his arms and carried her to the sun.
 
   -        "Hey! Can you hear me?" he called, shaking her by the shoulder. 
 
   -        "Yes," she whispered. "Forgive me, it seems I have crossed your path at a bad time."
 
   -        "Are you from Groix? What are you doing in our forest? It is forbidden by law.”
 
   -        “Yes, I know," sighed the tan beauty, raising herself off the grass and brushing off her dress.  "But I have fled Groix. My father beat me and kicked me out of the house. 
 
   She straightened her shoulders and looked determinedly at Aleur. The stranger was short in comparison with Lemurians, but she was no less beautiful than them. "Our people speak nonsense when they say that all sorcerers are ugly," thought Aleur.  He had grown used to the beauty of blondes, and thus became fixated upon her tanned skin, burning eyes, and dark curls.
 
   -        "You can go- I can take care of myself," said the girl, implying that if Aleur were to leave, she would die on the spot without a doubt.
 
   -        "You're quite pale," said Aleur, succumbing.
 
   -        "I'm very hungry, I haven't eaten for two days," admitted the stranger, "but don't let that worry you. I'm sure I'll find something..."
 
   -        "You're hungry? Come with me…" said Aleur, stopping when he realized that the wood-cutters wouldn't appreciate seeing a sorceress, and would hardly be willing to share a table with her.
 
   -        "Actually... I'll bring you something to eat. Wait for me here!" and he got on his vimana, directing his gaze at the small, blue triangle imprinted on its edge. Within a few seconds, the board began to shake and came back to the ground.
 
   Guria looked mockingly at Aleur's back. It was turning out to be easier than she'd supposed. The sorceress took a small vial of potion from her pocket. Finally, the hour for Aleur to forget Yuma has come. 
 
    
 
   Aleur hurried. Passing Shonti La's instructions on to the wood-cutters, he grabbed some fruit and nuts and took off back into the air. 
 
   -        "Where are you going Aleur? Aren't we taking boards to the seashore?"  shouted the wood-cutters' elder behind him.
 
   -        "Not now- I'll be back within an hour! I've got some business to attend to!"
 
   -        "You forgot your anti-sorcerer cap."
 
   -        "I'll be back soon!" And the young man disappeared into the bush. When he was in the air, it occurred to him that meeting with sorcerers without any Qi herb is very very strictly forbidden. But he abandoned this thought right away. How could this fragile little girl hurt him? She's the one who needs help. 
 
    
 
   At the same time, Guria was making the hole in her robe larger, so her breasts could be seen. She lay down on the grass and pretended to be sleeping.
 
   Aleur silently descended to the clearing, looked around and found his new acquaintance, dozing under a tree. Her skin shone a warm gold, her long eyelashes fluttered in her sleep, and one disobedient black lock had stolen away from the others and was resting on her lips.  The stranger was  dreaming and breathing heavily in her sleep. Her chest, almost completely uncovered was raising sharply with each breath. The young Lemurian stood in place like a stone, not able to rip his gaze away.
 
   The girl woke with a start, sensing his eyes. "Aleur, you're embarrassed.
 
   -        Forgive me, I must have dozed off," pronounced the beauty, and sat up, not thinking to fix her dress.
 
   -        "I brought you food," he said, trying not to look.
 
   -        "Thank you. You're so generous. You're saving my life. Please, eat with me!"
 
   -        "I'm afraid I'm in a hurry," interrupted Aleur.
 
   -        "I understand. What could be more humiliating than to sit at the same table as a Groisillienne, right? Well, whatever," sighed Guria.
 
   -        "Come on, now! It's just that I'm in a hurry... I would gladly share a modest meal with you on the condition that we'll only eat a little," answered Aleur, and began to lay out the provisions,
 
   -        "I have a bit of juice," said Guria, "let's drink to our acquaintance! I made glasses from liana leaves."
 
   -        "Why of course," answered Aleur, taking a green leaf filled with a dark liquid from Guria's hand. 
 
   Guria watched tensely, making sure Aleur had drunk every drop, then breathed a sigh of relief.
 
    
 
   After he'd drunk the juice, a sweet warmth flowed throughout his body. Aleur found himself wanting to kiss the stranger. Surprised at his desire, Aleur wanted to leave, but couldn't take a step.
 
   -        "Aleur! Come closer," she called.
 
   -        "Who are you? Who are you really?"
 
   -        "Guria.. My name is Guria," she smiled. She came closer, touching his shoulder with her bare breast. Aleur gave a start, and unable to control himself, embraced the girl...
 
    
 
   -        "Tina! Are you sure?" 
 
   -        "Yes, your Majesty. Sir Aleur has not returned yet. The wood-cutters said that he left their clearing before they'd had dinner. And no one's seen him since then."
 
   -        “My God! Something must've happened to him!"
 
   -        We've sent twenty men to search for him. He will be found. Don't be afraid, your Majesty, there's nothing for him to be afraid of in the forest. Maybe he's simply lost his way and decided to wait for the sunrise..."
 
   -        "How can he lose his way on that... what's-it-called... board! Because, he should be able to fly above the forest and see the road!"
 
   -        “Yes, your majesty, but perhaps his vimana couldn't fly."
 
   -        "And why might that be?"
 
   -        "Maybe Sir Aleur got so tired that he couldn't take off." 
 
   Nastia paced around the royal bedchamber from corner to corner. They agreed to meet in the garden, but Aleur hadn't come. It had become clear that no one had seen the young scientist since morning. It was already dark in the courtyard. What could have happened? The Queen couldn't figure it out.
 
    
 
   Guria looked triumphantly into the crystal. “Everything is happening as it should. Yuma is in despair. Aleur, it seems, couldn't raise his vimana into the air. After what they'd done, his thoughts had become impure!” The princess smiled. The poor bastard, he's sitting in the forest waiting for the sun to rise, regretting that he dirtied his conscience. But what a man this Lemurian scientist was! Strong, handsome! And so passionate!  Everything had gone according to plan. Tomorrow, they'd see each other again. And he'd drink juice with a bit of potion again. A couple visits, and the princess would have this young Lemurian firmly under her thumb. How boring and predictable these giants were!  The young sorceress yawned. “It's time to sleep. Tomorrow will be a hard day.”
 
    
 
   Aleur lay under the mycenae bushes, and breathed in the sweet aroma of the flesh-eating flowers. The forest around him lived its life as normal. The sounds of the night enveloped the young scientist. The wings of unseen butterflies brushed his cheek from time to time.  Lying on his back on the stiff board, and looking up at the starry sky, Aleur thought back on the previous day.
 
   How could he have succumbed to sorcery? He knew perfectly well of the danger coming from Groisillons! And he was so careless! He didn't bring his protective amulet, and allowed the sorceress to touch him… Even though he'd heard all the laws and made vows since he was a child, he became the lover of a witch! How would he ever show his face to Yuma again? What will she say? How can I pay for this sin? How can I kiss my bride-to-be after... everything that's happened? How could he?... He decided. He would go to Shonith La and admit to everything. Let the wise Lemurians find a punishment for his terrible crime. It was with these thoughts that Aleur met the sunrise. 
 
    
 
   Chapter 14. Sorcery
 
    
 
   The gray-haired Keeper of the Stone sighed heavily, fixing his eyes on the young Lemurian bowed down before him.
 
   -        "Stand, Aleur! Your crime is a great one. You know how Lemurians treat people who've had close relations with sorcerers." 
 
   -        "Yes, I know," Shonith La.
 
   -        “In another time, you'd be sent to the mines of Groix, Aleur. But now, every pair of hands must be accounted for. Let your own conscience be judge. To purify your soul, you must refuse food. You mustn't eat a crumb until you can make the vimana fly again. And every evening, come to me to touch the Chintamani- it can take the heavy burden from your soul.”
 
   -        "I understand, Shonith La," answered Aleur.
 
   -        "And you aren't to say a thing to the Queen!"
 
   -        "But..." protested Aleur.
 
   -        "She must not suffer. It's already hard enough for her, she lost her memory because of you…"
 
   -        "Her memory? What are you talking about?"
 
   -        "Oh, you don't know? Because of you- because of the fact that Yuma refused to marry the heir of Groix, breaking the eternal law, Gorr has deprived her of her memory! She needs her strength. She must lead the people to the new lands when the Flood will come. And be careful with that sorcerer girl! She will not leave you in peace. What is her name?"
 
   -        "Guria.. She said her name was Guria."
 
   Shonith La looked grimly at Aleur. 
 
   -        "Then you must be twice as careful, Aleur. Guria is a Princess of the Kingdom of Groix. She is a daughter worthy of her father."
 
   -        "Princess Guria? Yuma's sister?" 
 
   -        "Those sisters are as far apart as the stars and the sea. She must need something, that black sorceress. Be vigilant, my boy. If you see her again, don't look her in the eyes, use all your defenses. Go. The Queen is waiting for you."
 
    
 
   Shonith La walked up to the window. He could see the whole city from his room under the roof of the palace. The people of Lemuria were getting ready for work. Men and women, old people and children have all been working six days a week for the last three years to build the ark. 
 
   In ancient manuscripts, it was written that a great flood would come on the full moon of the fifth month of the three thousand fifth year.. And no one will be spared from its destruction. Shonith La, the oldest resident of Olmolungring kept it a secret for many years, supposing that it would be better for people not to know about the unavoidable catastrophe. Because there was no way to save themselves from it. But for the three years leading up to the foretold end of Lemuria, the young Aleur, his scientist, was able to work out ancient designs on golden plates and fashioned a flying machine. The vimanas helped the Lemurians build the huge ship. They could transport timber, carry heavy loads, and travel long distances in search of food- all thanks to the vimana. In order to survive on the ark, it would be necessary to stock up on provisions. Because no one could say for sure how long their travel would last. They dried fruits, prepared grains, and collected nuts. The ark was almost ready. And now Aleur had put it all at risk. The ark was planned as a huge vimana. And it ran on peoples' psychic energy. Pure energy. In order to move the colossus from the shallows, they would need the strength of all the Lemurians, united towards one goal. They were all needed to hold their thoughts and souls in purity. There was so little time left until the flood. And Aleur had lowered himself to contact with a sorceress. Shonith La shook his head. Youth! Carelessness, thoughtlessness! It would be good if Aleur succeeded to normalize himself before the foretold day.  The old man approached a small altar, that was built into the wall, in front of which, a bejeweled box sat.
 
   -        “O Great Rigden Djapo," quietly pronounced Shonith La, bowing his head and kneeling. “You gave us the Chintamani, saved us from degradation in the Dark Epoch of the sorcerers. You cannot abandon us now! I pray to thee, my Great Father, turn your merciful glance to poor Lemuria in this terrible hour!"
 
   -        “Keeper!" - called out a soft voice. Shonith La turned around. - "Keeper, people are ready to go to work. Everyone is waiting for you."
 
   -        "I will go now, Maret," said the old man, standing up. 
 
   Below, at the foot of the mountain on which Olmolungring was located, the ark builders had already gathered. 
 
   "Get on your vimanas!" - commanded Shonith La.
 
   The townspeople jumped to their boards, taking with them bags of provisions. 
 
   -        "Direct your focus to the blue triangle!" ordered the Keeper. "Now unroll the cylinders.  Let's take off! Don't hurry! "Be careful flying through the forest- don't harm anyone," and, having remembered something, added, "and do not remove your Qi defense. sorcerers never sleep."
 
   Hundreds of vimanas, one after the other, lifted up into the air at different heights, and flew in a motley flock to the ocean.  Several dozen city-dwellers with guilty faces shouldered their vimanas and marched to the forest in a narrow chain. Shonith La sighed. No matter how hard you try, you can't ensure the purity of all Lemurians' thoughts.
 
    
 
   Only Shonith La and members of the Council knew the exact date of the Flood. Most Lemurian citizens didn't really believe that their amazing city could be destroyed. But all the same, they all worked on the building of the ark nonstop, but hoping in secret that the Keeper had misinterpreted the ancient manuscripts and the Flood will never happen. Life in the city went on as normal.
 
   In the Queen's reception hall, preparations were being made for the celebration of the solstice.  Four times per year, all the people of Lemuria were invited to the palace to perform the holy "Dance of the Golden Apple," as their ancestors had called the Sun. This dance involved making a long chain of people, holding hands and singing the Hymn of the Sun. The big pink hall couldn't fit all the people of the Kingdom of course, and so an endless procession of singers flowed in and out of the palace at once. And thus all residents of Lemuria could bow to the Queen and touch the holy Chintamani stone. In order to organize such a long dance-procession, the servants of the palace carefully prepared the way to the royal throne for the townspeople. They couldn't allow any obstacle to break the chain, or interrupt the song.
 
   Every Lemurian awaited this holiday with impatience. It was possible for everyone to feel that they were a part of this legendary country. To  see the Queen and touch the blessed Chintamani, which could heal the body and purify the soul. After the general procession, the Lemurians went out into the streets, where tables were set. Songs, dances, and joy lasted until the morning. This holiday was to become a double. The day of the Golden Apple came on the same day as Queen Yuma and Aleur the engineer's engagement.
 
    
 
   -        "Tina! Have you sent for Doro?” cried the Queen. Pale, with circles under her eyes, she couldn't find herself.
 
   -        "Yes, your majesty. The Prince will be coming shortly," answered the servant.
 
   Nastia hadn't slept all night. And Aleur had never shown up. And in the morning, Shonith La came to her and said that three days from now will be a holiday. And as if that wasn't enough!
 
   -        “Doro, my sweet brother, at long last! I need your help." Aleur has disappeared. I don't know what to do!
 
   -        "Calm down, Yuma," said Doro.
 
   -         “Soon it will be a holiday, something about a Golden Apple, and I don't even know what to do. Shonith La was here," added the Queen, walking circles around the bedchamber.
 
   -        "Be not afraid, the Keeper will teach you everything. He knows that you've lost your memory.”
 
   -        "How?!” - Nastia clasped her hands and turned towards Tina. She answered with her eyes, "Tina!"
 
   -        "Your Majesty, I was made to tell the Keeper." 
 
   -        "That is clear. Well, what then, it's even for the better. No need to pretend," Nastia looked at Doro. "Did you see if Aleur has returned?"
 
   -        "He's returned," came the voice of Aleur. 
 
   -        "Aleur!” shrieked Nastia, and pushing her servant out of the way, threw herself at the doors.
 
   He bowed respectfully. Doro greeted the Prince. Nastia remained undecided.
 
   -        "Hi, Aleur! Where did you disappear off to?" he chirped.
 
   -        "I decided to spend the night in the forest. My vimana… broke," he said, lowering his head.
 
   -        "Aleur! I was so worried about you!" whispered Nastia, finally giving him a hug. Tina and Doro turned away. "Are you ok? Nothing happened to you?"
 
   -        “No, my Queen. I'm ok and came to say to you that I'm heading out to help build."
 
   -        "I'll come visit you, Aleur! Do you want me to bring you lunch?"
 
   -        "Come now, your Majesty, such behavior doesn't befit a Queen!" Aleur bowed and added in a whisper, "I will wait for you at our spot when the light begins to dim."
 
   Aleur left the Queen's bedchamber and went to his place. Having changed clothes, he armed himself as he should. This time, he won't allow that sorceress to come out on top. The cap with Qi herb will hide my thoughts. The mirrors on my clothing will ward off evil spirits. A bag of powder of the same herb will protect me from her intoxicating touch. He will chase that witch out of the Lemurian forest! 
 
    
 
   Guria watched Aleur preparing in her crystal ball. "The fool! He thinks his pathetic herb can stop her! Her, the Black Princess! It didn't occur to him that ever since he drank that love potion, his thoughts are under my control. And from the minute they kissed, she'd penetrated his very heart.” 
 
   Aleur left to a a clearing he'd been to before. He was covered with that damned mycenae from his head to his toe- since he couldn't fly, he had to walk through the tropical bush on foot. Looking around and seeing no sorceress, the young man rushed to a little brook. He squatted down and took off his hat and shirt, then tried to wash away the sticky, blue spots from his clothes and body.
 
   -        "Aleur!” came a ringing voice.
 
   He shivered. She was standing by the brook and laughing. Her naked body was barely covered by large, bright-orange tropical flowers. She had two small leaves on her breasts, connected with a strand of grass, and large leaf serving as a short skirt. Her black curls, mixed with the tender flowers, were attached to each other, covering her shimmering, tan skin.
 
   Aleur blinked his eyes. His heart beat like an alarm.
 
   -        "Away! Away from me, you cursed sorceress!" he reached for his bag of Qi herb, and sprinkled the precious powder around himself.
 
   -        "Aleur! Why are you trying to repel me?" asked Guria, laughing, then came closer. She took a handful of water, whispered something and splashed it on the powder. It gave off smoke and disappeared. "Aleur!"  Guria got right up close to him and looked him right in the eyes.
 
   In a last attempt to free himself from the spell, Aleur lowered his head into the icy brook. And at that very second, began to feel Guria's breath on his skin. Groaning from impotence, he turned around. And just then was captured under two black, laughing sorcerers.
 
    
 
   Guria celebrated her victory. She had a small table set with sweets and fruits, an unfinished glass of wine, and open books with gold binding. The princess was dancing in a shirt, with disheveled hair. In one hand, she had a pastry with a bite out of it and whipped cream, and in the other, she had a bunch of black berries.
 
   -        "Guria, can I come in?" came Yala's voice from behind the door.
 
   -        "Wait a sec, mom!" called out Guria, and swept the books under the table.  "Come in."
 
   -        "Hello, daughter! I missed you. The servants are saying that you've been going out. What are you doing?"
 
   -        "Mom, I'm just going on walks.” answered the princess, closing the book under the bed.
 
   -        "You're going on walks? You do know that you father has forbidden you to leave Groix?"
 
   -        "Oh, mom! There's a myriad of interesting things on earth other than 'Lucifer's Legacy,'" smiled Guria.
 
   -        "Like what?"
 
   -         "Well, love, for example..."
 
   -        "Are you in love, Guria?" came Yala, with joy in her voice, "who is he, tell me about it!"
 
   -        "No such thing, ma! It's he that is in love with me!"
 
   -        "And you?"
 
   -        "I command him."
 
   -        "You silly girl! Love is stronger than the sum of its parts. You will know the power of love, only when you've been in love yourself!"
 
   -        "Is that so? That means, what's been is still not love?..." wondered Guria. - "Are you sure that love can defeat magic?"
 
   -        "It's a law, my dear.
 
   -        "Does that mean your love is a stronger magic than the one which father taught me?"
 
   -        "One could say so, yes. Love is a great power."
 
   -        "I'll find it. I'm already half way there," promised the Princess.
 
   Yala sighed sweetly, looking at her black-haired child, and patting Guria on the head.
 
   -        "Mom, I'm tired," said Guria, pulling away.
 
   -        "Ok, Guria, I'll send servants to clean up," sighed Yala, kissing Guria, and leaving.
 
   "So that's the secret of great power- love! It must be mutual!" The Princess reached for the book. "We'll see..."
 
    
 
   After an hour, Guria looked into her crystal ball. Aleur was working on the building of the ark. Droplets of sweat were flowing down his neck, his shirt was completely soaked. His face expressed nothing. He was totally focused on bringing bags on board the boat.
 
   "The poor thing! He's suffering," thought Guria. "These Lemurians are strange. They're building an ark. They believe in ridiculous myths about the coming Flood. They believe in the victory of good over evil.... And even though the sorcerers had long since surpassed the development of the people of the sun, the stupid giants still felt pride in their "great history."
 
   And also, sorcerers have their own flying machines, made of iron- flügs, which run on black stones, with which Groix is rich. They have magic crystal balls, that allow them to see and hear anything they wish, independent of distance. The sorcerers know the secrets of making wine and gold. That yellow metal is valued by the Lemurians for some reason. But they don't value it for riches and power, or for decoration and jewelry, but just to make eternal books! Plates on which they leave their descendants unnecessary songs, proverbs and prayers! They are prepared to give their princesses to the hated Groisillions, just to write down idiotic fairy-tales on golden sheets! 
 
   Guria looked once more at the ship, skeptically. A bulky, wooden,gorilla. They say it's powered by pure psychic energy... "Don't kill, don't lie, don't steal, don't practice witchcraft..." what garbage! Why always chase after purity of soul, if you can just steer a flying machine with black water and save yourself from any flood. And then go back to living at your own pleasure. 
 
   Well, ok, it's time to find out what her smitten sister feels... Guria took a crystal flask from the table. She slowly opened it, and poured out a dark-brown liquid into a glass of wine, and looking at Aleur's reflection in the mirror, she drank it all. Nasty stuff. Stings the tongue. 
 
    
 
   


  
 

Chapter 15. Betrayal
 
    
 
   Queen Yuma opened the door to her bedchamber. It was quiet in the corridor. She slipped out of her room, and throwing on a cloak, she walked quickly to the back door. The palace slept. From out the window, the voices of night birds and cicadas drifted in. The air was cool and smelled of lavender.  
 
   Yuma flew out of the palace. The humid Lemurian night was warm and starry- it embraced the Queen. A night moth brushed her face with its wing. The blast of wind sent petals of blooming flowers shooting from above. She got out into a clearing, lit by moonlight, and Yuma stopped and looked around. 
 
   - "My Queen!" came a familiar voice. Aleur walked out of the bushes.
 
   -        "Aleur!” she said in a suddenly hoarse voice. They embraced and stood in silence for a while. Then he stepped back, looked at her and quietly laughed:
 
   -        "Yuma!" You're covered in flowers! Why didn't you use the path? You look like a bouquet!...  My flower! The most beautiful flower in the world! Your eyes are two beautiful, blue elira buds, your skin is like karata leaves, your lips are like rose petals, your hair..."
 
   -        "Stop it!" whispered Yuma. 
 
   -         "I'll never stop!" he smiled. You're the most beautiful woman in the world!  I love you so much..."
 
   She closed his mouth with her palm. And just then he began to kiss her hand.
 
   Yuma pulled away, looked directly into his eyes and said:
 
   -        "I love you too, Aleur! I never loved anyone before you.  I'm so happy that I found you. I want to stay with you forever, my whole life, until I die..." cutting off there. "What if we're suddenly separated.... And I return to my own time. And everything will disappear- Lemuria, my unearthly beauty, and him!" - "I cannot live without you, Aleur!" - she sobbed.
 
   -        "Come on now, Yuma, it's a bit early for us to be thinking about death! Please stop, I can't stand to watch you cry."
 
   -        "I'm not talking about death."
 
   -        "Then what are you talking about?" "We'll be getting married soon, and we'll live a long and happy life together." "Then what grieves you, my beloved?" - he asked.
 
   -        "Aleur, I think something bad will happen soon..."
 
   -        "Are you talking about the flood? Don't think about it! Maybe Shonith La simply made a mistake in the translation of the ancient books, and there won't be a flood. But even if there will be," we've built a great ark."
 
   He started kissing her again. Fast, elusive memories flashed before her eyes once again. She made one more attempt to slip out of her sweet captivity, but a warm wave, spreading out across her whole body from the kisses, deprived her of her strength. Clinging to one another, they fell down into the grass. And nothing- not a cool evening rose, not the cries of night birds, nor the light of the moon could calm them. Aleur and Yuma became one. At that moment, there were no happier people on earth...
 
