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      The city of the Yols was built on a huge hill. It is so big that the Yols had never been at its foot. They never ventured out of their little world and did not even know this place existed.

      The Grokhan’s house was one of the oldest. It has stood since the time when strangers came to the city and told fables, at which the Yols only laughed, not believing a single word. The strangers eventually became legends themselves, as did their stories. All the Yols thought so, everyone except for the Grokhans. After all, their house was one of the oldest.
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      The Grokhan family was small. Old man Grokhan was so old that he had not been out for many years. He was short and gnarled, with a long grey beard that reached the floor.

      His daughter Ruzelda, who supported the entire household, was a sweet woman with huge eyes the colour of a rainy evening. During her free time, she made jewellery from metals. She was a very quiet woman, hardly ever saying a word all her life.

      Her son Arvin, who had just turned twelve, was a short, handy little boy who did not remember a day in his life when he did not work.

      Every morning, Arvin got up before everyone else and went outside. The Grokhans' house was on the very edge of a cliff. Arvin was always fond of watching the endless ocean of clouds stretching in all directions.

      Behind it was the city... Arvin considered it noisy and boring. He wanted to run away and float away through the clouds. But where? What was there outside of this? Or what was down at the bottom of the cliff?

      "Nobody knows…" old man Grokhan answered his questions, "but there are legends…"

      And all the evenings, the old man told Arvin about the strangers and what they had said to the Yols many, many years ago.

      During the day, Arvin worked long and hard - carrying bales of flour. The Yols mainly ate bread from seven hundred varieties of wheat, which they grew themselves and were very proud of.
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      When Arvin tried talking to them about fables or legends, they twirled their fingers to their temples and laughed.

      Everyone considered the Grokhans to be strange and crazy, and the boy always got the most demanding work, which the others refused to do.

      The whole day, Arvin waited for the evening to plunge into fairy tales and legends again. He imagined that a stranger would finally come to their city one day, and the boy would learn the whole truth from him.
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      The day Arvin turned twelve, he came home especially tired. A delicious dinner prepared by Ruzelda was waiting for him on the table, and old Grokhan had already prepared a new story for him. He cleared his throat as the boy swallowed the last bite of the bread casserole and said:

      "Today, I will tell you a special story... about Dragon Island."

       Arvin opened his eyes wide and prepared to listen.

      "And it is special because, unlike all other stories, this one is true, and there is no doubt about it!"

      "How can you be so sure?" Arvin asked.

      "Oh," said the old man, "I have been saving this story for many years to tell you one day. A long time ago... when I was still very young, the Yol city was not as big as it is today, and the mist of clouds under the cliff was not so dense, my father told me a story about a Yol who fell into the sky and ended up on Dragon Island."

      "But how can you fall into the sky?" Arvin asked in bewilderment.

      "Who knows! Old Grokhan gestured with his hands. But my father told me - until the Yol falls into the sky, he will forever remain just a Yol. And if you want to become someone else or test legends, you need to do something incredible."

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      "So, that same Yol... fell into the sky and ended up on Dragon Island. How much he experienced and saw there!"

      "But how did he get home? And how did others find out about his travels?"

      "He returned on the back of the dragon! A real dragon… its skin was covered with golden scales, and his eyes were kind and wise. My father himself saw how this same Yol jumped to the ground from the back of a dragon!

      "And what happened then?"

      Old Grokhan sighed heavily.

      "The Yols didn't believe him. They laughed at him until his death. So, he fell ill and died without saying a word to anyone else until his last days. But what there is certainly no doubt about is that Dragon Island exists."

      Arvin could not sleep until morning. The story that old Grokhan told him did not give him peace.

      "If the island really exists, why is no one looking for it?"  he shook the old man by the shoulders before dawn.

      "Where? What?"  the old man asked, waking up and rubbing his eyes.

      "Where is it? This island?" Arvin did not let up.

      "Floats somewhere in the fog," grunted old Grokhan. "But I’m telling you, to find it, you need to fall into the sky…"

      Arvin had been carrying bales of flour all day. Today, they seemed especially heavy to him. How could he have been doing such a useless thing when it was clear that Dragon Island was floating somewhere in the mist, in the middle of the clouds?

