Kirou 3adyroro Micra

BorusHi 30pi moBoui 3racaid 3a ropu3oHTOM, Koiau Enian ctynuB Ha Oeper
3abytux Ozsep. Boma Ttuxo mieckanach 00 KaMiHHS, a MICSYHE CBITJIO
TIepelIMBaIOCs Ha OBEPXHi, MOB cpiOHi cTpiuky. Moro MaHapiBka TpHBana Bike
KUIbKa JIHIB, 1 KOXEH KpOK 3/1aBaBCS BaXXYuM 3a monepenHid. Jlerenaum
pO3MOoBiAaNIH, 0 Y MKUOUHI 03ep *kuBe JpeBHilt CTpax, IKUNH OXOPOHSE KIIIOY
1o 3a0ytoro Micta. Micto, cxoBaHe BiJ O4ell CMEpPTHHUX, Majio B cOO1 3HAHHS,
3/1aTHE 3MIHUTHU JIOJIF0 KOPOJiBCTB. EniaH 3HaB, 110 BiH HE €IMHUN IIyKay, aje
cepue ioro Oyno yucrte, a piurydicTe HemoxuTHa. Komm BiH HAOMM3UBCS 10
LIEHTPY 03€pa, Boja cTajia TEMHOI0, MailKe YOPHOT, 1 BIIOJIUCKHA MICSISL XUMEPHO
TaHIIOBAJIM HA ii moBepxHi. Panrtom 3 mmbuH migHsacs ¢irypa - Beldye3Ha
icToTa 3 JyCKaTow IIKIpOK, o4l Ii CBITWIMCS 3€leHHM CBITIOM. CTpaxk
3aroBopuB: «XTO CMi€ IIyKaTH 3HaHHS, IO JaBHO MOXOBaHI y yaci?» Emian
3p0oOUB KPOK BIIEpe]] 1 BITUYB, SIK Ceplie MPUCKOPUIIOCS. « S IIyKar 3HaHHS, 11100
3aXHCTUTU CBOE KOPOJIBCTBO BiJI TEMPSIBU, SIKA HACYBAETHCS», - TPOMOBHB BiH
pinryye. CTpax 3aMOBK Ha MHUTb, a ITOTIM YCMiXHYBCA: « CMUIMBICTD TBOSI UHUCTA,
a Hamipu nipaBeHi. [Ipoiinu BunpoOyBaHHs - 1 BIIKPUIOTECSA TOO1 TaEMHUIID. Tak
noyanacsi Hid BUIPoOyBaHb, Jie¢ EniaH 3ycTpiB AMBOBMXKHHUX 1CTOT, MPOXOJIUB
nabIpuHTHU CBITJIA ¥ TiHI, 1 3PEIITOI0 3pO3YMIB, 110 CIPABXKHS CUJAa - Y BMIHHI
30eperTu Crokiil 1 Bipy y BinacHe cepiie. Koiau cBiTaHOK po3irHaB TEMpsSIBY, BiH
CTOSIB Ha Oepesl o3epa, TPUMAIOUU B pyKax KJIIOY, sSIKMM BIJIKpUBaB HE ABEpI, a

MYJIpICTh, 31aTHY 3MIHUTH CBIT.



The Key of the Forgotten City

The fiery stars slowly faded beyond the horizon as Elian stepped onto the shore
of the Forgotten Lakes. The water gently lapped against the stones, and the
moonlight shimmered on the surface like silver ribbons. His journey had lasted
several days, and each step felt heavier than the previous one. Legends spoke of
an Ancient Guardian dwelling in the depths of the lakes, guarding the key to the
Forgotten City. The city, hidden from mortal eyes, held knowledge capable of
changing the fate of kingdoms. Elian knew he was not the only seeker, yet his
heart was pure and his determination unwavering. As he approached the center
of the lake, the water turned dark, almost black, and the moonlight danced eerily
on its surface. Suddenly, a figure rose from the depths - a massive creature with
scaled skin, its eyes glowing with green light. The Guardian spoke: “Who dares
to seek the knowledge long buried in time?” Elian took a step forward, feeling
his heart race. “I seek the knowledge to protect my kingdom from the encroaching
darkness,” he said firmly. The Guardian fell silent for a moment, then smiled:
“Your courage is pure, and your intentions are righteous. Pass the trial - and the
secrets shall be revealed to you.” Thus began the night of trials, where Elian
encountered wondrous creatures and navigated labyrinths of light and shadow,
ultimately realizing that true strength lay in maintaining calm and faith in one’s
own heart. As dawn dispelled the darkness, he stood on the shore of the lake,
holding the key - a key that opened not doors, but wisdom capable of changing
the world.