    
 
   Guria threw the crystal away. She clenched her fist so tight that her fingernails pierced into her palm. That cursed Lemurian! He had betrayed her! He had betrayed her with his spindle-legged Queen. Damn! Damn! Damn! The Princess threw a glass from the table in rage. Landing on the soft carpet, the glass didn't break. Infuriated, Guria stomped it into dust. She looked around the room in search of something else to break. Finding nothing breakable, the Princess began to throw things about, pound on the walls and stomp her feet. Gold and silver dishes flew around the room. Books flew into pieces. Her clothes and bed-sheets were trampled. She stomped the pastry on the floor. Picking up a silver pitcher, Guria planned to make her mayhem complete by throwing it at the big crystal chandelier. At that moment, the door to the room swung open without a knock.
 
   -        "Who would dare disturb me?!" bellowed Guria, meeting her unwanted guest with a convulsing face.  Seeing Grino, she threw the pitcher at his head. The Prince deftly dodged it. The pitcher loudly hit the wall and fell.
 
   -        "Having fun, sister of mine?" 
 
   -        "Get the hell out of here, you filthy bastard! Away from my room!"  screamed Guria. She picked up the gold dish from the floor.
 
   Grino caught the dish and with a wry grin, gave a nasal drawl,
 
   -        "I said ooouuut!" "You're so incensed!  And all because of some Lemurian!"
 
   Guria froze.
 
   -        "What did you say?"
 
   -        "What you heard. You think only you've got a crystal ball?" grunted Grino.
 
   -        "You... You were spying on me! You vile sorcerer!" 
 
   -        "You're also spying on someone... In Lemuria," retorted the Prince.
 
   -        Guria tried to hold herself back. “That filthy Grino! How much does he know?  Did he just hear about Aleur, or...". The Princess crossed her arms behind her back. "He isn't supposed to read my thoughts."
 
   -        "What, Guria, baby, are you afraid that I'm reading your thoughts?" - came Grino, with an air of superiority. He openly enjoyed confusing his sister. - "Do you think I'll give away your terrible secret?"
 
   -        "What secret could you be referring to?" inquired Guria, trying to speak softly.
 
   -        "What, do you have a lot of them?" asked the Prince, raising his eyebrows. "I know the most important one. Not the one you thought. Who you sleep with is your own personal matter. I know another one. A government secret."  Grino made a pregnant pause.  "About your plan for a coup. You are preparing just that, yes Guria? You want to replace our daddy on the throne of Groix! Get the crown, and Lemuria! No more, no less!”  Grino fell silent, watching as Guria became pale.
 
   -        "How did you find out? Because I made a protective circle! You couldn't have seen me in your crystal ball!" whispered Guria. Her cheeks were burning in a feverish blush, and her hands were trembling.
 
   -        “What naivety! Your highness, you're totally obsessed with magical spells! You drink a love potion, not noticing that you fell in love hard long ago.” – And ignoring Guria's gestures of opposition, he continued,  "you're still just in love! Your head is spinning, sister of mine! You cast a defense against spells, but don't take care to look around when you leave the palace."
 
   -        "You... you were following me?!" said Guria, taken aback.
 
   -        "Yes, my sweet, I simply watched where you were going, and found your books."
 
   -        "You vile bastard! Spy!" the Princess's thin lips were trembling from anger, in her black eyes, flickered an unkind flame.  
 
   -        "Oh my! How much passion! It's too bad that you're losing him," grinned Grino, - "you're the spy here!" "Watching over Yuma."
 
   -        "Why didn't you use the books?" asked Guria. - "What stopped you?"
 
   -        "Only a half-blood can act with the help of these spells, like you, the daughter of a sorcerer and a Lemurian!  It's your Lemurian half that lets you not drop dead when coming near the Stone," said Grino, shaking his head.
 
   -        "What do you want?" 
 
   -        "You know what I need, Guria!" he came closer.
 
   -        "Not for anything!" recoiled the Princess. "How could you! We are brother and sister!"
 
   -        "Look who's talking about ethics and morality now!" guffawed Grino, stepping even closer.
 
   -        "Get out of here!" 
 
   -        "Alright," hatred was burning in Grino's eyes, "I'll go to our father right now and tell him what his beloved daughter was thinking," he turned to leave.
 
    Guria clenched her jaw, until her teeth creaked.
 
   -        "Wait!"
 
   -        "Have you changed your mind?" The nasty grin reappeared on the Prince's face. He put his arms around Guria's waist.
 
   -        "Wait, Grino. Not now." 
 
   -        "Don't think you can tell me what to do, sister of mine!"
 
   -        "I don't think so, Grino. Let's say... In four days." 
 
   -        "So long? Well, OK," he led his finger across her neck, "I'll be waiting. But not a day more, Guria, do you understand?"
 
    Guria nodded.
 
    -  "You won't regret it, your highness!" - he kissed her and left the bedchamber.
 
   Guria, frowning, wiped off her lips and grabbed her head in her hands. She would have to do something, and quick! She simply couldn't allow that pimply freak to touch her again! But he knew about the Stone! If he tells father... it's scary to even imagine what kind of rage Gorr will fly into. What to do, then? The Princess sat in her armchair and mulled it over. 
 
   After a half-hour, she had made a decision, and she called into a bluebell.
 
   -        "Clean this up," she ordered a servant. "I'm going on a little walk. And don't even think of snitching that I went out at night. I'll kill you."
 
   The frightened servant darted aside to allow Guria to leave the room.
 
    
 
   Yuma awoke in a great mood. The preceding night had been the most magical night of her life.  Aleur was so tender, and kind; and they were so good together that all her fears and doubts went away. Queen Yuma had already hidden away the far away and strange Nastia Astakhova in the farthest corner of her memory, so she wouldn't come up and spoil a beautiful moment. There were never enough of these moments left. God is with them, with Shambhala, with the trip through time, and reincarnation. She was happy and didn't want to think about anything else.
 
   The Queen sweetly lay back on her bed, and turning around, saw breakfast on the side table. After she sat up, she filled up both cheeks with fruits and nuts, drinking their juice There was a gentle knock at the door.
 
   -        “Yes, Tina, you can come in!” sang Yuma.
 
   -        "Good day, your Majesty!"
 
   -        "Morning, Tina!" chuckled the Queen.
 
   -        "No, your Majesty. It's already noon. You slept very late today."
 
   -        "Noon?! Quick, take me to wash up! I wanted to bring Aleur lunch!"  exclaimed Yuma, jumping up.
 
   -        "Come now, your Majesty! You ought not bring lunches to people. Order me to do it," retorted Tina.
 
   -        "You silly girl! I don't do it because I have to- I like it! Because he'll be my husband soon!"
 
   She quickly washed up and ate breakfast on the way.  She slipped into a simple green dress with embroidery, and somehow drew a blue triangle on her chest- the royal defense from sorcerers, and  picking up the bundle of lunch brought by Tina, she ran out of the palace.
 
    
 
   Quietly singing, Yuma waded through the tropical forest toward the sea. The midday sun was hot, and branches whipped her cheeks. But the happy Yuma didn't notice a thing. Her heart was singing. Everything around her seemed beautiful. Of course, it was a shame that she couldn't use a vimana. It would've been much faster on one. Though walking does have its charm. You can appreciate nature. The Queen stopped for a second, listening to the roll-call of the forest birds. The melodic trills suddenly seemed to merge with distant human voices. She made a few steps in their direction. She was really hearing voices. Strange! Who could be in the forest at this hour? Because all the Lemurians are working pretty far away from here. Yuma stepped away from the path. The voices became clearer.  Approaching the small clearing, she looked out of the bushes and saw... Aleur! He was laying on the grass, naked, and next to him was a beautiful, tanned stranger. Yuma, motionless, leaned closer to the huge tree trunk.  
 
   -        "Aleur, isn't Yuma great?" asked the stranger.
 
   -        "Guria, I beg you!" answered Aleur, and Yuma's knees grew weak from his voice. She slowly slid down to the ground.
 
   -        "I know, you don't want to talk about her, your conscience is tormenting you.  My noble, honest giant!" chuckled Guria.
 
   -        "I am guilty before her! I am so guilty before her! What have you done to me, Guria? You know I love her!" exclaimed Aleur. Yuma shrank behind the tree, as if from a blow.
 
   -        "You can say that again!" snorted Guria. "What are you doing here then? You're just living in the past. You loved her at some point..."
 
   -        "I love her with all my heart!" screamed Aleur. Yuma closed her eyes and wanted to die at that very instant.
 
   -        "Only with your heart?" said Guria in a languid tone. "Because, you've slept with her. You have slept with her, right Aleur? Admit it! By the way, you don't have to admit it, I already know. Well, tell me, which one of us is better. Will you say again that she is perfection?  Can your perfection do this? ... Or this?... Or what about this?...”
 
   Aleur moaned.
 
        Yuma, blinded by tears, got up and walked away. But she kept hearing the conversation from the clearing over and over again in her head. Trying to rid herself of the delusion, she ran. The Queen rushed headlong over hill and dale. Breaking branches, and being painfully scratched by thorny bushes, and silently whispering "no," Yuma would stop, then run again, until she finally lost the road. When she got to the edge of the forest, she saw that the Palace was still far away, and the sun was already on the wane. Not noticing the bruises on her face, or her ripped dress, the Queen slowly trudged toward the city, clutching the lunch she had brought to her chest.
 
   -        "Your majesty! My God! What happened?!" Tina rushed out to meet the Queen. “Your face is covered in blood, your dress is ripped!”
 
   Yuma hid herself in her bedchamber, slamming the door behind her.
 
   Here, where no one could see her, she sat right on the floor and began to cry. He had deceived her! Betrayed her despicably. The pain was so great that it was hard to breathe. The tears ran in a river.  How happy she had been just a few hours earlier! And how fleeting was this bliss! 
 
   -        "I would give everything on earth to have that Aveduk take me now!"  whispered Yuma. "Just to forget everything! Just to forget. Everything- Lemuria, Shambhala, and most importantly- him!
 
   The Queen sat down on the floor for a long time, so much that her legs and arms fell asleep, thought not dropping the bundle with lunch. Yuma turned to stone, forgetting who she was, and where she was. Just then, a knock came at the door.
 
   -        "Leave! Everyone leave!" screamed Yuma.
 
   -        "It's me, Yuma!" came the Prince's voice. The door opened.
 
   She raised her eyes. Doro threw himself around her neck.
 
   -        "Yuma! My dear sister! What's wrong with you? What happened? Who hurt you?"
 
   -        "Doro! Doro! My sweet boy, I'm so unhappy!" whispered the Queen.
 
   -        “Who? Who made you hurt, Yuma? Tell me!” tears welled up in Doro's eyes.
 
   -         "Aleur," let out Yuma with difficulty. "He's... seeing another woman."
 
   -        "Another woman? Impossible! There are no women better than you in all Lemuria, Yuma. I'm sure it's a mistake!" 
 
   -         "I saw them I saw them myself, with my own eyes. They... were kissing... in the forest."
 
   -        "Kissing?! How could he... I wanted to call him my brother after your marriage! How could he! Let's go, we'll tell Shonith La. the Council will send him to the mines of Groix!"  Doro exclaimed, clenching his fist.
 
   -        "No, Doro. I will not go complain to the Council. I'm still the Queen, afterall," she smiled at her brother, and stood, drying her tears. "I had a different idea. Let's go, Doro."
 
   -        Yuma, you can't leave looking like that," said the Prince, looking on with pity.
 
   The Queen walked up to the mirror. The smoky glass reflected a disheveled, teary-eyed young woman, with eyes full of despair. There was a scratch on her cheek.
 
   -        "Doro, call Tina! I need to get myself in order," explained the Queen in an even voice.
 
    
 
   Chapter 16. The Friends
 
    
 
   Lemuria was preparing for the Festival of the Sun. The townspeople took a break from their labor to decorate their homes with wreathes of flowers. The palace servants were cleaning the roads for the Great Procession. A pre-festival bustle reigned throughout the town- songs and laughter floated through the air. Sweets and cookies were baking, causing the whole city to smell like a mixture of flowers and baked goods.
 
   Aleur climbed the steep slope, breaking from the road. He was depressed.  There were dark circles under his eyes.  His face grew lean- many sleepless nights of fasting and punishment lay ahead of him. But this didn't upset the  young Lemurian. Yuma! Queen Yuma, oh what a tormented heart. His dearest beloved- the greatest woman on earth! He had betrayed her. The woman who had placed all her faith in him!
 
   Aleur walked up to a small, painted cottage. There were grapevines growing on the walls. Out of the window came the clattering of dishes and a singing woman's voice. Perhaps he had come in vain? Why spoil the festive mood? Aleur remained undecided. A sweet-looking blonde leaned out of her window.
 
   -        "Aleur! What are you doing standing in front of the door! Come in!"  she exclaimed.
 
   -        "Hey, Greta!" 
 
   -        "Hey-hey! Tamil!"  she shouted into the depths of the room. – "Tamil!! Aleur's here!"
 
   Aleur came into the house. Here it was just as it always had been. Wooden furniture, made by the owner, carved into fanciful, swirling patterns. The chairs, the cupboards and the tables were all made by the hand of the greatest living Lemurian woodworker. On the floor lay painted, wicker mats. The walls were painted with scenes from ancient legends. This was a fairy-tale house for wizards, not the home of a carpenter and a teacher. There was disorder as usual. In the center of the room was a half-finished rocking-twing, a mountain of sawdust and tools lying about- in the corner was an unfinished landscape painting. Things were lying all around.  
 
   -        "Aleur! Hey, buddy!" - rang out a familiar, almost husky voice.  A long-haired bearded man flew out of his bedroom on a vimana.  Black breeches covered his legs to the knee. Below that, there was nothing. 
 
   -        "Hello, Tamil! Long time no see!"  Aleur extended his hand to his old friend. Tamil hovered on his vimana so as to be at the same height as Aleur.
 
   -        "Well, sure.  You've become such a bigwig, that you don't have time to complain about being here anymore."  Answered Tamil.  "How are you? You look unwell. Are you tiring of the ark?"
 
   -        "Yes.  And no. More or less... How are you though?"
 
   -        "We, as you see, are doing fine. Ever since you created the vimana, I feel like a full person. I can help my wife, and sometimes, I can even help building. On the carpentry parts. But I didn't see you there. Are you preparing for your marriage?"  Tamil winked, poking his friend in the side. Aleur went pale.
 
    - "Has something happened? Let's get some fresh air."  He steered his vimana toward the overgrown veranda.
 
   -        "Boys! Do you want to drink some juice before dinner?"  Called Greta,  a proper, rosy-cheeked, plump beauty, with an obviously round belly.
 
   -        "Yes, dear, could you bring us some?"  Answered Tamil.
 
   -        "Don't tell secrets without me! I'm coming right now!" She shouted from the kitchen.
 
   -        "Are you expecting a baby?" 
 
   -        "Forgive me, I should have said. We haven't told anyone yet. I hope everything will end well this time," said Tamil.
 
   Aleur felt guilty. They had lived through so much tragedy- first Tamil's construction accident, then Greta lost a newborn baby... Why had they deserved such problems?
 
   -        "Aleur! I'm here!"  Tamil touched his friend on the shoulder.
 
   -        "Yes, Tamil! Congratulations! Let us pray that all will turn out well! Greta has simply blossomed," said Aleur.
 
   -        "Yes, she's much better than last year. We cried from happiness when we found out she was pregnant again. Shonith La says that our baby's soul has returned... So, what was it you wanted to talk about?" 
 
   The young engineer fell silent for a while and proclaimed:
 
   -        "I'm a scoundrel."
 
   -        "That's quite a statement!"  Exclaimed Tamil.  "What did you do?"
 
   -        I betrayed Yuma," let out Aleur, almost silently.
 
   -        "You betrayed Yuma?! With who?!"   Tamil rolled his eyes.
 
   -        "With a princess of Groix," sighed Aleur.
 
   -        “With who?!" 
 
   -        Yes, with a sorceress," groaned Aleur, lowering his head.
 
   -        "Aleur..." Tamil trailed off.  "You've been to Groix?" 
 
   -        "No, we met in the forest."
 
   -        "You... She put a spell on you, right? That must be it!" Exclaimed Tamil, becoming quiet.
 
   -        "I don't know where to turn, Tamil"
 
   -        "If you admit it, the Council will send you to the mines!"
 
   -        "I already told Shonith La. He has punished me with fasting and healing by the Stone.”
 
   -        “But... Well, meeting with a sorceress is a crime against the state!"  gasped Tamil in horror.
 
   -        "I am too valuable to Lemuria right now," laughed Aleur.  "But that's not what's eating me up, Tamil. Yuma! Yuma is what's important! I've... continued to see Guria. And I can't do anything about it."
 
   -        "Guria. The daughter of Yala and Gorr? The Black Princess!"  Tamil paled.
 
   -        "Yes. Every time I promise myself to refuse her... but when I see her eyes, her skin, her hair..."
 
   -        "Are you in love with her?"
 
   -        "I love Yuma!"  shouted Aleur.
 
   -        "Shhh! Greta is listening. Of course you love Yuma. But all the same... " Tamil lowered his voice and asked, his eyes narrowing conspiratorially, "Aleur, how is it- with a sorceress?" 
 
   Aleur was getting ready to answer when Tamil suddenly fell loudly to the floor.
 
   -        "I told you not to fly so high," sighed Aleur, helping his friend back up.
 
   -        "You couldn't have invented a better fuel for the vimana than pure thoughts?" asked Tamil, rubbing his bruised arm. "I'm always getting covered with bumps and bruises. Forgive me! You came for help, and I..." 
 
   -        "No need to ask forgiveness, Tamil. It is me who has sinned, and I cannot judge you," said Aleur, shaking his head.
 
   -        "Ah, here's the juice!" Greta came into the room  "I heard a noise. What, did that restless fellow," she said, looking kindly at her husband, "fall off his vimana again? In that case, I'd risk to venture that you were talking about women!"  She made a mockingly stern expression.  "Admit it!"
 
   -        "We admit it! We were talking about women's charms and I fell to the floor," let out Tamil, implicating himself. 
 
   -        "Alright. For a soon-to-be-groom, it's OK," she winked at Aleur.  "How is Yuma? I haven't seen her in a hundred years. Those lessons with Doro have been taking up all my time. There's never any time to go see my friends."
 
   Aleur drank his juice and got ready to leave. As soon as Greta  had asked him to stay for dinner, he refused, excused himself and left their generous home.
 
   -        "Aleur, we never came to an agreement," shouted Tamil after him.
 
   -        "I'll be back in a few days," promised the engineer, and ran up the slope to the road.
 
   -        "What's with him?" Asked Greta in surprise. "Is he sick or something?"
 
   -        "Of course not. He's just worried about the wedding.”
 
   -        "Аhh! Well, that I get," laughed Greta.  "They're a good couple, Yuma and Aleur, don't you think? They're gonna have beautiful children," she said, glancing at her own stomach.  "Our kids will play together, like we once did..."
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 17. Engagement
 
    
 
    In the meeting hall, the Council of Lemuria had gathered for an emergency session.  Twelve people- six men and six women in work clothes took their places at the round table. Their vimanas were standing at the ready against the marble wall. The Elders hadn't even had time to wash up after coming from work. They discussed in muted tones what might happen at the end of the day, on the eve of the festival.  Shonith La called them all straight from work. That must have meant something serious had taken place.
 
   The Queen of Lemuria entered the hall. The members of the Council stood up to meet her. Pale, in a severe dress, with her hair combed smooth, and no jewelry, Yuma was unrecognizable. The Elders looked at one another. Shonith La invited them all to sit with a sweep of his hand.
 
         - "Respected Councilors!"  He began, "her Majesty would like to make an announcement."
 
   -        "As you know, I refused to carry out the will of the Council," Yuma slowly annunciated.
 
   The Councilors looked at each other again. The recent refusal of the Queen to marry Grino had been a catastrophe. It threatened to destroy the ancient union between Groix and Lemuria. But Yuma hadn't wanted to listen. What kind of surprise could she have in store?
 
   -        "I have changed my decision. I will not be the wife... of the engineer Aleur," she stammered, stumbling over his name, "I will be marrying the heir of Groix."
 
   The Councilors listened in stunned silence.
 
   -        "That's not all," continued the Queen.  "I want to be engaged to Grino as soon as possible, namely, as had been planned, tomorrow at the Festival of the Sun.
 
   -        "But your Majesty!"  Objected Council Member Rasha, a gray-haired man with a well defined body, "your Majesty, the Lemurians are expecting your engagement to Aleur tomorrow! How will we explain the change of groom to the subjects?"
 
   -        "No need to explain a thing. They will be happy. I know what the people say about me. They consider me a capricious little girl. Which means, one more light-minded act won't surprise them in the slightest.”  Yuma paused.  "I think the Council will be more than capable of running the government until Prince Doro reaches the age of majority. That was all I wanted to say. Forgive me for calling you to convene so hastily.”  She stood up.  "We will see each other tomorrow. Good bye." And Yuma left the meeting hall, leaving the Council Members entirely confused. They dispersed into the halls of the palace, but the Keeper of the Stone sat in the hall alone, holding his head in his hands.  He was thinking about something, breathing heavily and audibly repeating:
 
   -        "Poor girl... poor girl..."
 
    
 
   She signed the paper canceling the engagement with the engineer, and drank two glasses of sleep-inducing mileoki, hoping it would help her forget until the morning...
 
   The clock rang out eleven. The time was approaching for his date with Yuma. Guilt squeezed Aleur's chest. He couldn't imagine looking into the eyes of his beloved. Tomorrow was the engagement. Tomorrow! How could he possibly be crowned with Yuma, while horribly deceiving her?  The young Lemurian sighed heavily.  No. Today or never! He should go today, on the eve of the day when they were to become groom and bride, to admit it all to her. He would tell her everything He would tell her about how he forgot his defense against sorcerers, and about Guria's enchanted drink, and about his own light-mindedness and weak will... Let her decide whether to forgive him, or refuse him. But he was sure he couldn't live with this any longer. He opened the door resolutely and saw an envelope with the Royal Seal on his doorstep. Running his eyes  over the message, the engineer shook his head in disbelief. He read it for a third time. The page with the seal read: "It is the command of Queen Yuma the First of Lemuria to conclude an engagement tomorrow, on the day of the Festival of the Sun, with the Prince-Heir of Groix, Grino. The earlier announcement of the engagement of the Queen to the engineer Aleur, son of Darin, is hereby canceled." Aleur's heart fell to the floor, then shot up and began pounding in his head. He stuffed the letter into his pocket and ran to the garden.
 
   The almost-full moon illuminated the familiar clearing. The cool wind was carrying the smell of flowers. Cicadas hummed.  The Queen was no where to be found. He ran around the whole garden. Standing a bit at the window of the Queen's bedchamber, he raised his head and saw a light. She's not asleep! Aleur flew up the stairs. 
 
   -        "Yuma! Open the door, please!"
 
   No answer came.
 
   -        "Yuma! Yuma! My beloved! Open the door, I have something to say to you!”  He began to bang with his fist on the locked doors, "open the door, please!"
 
   Tina appeared from the neighboring room in response to the noise.
 
   -        “My good engineer, her Majesty is asleep," she whispered.
 
   -        "Tina! Tina, tell me what happened!”  Begged Aleur.
 
   The servant lowered her eyes:
 
   -        "The Queen announced today at the Council, that she is canceling your engagement, and will be marrying Grino."
 
   -        "I know, but what happened?!"  A cold droplet dripped from Aleur's forehead, and hung on his thick eyelash like a tear.
 
   -        "I don't know. Her Majesty brought you lunch during the day, when you were working. And despite what she was told, she went alone...  When she came back she looked horrible, wearing a dirty dress... Something happened to her in the forest. She didn't say anything, but she brought the lunch back... Afterward, she deigned to convene the Council..." the more Tina said, the more Aleur grew pale. 
 
   -        “My God! She saw! She saw..." he leaned towards the wall.  "I must speak with her! I must!" And he began to knock on the door again.   "Yuma! My beloved!  Open the door! I can explain everything!"
 
   No sound came from the bedchamber. The proud Queen Yuma, barefoot, in a robe with disheveled hair was silently crying behind the door.
 
    
 
   -        "A messenger from Lemuria has arrived, Your Majesty!" Announced a butler to Gorr.
 
   -        "What has happened now? Why so late," growled Gorr, climbing out of bed and putting on his robe.  "Enter."
 
   A young Lemurian man came into the room with a letter, bound with the Queen's seal.  The King of Groix barely came up to the messenger's shoulder.
 
    Gorr mentally cursed. “I feel like a cockroach next to these Lemurian titans.”
 
   - "Give me the papers," ordered Gorr.  "Let's hope you've brought good news.”
 
    After he unfolded the letter, Gorr laughed. "Ah! That damned girl! I knew it!"  And after looking suspiciously at the messenger from top to bottom, he said, "go, say that we will be attending the Festival. Make sure for Shonith La to take care of the Stone! The messenger  bowed in silence and left.
 
   Gorr read the message for a third time, rubbing his hands together. “She finally agreed. What a capricious little girl! The race of the sorcerers had made itself felt.  She's quite stubborn and headstrong.  It's a shame to be mixing the blood of close relatives, but that's how it happened- Lemuria has no other princesses. We must make due with a wedding between my own children, though from different wives.” Gorr clapped his hands. A servant appeared.
 
   -        “Go tell the members of the royal family. Tomorrow we'll be going to Lemuria for the Festival of the Sun. And call for Prince Grino.”
 
   The servant disappeared. After a few minutes, the Prince appeared at the door in a nightcap and gown.
 
   -        "You called, father? What happened? I was already in bed," snuffled Grino.
 
   -        "Tomorrow you are to become the groom of Queen Yuma."
 
   -        "I must have misheard. You said that the engagement is canceled, and she will marry one of her own,"  snickered the Prince.
 
   -        "She has changed her mind. A messenger brought this invitation to the Festival and a contract for your engagement."
 
   -        “What wonderful news!"  exclaimed Grino in joy, "absolutely worth crawling out of my warm bed."
 
   -        "I suppose you were in bed alone, right?  You haven't grabbed yourself another servant-girl, have you?" Squinted Gorr.
 
   -        "What are you talking about, your Majesty?"
 
   -        "Good, good! But remember! None of that after the engagement until after the wedding. Your bride will live here, in Groix until the wedding. So, in other words, no servant-girls! After you're married, do as you wish."  Said the King.  "Go. And don't get too worked up about this at night. We've got a hard day ahead of us tomorrow. We will be spending a few hours near the Stone. So, make sure to get a good  night's sleep.
 
    
 
   Yala was very worried. Gorr had agreed to take her to Olmolungring! For the first time in twenty years she would be returning to the house where she was born! She will see her children- Yuma and Doro!  Yala hadn't even dared to dream of such a thing! 
 
   Gorr wasn't a bad husband, he just loved her in his own way, he often made her gifts and spent three times more time with her than with his other wives. But the King of Groix had always refused her pleas to visit Lemuria. The poor Yala suffered from not seeing her son and daughter. They were taken away right after birth and raised in the family of Shonith La. Since then, Yala had only heard about her children through rumors- many women like to spy on the Lemurian palace through their crystal balls for fun. But Yala had no such crystal ball. She and sorcery did not get along. But then, a great surprise, the engagement of Grino and Yuma. And Yala was allowed to be present. She felt conflicted. She was glad  that she was finally seeing her children. And the thought that Yuma would be moving to Groix warmed her heart. If only it wasn't for Grino. The Prince was a particularly horrible scoundrel and lech. 
 
    
 
   Guria dressed with special care. She rarely spent so much time in front of a mirror. Because she was already the most beautiful woman in Groix, even if she never combed her hair, and walked around with it matted. The whole population of the Kingdom, with the exception of Yala, couldn't hold a candle to her.  But on this day, she would have to be looking her best. She had to outshine all the beauties of Olmolungring.  Only stupid people think that women try to be pretty to impress men. Nonsense! A woman's envy is an evil whispering voice from behind her back, combined with confidence in their own superiority- this is the most important force in female attractiveness. Guria smiled dreamily. Aleur would be there.  And Yuma! She looked at her own reflection, taking in her beauty. The white dress contrasted well with her tan skin. Her smoothed out curls gave her an innocent look. Only her eyes gave away her true nature- black with a mysterious shimmer, without pupils.
 
   Guria hurried into the yard, where the royal family had already gathered. Gorr, all his wives, children and servants were already sitting in the flying machine. The Princess jumped in to the huge iron ball- the flüg. The servant closed the door. At that second, the iron monstrosity groaned, let out a puff of smoke, and flapped off into the air.
 
    
 
   In Olmolungring, the Festival was reaching a climax. The living chain of  people was pulling itself into the palace, leaving out the other door, and scattering out in a colorful throng of citizens. The streets and city squares were bursting with  long tables filled with wonderful dishes. The Lemurians bustled about- their children ran, and songs were heard, interspersed with joyful voices. The great choir procession was already nearing its end, the last citizens who had not gotten to touch the Chintamani and see the Queen hurried to fulfill their custom. There had been rumors flying all day that Yuma had canceled her engagement to the engineer Aleur, and would be marrying a sorcerer. The surprised townspeople were trying to figure out this unexpected change as they passed through the Pink Hall and looked in her Majesty's eyes, though in secret. The Queen seemed wonderful and calm, she smiled, greeting her subjects. An attentive eye would have noticed her abnormal pallor, and circles under her eyes. But the people were too distracted by their beloved festival to seriously consider the personal dealings of the Queen. They were simply satisfied that Yuma had reconsidered, and would be fulfilling her obligations in giving her hand to the heir of Groix. 
 
    
 
   After the final residents of Olmolungring had touched the Chintamani, Shonith La took the Stone from its special pedestal and commanded that the box be brought. Yuma, when she saw it, slightly raised her eyebrow. It was the very same box from the Museum of Shambhala, the one found by Margo. But the Queen was surprised to find that she couldn't care less. How far away now seemed those Altai adventures! She remembered how fantastic the Katun had looked on that day, and how nice the 21st century had been, and everyone who was still there...
 
    After locking the Stone in the box, the Keeper brought the relic to the farthest corner of the palace garden, wrapped it in a silver canvas, and buried it in the ground. This way, the Chintamani would do less harm to the sorcerers. This was the condition of Gorr. But even in the ground, the Stone was dangerous to the Groisillions, so the engagement would have to be done very quickly. Sorcerers can only stand to be near the Defender of Lemuria for two hours at most. Everything would have to be hurried.
 
    
 
   Yuma met her guest on the square in front of the palace. She was in a luxuriant dress, along which she had sewn protective shields. An amulet hung on her chest. It contained three, huge black pearls, sewed together with golden thread, and enclosed in a golden triangle. 
 
   Aleur looked at Yuma with longing from behind the courtiers' backs. He tried to approach her several times, but Shonith La and Doro, as if trying to spite him, did not leave the Queen's side even for a second. So, the young engineer had no way to meet eyes with his beloved. 
 
   They all awaited the arrival of the Groisillions. Finally, with a hum and hiss, the huge, steaming flüg set down on the square. It plopped down on the grass. It gave off pungent exhaust fumes. The guests began to leave through the doors which had materialized to the side. The Queen noted to herself how ugly the sorcerers were. 
 
   -        "I greet You!"  Pronounced Yuma, bowing.
 
   -        "We are very glad to visit Lemuria for such a solemn occasion," answered Gorr, "allow me to introduce the members of my house." 
 
   "How strange," thought Yuma, looking at the King of Grois, "that is my father... What a flawed face."
 
   -        "This is my second wife, Morana, and her sons, Aleese and Megur. This is my third wife..."
 
   Yuma bowed and smiled at each equally. "I wonder which of them will be my husband? How strange it is to feel nothing. As if I've been burned out from the inside."
 
   -        "Good day, your Majesty!"  Came a nasal voice. Before her stood a pudgy, pimply freak.  "I am happy that I will be calling you my wife."
 
   "So, that freak is Grino? Well, I guess I do care after all..." thought Yuma.
 
   -        "Greetings, Prince! I am also glad, that I will become the bride of the Prince of Groix," said Yuma in a monotone, smiling indifferently.
 
   -        "Yuma! Yuma! Look!"  Doro pulled on her sleeves. She looked to where he was pointing and saw a tall, beautiful blonde. Doro couldn't hold himself, and breaking etiquette, cried out,
 
   -        "Mama!"  and threw himself at Yala, pushing the sorcerers aside.
 
   They embraced each other and cried. Yuma walked up to them. Such a strange feeling. Her mother. A stranger. Not knowing what to say, Yuma awkwardly extended her hand,
 
   -         "Greetings."
 
   -        "Greetings, daughter," whispered Yala through tears. "You're so grown up!"
 
   -        "I greet you, Queen!"  came a loud, mocking voice.
 
   Yuma turned and froze. Before her stood the same swarthy girl who had been in the forest with Aleur!
 
   -        "Guria, Yuma, Doro!"  Came Yala's trembling voice.  She took them all by the hand and brought them together, "finally, all my children are together with me!"
 
   Circles swam in Yuma's eyes, she stumbled and ripped her hand away.
 
   -        "That's no way for a Queen to act!"  fussed a courtier. 
 
   -        "Oh, don't worry about me," quietly came Yuma, "it must be the heat." And with a superhuman effort, she smiled, "I invite our guests into the Pink Hall!"
 
    
 
   The Council and the courtiers had already gathered in the pink hall.  The Queen entered the hall, accompanied by her entourage and sorcerers.
 
   -        "Great Council! Citizens of Lemuria!"  began Shonith La. "We have gathered here today to carry out our ancient custom. Today, on the day of the Festival of the Son, as had been appointed, we are glad to announce the engagement of Her Majesty the Queen of Lemuria, Yuma the First and..."
 
   -        “No!”  Rang out a desperate scream! Aleur,  pale and with burning eyes, pushed through the crowd and threw himself at Yuma's feet, "No! Your majesty! Hear me out!"
 
   Yuma went pale and looked at Shonith La. The sorcerers looked at one another. Guria bit her lip until it bled.
 
   -        "Aleur the Engineer! Stop!"  pronounced the Keeper. "The Queen has canceled her engagement with you. Do not bring shame on the name of your father!"
 
   -        "I am guilty!  Guilty! Yuma! Give me the chance to make it all right!"  Shouted Aleur.
 
   The courtiers whispered to one another.
 
   -        "It's too late to change anything," whispered Yuma, "get away from here, Aleur."
 
    The servants dragged the young Lemurian away.
 
   -        "Well well, quite the passionate one!"  snickered Grino.  And added, "That stone has squeezed all the juice out of me. I can barely stand."
 
   -        "Shh!" snapped Gorr. 
 
   -        "Father, isn't there any way to speed this procedure up?"  complained one of Gorr's daughters, "I can hardly breath the air here.
 
   -        "It's all that cursed Chintamani," agreed one of the wives.
 
   -        "You must endure," rasped Gorr. He was also breathing heavily, and having a hard time dealing with his proximity with the stone.
 
   All the Groisillions looked tired, and were covered with large drops of sweat. Everyone, except Yala and Guria.
 
   "Look over there! The half-blood doesn't care! She could even go to the Sanctuary of Lemuria!"  Whispered Grino. Gorr glanced at his daughter. She looked wonderful, and it appeared that she felt the same. Gorr smiled mysteriously.
 
   -        "Great Council!” Continued Shonith La. "I ask you to give your consent to the engagement of the Queen of Lemuria and the heir of Groix, prince Grino."
 
   -        "The Council consents to the engagement of Queen Yuma and Prince Grino," answered Councilor Rasha.  "But the Council is worried, who will rule Lemuria? Prince Doro is too young."
 
   -        "I am leaving the crown to Doro. The Prince's Regent will be Shonith La, as before. Governmental questions will be solved by the Council until Doro reaches the age of majority," Yuma replied wisely.
 
   -        "Very well. In that case the Council would like to announce the engagement of Queen Yuma and Prince Grino!"  Shonith La announced loudly. "Congratulate the bride and groom!"  And, taking the Queen by the hand, he led her to the Prince of Groix, linking their hands. Grino was barely tall enough to reach Yuma's shoulder.  "Sign here, your Highness, and here, Your Majesty..."
 
   Aleur turned to the wall.
 
   -        "Daughter! We can see each other all the time now," whispered Yala, "perhaps this can console you, though a little..." 
 
   Yuma looked indifferently at her.
 
   -        "I see that you are unhappy. But believe me, time heals all wounds..." said Yala, with tears in her voice.
 
   -        "Yala, stop talking nonsense!"  Interrupted Gorr.  "My children, I congratulate you!"
 
   -        "Congratulations! Congratulations!”  Came an echo from all sides, the peoples faces mixing into one. Yuma automatically smiled in return. Her head was completely empty of thought, and her soul was empty of feeling.
 
   Taking advantage of the general excitement, Guria slipped out of the crowd and walked up to Aleur. He was standing nearby, leaning on a column, and looking into the distance with an unseeing expression.
 
   -        "Aleur!”  She called.
 
   He snapped out of it, and, seeing Guria, stepped back and waved his arms.
 
   -        "Away! Cursed witch! Leave me! This is all because of you!"
 
   -        "Do not chase me away, Aleur," sang the Princess, walking up very close. "I can help you feel better."
 
   -        "You?! You are the reason I'm so unhappy in the first place! The Black Princess! Now I know why they call you that! You bring sorrow!"
 
   -        "I? Was it I who betrayed my future bride," snickered Guria.
 
   Aleur, losing his strength, sank into to a chair against the wall. Something white fell out of his pocket. The Princess picked it up and read it: "By the will of the Queen of Lemuria, the engagement is canceled..." 
 
   - "Give it back!"  Shouted Aleur, and snatched the letter away, "don't you
 
    dare read my letters! Get out of here!"
 
   Guria frowned. It was impossible to just talk with him. He had lost it. No matter, she'd just have to wait. She had time to wait. And when Yuma was neutralized (Guria snickered), the Black Princess would become Queen - then we'll see what that stubborn bastard would say.
 
   -        "You will be mine, Aleur!"  whispered Guria.  "You will become the master of Lemuria and Groix together with me!"   She left the engineer, and, turning around, she noticed with satisfaction that Yuma had seen them talking.  "It's nothing, sister of mine, in Groix, I'll put you in your place right quick." 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 18. The Bride of the Heir of Groix
 
    
 
   Aleur walked aimlessly along the festive streets. The joy around him only emphasized the despair that had filled his soul. Yuma was lost for good. From the moment of the engagement to the wedding, she will live in Groix. That meant that they wouldn't be seeing each other any more. Aleur looked from behind the doors as a colorful horde of sorcerers was carrying his beloved away with them. He watched that nasty little man Grino kiss her. He watched her say goodbye to the crying Doro. And he watched them load their crates into the steaming, flying ball... It all happened as if in a dream. What was there to do now? How to live after all that, which had happened? He had destroyed his own happiness... 
 
   -        "Aleur!”  Came a familiar voice, shaking him from his state. Tamil was blocking the way on his vimana.   "Aleur!"
 
   -        "Tamil.  I've... lost her," he raised his hurt eyes at his friend.
 
   -        "That means, it's true?! Greta and I weren't able to make it into the palace. Too many people, we didn't want to risk it. We only heard that Yuma had canceled the engagement..."
 
   -        "She's already in Groix, Tamil! She will marry Grino! She saw me with Guria. In the forest."
 
   -        "What are you saying?!"
 
   -        "Yes. Yesterday she canceled the engagement," he sighed, "and today... Today she is called the bride of that freak Grino! Because of me!"  He buried himself in his friend's shoulder.
 
   -        "Here, here," Tamil patted Aleur on the back, not knowing how to make him feel better.  "Let's go to our house, we can talk. Well, what, have you gone sour? She's not yet Grino's wife!"
 
   -        "She wouldn't even speak to me! And I begged her on my knees! Before all the courtiers, before the Council..." pronounced Aleur.
 
   -        "What do you want from her, Aleur? What would you do in her place?"  Tamil felt sorry for his friend.
 
   -        "I... don't know... I can't imagine..." wept Aleur, shaking his head.
 
   -        "Aleur! Let's not lose heart! You can find a way to Groix. Talk with her, explain everything. There's still a whole month until the wedding. Everything could still change!"   Tamil himself didn't much believe in what he was saying, but tried with all his might to cheer up his friend.  "Aleur, she still loves you, you know!"
 
   -        "She loves me... at least, she did love me..." hope flashed in Aleur's eyes.
 
   -        "Come to my place, Aleur, we'll figure it all out calmly. We need to figure out how to get to Groix," offered Tamil, and turned his vimana towards home.
 
   Aleur walked after him.
 
   An alarmed Greta met them at the doorstep.
 
   -        "Aleur! My God!" Your face is blank! Can it be true?" 
 
   -        "Yes, Greta, it is true," Tamil answered for his friend. And turning to Aleur, he said, "you should tell her about it, buddy." 
 
   -        "Yes, what happened?!" Burst out Greta.  "Where is Yuma? Why did they cancel your engagement? The neighbors are saying some nonsense about Yuma being in Groix..."
 
   -        "It is not nonsense," sighed Aleur heavily, "she got engaged to Grino."
 
   Greta, at a loss, looked at him.
 
   -        "Let's go inside. We'll tell you everything."
 
   And the friends hid themselves behind the door of the festival-decorated home.
 
    
 
   Yuma looked at the flüg with caution. Everything around trembled and groaned, it smelled of fire and burning metal. Inside there were comfortable seats for the passengers, covered with animal skins.  In the center was a console, behind which a servant was standing. He flipped some levers and the ball easily followed his command, turning whichever way he asked. The walls of the flüg turned  but the seats remained motionless. The difference in movement made her head spin.
 
   -        "Well then Yuma, now you're a member of our family!" shouted Gorr, patting her on the shoulder.
 
   -        "Praise Lucifer we'll not be flying to Lemuria again. That Chintamani took all my power away!"  Complained one of the Queens, drying her face with a handkerchief.  "Yeah, are we gonna land soon? My dress is covered in soot!"
 
   -        "We'll be landing shortly," answered a servant, lowering a lever. 
 
   The vehicle fell quickly to the ground. Yuma's soul seized. She dug her nails into her armrest.
 
   -        "Come now! Watch yourself!"  Noted Grino.  "Queen Yuma is not accustomed to such flights," explained the Prince, leaning his head toward his fiancée. Grino had bad breath. Yuma screwed up her lips into a smile in response. 
 
   There was a clap, then they fell gently to the ground. The doors flew open. The Queen of Lemuria came out onto a stone square before the palace. Before them opened a panorama of the land of the sorcerers. Grino handed the Queen a telescope to assist her.
 
    
 
   She quickly noticed that there wasn't enough light there.  Perhaps the reason for it was the dark walls of the Groix castle that looked like cliff walls. And also maybe the mountains here are just a lot higher than in Lemuria. There were almost no plants on the cliff walls. Maybe, the sensation of darkness became stronger in this wicked city. The island that the capital, Groix, was on was five times larger than Lemuria, and seemed to her uncomfortable and cold. The walls extended almost all the way down the sea shore. There were guards on the towers, protected by metal armor, and armed with what looked like bows. Below, by the gate of the castle, the poor and vagrants milled about, trying to get into the city. The homes of the Groisillions were huddled by the sea- each hut looked the same, made of black stones and divided from one another by high fences. The residents were swarthy, short people with frowning faces who were only concerned with their own business. Someone was driving a herd of small pale-blue sheep from the meadow- they were the one thing that was the same as Lemuria. Someone was dragging a net from the sea, and others were coming back from work in the mines. Yuma  noticed the last of them by the black dust on their faces. Far away, near the horizon, she saw smokestacks, puffing away. It seemed that the Groisillions had come quite a bit further than the Lemurians in terms of production development. The residents of Olmolungring were able to pearl, sew rugs, and create masterful pieces of woodworking. But all the same, their most basic occupation was gathering- everything they needed could be found in the forest. 
 
   - "Do you like our Kingdom, my newly-crowned sister?"  Asked Guria.
 
   -        "I prefer Lemuria," answered the Queen, cowering.
 
   -        "Nothing to worry about, you'll get used to it! Grino will help you with your longing..." answered the Princess. 
 
   -        "Guria, leave her alone!"  Cried Yala, approaching with tears in her eyes. Meeting and parting with Doro had truly upset her.  "Leave her alone, daughter! She doesn't feel well."
 
   Guria snorted and left the room, watching as her mother hugged Yuma.
 
   -        "Let's go, Yuma! I'll show you to your room," said Yala.
 
   -        "We're waiting for you at dinner," said Gorr, reminding Yala. - "I'm dying from hunger, that cursed Chintamani has left me completely drained!"  Adding to a servant, "Dinner! Now!"
 
    
 
   The table was bursting with food. The smells of excellently prepared food tickled her nostrils. The servants brought all new plates and pots. There were chops, and a whole baked lamb- roasted birds, and amazing sausages- huge fish and a myriad of delicacies she had never even heard of. There were ten saucers of each type of sauce.  Yuma suddenly remembered that she hadn't eaten anything since the day before. She looked at a servant. He placed a dish before her of nuts and whipped cream, decorated with berries. "Really now? Since she'd become Grino's fiancée?" Yuma asked for a clean plate, and having cut off a piece of fatty sausage and lamb herself, she covered it all in sauce and joined the table. Everyone sitting around the table ceased to chew. A deadly silence set in. 
 
   - "Yuma!"  Came Yala, breaking the silence, "daughter, what are you doing?!"
 
   -        "Eating," answered Yuma, continuing to eat, paying no attention to the general confusion.
 
   -        "For a Lemurian girl, you're full of surprises!" Admired Grino, "You eat meat!"
 
   -        "Well, I am only half Lemurian, after all," answered Yuma with a mouth full of sausage.
 
   -        "Atta girl!"  Came Gorr, looking victoriously at Yala, "what do you say to that, my bird-food-eating beloved? That's my blood!" Yala blinked her eyes in confusion.
 
   Guria frowned. “That gentle-giant cow wasn't as simple as she seemed. Maybe she could even do magic.”  Thought the Princess, looking intermittently at the center of Yuma's forehead. “She thinks in a different language!? Ancient Lemurian maybe?” Guria was confused. “What could she mean by 'this  dish reminds me of pot roast?' Who was Margo? Samir? Boris? Marina? Andrei? What kind of names were these? Lemurian? And Shambhala, what is that?...” Guria became lost in confusion while reading Yuma's thoughts. It was the first time she'd ever had this problem in her life. She could read Yuma's thoughts, even in a strange language. But the Black Princess was not able to understand the thoughts she was reading. And this made her even more wary. She would have to bring her plan into action as quickly as possible. 
 
   After dinner, Yuma was locked in her room. It was a huge room with a high vaulted ceiling.  The gray, cold walls were completely bare. Footsteps rang off the walls. Only one thing was there, a beautiful rug, obviously from Lemuria. The bed was small for Yuma's large frame. 
 
   That was it, she'd become his fiancée. The fiancée of that horrible man who raised a lump in her throat every time he came close. One month from now, he'd be her husband. For how long had the Teacher sent them here? And what would happen... if she were to live her whole life here? She'd have to live here, knowing that Aleur lived practically next-door in Lemuria. When she remembered the young engineer, tears welled in her eyes. How could he have betrayed her like that?! He'd even talked with Guria today in the throne hall. She saw how the Black Princess had embraced him. 
 
   At the same time, Tamil,  Greta and Aleur were working out a plan to sneak into Groix. It was quite the scheme. It seemed almost impossible! Though the sorcerers had nowhere to hide from the flood, Groix was defended on all sides both day and night- Gorr was too cowardly and suspicious. His servants, armed with iron bows, and arrows, were always keeping watch on the castle walls. It was impossible to get through those defenses. There was only one way left- bribery.
 
   -        "Sorcerers crave jewels and gold," said Greta, "maybe we should try to bribe them.”
 
   -        “I have a pearl necklace!"  Called out Aleur.  "A wedding gift."
 
   -        "Very well. We should be able to cross the channel on our vimanas," recommended Tamil.
 
   -        "Too dangerous," interrupted Greta.  "One nervous thought and you end up in the hands of the inter-island current. Aleur could swim against it maybe, but you... No. We need a boat.”
 
   -        “We can get a boat from my father," said Tamil, "I'll ask him. We should think about where to get a blueprint of the castle. Someone in the palace should know."
 
   The friends thought.
 
   -        "I know where to get the blueprints!"  Realized Greta. "Lourin, the Council messenger goes to Groix quite a lot. And he seems quite... fond of me," she smiled, "I'm sure he'll agree to draw up a blueprint."
 
   -        "Fine,  if it'll make my friend happy, I'll turn a blind eye to whatever you want to do," sighed Tamil, raising an eyebrow to show he was joking.
 
   -        "The day after tomorrow, I'll be in the palace at Doro's lessons. I'll try to find Lourin.”
 
   -        “The day after tomorrow in the evening, we'll have the blueprints.  Come then," said Tamil. - "We'll decide where to go from there.
 
   -        “Until we meet again," came Aleur, smiling with reinvigorated hope.
 
    
 
   Chapter 19. The Black Princess's Plan
 
    
 
   There was one day left until Grino was to meet at Guria's.  “I must refuse the meeting- it will tell father about the Stone. That cannot be allowed.” The Princess called for a servant. She gave her  a sheet of paper with something inscribed on it and ordered:
 
   -        "Sheila! Create this very recipe. But secretly, got it? If not, it's your head. You'll bring it tomorrow morning." 
 
   The servant bowed and disappeared. Guria chuckled to herself. Everything is going as I planned. Yesterday she had suggested to Grino that it would be good to invite Yuma to dinner to speak, and get better  acquainted.  Grino jumped at the idea. He was probably hoping to charm his fiancée before the wedding. Guria's black eyes narrowed. A shade of hatred ran across her face.
 
    
 
   Greta flew into the room where Tamil and Aleur were waiting.
 
   -        “My beloved! You shouldn't run so fast!”
 
   Greta  sat down at the table, breathing heavily.
 
   -        "Did you manage to get the blueprint?" Asked Aleur.
 
   Greta  fell silent, shifting her eyes from one to the other.
 
   -        "Did something happen? Do you feel unwell?"  Worried the friends.
 
   -        "I have bad news," she finally let out.
 
   -        "What?” Tamil paled. "Something with the child? Have you been to the doctor?"
 
   -        "No," she paused, "news from Groix."
 
   -        "From Groix?"  Inquired Tamil and Aleur at once.
 
   -        "Prince Grino is dead," exhaled Greta.
 
   -        "Dead?  The Prince of Groix is dead?!"  Guffawed Aleur.  "Greta! You sweet woman!" He jumped, kissed her and began running circles around the room, "Greta! I've never heard better news in my life!”
 
   -        "Aleur! Taking joy in another's death is a sin," drawled Tamil, smiling.  "But I understand! Yuma is free!" 
 
   Greta  lowered her eyes and sighed:
 
   -        "That's not all."
 
   -        "What else is there, Greta?  That cursed sorcerer died and Yuma will return home!"  Exclaimed Aleur, still smiling.
 
   -        "Yuma won't be coming back."
 
   -        "What? And why might that be?"  Aleur stopped. 
 
   -        She's in the Grey Tower," sobbed Greta.
 
   -        "Where?!"
 
   -        "I saw Lourin. He was in Groix with the Council when they were drawing up the contract for the solar metal...  Well, it seems the Prince was poisoned yesterday at dinner, and only Yuma and Grino had been present. Suspicion immediately fell on the Queen. She's been locked up in the Tower.   But beyond that, it's a mystery. The sorcerers have got something in mind. At the negotiations, Gorr was acting like nothing had happened. He signed the contract. But didn't say a word about Grino's death, or about Yuma. Lourin happened to have overheard a conversation between servants."
 
   -        "Lord! Yuma's in the Grey Tower!"  Shouted Aleur, covering his face with his hands. "No one gets out of there alive!"
 
   -        "Stop talking like that, Aleur! We need to keep our calm and judge the situation," said Tamil, coming down off his vimana into a chair.  "Now it's our duty to break into Groix. We must save Yuma."
 
   -        "Break in to the Tower of Death! Madness!"  Whispered Aleur, spreading his arms.
 
   -        "We need to just calm down, and figure out how," said Tamil.  "Greta, did you get a blueprint of Groix?"
 
   -        "Yeah, Lourin drew me one,"  said Greta, taking a sheet of paper from her purse.
 
    
 
    
 
   Guria and Sheila were paddling a small boat. The Princess was shouting to her servant:
 
   -        “Faster, Sheila! Row faster! We've gotta get this done in one night! Move your ass!"
 
   -        "Your highness! We'll die! The Chintamani kills sorcerers!"  Whispered the servant.
 
   -        "Shut up! And get moving!" 
 
   The servant girl kept rowing, soaked in sweat, barely alive from fear. The oars creaked loudly, echoing forever over the water. They could already make out the lights of Lemuria through the fog. As soon as the boat started sliding onto the sand, Guria jumped ashore.
 
   -        "Wait for me here. Hide the boat in the bushes." 
 
   -        "Your highness! I don't like this. I can't breathe," complained Sheila.
 
   -        “It's nothing, you'll live. I'll be back soon," answered Guria, moving towards Olmolungring speedily.
 
    
 
   It was much easier to get into the city than she thought. There were no guards. The people of Lemuria were sleeping tranquilly. The crazy people! How can they put so much faith in a stone, even if it were thrice enchanted. No fences, no guards!  These Lemurians were beyond understanding. After she'd gotten into the palace, Guria walked through the corridors. The lamps on the walls lit as she walked by, lighting her way. She had been able to study the layout of the rooms in her crystal ball. "There's a good door- Yuma's former bedchamber." Guria chuckled to herself. "It ought to be more comfortable there than in the Grey Tower. That door goes to the Council meeting hall, and that one goes to the greenhouse, and that one... That was Aleur's room. Guria paused for a moment. Her hand was drawn to the doorknob. Stop! The Princess shook her head, as if trying to shake off the obsession. She had come for the Stone. Everything else could wait.  And the Black Princess walked right on by.
 
   The door to the Sanctuary flew open with a creak, and Guria saw it. On a golden pedestal, in a jewel box. The Chintamani! Guria took a candle out of her cloak and lit it. The light danced off the walls and reflected the golden threads of the box.  The Princess held her breath. She walked up to the box and carefully opened the top. At the bottom of the case lay an object resembling a huge nut. The stone was shining  an intense indigo in dark of the chamber. It was covered with tiny letters, symbols and numbers. And this is the Great Chintamani?! Is this how a symbol of power and might should look? This is the Stone that makes the sorcerers run in fear? It was strange that such a stone would contain so much power. 
 
    
 
   Sheila was laying on the sand not far from the boat. Her face was completely without blood and covered with huge drops of sweat.
 
   -        "Sheila! Sheila, wake up!"  Guria pulled on her shoulder.
 
   -        "Your highness," groaned the servant, opening her eyes with difficulty, "I'm not feeling very well."
 
   -        "Nonsense! Get up right now, we're going home!" 
 
   -        "The Lemurians... They say that their stone charges the water around the city," continued Sheila, barely able to move her tongue, "don't forsake me, o lords! I... am dying...”
 
   -        “From the Stone!" Guria snorted.  "I've got their stupid stone right here!"  She said, taking the box out from her cloak.
 
   A ray of blue light, tearing itself from captivity, blinded the poor servant girl. She shuddered. Her face turned white and contorted, she began foaming at the mouth, and not one moment later she had breathed her last. 
 
    Guria cursed loudly. “As if I wasn't having a hard enough time already!
 
   -        To hell with her! These pure-blooded sorcerers are so weak! Now I'll have to row myself!”
 
   The princess grabbed Sheila by the collar and dragged her into the sea. Afterwards, she dragged the boat out as well, heaved her body on board, and cast off from the shore. When she reached the middle of the channel, Guria threw Sheila into the water. If I throw her body in the ocean at the shore, they'll think she drowned. The Black Princess fastidiously wiped her hands with a handkerchief. Damn! Sheila was a great servant. Now I'll have to find another.  But enough of that, I've got more important business at the moment. And Guria beat on the oars, steering the boat toward the castle.
 
    
 
   Chapter 20. Gorr's Designs
 
    
 
   Gorr was in his room, and despite the late hour, had yet to fall asleep. He was sitting at his table, watching over Guria in his crystal ball. When his daughter had stolen the Chintamani, he shook his head in admiration.  There wasn't much left. Guria just had to complete her business. 
 
   Gorr knew perfectly well who had poisoned Grino. But he didn't get in the way of the Black Princess. Grino wasn't the only heir of Groix. He would have to be sacrificed. The ends justified the means. Guria had planned to neutralize the Chintamani! If she did that, then Gorr's most daring plans could finally be realized.  
 
    
 
   Guria docked her boat near the fortress walls, but didn't walk towards the castle, instead going towards a small stand of trees nearby. There was a small hut there, with a secret book stored inside, containing the plan to make the Black Princess the Queen.
 
   Guria looked from side to side and walked in. Closing the entrance with a curtain behind her, she lit a dim lamp and took a piece of black coal from a shelf. She drew a circle around herself, muttering a spell. Afterwards, she lay the jewel box with the Chintamani on the table. She would have to hurry. She didn't want to kill all the people of Groix- who would be her subjects? “Faster. Where's that page? Ah, there! The spell to take from the Stone the power to affect sorcerers.”  After that she'd be omnipotent.
 
   The Princess's hands were trembling from excitement. She took the book and opened the box. The dark blue light illuminated the walls.
 
   -        "In the Name of the Great Lucifer, I curse thee, Chintamani, stone from the planet Orion..." 
 
   As Guria read the magic words, the light from the stone dimmed and dimmed, but hadn't been completely extinguished.
 
   -        “It worked! It worked!"  Guria cried out inside herself from joy. "The curse was effective! Groix will never have to worry about the Stone again!"  The Princess grabbed the Stone from the box. Now, without the blue glow, the Chintamani looked like a normal nut... Just one thing left. Guria's hands had become wet from excitement. She took the book again and turned the page...
 
   "A curse to turn a person into a mouse..."
 
   -        "What?!" She read it again in disbelief. "Into a mouse?" She ran her finger over the page again. And again. The secret words, giving sorcerers the power of the Chintamani had disappeared! The Princess brought the lamp closer. "There it is! A page is ripped out!”
 
   -        “Aaahhhh!" Guria wailed like an animal, "Grino! That damned Grino!" - and having lost her strength, she fell to her knees.
 
    
 
   Gorr, drying the sweat from his face barely made it into bed on his trembling legs. "Glory to Lucifer!" Guria had managed on her own. From the moment she had drawn the protective circle, he couldn't see a thing in his crystal ball. But he could feel the Chintamani's presence very clearly. That Stone is strong nonetheless! Was strong. Now all its power would be his- the King of Groix's. And Gorr chuckled, smoothing out a yellowed page with ripped edges on his bed.
 
    
 
   Early the next morning, Gorr called a meeting of the ministers. The members of the government looked ill. The Stone, having shined not far from the castle around a half hour ago had done some harm to the sorcerers. The hunched, frowning Ministers, short on sleep, listened to the King with one ear. Pale, with a trembling voice and burning eyes, the smiling Gorr savored each word as it passed over his tongue: 
 
   -        "News from Lemuria..." making a pause, he looked closely at each of the Ministers. "The Chintamani has disappeared. Olmolungring is defended no more."
 
   -        "What? Disappeared? How? Impossible," came a chorus of voices from all sides. 
 
   -        "Not so loud!"  Shouted Gorr, banging a gong that was standing on the table.  "Prepare for war. Three days from now at dawn. The Lemurians are defenseless.  They will be defeated, and become excellent slaves for us sorcerers."    Gorr fell silent, "I want a a true, beautiful war. I want all my troops outfitted in iron chain-mail- I want fire to rain down on Lemuria... So that not even the ash of the solar city will remain. I will lead the soldiers myself!"
 
   -        But, your Majesty," protested one of the Ministers, "we'll hardly be able to manage a true war. Because Lemuria will be unarmed, without an army.” 
 
   -        “The people of Olmolungring are proud, freedom-loving giants. They won't simply submit, just like that." "I hope so," chuckled Gorr.  "Of course, our powers won't be equally matched, but all the same, I think we'll make a good time of it! And let's not forget the Lemurian women- a beauty for every soldier, and the palace will be filled with pearls and gold!”
 
   The Ministers looked around in approval.
 
    
 
   Yala, standing at the doorway of the meeting hall, gasped.  Attack Lemuria, burn Olmolungring to the ground!  Her home town! She'd grown up there, her parents were crowned there, her son lived there... As if it wasn't enough that the King had arrested Yuma- his own daughter!  Yala was quite sure that she would never have poisoned Grino. It had probably been done by one of the servant-girls the Prince had charmed... But Gorr wouldn't listen to a word. Yuma was in the Tower of Death, from whence no one returned alive. And now he was thinking of going to war with Lemuria!
 
   The Queen quietly walked away from the doors. She had only one thought in mind- to warn them. To save Lemuria. What had happened to the Chintamani? Who could destroy the defense given to the people of Olmolungring by the gods?! 
 
    
 
   A morning fog encircled the walls of the castle, obscuring the channel between the two islands.  A tall figure in a cloak flashed by the walls. The sound of oars creaking in their locks filled the air. A guard, standing on patrol, looked out into the morning twilight, but saw nothing. There should have been at least a fisherman checking his nets...
 
   Yala was rowing with all her might and praying. As long as Gorr didn't discover that she was gone before she reached the city! She was hoping that in anticipation of the war, her husband would forget everything and she'd be able to warn the Lemurians. Yala knew that Gorr would never forgive her betrayal. If she had to die, so be it. But she would save Doro's life.
 
   She landed on the flat coast, dragged the boat onto the sand, and ran to the pink city.
 
    
 
   Shonith La was already awake. He had set up in the Sanctuary for his morning prayer. But a knock at the door got in his way.
 
   -         "Doro, is that you?"  Called out the Keeper. Yala appeared at the door,  out of breath. Seeing the unexpected guest, Shonith La was taken aback. "My God!  Yala! What are you doing here?" 
 
   -        "Shonith La! I come bearing terrible news!"  exploded Yala, leaning on the wall, exhausted.
 
   -        “What happened?"
 
   -        "Shonith La, where is the Chintamani?" Asked the Queen between breaths.
 
   -        "What a strange question... It's here. Behind this door," he answered, pointing at a small opening in the wall.
 
   -        "Are you sure? It's there?"
 
    Shonith La was so calm and sure, that she began to doubt Gorr's words.
 
   -        "Where else would it be?"  Answered the Keeper, looking at Yala with anxiety. 
 
   -        "Check, Shonith La!  Please!" 
 
   Shonith La shrugged his shoulders. 
 
   They went into the Sanctuary. The golden pedestal was... empty. "The Relic has disappeared!"
 
   Shonith La couldn't say a word for several seconds, just sat there, silently with his mouth hanging open, then he clutched at his heart. Yala helped him sit down.
 
   -        "The Stone is gone!"   Whispered the head of the Council.  "Yala!"
 
   -        "Who could take it, Shonith La?"  Asked Yala.
 
   -        Only a person who has Lemurian blood flowing in their veins... But that's impossible.  It's senseless," gasped the Keeper, shaking his head.
 
   -        "Gorr is preparing to attack Lemuria. He said they no longer have the Chintamani to fear! I heard it myself. In three days. At dawn. You should leave," exclaimed Yala.
 
   -        "Leave! Where to? Why didn't the Stone kill Gorr?"  Wondered Shonith La, helplessly spreading his arms.
 
   -        "Leave on the ark! Their flying machines have to be refueled a lot. They haven't any big ships in Groix. With time on your side, you'll be able to save yourselves. Fly! Forgive me, Shonith La," said Yala.
 
   -        “Yala! You're returning to him?!"  Exclaimed the Keeper in horror.
 
   -        “My daughter is still there. And beyond that, if I do not return, Gorr will figure out that I warned you," proclaimed Yala, lowering her head.  "Save Doro, Keeper! Save my son!"  And Yala disappeared into the palace corridor.
 
    
 
   Yala went into the bedchamber and closed the door quietly. She had successfully snuck past the guards. It was gloomy in the room. Yala lit a lamp. At that second, the a face contorted by anger lit up. Gorr himself was sitting at the table.
 
   -        "Traitor!"  hissed Gorr with hate.  "You were in Lemuria!"
 
   Yala froze not strong enough to stir.
 
   -        "You! Thankless bitch! After all I've done for you!"  Snarled Gorr.
 
   -        "And what you did?! Because of you, I've been torn away from my children! You've locked up our daughter in a dungeon!"  Screamed Yala.
 
   -        "Oh ho ho! Did my little chicky's voice crack?"  Called out Gorr.  "What a brave girl...  You knew exactly what you were coming back to, and you came back anyway."
 
   -        "My children are here," answered Yala, barely audible.
 
   -        "Children! One is a foul poisoner, and the other... Do you know who stole the Stone, Yala? Who wasn't afraid of it's shine? A person who has Lemurian blood in their veins..."
 
   -        "Impossible!" 
 
   -        "Oh, it's quite possible, my dear! Guria, you see, is my daughter too."
 
   -        "No... I don't believe you..."
 
   -        "Ask her yourself," shrugged Gorr, standing up from the chair, "and what do you think will become of your wonderful Lemuria...  Thanks to your efforts, she will die two days earlier than we had planned! I will lead the Groisillions to the island of the Sun tomorrow. And you can enjoy watching the burning of Olmo... loong.. However they call it! I could never pronounce that idiotic appellation! You should have a great view from the castle walls," Gorr growled, then clapped his hands together, and a servant appeared in the room.
 
   -        "The Queen is not to be released from the chambers, not for any reason!"  He ordered, and left.
 
   The servant bowed and closed the door. A key turned outside the door. 
 
    
 
   Chapter 21. Yala
 
    
 
    The light coming through the small opening in the ceiling didn't reach the bottom of the Grey Tower. In the chamber intended for the one who had been sentenced to death, darkness ruled. It smelled of mold. Yuma's dungeon was a room without corners, with wet walls and bars on the floor. Rats scurried and squeaked below her. The gaps in the bars were too narrow for rodents to get into the chamber. But they could stick their snouts into the holes. As soon as the exhausted prisoner lay down on the slatted floor, the gray beasts began digging their teeth in. No one left here alive. The masters of the Grey Tower knew what they were doing.
 
   Yuma stood on her tiptoes, leaning against the wall. Her hair and dress were soaked, her face was stained with green slime, which was growing in abundance everywhere.  She was shivering from cold and fear. The rats were already gathering below in anticipation of the feast to come. Yuma was exhausted and could barely stand. But still hadn't given up yet.   Having found the copper pitcher they used to bring her water, she swatted at their noses as they stuck them up. A booming sound mixed in with the squeals. The rats under the grid froze, but didn't leave. Yuma sobbed. The unfortunate Queen of Lemuria prayed to God to stop this torture as quickly as possible. Time had merged into one long, never-ending night. She somehow felt that she was once again Nastia, sleeping in her room on Ryabinovaya Street- a tram jangled out the window, cars honked, and if she opened her eyes, this whole nightmare would end and her mom would say "time to wake up..."  Then she imagined the Lemurian forest, and the booming laughter of the swarthy sorceress, embracing Aleur, then suddenly she saw the Teacher in the corner of the tower in a bright ray of light, looking kindly at her... 
 
   Suddenly, a key could be heard turning in the door. The door swung open with a creak, and a tall, feminine   figure appeared in the luminous entrance. In her hands, she was holding an object, resembling a cudgel. Yuma greedily breathed in the air that was flowing into the chamber. 
 
   - "My God! My daughter! My poor daughter!” 
 
   Tears flowed down Yala's cheeks. She embraced her daughter.
 
   Yuma, squinting from the bright sun, hobbled out of the tower. Near the door, two guards lay face down. 
 
    Yuma staggered in horror.
 
   -        "Yes. I killed them," said Yala.  "God will forgive me. Let's run.”
 
   Looking around, Yuma and Yala ran down the stone stairway. No one was planning to follow after the Queen of the sorcerers and her daughter. The Groisillions were busy preparing for war. Gorr announced that Groix would attack Lemuria at dawn. Excited by the coming battle, the sorcerers were cleaning their armor and weapons, and fixing up their flying machines. No one had time to follow after the run-away prisoner and her mother. Yala and Yuma made their way to the Queen's chambers. When they entered, Yuma saw a servant with glassy eyes lying next to the dresser.
 
   -        "Lord!”  whispered Yuma.  "You had to kill for me..."
 
   -        "We're safe here," answered Yala, covering the servant's face with a scarf, "it won't even occur to them to look for you in the castle. When they discover you've escaped, they'll look for you on the road to Lemuria."
 
   -        "We're staying here?!" 
 
   -        "No, daughter, we're going. But we won't be going on the water. We'll go by air.  The flying ball," pronounced Yala, pouring water in a basin, "wash up. I'll give you a dress."
 
   -        "And just where are we gonna get a ball? Can you drive them?"
 
   -        “No. But I've seen it done," answered Yala, "we'll take one of the flügs from the castle courtyard. The servants won't dare stop us, and when they finally do figure out what's going on, we'll already be far away. We must get there in time to warn them..."
 
   -        "Warn who? About what?"
 
   -        "Gorr will bring war to Lemuria. In the morning. The Stone-Protector is no more," sighed Yala heavily, "and I am the one to blame!"
 
   -        "You? What did you do, Yala?!" 
 
   -        "I had a daughter, Yuma! A daughter who betrayed me and my people! A cruel, self-loving arrogant woman! Guria was able to steal the stone because she has Lemurian blood flowing in her veins. She stole it and placed a curse on it. The stone is dangerous to sorcerers no more. And they will wipe Lemuria from the face of the earth. If we do not succeed in warning them."
 
   -        "Guria..."  exhaled Yuma, her blue eyes narrowing and growing dark, "but what can the Lemurians do, Yala? They are not able to fight."
 
   -        "They can get away in the ark, Yuma. They will find a new island and build a new Olmolungring. And we can get away with them! Let's go! 
 
    
 
   Chapter 22. The Escape
 
    
 
   Guria lay down and looked vacantly at the ceiling. "All is lost! So much effort lost in vain! That damned Grino had ripped a page from the book of Lucifer! Why the hell hadn't she thought to make a copy of the curse! Oh well! She would find that page! It was worth quite a bit to her, to say the least. It would make her all powerful! She would have to reach Grino in hell. He could tell her where the spell had gone to! The noise coming in from the courtyard was distracting her from her thoughts.  The Princess got up and reluctantly looked out the window. Servants and soldiers scurried all around, carrying bales and barrels.  Three flügs stood in the center, exhaust coming from their pipes... "What's going on?" Guria threw on a silk nightgown and looked out down the corridor. Not a single guard! There would have to be some very weighty reasons to leave the royal family without guard. Guria, noticing a servant in the distance cried out,  
 
   - "Hey you!  What's going on over there?"  
 
   -        "Your highness doesn't know?"
 
   -        "What don't I know?”
 
   -        “Our army will go to Lemuria at dawn," squeaked the servant girl.
 
   -        "What?!"  Exclaimed the Princess.
 
   -        "It is the order of His Majesty, King Gorr," answered the girl in a hushed tone.
 
   Guria froze in place. While Guria was confused, the servant made off.
 
   "War with Lemuria? But... A sudden realization lit up Guria's face. "So that's what's been going on! It's not Grino! Father had played a cruel joke on her! He knew all along!  And now he was making war on Olmolungring! And all because of her plan!  She was to become the singular Queen of Lemuria and Groix!
 
    Guria flew into the throne hall, her face white with rage. The Generals, gathered there for a meeting turned their heads toward her.
 
   -        "Father!"  Shouted Guria from the doorstep.  "How could you?!"
 
   -        "I'm busy," said Gorr, raising his eyebrows.
 
   -        "You tricked me!  You used me!" 
 
   -        "Your highness, you forget yourself," answered Gorr.
 
   -        "You'll be sorry! You'll be sorry for this, you damned sorcerer!"  Muttered Guria as she left.  "You won't even see Lemuria!"
 
   When she'd gotten to her chambers, the Princess changed clothes. She took the box with the Stone from the table and opened it. “What's that? The Stone is glowing! Barely, but it's glowing! That means... It means the curse is temporary? Well good, all the better!" She was getting ready to warn Lemuria about the attack. And now she'd even be able to bring the Chintamani back. The Stone would destroy Gorr's army. And the Black Princess would find some way to occupy the throne of Groix! Guria forcefully swung the door open... and froze. Yala and Yuma walked past. 
 
   - "Guria, let us go," begged Yala, "we're going to Lemuria."
 
   -        "Mama! You're abandoning me? Leaving for her?!"  Guria looked at Yuma with hatred.  "You don't even know her!"   Guria suddenly felt her anger and hatred interrupted by an unfamiliar feeling. Her eyes stung.
 
   -        "Well, I do know you, Guria! I'm ashamed to say that I raised you! You have brought a great pain to my people. You stole the Chintamani. You betrayed your mother..." sobbed Yala.
 
   -        "Mama!"  Interrupted Guria, "I'm gonna make it all right. I'm returning the Stone. Here it is, look!"    She raised up the box, "the curse isn't permanent, mama! The power of the Stone is returning! We must take it to Lemuria. Don't abandon me, mama!"
 
   Tears rolled out of Yala's beautiful eyes. She embraced Guria. Yuma,  standing a bit away was looking on with hostility.
 
   -        "Don't believe her, Yala! She already betrayed you once. She'll do it again.”
 
   -        “You're both my daughters, and I love you both. Let's go," Yuma whispered through tears.
 
   -        "You're taking me with you?" beamed Guria. The shroud immediately evaporated from her eyes. She'd have her revenge on her father today! 
 
   -        “Let's run. We must make it to the flying ball before we're caught. Can you drive them, by the way?"  Asked Yala.
 
   Guria nodded.
 
   In the courtyard, the Princess slowed her step and raised her head proudly. Yala and Yuma followed her example. It was absolutely necessary that they raise no suspicion whatsoever. The Black Princess walked up to the captain of a cohort of flügs.
 
   -        "Well, captain Timor, how goes the preparation for the offensive?"  
 
   -        "All is in order, your highness!"  Reported the small, black-mustached captain.  "The flügs are completely primed and prepared for battle."
 
   -        "I'd like to see one of the machines," said Guria.
 
   -        "It's my pleasure," said the captain, inviting the Princess into the ship with a sweep of his hand.
 
   -        "Mama, Yuma, let's go! We'll see if everything is really as good as the captain says..." adding to the officer, "leave us. Mind your own business."
 
   The captain gave a salute and left the cabin.
 
   As soon as he'd gotten off the steps, Guria threw the box with the stone on the seat, quickly slammed open the door, and clutched the lever. Yala and Yuma, with anxious faces listened to what was going on outside.
 
   -        "Take off!"  Commanded the Black Princess, jerking the wheel toward herself, and the ball buzzed, clanged, and began to spin off.  Black smoke chugged out- the smell of fire was in the air.
 
   The fumbling sorcerers ran in every direction. The captain waved his arms, and shouted, but because of the engine noise, they couldn't hear him. The flüg, raising a column of dust and showering the soldiers with smoke, went a few yards up, and... flew straight away from the castle. The captain with his helpers stayed standing in the middle of the palace, watching the war machine fly away.
 
    
 
   -        "Their heads will roll! I'll kill them all! Enemies from hell!" "Those whores stole a ship right out from under your nose!" - shouted Gorr. - "Catch them They must not be allowed to land in Lemuria" 
 
   -        “We will go in pursuit of her Majesty and Highness in the light scout flüg- they will be caught..." came the leader, trying to make it better. 
 
   -        "Her Majesty and Highness can go to hell! They are state criminals! They stole a military machine! They want to go to the enemy's camp! They are to be caught and destroyed!" screamed the King, his lips turning white with rage.  "Burn Lemuria to the ground! Spare no one! Give me armor! Now!"
 
   -        "But your Majesty... We're not quite ready," spoke the Minister.
 
   -        "Preparedness be damned! To the flügs!"  Shouted Gorr, pulling on his golden plate armor and running into the courtyard.
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 23. Uninvited Guests
 
    
 
    Aleur and Tamil landed their boat next to the wall of the castle of Groix. Aleur pulled out the vimanas on the shore, and helped his friend climb on. They raised up into the air and slowly moved along the fortress. There were no guards on the walls. Having reached the Gray Tower, the friends went up even higher.
 
   -        Tamil!"  Called out Aleur in a whisper, "I'll see what's in there, and you wait in here."
 
   Aleur noiselessly jumped on to the fortress wall, leaned his vimana on the wall and ran toward the tower. After a few minutes, there came a soft whistle. Tamil flew to the signal. Aleur, alarmed and confused at the same time was standing at the open door of the dungeon. Next to him lay the dead bodies of two guards.
 
   -        "Someone beat us here, Tamil," said Aleur, looking around in confusion, "she's not here." 
 
   -        "Wait up, friend," answered Tamil, "her guards were killed, right? That means she was freed not by sorcerers."
 
   -        “Who? Who would need Yuma in this barbaric... Hold on... It must be... Well of course! No one but her would ever think to free the prisoner of the Gray Tower.  Only a mother could do something like that. But where are they, Tamil?!  Maybe they've been caught by sorcerers?"
 
   -        "Not likely. These dead guards haven't even been discovered yet... Wait up. What is that?”  Came Tamil, listening carefully.
 
   They walked closer to the edge of the wall and looked over into the courtyard. Gorr and seven of his generals were giving the final orders before the offensive.
 
   -        "What does this mean, Tamil?!"  Exclaimed Aleur.
 
   -        "This is war, Aleur. It looks like the sorcerers are getting ready to fight," answered Tamil, stroking his beard.
 
   -        "But with whom?"  Said Aleur in shock.
 
   -        "Well, who do you think?"  Called out Tamil. "Obviously, the sorcerers have come up with a way to protect against the Stone.”
 
   -        “We must warn our people!"
 
   -        "We won't make it," said Tamil, waving his hand.
 
   -        "So, what, we're just gonna sit here and watch? We have to do something!"  Fumed Aleur.
 
   -        "I've thought of something. Let's fly. Faster!”
 
   The friends rushed into the courtyard. In the confusion, no one looked up and saw the Lemurians, hovering in the sky.
 
    
 
   Guria let go of the lever. The pink city could be seen out the flüg's window. She set the ship down gently in the palace garden. How strange! Just a few hours ago, she would have gone so far as to cut off her hand to become the Empress of Olmolungring. And now she was helping Lemuria!
 
   -        "Guria, open the door right now!"  Said Yala, "we must hurry."
 
   -        "Yes, mama," said Guria, coming out of her dream and hitting the button. The flüg opened its iron gate, letting the passengers get out.
 
   -        "We must make it before the attack! Warn the townsfolk! I'll go to Shonith La," shouted Yala, running to the palace and clutching the box with the Stone.
 
   Guria and Yuma exchanged sidelong glances.
 
   -        "It would be better for you not to show yourself in the city. You are a sorceress after all," said Yuma.
 
   Guria curled her lip:
 
    - "Yes. But only half. Just like you."
 
   -        “I am the Queen of Lemuria," pronounced Yuma, proudly raising her head. Guria chuckled to herself.
 
   -        "And where would you be now, if it weren't for me, your Majesty?"
 
   -        "Yala and I would've made it..."
 
   -        "You and Yala would have broken down during take off," interrupted Guria.  "We're losing time.”
 
   -        “Let's go," frowned Yuma, "we must save Olmolungring." 
 
    
 
    Shonith La had told the Council the terrible news of war right after Yala's first visit in the morning. It was decided to leave out to sea, taking only the most necessary things with them. Stores of water and food had already been brought to the ark, and pretty large ones at that. The most important thing now was to make time! It had been decided to inform the people of Lemuria about the war as late as possible, so as not to cause a panic. Shonith La would tell the Lemurians that today would be a general evacuation drill. And the people would thus calmly board the ark.
 
   The Keeper opened the door and slammed into Yala.
 
   -        Yala! You've returned! As it should be."
 
   -        "Shonith La! I have horrible news," exclaimed Yala.
 
   -        “What is that? Yala! Is that the Stone?!"  Shouted Shonith La, pointing at the box.
 
   -        "Yes, Keeper. But it is lacking much power. It has lost the Divine light," sighed Yala.
 
   -        "Give it here," whispered Shonith La, opening the box. The Stone was barely glowing.
 
   -        “Keeper!" Gorr has changed the day of the beginning of the war. I think he'll be coming today even. You must leave right now, Shonith La!”
 
   -        “Run, Yala, call the Council! Begin the evacuation. I will attempt to return the Stone to full power..." and the Keeper ran into the Sanctuary.
 
    
 
   The news of the evacuation flew around the whole city very quickly.  The Council had taken the "drill" into its own hands. The refugees had lined up at the palace gate with their things and vimanas.  A bit of time passed, and they took off into the air. They flew to the sea in a colorful column. The evacuation was neat and quick. Expecting the Flood, the people had honed their movements to perfection. Everyone knew exactly what to do. The Lemurians ran from their homes quickly and and in an organized fashion. Within less than an hour, half of the city was already on the ark.
 
   Greta paced around her house, not knowing what to do. She grabbed up her things, threw them in a basket, and ran out to the street, looking up at the sky, then sat on a chair trying to calm down and get her thoughts in order.   Aleur and Tamil did not return. And here there was another evacuation drill. But what did that mean? It could be that the Council wasn't telling them something... Maybe the Flood was already near?! Where was her husband? What had happened to him? Maybe he'd been captured by sorcerers and... no, she shouldn't even think about that.  Greta dragged herself outside again, hoping to see a familiar figure above her on a vimana. But, before the house, in a dust-covered dress, with disheveled hair stood... the Queen of Lemuria.  Greta lost the ability to speak because she was so surprised. Without a doubt the tall, defined figure, leading the evacuation from the neighboring houses belonged to Yuma! That means... Aleur and Tamil have freed the Queen! Greta threw herself out to meet the Queen.
 
   -        "Your Majesty! Yuma!"  She exclaimed.
 
   The Queen stared in disbelief at the pregnant blonde who had thrown herself into her arms. 
 
   -        "You must immediately appear at the great fountain.  Take only your most necessary things and your vimana. And don't forget to bring things for the little girl," said the Queen, looking at Greta's belly.
 
   Greta  looked at her friend, dumbfounded.
 
   -        "Yuma! Where are Aleur and Tamil?"
 
   -        "Tamil?" 
 
   Greta, looking into the confused eyes of the Queen remembered. "Gorr's curse!" 
 
    - "Your Majesty! I am Greta, we've been friends since childhood. And Tamil is my husband."
 
   -        "I'm sorry," answered Yuma. "I don't remember you." 
 
   -        "But Aleur! Did Aleur set you free?" 
 
   -        "Yala set me free." 
 
   -        "Yala? That means... Aleur and Tamil are still in Groix? They wanted to break you out of the Gray Tower..."
 
   -        "The madmen! Greta, I'm telling you the truth. This is war. The sorcerers will attack any minute. The Chintamani isn't working. I beg you, run to the square. You must save your life and the life of your child. Run," said Yuma, looking in Greta's despairing eyes with pity.
 
   -        "Yes,"  nodded Greta, sleepily taking the basket and vimana from the shelf.  "I must. I must..." and slowly walked toward the square, looking straight forward.
 
    
 
   Tamil flew higher above the roof of the hanger in which the flügs were standing. They would have to draw them out of the building, if only for a short time. The leaders of Groix got closer  to the palace. The smell of food was in the air. The sorcerers hadn't even had time to eat before the war. Captain Timor stayed in charge of the hanger, looking with envy at the soldiers' kitchen.  Tamil made the sign to Aleur. He came out of his hiding spot, and walked straight toward the captain. The officer was taken aback when he saw the Lemurian. Using the officer's confusion, Aleur spoke first:
 
   -        "Where can I find his Majesty King Gorr?"  He asked, "I've come with a message from Lemuria..." continued Aleur, coming right up to the captain, and not giving him time to remember himself, grabbed the captain by the arms, slamming him into the wall. The captain gasped and hung lifelessly in the engineer's arms. Aleur dragged him quickly into the corner and dashed to the machines. Fortunately, there were only two soldiers there. They were standing by one of the ships, and were too busy fighting with each other to notice their uninvited guest. Aleur crept closer.
 
   -        "I'm telling you, they stole a flüg!"  Burned a small, black-haired youth.
 
   -        "You've got to be lying! The Queen and Princess would never betray Groix!"  Exclaimed the older soldier.
 
   -        "I saw it myself! The Black Princess, Queen Yala and that Lemurian fiancée of the heir kicked the captain out of a flüg and flew away! They should be in Lemuria by now! The King is in quite the rage!"  Giggled the first.
 
   -        "I can hardly wait for the offensive! They say Lemurian girls are unbelievably pretty..."
 
   Aleur jumped up and ran along the iron balls. Around twenty machines were standing at full military ready. The young Lemurian took a knife from his belt, opened the door of a flüg and cut a thin hose. Then a roar was heard from outside, and Aleur saw two flügs taking off through the hangar door. 
 
   Aleur finished his plan and ran out of the hangar. The captain was still laying on the ground, but was giving signs of life.  Tamil grabbed Aleur's hand and dragged him to the hangar roof. 
 
   -        "They flew to Olmolungring," he said, "we're too late, Aleur!"
 
   -        Tamil!" My friend! You've never lost spirit! Hold on! Two flügs isn't so scary!"
 
   -        "How do you know?"  Snapped Tamil, "you've never gone to war.
 
   -        I've read about it in books," lied Aleur.  "I've cut off the fuel supply of the other flügs.  We've got some time yet before the sorcerers notice the problem, and then they've got to fix it. We'll make it."
 
   Tamil motioned with his eyes at the fuel tank. - "While were here..."
 
   -        "Burn that too?"  Guessed Aleur. "I don't have my flint and steel. However..."
 
   Aleur remembered his promise to Shonith La. Never to use the vimana for evil, and never to reveal its secret! But anyway, Shonith La knew what was going on! A few years a go, the young engineer, going over the designs for the vimana, figured out that the flying board hid a terrible weapon. He made the vimanas exactly according to the ancient designs, but as Shonith La had demanded, he did not reveal their secret.  Now the time had come that that secret could save Lemuria. Aleur grabbed the board by the crystal on its edge and turned it on its axis. A small, barely noticeable crack appeared in the center of the board. Taking a firm hold on both sides, Aleur broke the vimana in half. But it did not snap. A thin wire that had been connecting the two halves came out of the center of the board. There was a small red crystal hanging from the wires. Aleur took a deep breath. Tamil looked at him with eyes opened wide.
 
   -        “What is that?”
 
    - "A weapon.  A weapon of evil thoughts.
 
   It should work!" But the fact of the matter was that he had never actually done it. He had only seen the designs... The engineer, holding the vimana by the edge, cast his glance at the red spot. His muscles tensed, and a vein bulged on his forehead. Nothing happened. He gathered up all his pain, all the suffering of the last days. "The red pebble is fed with negative energy!" The vimana shook. The crystal came to life and glowed with a ruby light.  And, then a miracle! - a red ray of light ripped out of the stone! He hit it on the iron wall of hangar, and completely silently burned a hole through it, giving off bright sparks. It smelled of burning.  It worked! Aleur jumped a bit out of joy. And ran toward the store with fuel and ammunition.
 
    
 
   Behind the friends, a powerful explosion cracked into the heavens. The blast nearly knocked the friends from their boards. The store was destroyed. 
 
    
 
   Chapter 25. A Prophecy Fulfilled
 
    
 
   Shonith La opened the box. The Chintamani's glow had dimmed from the sorcerer's enchanting, but all the same, the Protector was here in Lemuria.  They would have to try to increase the glow of the Stone until the sorcerers reached the city. Only Shonith La knew how to strengthen the protective properties of the Chintamani. The secret had been passed from generation to generation of Keepers. Casting spells was used only in the case of deadly danger. Shonith La pressed on a small impression in the side of the box. A click came, and a small, secret chamber opened at the bottom of the box. A thin, gold plate, covered with symbols came out of it. The Keeper placed his hands on it. When his fingers had warmed the gold, the plate lit up and through the ancient letters, showed words Shonith La could understand. 
 
   "In order to strengthen the Chintamani, pronounce the magic words, written here four times and turn to face the east. The spells will bring a certain living being to you. When you see it, kill it, no matter what it is. And sprinkle the Stone with its blood. Afterward, pronounce "Chintamani," through fire and drizzle it with water. The power of the Stone will increase instantaneously."
 
   The Keeper shivered when he remembered the murder. Because the law of protecting the lives of everything was very important in Lemuria. 
 
   The Keeper began the ritual with a heavy heart. He changed into a royal blue robe, embroidered with tiny mirrors, and took a small bag from the table. A thin sheet of silver, crushed into powder was sprinkled on the floor. Repeating his prayer to himself, the Keeper drew a circle around himself, then a large, equilateral triangle in the center. He lay a small, sharp knife with a silver handle at his feet, turned to the east and picked up the Chintamani.
 
   -        "Forgive me, o great Rigden-Djapo for using a magic ritual," exhaled Shonith La.  "But I don't have any other way.  I must save my people. The Great Prophecy of the death of Lemuria is becoming fulfilled. Today is the very day- the seventeenth day of the moon, the day of the Great Wave. Who could have known that the Great Flood of ancient manuscripts would be a flood of sorcerers! We prepared an ark in order to save ourselves from a flood, but that our sorrow would be coming from somewhere else entirely."
 
   Shonith La raised up the Stone and read aloud:
 
   -        "La manu tavero dan, biset nero laroman... la manu tavero dan, biset nero laroman..."
 
   The Stone began to glow brighter. Blue rays of light tore away from its center, blinding the Keeper. He continued reading the spell:
 
   -        "La manu tavero dan, biset nero laroman... la manu tavero dan, biset nero laroman..."
 
    
 
   The Lemurians continued the evacuation. Almost all of them had set out for the ark, there were only a few dozen people left on the square- Council members, and royal servants. Among them, Prince Doro had hidden himself. Yala and Yuma were completely swallowed up in helping people, and didn't notice the little runaway. Also there was Greta, still waiting for her husband to appear.
 
   -        "Faster, faster," cried Yuma, hurrying along the people who were tarrying, "carry others on your own vimanas if they cannot take off!" 
 
   -        "Look! Look!”  called out a child's voice.
 
   Yuma turned around and saw Doro.
 
   -        "Doro! What are you doing here?!"  She cried, throwing up her hands.
 
   -        "The flügs have arrived!"  Cried Doro, glancing up at the sky.
 
   Everyone turned to look at where the Prince was pointing. Over the far away bay, two black dots appeared.
 
   -        "Everyone on their vimanas!  It's beginning!"  Shouted Councilor Rasha. When they realized that the evacuation drill was a trick, the Lemurians began to panic.  People darted around the square. Some tried to fly, but many of the vimanas wouldn't take off.
 
   -        "You won't manage," called out a voice drowning out the cries. Your vimanas move too slowly. The flügs will catch you in midair," came the voice again, belonging to the Black Princess, who had been not too far away, watching the commotion with a smile on her lips.
 
   -        "She's right," said Yala. - "Everyone in the Palace! The walls of the palace will save us from the fiery balls.”
 
   The people, in a panic, threw their things and vimanas down and ran towards the castle. Yuma, grabbing Doro by the arm, dragged him behind her. Guria ran behind. Yala came last, supporting the pregnant Greta. The terrifying hum of the machines in the sky grew stronger. The flying ships of the sorcerers came closer.
 
    
 
   Shonith La read the spell. The Stone became even brighter. Suddenly, the Keeper stopped, feeling someone's gaze on his back. There came a hiss. He looked around to see that a huge cobra had crawled into the room. Shonith La froze. The cobra flared its hood and came closer to the circle on the floor. "The blood of the first, who comes into the Sanctuary..." passed through Shonith La's head.
 
   Overpowered by fear, he bent down to take the small knife from the floor. And suddenly, a terrifying explosion shook the Sanctuary. Sparks lit up the room. Shonith La threw himself to the window and saw flügs bombing the City of the Sun. Just then the cobra bit the Keeper. He clutched at his leg. He knew he didn't have much time left, so Shonith La threw himself at the snake with his knife. Blood spurted. Shonith La hurried, growing paler with every second. He ripped off a piece of his robe and raised his legs higher than the bite. He grabbed the dead cobra and dripped its brown blood on the Stone. The Chintamani held its shade.
 
    
 
   Huge flaming balls were burning everything around. The fairy-tale houses of the Lemurians went ablaze. The gardens caught fire. Everything became shrouded in smoke. There came a deafening explosion, the fiery shells ripped through the castle walls.  People fell, wounded by shards of stone. Others darted around the garden, trying to  rip off their burning clothes, screaming piercingly. A few people were trapped in a ring of burning earth and trees. The flames got closer, and the five Lemurians helplessly waited for death.  Yuma, Doro, Yala, Guria and Greta had hidden themselves not far from the garden pond, behind a hill covered with chis bushes. 
 
   A few yards away, a wounded Tina fell to the ground.
 
   -        "Tina! Tina!” Cried out Doro, throwing himself at the servant-girl. Yala managed to grab him by the leg and forcibly dragged  him back to the shelter.
 
   -        "Mama! Tina's there!"
 
   -        "I know, my boy," whispered Yala, pressing him to her chest, "but if we help her, the sorcerers will find us."
 
   The Prince nuzzled his nose to her and sobbed.
 
   -        "We must leave," proclaimed Guria.  "Within a few minutes, the flügs will fly away. They'll run out of ammo and fuel. But I don't hear another cohort coming." 
 
   -        "What does that mean?"  Asked Greta.
 
   -        "That means that Gorr is playing some kind of game. Perhaps the main army is going to the shore to bomb the ark. Or something has stopped the remaining cohorts from taking off.  Look, they're flying away," answered Guria.
 
    
 
   The thin, trembling old man with bloodied hands, squeezing a dead cobra in no way resembled the powerful Keeper of the Relic. He squeezed out drops of blood, covered the Stone with them, carried it through the flames of a lamp and watched the viscous liquid boil and steam away. He did this again and again, cutting the snake with the silver-handled knife, repeating the ancient spell. Nothing happened. The Stone dimmed. The magic had no effect. The pale, dying old man had been unable to resurrect the Protector. Shonith La shouted at the ceiling in desperation:
 
   -        "Curse thee, Rigden Djapo! You are a God of sorcerers. You only help them!  You allow them to do anything they wish! You gave Lemuria only one magical spell, and it turns out that it's no more than some old children's limerick. It doesn't work! Doesn't work! Lemuria has died! The City of the Sun is no more! You have tricked us! Take your damned Chintamani!"  He threw the Stone away, and fell to the floor in helpless despair, sobbing. His tears fell on the Stone. And suddenly a miracle happened. The gray, lifeless metal began to shine. But instead of blue light, violet-pink rays blinded the poor old man. The flustered Shonith La sat in silence for several seconds, look at the light of the Stone and suddenly whispered:
 
   -        "Water! Water! I forgot the water..."
 
    
 
   Everyone that had survived the terrible bombing was transferred to the palace square. Tina was among them, bloodied, but still alive.  Also there were three servants with heavy burns and two members of the Council. Shonith La had disappeared without a trace. Guria, who was sure that the sorcerers wouldn't touch the flüg they'd stolen from Groix had been right. The black ball was covered in soot, but remained unharmed. The wounded were taken in the ship. Yuma looked around. Olmolungring had disappeared. Where there had been a blooming garden, there was only char, where there had been statues and fountains, there were now ruins. And the air was filled with the smell of burning meat, that brought nausea all the way up their throats. Only the upper part of the palace remained- the Sanctuary. The flügs hadn't managed to reach it.  Looking through the smoke into the window, Yuma noticed a blue glow. The chintamani? But it couldn't be, if it had been, Lemuria would have been protected. That meant that Shonith La had died before he was able to restore the Protector's power. Yuma sighed and shot Guria a hostile look. "This is her fault! If she hadn't stolen the Stone..."
 
    
 
   When Aleur and Tamil finally reached Lemuria, a terrible picture met their eyes.  There were no streets, no gardens and no squares, just ruins, among which ambled a few sheep, blackened from soot, bleating pathetically.
 
   For several minutes, the friends couldn't get even one word out. They stood and looked at what remained of their beloved City of the Sun. 
 
   - "Aleur! I don't see bodies.  They were able to get out," and just then rebutting his words came a groan from behind a rock. The friends rushed to clear the rubble and found a royal servant there.
 
   -        "Lourin! Lourin! Wake up! Where are all the people! Have you seen the Queen?" 
 
   -        "Stop, Aleur. He's lost consciousness."
 
   -        "Taa-miil," whispered Lourin, "your Greta..."
 
   -        "Greta?  What happened to her? Where is she? Lourin, speak, I beg you! What happened to Greta?" Tamil raised Lourin's head, and crouched down so he could hear the whisper.
 
   -        "Greta... and Queen Yuma, the Prince, Queen Yala... and the Black Princess... some more servants... they ran into the palace when the sorcerers flew up... They did not manage to fly away... The others are on the ark... Leave... They are no more... The damned sorcerers burned everything down," coughed Lourin, trailing off into nothing. 
 
   -        "Yuma!" Exclaimed Aleur.  He tightened his fist so much that his fingers cracked.  "Yuma! Yuma..." he said, repeating the name of his beloved like a madman, looking straight forward.
 
   -        "Aleur!”
 
   Tamil's voice came out, surprisingly quiet.
 
    - "Let's go, Aleur! We'll find them. I know that my Greta is near. Let's go. I won't leave until I find her. Alive... or... we'll find them," said Tamil, pale and quiet, raising his vimana up.
 
   And the friends flew above the ruins of the City of the Sun in the direction of the place where the pink palace of Lemuria had been standing just a few hours ago.
 
    
 
   Guria landed the flüg on the deck of the ark. There wasn't a soul around, neither in the ship or next to it. Well, in any case, the ship was in tact. That meant that Guria's suggestion that Gorr had flown to bomb the ark had not come true.
 
   Yuma got out of the flüg, and the ship came to life as if by magic.
 
   -        "The Queen! The Queen is here!"  Was heard from all sides. People began to come out from the decks, and circled around Yuma and her companions, looking with hope and anxiety at the matriarch.
 
   Yuma deigned to help the wounded. When they had been taken down, the Queen scanned over her subjects. Men, women, children and the elderly... They had all become her family, dear people, united by the tragedy. She took some air into her lungs and said:
 
   -        "Friends... Lemuria is no more... The City of the Sun has been destroyed. People died... Shonith La died... The sorcerers have burnt everything down... we have no where to return to... We must be courageous... We must leave. We will find another island."
 
   Moans and sobs rang out from the crowd. Women sobbed upon noticing that their husbands were missing, and children wept when they saw their mothers crying.
 
   -        "We haven't time to cry!"  Suddenly called out the ringing voice of the Black Princess.  "We must leave! The sorcerers will return!"
 
   -        "The Black Sorceress!"  Came voices from all around. People gathered in a circle around Guria. She felt uncomfortable being surrounded by the tall Lemurians.  "She's a sorceress spy!"
 
   -        "Leave her!"  Ordered Yuma. She parted the crowd and stood next to Guria.  "This sorceress is my sister. She helped Yala and I escape from Groix. She saved our lives. She can be trusted. - "She stole the Stone and it's all because of her that the war started.” “She stole Aleur from me," added a voice inside her. But Yuma said: "We must be magnanimous. We must forgive all sins committed against us. Our ark will only move if our souls are clean. Please! I implore you! I know that it must be very hard to think about good things right now. But we must. Otherwise we will remain on this shore for Gorr's amusement. Let every one of you remember the good that you've had in your lives, and thank God for it!" 
 
   The Lemurians hung their heads and sauntered into their cabins. There, every bed had its own "captain's bridge," a wooden stand with a blue triangular crystal. Every person from the City of the Sun, be it a three year old boy or a gray-haired man directed their pure energy to move the machine. The little "bridges," were all connected with the main, royal one with a very thin, almost invisible thread.
 
   -        "Why is our bridge different than the others?"  Yuma asked Doro in a whisper.  "Is it a matter of royal regalia?"
 
   -        "We are stronger," explained Doro simply.  "Because we are of royal blood. Long ago, the Lemurians chose their rulers from the very best citizens, those with the strongest souls. We are their descendants. And it is thus that our crystals are larger. The ship won't move without us.” 
 
   Yuma glanced at the crystal. Concentrate on the good...  Before her eyes swam pictures- a mountain river,  her friend's mermaid eyes, her bellowing laughter, the embarrassed smile on the boy's face who was sitting opposite her in the boat...- how far away these thoughts seemed now... - after that she seemed to see in the triangle a small bear cub in a silver box... and finally, she clearly saw the face of her beloved. Aleur's face...
 
   All the other royals were looking into their own crystals. Yala, her advisers, Doro and the servants were all calling to mind their best memories, and willing the thoughts of war, destruction and death to disappear.
 
   For several minutes, nothing happened. Yuma thought that there wasn't enough energy to tear the ark from its sandy captivity. But at that very second, the ship trembled, and slowly, light as a feather took off across the sand, then on the perfectly calm water crept away from the shore.  
 
   - "Rest!"  Commanded one of the Advisers.
 
   - "Rest?"  Asked Yuma, not understanding.
 
   - "Those few minutes were enough to charge the laradas. We'll be able to fly until the end of the day.
 
   - "Laradas?"  Yuma asked Doro.
 
    - "These boxes... They hold energy. I'm sure it'd be better to ask Aleu..." Doro stopped himself and answered with his eyes. 
 
   -        "Aleur. He wanted to save me. He and Tamil. They never came back from Groix. They are no more," pronounced Yuma with difficulty believing in what she was saying.
 
   -        "Tamil is alive," called out Greta, standing not far away.
 
   Yuma approached her and embraced her around the shoulders.
 
   -        "Tamil is alive," repeated Greta. - "I just heard him. Here," she touched her head.
 
   Yala and Doro looked at her, worried.
 
   -        "Sweetie, you're tired, you need to rest," Yala stroked Greta's shoulder, "in your condition..."
 
   -        "She hasn't lost her mind," interrupted Guria.  "Her husband lives. He and Aleur.  They are in the ruins, searching for your bodies." Said Guria, taking her crystal ball from her pocket.
 
   -        "We must return for them!" Exclaimed Greta, whose cheeks turned red upon seeing her husband.
 
   -        “We can't leave anyone, Greta," said Yuma, wishing to be next to Aleur more than anything in the world. 
 
   -        "The ship is charged until the end of the day. We have a flüg. We'll make it! We'll get them and come back to the ship before..." 
 
   -        "We don't have enough fuel," interrupted Guria.  "We will die under the sorcerers' fire."
 
   -        "Then I will fly alone," came Greta, biting her lip.  "I'll save Tamil or die with him."
 
   Guria eyed her, looked at her, and fell silent.
 
   -        "Remember yourself, girl!"  Said Yala, taking Greta by the arm, "you're about to have a baby."
 
   -        "If we must die, then we will cross into the other world all together- me, Tamil and our boy," answered Greta.
 
   -        "But you don't know how to drive a flüg!"  Exclaimed Doro.
 
   -        "Is that your love, mother? That which is stronger than all else?"  Guria asked her mother. Tears welled up in Yala's eyes.  "I'll drive the flüg," offered Guria.  "My presence on the ark is not necessary. 
 
   -        “Don't believe her, Greta!"  Said Doro, "she wants to return to the sorcerers!"
 
   -        "I will fly with them," said Yuma, and putting a stop to Yala's objections added, "I must, mom," calling Yala “mom” for the first time.  "You and Doro can care for the people." 
 
   -        "He betrayed you, Yuma!"  Cried Doro, tears streaming down his face. Guria shuddered.
 
   -        "Everyone makes mistakes, Doro! Now is not the time for revenge. If we do not return, you will rule Lemuria. 
 
   They said their goodbyes. A minute later, the flying ball took off.
 
    
 
   Chapter 27 In the Ruins of Lemuria.
 
    
 
   Aleur and Tamil, tired by their searching, covered with soot, and scratched by the stones, were sitting on a column that once held up the roof of the palace.
 
   More than two hours had gone by. 
 
   - "The sorcerers will return soon, Aleur."
 
   -        "Tamil, don't fool yourself. There's nothing for them here. They flew to the shore," answered Aleur.
 
   -        "The ark must have gone out to sea long ago. They won't be able to catch it," expressed Tamil.  "They will come to burgle the ruins."
 
   -        "What will we do?"  Asked Aleur, then fell silent.
 
   -        "We need to get to our people... I've got an idea. Do you see, the Sanctuary of the Stone has survived?"  Asked Tamil, pointing at the small tower at the top.  "Could be the crystal ball also survived."
 
   -        "Grino's engagement present?"  Exclaimed Aleur in joy. - "If the crystal ball has survived... We can know where the ark is going! And catch it on our vimanas! Let's go right away!" What is that? Did you hear that?"
 
   -        "I hear it. It's Gorr.”
 
   Aleur took his friend by the armpits and dragged him to a shelter. They hid behind a piece of stone wall. Aleur broke his vimana and aimed it at the approaching flüg.
 
    The flüg had almost landed when a sheaf of bright light flew out of the vimana. Sparks flew and smoke poured out.  The flüg shook, lost its balance and plopped down to the earth.
 
   Aleur aimed at the doors. "The pilots will come out any second now. Tamil won't go down so easy...” The hatch snapped, flew back, and together with lots of smoke, emerged... Yuma.
 
   -        "Yuma!"  Exclaimed Aleur, throwing himself at her.
 
   Behind her appeared Guria and Greta. They were coughing and waving their arms. 
 
   -        "Yuma!"  Having seen Guria, Aleur stopped.
 
   -        “Tamil!" shrieked Greta, throwing herself at her husband.
 
   -        "Greta! Greta! You're alive!"  Tears flowed down Tamil's soot-stained face. "What are you doing here? You aren't allowed to be here!"  Confusing his words, he embraced her, kissed her face, and arms...
 
   -        "Something happened to the flüg," said Guria, coming to herself, "we've lost control. We must repair it immediately if we want to catch the ark.
 
   -        “We knocked it out," explained Tamil. "We mistook you for Gorr's army."
 
   -        "Weapons?!"  Came Guria, in shock.  "Lemurians with weapons?!"
 
   -        "Yes," answered Aleur, proudly raising his head, "we can go to war as well!" 
 
   -        "You allowed the city to be bombed to ashes, and had weapons all along? Why?!”
 
   -        “Oh, God!"  Suddenly Greta fell to the ground. Everyone turned to her. She clutched at her stomach.  "It seems..."
 
   Guria rolled her eyes.  "You can't be serious!"
 
   -        "Maybe it will pass?"  Asked Yuma. 
 
   -        "No," said Greta, looking at her legs, down which water was beginning to flow, "it will not pass. My boy is begging to come out..."
 
   Tamil embraced his wife.
 
   -        "All the same, we need to try and take off," frowned Guria.  "If that eager beaver is really trying so hard to get out, let him be born in the sky..."
 
   -        "Guria is right," said Yuma.  "Greta, let's get in the flüg."
 
   They set Greta down on a couch covered with animal skins. Guria closed the hatch.
 
   -        "Take off!"   The flying machine grumbled, gave off a piercing clang, and went silent.  The motor stalled.
 
   Guria opened the door. Everyone went out. The flüg had been hit by the vimana ray right next to the instrument responsible for height control.
 
   -        "Aleur! Maybe you can fix it..." asked Yuma in horror, looking at the smoking flüg. Together with the smoke, their hope of being saved disappeared.
 
   -        "I'll try," said Aleur, climbing inside.
 
   -        “Tamil!"  Shrieked Greta, "Tamil, I'm afraid! We're gonna die..."
 
   -        "No, Greta! Think about the little one," said the husband, comforting her.
 
   -        "Agghhh!"  Came Greta, huddled in pain.
 
   -        "Lord! Does anyone know how to deliver a baby?" 
 
   -        "It's easy," said Guria.  "I've seen lambs delivered.  Tamil, give me your shirt." 
 
   The Black Princess took a small knife from her pocket.
 
   -        “Tamil!" Sit next to Greta, take her by the hand.  "Yuma! Don't make a fuss!" 
 
   Yuma looked angrily at Guria, but said nothing.
 
    
 
   - "I forgot the water... Blood, fire and water!"
 
   The Keeper squinted from the unbearable light. A shining star emerged  around the Chintamani. The Stone became even brighter, the rays became wider and wider. The air began to vibrate. There came a dull roar...
 
   The bright light ripped through the walls and began to ripple over everything  in waves. Soon it had covered the whole island, crossed the channel and reached the castle walls of Groix. A flüg,that had been flying toward Lemuria tipped and fell into the water. One after the other, Gorr's soldiers fell, struck by the deadly rays of the Chintamani.
 
   -        "This is the end of the sorcerers," smiled the Keeper, barely able to speak. Those were his last words. The cobra's poison reached its target.
 
    
 
   Chapter 29. There Is No Death
 
    
 
    Greta had a son. The baby, wrapped in his father's shirt was quietly suckling. And everyone who was there for his birth looked on in silence. Greta was exhausted, but happy.  Tamil was bursting with pride, and Aleur, Yuma and Guria were surprisingly confused.  They had been witness to the birth of man on earth. War, fear and death retreated. The miracle of birth was stronger.
 
   -        "We'll call him Shonith. In honor of the Keeper. He will become a hero of the Lemurians," said Tamil.
 
   -        "For that to happen, we'd want to go back to the ark," exclaimed Yuma.  "Aleur, how's the machine?"
 
   -        "I'm trying..." answered Aleur, disappearing once again in the belly of the ball.
 
   -        "What was that sound?"  Asked Greta.  "Do you hear it? Something is buzzing..."
 
   Tamil and Guria looked around.
 
   -        "I don't see any sorcerers," said Guria.  "It's as if the sound is coming from under ground..."
 
   -        "Look!”  Exclaimed Yuma, pointing to the Sanctuary at the top of the mountain.
 
    The Keeper's chapel grew in size before their eyes, and began giving off a bright violet color.
 
   Aleur poked his head out of the machine:
 
   -        "There's some kind of vibration..."
 
   And just then, everyone felt waves go across the earth as if from a strike.
 
   -        "Earthquake!"  Shouted Yuma.
 
   The earth trembled and disappeared from under their legs. The remnants of the palace colonnade collapsed, and the iron flüg fell onto its side. The earth trembled and began to crack under them. Aleur's vimana fell into the crack. Greta  began to weep, the child did as well. Yuma threw herself to Aleur, trying to help him get out of the flying machine. Greta jumped with her baby in her arms and fell. Guria lifted the legless Tamil out of the cabin. After the first shock, a second followed, stronger, then a third, stronger still.
 
   - "Faster! To the square! Get to an open place!"  Shouted Yuma. Aleur grabbed Tamil in his arms. They ran out to the clearing in front of the palace and looked up to the source of the boom. There, at the very top, Shonith La's Sancuary exploded and broke into pieces, and became enveloped in the magic purple light of the Stone.  The glow covered the mountain, the waterfall, the destroyed walls of the castle, and the sky... Everything around acquired a sinister look. The people below, looked up in silence as the ancient cliff was destroyed- Lemuria's defense against the winds and waters of the high-mountain lakes. And just then, new waterfalls began to flow in the huge gaps created by the explosion. They grew right before their eyes, turning into muddy torrents, sweeping away everything in their paths. 
 
   -        "My boy! My poor boy!" Cried out Greta, looking at the water approaching from the mountain.  "It's the flood! Just as the sages prophesied!  All has been fulfilled! 
 
   -        We have vimanas!"  Exclaimed Aleur.
 
   -        "One vimana!"  interrupted Guria. - "And there are five of us, probably six at this point.”
 
   -        “Greta and the boy! They must be saved! Greta! Fly!"  Shouted Tamil.
 
   -        “No! I won't fly without you!"  Wept Greta.
 
   -        "Greta! Save the child!"  Ordered Yuma, pushing Greta on the board. Greta hugged Tamil, laid the boy on the vimana and stood next to him, staring at the blue triangle. The board remained on the ground.
 
   -        "I can't," exclaimed Greta. "You try, Tamil!"
 
   Tamil sat upright on the vimana.  It wouldn't move. Everyone tried to take off in their turn, but Guria. 
 
   - "Our souls are too heavy..." said Aleur, stepping off the board. As soon as he got off, the vimana shook and raised up the baby into the air. Greta grabbed her son. The board crashed to the ground.
 
   -        "The vimana lifted the child," said Guria.  "It's a sign, Greta. He can be saved." 
 
   -        "Faster, Greta! Set him down..." cried Tamil, ripping the bundle from his wife, and setting him down on the vimana, blinded by tears. Just then the board took off, and slowly picking up speed, flew toward the sea.
 
   -        "My son! My little son!"  Sobbed Greta, not breaking her glance from the flying baby.  Tamil patted her on the head and pressed her to his chest...
 
   -        "He'll make it, Greta! Rigden-Djapo himself is taking care of him! He will be happy, Greta!  He will be a great Lemurian..."
 
   -        "The water! It's already so close!"  Whispered Yuma.  "Aleur!"  They embraced. Guria clenched her teeth until they creaked and said:
 
   -        "Forgive me for everything!" And, looking into space, she added "now I know that love is stronger than everything on earth, mom!"
 
   Aleur lowered his eyes and hugged Yuma stronger.
 
   -        "Forgive me, Yuma! I always loved only you," he said, taking a pearl necklace from his pocket, and put it around her neck. "This is my wedding gift."
 
    Yuma closed her eyes, breathing in the smell of his hair. 
 
   - "We will die together."
 
   -        "If only! There is no death," called out Guria. Her black eyes looked at Aleur and Yuma with sorrow.
 
   -        "Water! The water is getting close!"  Cried out Greta.  "Tamil!!”
 
   -        "Don't look there, Greta!  Hug me!"  Tamil squeezed his wife stronger. 
 
    
 
   Guria stared right into the face of death. Her face was bloodless.  Anyone who knew the Black Princess would hardly recognize this pale, beautiful woman. One thousand emotions flashed in her eyes. They contained found and lost love, the premonition of death; the courage of a soldier, and the weakness of a baby. She watched the water eating up the earth, moment by moment, bringing with it stones, pieces of houses, and trees... The inevitable end was approaching. 
 
   The terrible, thunderous wave hit Guria first, then picked up the earth under the others. Their desperate cries sunk in the torrent. The newborn river turned, stormed and swallowed everything, not even noticing that it was carrying away human lives...
 
   Yuma began to choke, released her arms and lost Aleur. She opened her eyes and saw a dull green haze, and bubbles raising up. She figured it was the last thing she'd see in her life. She was surprised to find that she wasn't afraid, and fell into the abyss.
 
   
  
 

Chapter 30. Shambhala
 
    
 
   -        “Nastia! Nastia!  Called out someone's voice, "open your eyes!"
 
   Nastia tried, but her eyelids were completely stuck together. Her head was throbbing, and her throat was dry.
 
   -        "Give her some water!"  She heard, then began to smell tulips, then felt clammy hands on her face. There was wet fabric lying over her eyes. Nastia pried her eyelids open, and discovered that she was laying down, and before her was a swarthy, familiar woman in yellow on her knees. She was holding a jug and a towel.
 
   -        “Nastia! Can you see me?"  She asked. Nastia lifted her head with difficulty and recognized the museum of Shambhala. 
 
   -        "Am I alive?" 
 
   -        "Of course. You've returned," answered the elder Kriida.
 
   -        "Was that a dream? Where's Margo?"
 
   -        "Margo will be back," said the elder, calming her, and helping her get up.
 
   Nastia saw Margo, Andrei, Marina and Boris spread eagle on the floor. Samir and Kut Kumi the Teacher where fussing about near them. them Nastia got up on her weak knees and fell down next to Margo.
 
   Samir, pristine, young and healthy said something in an unknown language and dabbed Margo with water. She woke up, opened her bleary eyes to the cave and said in barely audible words:
 
   -        "I should be dead. This is all because of me."
 
   -        “Margo! Margo!”  Shouted Nastia, shaking her, "wake up!" 
 
   Margo stared at Nastia for several seconds before she figured out who she was seeing.
 
   At the same time, the others began to stir and come to life. Marina threw herself into Boris' arms and began to sob. Andrei approached the girls.
 
   -        "How are you?"  He asked. Suddenly his eyes opened wide, resting on Nastia's chest.
 
   -        "What?  She asked, clutching the collar of her shirt, thinking maybe it had come unbuttoned. To her surprise, her hands found large beads.  "What? What is this?”
 
   -        "Pearls," said Margo, "a wedding gift."
 
   -        "Yuma!" exclaimed Andrei.  "So that was you..."
 
   -        "You..." whispered Nastia, "you were both... there too?! In Lemuria? 
 
   -        "So, it wasn't a dream," said Margo, looking with hatred at the elders, who were observing the friends from a distance.
 
   -        "So, it was a reincarnation!"  exclaimed Nastia. "I thought  I was dreaming. When I realized I was Queen of Lemuria...”
 
   -        “You remembered?! You remembered who you were?"  Interrupted Margo, "why didn't I remember anything? "That's not fair!"
 
   -        “Margo!”  Shouted Nastia, "Margo! What was your name in Lemuria?!"
 
   -        "Guria.. I was Guria."
 
   -        “My God!"  Whispered Nastia, recoiling involuntarily.
 
   -        “You witch! You used magic on me!”  Exclaimed Andrei. 
 
   -        "Aleur?"  Said Nastia and Margo in a chorus. 
 
   Nastia's heart was pounding like a madwoman's.
 
   When they heard the name, the Soroks turned in their direction.
 
   -        "Aleur?"  Repeated Boris.
 
   -        "What, you were in Lemuria too?"  Asked Nastia. "Who were you?"
 
   -        "We lost a child," sobbed Marina, "we lost him forever..."
 
   -        "Tamil and Greta!”
 
   -        “My friends!”  Interrupted Kriida, "allow me to explain."
 
   -        "Yes, if you would be so kind!"  Hissed Margo through her teeth, "explain it!"
 
   Kriida told them about everything that had happened. Each of the friends had been in a past, Lemurian incarnation. It was the very help about which the Elders had spoken at the Council. The guests from the World Above were supposed to bring the Chintamani back from the past. It was their last chance for salvation.
 
   -        "How were we supposed to bring the Stone if we didn't even understand that we were ourselves?!"  Protested Margo.
 
   -        "The past almost never changes," explained Kriida, "sixty million years ago, when Lemuria drowned, the young sorceress Guria also died. She is thought to have been holding the Shintaman." 
 
   -        "I wasn't holding the Stone!"  Interrupted Margo.
 
   -        "That's the problem. You preferred the power of love. You changed the past," came Kriida, parting her hands. "We did not see that coming. You, Margo, decided to give the Stone back to the Lemurians and changed the map. The path of time is built such that when you move metals or minerals through it, you do not change their properties. Only stone, metal and human souls can move through time without losing anything.  When we sent you back into the past, we were hoping that the Stone would be in Margo's hands when you got back."
 
   -        "So you organized all of this for some pebble!"  Broke in Margo.  "For that, you exposed us to these inhuman tests?!"
 
   -        "It's not just some pebble," expressed Kut Kumi, it is the relic, the Chintamani!"
 
   -        "Yeah, well screw your stupid Chintamani!"  Shouted Boris, throwing himself at the Teacher, "look what you've done to my wife!" Her hair is turning gray!" 
 
   He tried to hit the Teacher, but stopped, bumping into an invisible wall.  Banging on it a few times, he began to sob from helplessness.
 
   -        "Calm down!"  Said Samir, "you aren't understanding what's going on. All life on earth is being threatened! And you're thinking only about yourself!"
 
   -        “Samir!”  Rebuked the Teacher, "they're only people."
 
   -        "Yeah, and they might become the last people on earth!"  Answered Samir.
 
    
 
   The end is getting near, or at the very least thats what it seemed like, because all the four "suns" of Shambhala began to grow dim. Dew fell. Fog rose from  the geysers. The Teacher led the guests into his house. The Teacher's living quarters were quite ascetic. Almost totally empty inside. A table, a few chairs and a low-lying bed was all the furniture he had. There were mats on the floor and the window shutters were closed. There were long shadows on the walls from the light of an oil lamp. The exhausted guests lay down right on the floor. But despite their tiredness, sleep wouldn't come. The last day of Lemuria was turning over and over in their heads. They lay in silence. Margo cried noiselessly, facing the corner. Nastia didn't know what to say. She had never seen Margo cry before.
 
   - "Margo!"  Called out Nastia in a whisper, taking her friend by the arm, "that's enough!  
 
   -        “You love him, right?”  sobbed Margo. 
 
   -        "Who?"  Asked Nastia, swallowing a lump in her throat.
 
   -        "Who!"  Mimicked Margo.
 
   -        "Don't think of it, everything is over!"
 
   -        "Over?"  Called out Andrei, "then why do I fell that I love you stronger than ever before, Yu... Nastia! And I don't care that you have a different body and name!"  He sat up and caught Nastia's glance.
 
   Nastia blushed.
 
   -        "Damn them all with their experiments!"  Exclaimed Boris.
 
   -        "Hey now, it's a sin for you to complain," answered Margo, "you're still together, and you're more than able to have kids."
 
   Marina let out a sniffle.
 
   A strange noise was heard from outside. They all fell silent and listened. The strange, clacking sound grew louder. Andrei stood up and looked out the door. A strange picture was there before his eyes. The people of Shambhala were stretched in a slender chain going up the the White Tower. They were all dressed identically. They were wearing chain-mail made of circular mirrors on their bodies, and mirror boots on their feet. They had shining helmets on their heads with closed visors. They were each holding two huge, concave shields. Andrei recognized the shields- they were the same ones the Brethren used for training with the sunbeams.
 
   -        "Look!”  He exclaimed, "it looks like something's afoot.”
 
   The group poured out onto the porch, gazing in amazement at the fantastic procession. The warriors were walking to the Tower and it was unclear how they would all manage to fit inside. One of them turned. He turned away from the building and got closer to the house, opened his visor and shouted:
 
   -        "Don't even think of leaving!"
 
   Looking through the darkness, Nastia saw that it was Samir.
 
   -        "Sit in the house. And pray," added their former "instructor," running off to catch the column.
 
   -        "Where are they going?" asked Marina.
 
   -        "It looks like they're going to battle," answered Andrei.  "Right, but where are they going to? A parallel world or something?"
 
   -        "Come on," came Boris, shaking his head, "the Tower comes out above. They can ascend to earth."
 
   -        "Above, that means..." 
 
   -        "Exactly! We can get out of here!"  Came Nastia, finishing his thought.
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 31. The Battle
 
    
 
   The Tower's spire blended in perfectly with the top of the mountain. At four and a half kilometers from sea level, this snowy peak had been conquered many times before. But the tourists had no idea that on the highest Altai mountain was hidden a great secret. And almost no one knew that it's name, “the Guard Tower” came from the White Brotherhood of Shambhala.
 
   With the help of the think blue ray from the lithivator, Kut Kumi melted the heap of snow.  A secret exit opened up. The warriors in their mirror armor came out on the peak and made a circle. The moon rose. It's light played on the shining mountain sides. Around it was very quiet and cold. Clouds of steam were escaping from under the mirror armor, causing the shining heights to steam up. The snow crunched under their feet. The defenders of Shambhala were frozen in anticipation.
 
   Only minutes remained until the confrontation was to begin. Frost covered the warrior's helmets. The white pancake of the moon rose higher and higher, illuminating the valley below. The landscape became painted with ominous shadows. Fog hung over the river, flowing from under a glacier in the foothills. The night forest fell silent along the banks. It was as if everything had turned to stone. Tension was felt in the movement of the warriors, in their glances, thickening the air, constraining their breathing.
 
   The silence was broken by a huge ball of snow, hovering over the precipice. It fell with a boom, scattering shards of ice. The warriors shuddered. And suddenly a sound came in from all sides. Wild shrieks, laughter, humming, clanking, whistles and moans all came together in the cacophony. The noise was so strong that the soldiers' armor began to vibrate and rattle. Standing shoulder to shoulder, the soldiers held their shields stronger. After a moment, an explosion rang out from the clouds. A firestorm rushed to the top, throwing fountains of sparks. The enemies of Shambhala came out of the flames. At the head of the Black army was standing the Angel who had come to earth long ago.
 
    
 
   At the same time, below in Shambhala, noting that all the people had left the city, Margo, Nastia, Andrei, Marina and Boris decided to follow their example. But, coming into the Tower, they were unable to find the door to the peak. The stairway went up to nowhere. The circular tower walls were absolutely smooth. There was no way out.
 
   -        "I wonder what's happening up there," sighed Nastia.  "I can't hear a thing."
 
   -        "Yes," nodded Boris, "the silence is deafening."
 
   -        "Wait up," exclaimed Andrei, "the map!"
 
   -        "What map?"  Asked Nastya.
 
   -        "The map of the world! Remember, in the laboratory!”
 
   -        “Come on! Let's go!"
 
   In the laboratory it was dark and quiet. In the stone walls, windows weakly flickered, showing the World Above. Margo looked into one of them, but saw nothing.
 
   The map of the world was hanging where it had before. The oceans were moving, the clouds were drifting lazily over the continents. Everything looked just as it had before. With the exception of the little lights. They had increased in number by many times. And most of them were red.
 
   - "My God!”  Exclaimed Marina, "it's begun!"
 
   She touched the Moscow icon. The map zoomed in and showed smoke and soot high above the city. Increasing the size of the image, the friends saw the terrible aftermath of explosions. The metro was burning, covered in smoke, and the wounded and dead were being carried out. Sirens wailed, and women shrieked. In Europe, a disaster was happening at a nuclear plant. America was overtaken by an unknown epidemic. Asia was completely flooded. Japan was suffering from an extremely strong earthquake. The map was dotted with red.
 
   -        "There it is!"  Said Nastia, clasping her hands, "just as Kut Kumi said!  They want to destroy humanity while the warriors of Shambhala are occupied defending the abode of Light.”
 
   -        "Look there!"  Said Marina, pointing at the brightest light, "we're somewhere there..."
 
   -        "Exactly! Altai! There's Mount Belukha! There's a battle on Mount Belukha! And we are directly below it!"  Exclaimed Boris, pointing his finger at the map.
 
    
 
    The leader of the Black army was almost no different from a person. He had a red cape that came down to his heels, and he was wearing a flaming helmet. His pale face was flawless. A young man with delicate skin and fine features. Only his eyes revealed his diabolic nature. Empty like holes, glowing with anger. The man who had once gone by the name Lucifer had come to make himself lord of Earth. Standing fifty meters from the mirror army with his arms crossed, he found Kut Kumi. Their glances crossed. A terrible blow sounded. Lightning flashed across the sky, signaling the beginning of the battle. The black army screamed and whooped, encircling the Shambhalans. The battle had begun.
 
   But it wasn't a war in the human understanding. There were no guns, no cannons and no melee. It was a battle of energy. The dark forces knew that the people of the City of the Gods weren't afraid of fire, water or metal. Lucius's monstrosities were not armed with rifles or cannons. Their internal anger served them. They began to pour out all their worst wishes on their enemies. Bluish lightning flew toward the mirrored warriors. They caught the dastardly shots in their concave shields and reflected them, sending them back. Lucius's soldiers fell dead one after the other, hurt by their own anger. But the dark forces outnumbered the Shambhalans by several times. Explosions came from the heavens and new monsters appeared to take the places of the old ones. 
 
    
 
    
 
   The map zoomed in.
 
   The friends froze, watching the battle.
 
   -        “My God!"  Whispered Margo, "there are 100 times more of them!"
 
   -        "How can they not win?"  Came Marina in horror.
 
   They watched the fight in silence for another few minutes. The black army attacked, one after the other, and the Shambhalans also lost many. 
 
   - "So what, we're just gonna stand around and watch?"  Exclaimed Margo.
 
   -        "What do you suggest?"  Asked Andrei.
 
   -        "We should help!"
 
   -        “How?” 
 
   -        "We caused this... Because of me, they are fighting with that unclean power right now. If I had brought the Stone... Wait a second... The Stone! We must get it back!"
 
   -        "Get it back? That would be great!"  chuckled Boris.  "But how? Are you saying we should go back to Lemuria?"
 
   -        "I've got an idea," said Margo, "let's go!"
 
    
 
   Kut Kumi and Lucius were fighting in the center of the battle. Kut Kumi reflected the black energy with two shields, trying to hit his enemy with rays coming from his eyes at the same time. Lucius was doing the same. Instead of mirrors, he was wearing a flaming cloak and Kut Kumi's energy turned into sparks, hitting him. White and Black generals were taking off into the sky and descending into the snow. Around them was never-ending multi-colored lightning. The air smelled of tulips and sulphur.
 
   Black clouds covered the peak. Tourists, who could see it from a distance, could only say that it was a storm the likes of which hadn't been seen in years.
 
    
 
   Chapter 32. Margo's Plan
 
    
 
   The friends ran after Margo. Despite the darkness, she went assuredly through the laboratory as if she knew every corner. When they reached the hall where Kut Kumi had shown them the Akashic records, Margo stopped.
 
   -        "It's here."
 
   -        "What?”  Came Nastia in surprise, "explain it already, what've you thought up?"
 
   -        “The Akashic records," explained Margo, here in the very same place where Kut Kumi had shown them the trick with transparent pages.
 
   And suddenly the laboratory lit up, and the stone ceiling and walls began to glow. 
 
   -        "Oh my!"  Marveled the friends, exchanging glances.
 
   -        "The Akashic Records!"  Demanded Margo. And... a translucent canvas flowed down from the ceiling with moving pictures.
 
   -        "It's working! It's working!”
 
   -        “Show me the Chintamani!"  Pronounced Margo, ignoring the whooping. She began to look carefully at the pictures.
 
   -        “But Kriida said that the Stone is protected from Light by Lucius himself," said Boris.
 
   -        "Yes! But Lucius is occupied at the moment!”  Answered Margo with burning eyes.
 
   Her companions, having figured out what she wanted, fell silent and looked on with fascination as magical coils fell and disappeared.
 
   -        "There"  Shouted Margo, pointing at Akashi, "there it is!"
 
   Everyone threw themselves at her.
 
   The records showed a place in the desert. Right on the sand, next to a gnarled, leafless tree, in a gold box lay an object, made to defend the Light. A fiery circle encircled the place. There wasn't a soul around. On a transparent canvas, next to the Stone, there were eight digits shining.
 
   -        "That's it! It!"  Whispered Margo, her face lighting up, "we must find it!"
 
   -        "But how? Where is it? Doesn't it say here?"  Wondered Nastia, spreading her arms.
 
   -        "Yeah, what place is that?"  Asked Boris.
 
   -        "Wait up!"  Said Andrei, "there are numbers here. What if they are...
 
   -        coordinates!"  Marina cried out, "they're coordinates! Look, the first four are width, and the next four are length!”
 
   -        “We must check!"  Came Nastia with a start, "let's go back to the map!"
 
    
 
   The coordinates were in the Gobi desert. The friends increased the size of the image and became sure that they hadn't made a mistake. The Chintamani was hidden in the most unreachable place on earth. 
 
   There was no way to get there...
 
   -        "There must be! There must be some way out!"  Repeated Margo, pacing along the laboratory.
 
   They were sitting by the map for three hours, thinking about how to reach the Stone.
 
   -        “Margo! Stop looming about! Sit down already! There's no way out. We're under the earth, the Stone is thousands of miles from here. If only the Gods would come down to earth and help us," sighed Nastia. 
 
   Margo stopped and stared at Nastia.
 
   -        "What?” 
 
   -        The Gods! God-Men! The harati! The stone Lemurians! Kut Kumi said that they're alive and can still see and hear.
 
    
 
   Chapter 33. The Harati
 
    
 
   The friends went out to the stone ledge. Everything in the cave was as before. A cold wind tickled their nostrils. They could see the giant figures of the Lemurians in the half-dark. It was so quiet that Nastia heard her heart beat.  The friends began to scream and call them to help. Their voices rang off the walls in a loud echo. The stone colossuses remained unmoving.
 
   -        "Well, what now?"  Asked Andrei, "How do we wake them up?"
 
   -        "How should I know?"  Answered Margo.  "We should try to find a way down there," she said, looking for a way down. All around were steep walls.
 
   -        "Maybe we should pray to them?"  Offered Marina, "how do you pray to idols? Maybe they'll hear?"
 
   -        "What nonsense," called out Andrei, "I personally don't even know how to pray."
 
   -        "Everyone knows how to pray," interrupted Marina, "it isn't important what you say- you just have to mean it."
 
   She kneeled down, clasped her hands and opened her eyes. The others looked at one another and followed her example. A few minutes went by. Silence rang in their ears.
 
   And suddenly a wind blew. It touched their praying faces, forcing them to open their eyes. The cave lit up for a moment, but was quickly brought back into half-darkness.  It was as if an invisible being had quickly flown overhead holding a lamp. There came the sound of bells. Nastia shuddered, the ringing was above her head. Everyone looked up.
 
   Under the ceiling in the lotus position, a huge harati was hovering- an exact copy of the sculptures sitting below. It was translucent, shining with a blue and gold light, looking like a ghost. But it was real... and alive His eyes looked somewhat tired, but attentive, studying those who had disturbed his slumber.
 
   Margo elbowed Nastia. Nastia looked back. Another figure appeared next to them on the ledge. A woman-ghost of unearthly beauty and huge height was hovering a foot off the stone floor. Nastia clamped her jaw when she saw the woman's face.
 
   -        “Yala!”  Exclaimed Andrei.
 
   Yala smiled. Her fleshless body was alive!
 
   -        “Hello, my dears!”  Called out a familiar, kind voice.  "I know what has brought you here. Shonith," she said to the man with tired eyes, "we must help them."
 
   He shook his head, as if doubting.
 
   -        "We have no right to interfere, Yala!"
 
   -        "Shonith?"  Asked Marina, staring into the harati's transparent face.
 
   -        "Yes, dear," said Yala, "he did make it to the ark, it's your boy. The little Shonith La became a great Keeper."
 
   -        "Impossible," whispered Boris.
 
   Shonith La fumbled about under the ceiling and changed from blue and gold into silver. Nastia noticed that something like a tear was coming down his cheek. Can ghosts even cry?
 
   -        "The Stone is in the desert," called out Margo's voice, "how do we get there?"
 
   -        "I'll bring you there. You, Nastia and Andrei. Marina and Boris will stay here." 
 
   Marina and Boris tried to protest, but Yala was adamant. She snapped her translucent fingers and a long, pearl belt appeared in the air.
 
   - "This is so you can return," explained Yala, and layed the belt in Nastia's hands, "when you find the Stone, stand together and all of you get inside this belt.”
 
   She waved her hands and a stream of silvery light cascaded over Nastia, Margo and Andrei. 
 
    
 
   Marina couldn't take her eyes from Shonith, and didn't even notice that her friends disappeared. Boris, still a bit spooked by miracles, looked around in fear.
 
   - "I'm sure you'd like to talk."  Suggested Yala, "You haven't seen your son for an eternity..."
 
   Marina sobbed.
 
   - "I can't even hug him!"
 
   Shonith La looked down, covered his face with his palms, and a dense blue cloud began to form around him. It hid the gigantic ghost, then came a soft knock and suddenly a live person of average height, probably around thirty appeared.
 
   Boris recoiled.
 
   Shonith smiled. His blue eyes lit up with happiness.
 
   - "Mommy! Father! It's been so long! I knew you'd come!"
 
   Boris looked at him, dumbfounded. Marina's chin trembled gently, tears streaming from her eyes.
 
   - "Father, I know that it sounds unbelievable! But you remember Olmolungring! And the Flood! And my birth! It really happened! We have overcome time itself, just to meet again! Don't tell me you're allowing your head to overpower  your heart again! Listen to it! What is your heart saying?"
 
   Boris blushed, a vein swelled on his forehead, and tears welled in his eyes. He slowly stepped forward to meet his son. The three of them embraced.
 
    
 
   Chapter 34. The Desert
 
    
 
   Margo, Andrei and Nastia found themselves in the sands of the Gobi. Hot, dense air was rising from the cracked earth. It was shaking, moving, and it seemed that you could reach out and touch it with your hand. It was distorting everything around like a fun-house mirror. The piercing silence sliced through their hearing. The heat quickly dried out their lips, and stretched their skin. 
 
   - "Let's go find the Stone!"  Said Margo, the first to come to, "we don't have much time." 
 
   - "Let's check behind those dunes," offered Andrei.
 
   They didn't have to walk far. Right behind the dunes, by a crooked tree without leaves that didn't look like it possibly could have grown in such a lifeless place stood the jewel box on a boulder. A small lizard jumped from the rock when he heard their footsteps.
 
   - "There was a ring of fire here," said Andrei, "where'd it go?"
 
   - "What did they have to protect against here?"  Answered Margo, stepping assuredly toward the jewel box, "any living being would die within five minutes here."  She took the box and opened it. They saw the familiar Stone, covered  in writing.  "The Chintamani!"
 
   In disbelief at their good fortune, the friends got ready to return. Nastia took out the belt. But just then, Andrei, looking into the distance, stopped her:
 
   - "Wait up now. What's over there?"
 
   - "Where?"
 
   - "Way over there by the dune, something is shining, do you see it?"
 
   - "So what!"  Exclaimed Margo, “we need to move our asses.”
 
   - "And way over there," said Nastia, pointing in the opposite direction, "something else is shining."
 
   - "And there, and over there," said Andrei, pointing, "it's more jewel boxes! They all look just like this one!  He ran over, sinking into the sand. He picked up a shining object from the ground. It was an exact copy of the jewel box. And the Stone.
 
   As if making fun of the friends, new golden glares kept popping up all around them. The desert became filled with the glare of a thousand jewel boxes.
 
   Nastia, holding the Chintamani shrieked and threw it away. A snake's head poked out of the box. When the beast had crawled away, the friends discovered that the Chintamani had disappeared. Andrei took a different box and opened it- a snake crawled out of that one too.
 
   - "So," frowned Margo.  "We're being tricked. How can we know where the real one is? There's an infinite number of them here."
 
   - "I think I know," said Nastia, "we saw the real one on the map- it's protected. Thus, the one that will be protected is the real one.”
 
   Suddenly, each of the thousand golden circles became encircled by a thousand rings of fire.
 
   - "No, it's not gonna be so easy," sighed Andrei, "there must be some way of recognizing the Chintamani. Let's think.
 
   They sat on a rock in the shade of a tall dune. The sun wasn't baking quite as hot there, though it was still difficult to breathe in the shade, and they could feel the heat of the sand through their shoe soles. They wanted to drink horribly.
 
   - "Got it!"  said Margo, rising up with a spring, "I know what to do! Remember how the Chintamani would kill sorcerers?"
 
   - "And?" 
 
   - "So, if we act like the sorcerers, for a time, we will be able to feel the Stone's approach."
 
   - "And how do you imagine this will work?"  Came Andrei in surprise.
 
   - "We should experience negative emotions, let's think evil thoughts and..."
 
   - "Wait," interrupted Nastia, "we mustn't conform to the dark powers! That's exactly what they want! Then we'll really be under their control! What if we look at it the other way around? All these stones are phantoms, born of evil, right? They probably won't like it if we test them with good! What if we try to charge them with positive energy? Like we did on the ark?"  And, not waiting for an answer, Nastia ran up to the nearest box, opening the top swiftly. She took a deep breath, and took out the stone. She remembered her home, her mother, the first flower that had grown on her window sill, that had made her so proud.  She thought of her graduation, her trips to the sea, her first encounter with Aleur...  Her soul grew warm. And Nastia suddenly felt the stone go soft in her hand. To her surprise, when she opened her eyes, she saw a tulip. 
 
   - "Now we're talking!"  Exclaimed Andrei and Margo who had been looking on in anxiety, and were now ready to go help.
 
   - "Let's see if we can do that from a distance!"  Offered Nastia, "because, distance doesn't matter to love and positive emotions. Let's send these boxes our love!”
 
   And the friends began working. First slowly, and then picking up speed, the barren Gobi began to fill up with life. The golden shimmer was replaced with colorful plants. In a flash, trees grew and ponds sprung up. Within an hour, everything they could see had become a fragrant, blooming oasis, overtaken by the sound of chirping birds.. The friends threw themselves to the water in joy. It was a real miracle. A miracle that they themselves had created. A blooming garden in the dead Gobi.
 
   - "Well, then, this is something all together different," smiled Nastia, washing off in the lake. She sighed, "if only people would understand what power they've got in their souls!  If only they understood that they could achieve everything they desire with the power of love! But instead they destroy themselves with anger and hatred!" 
 
   - "And so you'll go back to your life, travel the world and spread the news of the power of love," chuckled Margo, but right now, we need to find the Chintamani.
 
   In the very center of this newborn world, there remained one spot of desert. The dead patch of land was surrounded by a ring of fire. It was guarding the thing for which the messengers of Shambhala had come. 
 
    
 
   Chapter 35. The Power of Love
 
    
 
   The friends carefully approached the fiery circle. They were overcome by a strange feeling. A powerful force was keeping them from getting near the Stone, pressing their hearts with an icy ring.  There was something behind the burning barrier that was invisible and creepy. They stopped a foot from the fire.
 
   - "I'm scared," said Nastia, "really scared! And I don't understand what's going on! It's just a bonfire.”
 
   - "I'm scared too," called out Margo, averting her gaze from the circle.
 
   - "And me too," confirmed Andrei. 
 
   - "Let's try and extinguish the fire," suggested Nastia, adding "my legs are buckling from fear."
 
   Andrei took off his t-shirt and got it wet. He squeezed out water onto the fire. It took almost all his strength to do- his face spelled out his battle with fear. Margo held herself better than the others, though her pale face did begin to show veins from the heat.
 
   To the friends' surprise, the small amount of water that Andrei had brought was able to extinguish the flames. And suddenly, as if by the wave of a magic wand, their fear disappeared. Nastia sighed in relief.
 
   - "That was too easy," said Margo.
 
   They crossed the black, extinguished ring. And as soon as they'd gotten inside, it lit again, stronger than ever before. The friends were surrounded by fire. 
 
   - "I knew it!"  Shouted Margo, covering her face, "a trap!"
 
   - "Let's go closer to the Stone!"  Called out Nastia, trying to out-scream the roar of the fire.
 
   - "Be careful, Nastia!"  Shouted Andrei, seeing a shower of sparks erupt behind her back.
 
   Nastia backed away and fell right into Andrei's embrace. Their faces got nearer one another, their eyes met for a second. In that second, the Lemurian garden appeared, with the songs of night birds, and the softly beating wings of butterflies...  Tears streamed from Nastia's eyes. 
 
   - "Oh hell!"  Cursed Margo, interrupting their tender moment, "your jeans are on fire!"  Margo began to extinguish Nastia's legs with sand.
 
   - "Look!"  Exclaimed Andrei, looking around in surprise, "the fire is going away."
 
   And truly, the ring of fire grew wider, away from them, burning the oasis the friends had made on its way. There was suddenly much more room to breath around the Stone.
 
   - "I bet the fire was afraid that Nastia's tears would put it out," joked Margo. Her voice tinged with envy.
 
   Nastia took her friend by the hand.
 
   - "Thank you, Margo"
 
   - "For what?"
 
   - "For everything," answered Nastia. - "Let's see if the Stone is where it should be."
 
   They approached the jewel box. The indigo light gave away the Chintamani's presence. Moving his hand carefully, Andrei opened the box and touched the Stone. Nothing happened.  Just a cloud of dust puffed out of the box when he moved the top. Margo frowned upon smelling the odor of corruption. The dust reached Nastia's nose and she sneezed. Andrei also felt an unpleasant burning in his nose. He wanted to say to Nastia that they should put on the pearl belt and get out of there, but to his surprise, he said something completely different.
 
   - "Margo," he said, "you look positively stunning! Even the soot on your face suits you.” And he walked closer to Margo, brushing her cheeks, wiping away the dirt.
 
   Margo's eyes flashed in triumph. Nastia froze. A frightening thought flickered in her mind. What if I run up to Andrei, wrap him in the belt, disappear and fly away back to Shambhala- just me and him... Leave Margo here...  A chill ran down Nastia's spine, despite the heat.  And suddenly, before her eyes appeared the sorrowful face of Yala. Her eyes were shining with pain and love.
 
    - "My girl! My poor daughter!”  Whispered her familiar voice. Nastia shook, awoke from the fantasy, and wiped her eyes clean. 
 
   - "Margo!"  Called out Nastia. 
 
   - "Margo! Andrei! Wake up! This is a delusion!”  Shouted Nastia, touching her friend.
 
   - "Get away!"  Shrieked Margo, "go away, can't you see you're getting in the way? You're the third wheel!" 
 
   - "Andrei!"  Shouted Nastia in despair, "Andrei! Wake up!
 
   - "Can't you buzz off for a half hour, little girl?"  He replied. Nastia forced herself to remember that it was just a trick- sorcery was making them behave this way. The black dust that they breathed in was a guard placed there by the dark forces. Obviously, it brings out the darkest feelings in a person's soul.
 
   She breathed in and pronounced:
 
   - "I love you both. I love you no matter what you do."
 
   Margo and Andrei shivered from these words. And came to.
 
   - "Get the belt, Nastia," said Andrei, "it's time to go back."
 
   Just then they heard a boom. 
 
   - "Come on, what's taking so long," rushed Margo.  Nastia took out the belt, getting ready to encircle her friends, but just then an unseen force picked it up and threw it aside. The friends froze, not knowing from where to expect an attack. Everything around fell silent. The ring of fire went out, the wind stopped and an eerie quiet set in. A second later, just where the friends were standing, darkness collapsed in on them. It was as if the sun had been turned off, and a black cloak had been thrown over the sky. They huddled together. Nastia kneeled and tried to feel for the pearl belt.
 
   - "The Stone!"  Realized Andrei, taking the Chintamani from the box. Its blue light illuminated the desert.
 
   - "It's over there!"  Exclaimed Nastia in joy when she saw the belt lying not far away.
 
   Just then a fire ignited in the black sky. A huge fiery archer appeared from out of nowhere. His body, armor, bow and face, hidden behind a visor were all made of fire, as if the figure of an ancient knight had been set ablaze. He took the bow off his back. With a whistle, the arrow melted the sand. The peoples' skin turned red from the unbearable heat.
 
   - "Hurry up, Nastia! I'll hold him off!"  Shouted Andrei, throwing himself directly at the fiery monster. - "Hey, you! Firebrand!"
 
   The guard raised his bow. The second arrow hit next to Andrei. 
 
   Nastia jumped for the belt.
 
   - "I've got it!"  She cried.
 
   Andrei and Margo bolted toward her.
 
   The archer fired one more arrow. It hit Andrei. He fell to the sand to put his clothes out. Nastia and Margo ran up to him, helping him deal with the fire. The archer let out a booming laugh, watching the story unfolding below while loading another arrow.
 
   Andrei jumped up, Nastia put the belt into position.  All three of them stood back to back so the belt would fit around them all. Just then the archer fired. A flaming whirlwind hurtled at Nastia's face. She didn't even have time to be afraid before she noticed that she was burning alive.
 
   - "No!!!"  Came a scream, "no!" And Nastia saw Margo jump in front of the arrow. The arrow stuck into Margo's head, causing a fiery rain. 
 
    
 
   


  
 

Chapter 36. The Return
 
    
 
   Nastia opened her eyes. Her head was splitting, and her mouth was filled with sand. She sat up, spitting out sand and saw water. It looked like a river bank. Trying to figure out what happened, she stood up. In the darkness, she didn't realize where she was at first. It looked like the Katun. “Where'd the desert go? Where's Margo? Margo had used herself as a shield!”
 
   -        “Nastia! Nastia! Help!"
 
    She turned and saw Margo lying helplessly next to her, spread eagle on the ground. Her blond hair was matted and filled with sand. Her pale face and almost white lips were whispering something. Next to them lay Andrei's wet, broken camera. Andrei himself, leaning over Margo called Nastia again. She approached on unsteady legs, unable to believe her eyes.
 
   -        “Margo!:”  Nastia fell to her knees next to her friend.  "Margo!" 
 
   -        "She's unconscious," said Andrei.  "Help me drag her farther from the water."
 
   -        “What happened? Where are we?”  Asked Nastya.
 
   -        "We flipped. Margo's poorly fastened helmet broke on a rock..." Nastia noticed just then that Margo's matted curls were thick with blood.  "Help me, take her legs."  Nastia stood up with difficulty, trying not to look at the blood while raising Margo's legs. As if dreaming, she whispered:
 
   -        "Flipped? ...Altai... So, nothing happened?" 
 
   -        "What?”  Inquired Andrei, raising his eyebrows.
 
   It was then that Nastia understood that the fantastic trip to Shambhala and Lemuria hadn't happened! This thought made her feel empty inside. The crash must have knocked something loose in her head... She had imagined all of it... Their raft had overturned... Margo was smashed up...
 
   -        “Where are the others?” 
 
   -        “I don't know, Nastia. I woke up and saw you two. We should get some bandages on Margo and go for help," he answered. 
 
   -        "Yeah," called back Nastia in an echo, trying to settle up with her conscience.  The flaming archer, the Gobi desert, transportation through time... It had to have been nothing more than a hallucination..."
 
   Andrei took off his vest, ripped his shirt into rags, and bandaged Margo's head.  She was breathing heavily. Nastia could barely keep herself from screaming in despair.
 
   -        “Margo! Rita! Can you hear me?"
 
   -        "I'll go for help," said Andrei.  "Hold tight. Are you sure you're ok?"  He looked into her eyes. Nastia's heart thumped loudly. She got mad at herself. Her friend was wounded, what was she thinking!
 
   -        "Go, Andrei! Try and come back as fast as you can.”
 
   He went up along the bank.
 
   -        “Margo!”   Nastia was lying on the grass next to her friend.  "Don't leave me! Can you hear me?
 
   -        "I hear you," replied Margo, trying to sit up and smiled when she saw someone, "The happy people are coming!"
 
    Nastia looked back. Boris and Marina came out of the bushes. Marina was a bit limp, and Boris, with a cut above his eyebrow, was dragging the raft.
 
   -        "How are you?"  Asked Boris. "Are you hurt? 
 
   -        I've got a little hole in my head," answered Margo, "but other than that, I'm fine."
 
   -        "You look unwell," said Boris, not responding to the joke.  "Where are the men?"
 
   -        "Andrei went for help. Are you ok?"  Replied Nastia.
 
   -        “Marina cut her foot. And Samir? The pilgrim?"
 
    Smiled Margo mysteriously.
 
   -        For some reason we can't find them. 
 
   -        "And why might that be?"  Frowned Boris, what , did you see them drown? What are you smiling for?
 
   -        "I hit my head," answered Margo, “and now I smile all the time."
 
   -        "Margo, please, shh!" You need to rest," implored Nastia, forcibly setting her friend down on the ground.  
 
    
 
   After a half hour on the shore, a camp had sprung up. To their delight, the things they'd tied on the the raft had held on, and were barely wet. Margo was carried into a tent and given intensive care. She woke up.  Andrei did not return. It had become clear that there would be no help until morning. Nastia lay next to her friend, drifting off into a dream. 
 
    
 
   Margo woke up from a strange sensation. She felt as if someone was watching her. But there was no one but her and Nastia in the tent. Her friend was sleeping peacefully at her side. But the feeling that someone else was there grew all the stronger. The mysterious force made Margo sit up, overcome with pain. She crawled out from the tent. The morning twilight scattered. The sun hadn't yet come out, but its rays were waking up birds. The Katun swirled with wet fog. Margo suddenly caught herself thinking that this would be her home from now on. "What the heck?"  She said to herself. My home is far from here... 
 
   She went barefoot onto the grass, getting goosebumps in the cold. Something drew Margo to the river. Her head was hurting bad, spots and circles danced in her eyes, her temples throbbed. She slowly walked up to the river.
 
   Margo stared into the morning river fog. She had had already guessed what she was seeing. A masculine figure in the lotus pose was hovering above the Katun.  She couldn't make out his face. 
 
   -        “Samir?” 
 
   -        "Come here," called a voice and she recognized the Teacher, Kut Kumi.
 
   -        "I can't fly," answered Margo, noticing that the fog seemed to take away her pain.
 
   -        "Yes you can."
 
   Margo for some reason took the bandage from her head, threw it on the riverside willows, and went into the icy water.  Obeying a strange feeling, she went deeper and deeper. The water burned her body, the flow stopped her resisting, picking up her legs, but she stubbornly went forward. And when she couldn't go any further, too cold to speak, she stumbled on something. Margo felt for the ledge, raised herself up... The steps under the water were not made of stone. The river itself formed its waves into a translucent stairway, helping the uninvited guest get up to the top. Margo laughed. She was overtaken by a strange, happy feeling of freedom.   She pulled the Teacher's arm. He smiled in response.
 
   -        "Did Shambhala win?”
 
   -        “With your help," answered the Teacher.
 
   -        "Did I die then?"  Chuckled Margo, walking on the water.
 
   He raised his eyebrows.
 
   -        "Die?" 
 
   -        "I'm walking on water." 
 
   -        "People are truly surprising creatures!"  Smiled the Teacher. - "They're always confusing birth and death. Let's go, you have much to learn," he said, inviting her to follow him with a wave of his hand. She walked forward and suddenly noticed that there was a small translucent door above the water.
 
   -        "People will search for me.”
 
   -        “They will.”
 
   -        “And..." Margo shivered, "will they find me?"
 
   -        “No.”
 
   -        "I didn't even get to say goodbye..."
 
   -        "Write a letter." 
 
   -        "A letter? But I don't have a paper or pen."
 
   -        "Write it in your mind. I will send it," answered the Teacher.
 
   -        "Then you know better than me what to write," smiled Margo, surprised at how light her soul felt.
 
   -        "She will receive it immediately, but it's time for us to go," he said, leading her to the door, "let's go." 
 
    
 
   Nastia opened her eyes. It was bright and very quiet in the tent. She couldn't hear Margo's breathing. Nastia slowly turned her head to the right. Her friend was gone. She jumped up sharply, and somehow dealt with the zipper on her sleeping bag.  Nastia didn't notice the proper white envelope flying away. She jumped out in one sock with disheveled hair.
 
   -        “Margo! Margo!”
 
   -        “What happened?"  Asked Boris in a sleepy voice from the neighboring tent.  "What happened to her?"  His sleepy head stuck out of the door.
 
   -        "She's gone! Boris! She's gone!”  Nastia ran along the bank, searching with wild eyes.  "Where'd she go? She couldn't have gone anywhere... Her tennis shoes are here!"  Her anxiety continued to grow.
 
   -        "Calm down, let's go, we'll look for her.”
 
   -        “I'll go with you," came Marina from the tent. The circles under her eyes gave her away- she had spent the night without sleep.
 
    
 
    They spread out along the bank, looking for the missing girl.
 
   -        "Look!”  Exclaimed Marina, pointing at a piece of white fabric, hanging on the riverside willows.
 
   -        "Her bandages!"
 
   Nastia was the first to run to the edge of the water, and grabbed the bloodied bandage from the tree.
 
    - "This is the bandage from her head! Margo! Margo! Respond!"
 
   -        "Calm down, Nastia," said Boris, lowering his head.
 
   He pointed to the wet footprints on the sand, which had yet to be completely washed away by the river. The prints from her bare feet clearly led into the waves. Nastia looked at them in horror, backed away, and grabbed her head.
 
   -        “No! Margo! Margo!”  She cried, staring with mad eyes at the muddy waters of the Katun as if trying to see her friend one last time.
 
   -        “Nastia!” 
 
   Marina walked closer and hugged her around the shoulders.
 
    - "Let's go. The river will have taken her far from here... She didn't know what she was doing, Nastia... She had severe head trauma...”
 
   -         “No! She knew what she was doing! She took the bandage off her head! She didn't want to die looking ugly! It's my fault!” 
 
   -        “No, Nastia. It's no one's fault. Let's go.”
 
   Boris took her by the arm, patted her head and gently pushed her toward the camp.
 
   Afterward, they sat for a long time by the extinguished fire. The sun was already at it's zenith when the sound of a motor came from the sky. 
 
   -        "A flüg!"  Shuddered Nastia.
 
   -        "A flüg?!"  Cried Marina in fear, jumping up.
 
   -        "Flügs howl- that's rattling," answered Boris, looking up into the sky.
 
   They weren't even able to figure out that here in the Altai there were no flügs. They had to quickly calculate a space for the rescue helicopter to land. Andrei sprung out of the cabin, and with him were two people dressed as first responders.
 
   -        "Are you all alive?"  Andrei asked Boris instead of greeting him.
 
   -        "Not all," answered Boris.  "Margo.” 
 
   -        “Andrei!”  Shouted Nastia.  “She drowned.”
 
   The first responders lit some cigarettes and went back to the helicopter.
 
   Nastia fell onto the sand and began to sob. Marina and Boris went over to comfort her. The wind ran along the grass, glanced into the open tent and took a white envelope from inside. It lifted the letter up easily and set it down next to the crying girl. Boris grabbed the envelope.
 
   "Look over there! A letter!"
 
    Nastia raised her head.
 
   -        “That's Margo's handwriting.”
 
   "My dear, sweet Nastia! I am leaving. I am leaving so I'll never stand in your way again. Now I know the true power of love..."
 
   Nastia, dumbstruck, raised her eyes.
 
   -        "What? What?”  Everyone asked with anticipation.
 
   She kept reading.
 
   "... If I had stayed with you, we would have endlessly repeated what happened in Lemuria. I no longer want to be governed by my passions. I know now what love is. That which transcends time and death. I wish you happiness.  I'm leaving forever. By the way, 'forever,' what a dumb word! I'm sure we'll see each other again. We have eternity ahead of us...." 
 
   Nastia set down the letter and stared into the distance. Her tears dried up. Her eyes grew dark. Boris and Andrei exchanged glances.
 
   -        “Nastia!”  Called Marina, "What's over there?"
 
   Nastia looked at her, at a loss.
 
   -        “We were sisters. It all really happened... Lemuria, Shambhala...”
 
   Andrei walked over to Nastia and pressed her to his heart so strong that she stopped breathing. Marina and Boris also embraced.
 
   -        “Andrei! She left because of us.”
 
   -        “Do you remember Guria in Lemuria...” Margo said... “there is no death.”
 
   He nodded. 
 
   They loaded their things into the helicopter. It took off. Andrei, not breaking his glance, stared at his beloved. The Nastia that he met on the first day of the trip was gone now. And in her place was a new one. With eyes full of confidence. She had a royal air about every turn of her head. Now, no one would dare say that Nastia was plain or ugly. Andrei hugged his Queen.
 
      The noise of the motors was too loud for the passengers to talk. But they didn't need to. They were overflowing with too many feelings. When the helicopter had gone higher, Nastia looked out the window. She wanted to look one last time at the place where she'd last seen her friend. 
 
   - "Look!"  She exclaimed. Everyone threw themselves to the window.
 
   -        "What?  Shouted the first responder.  "Who?”
 
   -        “There!"  Said Nastia, pointing to a white cliff.
 
   -        "There's a cloud... Never mind."
 
   Nastia looked at Andrei. He nodded in silence. He had also been able to make out the high tower through the thick clouds. And he also saw there, on the peak, hair fluttering, smiling, and squinting into the sky with her mermaid eyes, the girl who had left bare footprints on the wet sand. Footprints that went to  the mysterious Olmolungring.
 
    
 
   Down below the tower, the eternally young Katun carried its mountain waters over any obstacle in its path.  It flowed there a thousand years ago, and it will be there forever- strong, deep, and ambivalent to the fates of all those who touch its banks. And when people learn how to understand the language of rivers, it will tell them about this forgotten episode from its life. Its thunderous waters carry the legend of the young sorceress who learned the power of love, and gave her life for it.  And some day, the Katun will reveal the path to the mysterious city to all. The same one where the young Queen Yuma, lost to the centuries found her happiness. The last Queen of Lemuria.
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