      After work, he did not go home but decided to go to the other side of the city. There was the house of the Ikhars. They were rich, very rich. Compared to the Grokhans' house, theirs was a real palace!

      The Ikhars were engineers. All new buildings in the city were made by them. It was said that there was nothing that the Ikhars could not build. They loved their work, they engaged in it with joy, and their desire for impeccability reached madness.

      However, everyone in the city knew this was not what the Ikhars were actually famous for. In deep cellars, they practised alchemy and worked miracles that only they knew how to do. Precisely because of this, everyone in the city was afraid of them.

      The evening was unusually still, and the dark, star-studded sky was especially clear. Arvin stopped outside the Ikhar house and hesitated. He was scared like never before in his life. The white marble columns of their house were too perfect compared to the rotten wooden stanchions of the Grokhan dwelling.

      "Come in, my young friend; what are you waiting for?" he heard a calm voice.

      Arvin looked up and saw a tall Yol in a green velvet suit on the balcony. The Yol smiled restrainedly and pointed to the door with his hand.
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      Arvin swallowed in fear but pulled himself together and took a few steps forward.

      The door opened before him, and he found himself in a spacious living room. Everywhere were vases of fresh flowers, rich tapestries, and furniture of the most skilful workmanship.

      The Ikhars that came out of the different rooms were beautiful and sophisticated. They surrounded the boy and led him into the living room. They all looked at him with interest.

      "Who are you?" they asked calmly. "And what brought you to us at such a late hour?"

      But their noble air and impeccable appearance made Arvin's mouth dry. He imagined how they would start laughing at him and could not say a word.

      "He must have the wrong house," said the young woman while handing the boy a glass of water.

      "No," the elder Yol objected, "I can see from his eyes that he has business with us."

      "Come on," the young Yol encouraged him, "tell us, why you came to us?"

      Arvin drank the water and took a very deep breath before speaking.

      "I want you to build me a ship that will fall into the sky and take me to Dragon Island!" he blurted out.

      The Yols exchanged glances. They did not laugh but were amazed and puzzled. They were silent for what seemed like an eternity while they all assessed in their head the reality and complexity of the task.
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      "We have never received such an order," the elder Yol finally said.

      "So, you think it's impossible?" Arvin asked dejectedly.

      "On the contrary," objected the Yol, who had been silent before, "nothing is impossible for us."

      The rest of the Ikhars nodded. They looked serious and even a little worried, as if they had been challenged.

      "You see," said old Ikhar, "if we do not fulfil your order, the Yols in the city will no longer consider us the greatest engineers and builders."

      "However, a question remains," said the second woman. "How will you pay us for your order?"

      "I will give you everything that I have accumulated over many years of work," said Arvin. He was clearly surprised by their interest.

      Smiles played on the faces of the Ikhars.

      "No!" The young woman shook her head, "That's not enough. You..." she thought for a moment, "will bring us the heart of a dragon."

      The others nodded.

      "Heart of the biggest dragon!" said the old Ikhar.

      "Then everyone in the city will know that we are the strongest family clan, and all power will belong to us!"

      "Yes," the rest of the Ikhars agreed. "What do you say?"

      Arvin didn't know what to say. He knew nothing about dragons and could not even imagine how and for what he would harm them. However, he knew that if he didn't get to Dragon Island, his life would be meaningless, so he only nodded in response.

      "Fine," Ikhars clapped their hands and began to shake hands with Arvin, "you are our most unusual client."

      Arvin stood up, feeling that they had already shown him too much kindness. It was rude to take up any more of their time.

      "Come to us in nine full moons, and you will receive your ship."

      "Thank you," was all Arvin could say before the door of the noble house slammed shut behind him.
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      He ran all the way home without stopping. Having reached the house, he circled it and went out to the cloudy ocean. Clouds, illuminated by the brilliance of the stars and moons, swirled and drifted forward as far as the eye could see. And somewhere out there... beyond the horizon, a distant and mysterious... Dragon Island was waiting for him.
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            THE INVERTED SHIP

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      

      All nine moons passed unnoticed by Arvin. He said nothing to Ruzelda and old Grokhan, but only worked as hard as he could and, coming home, thought about the future.

      "You have become quite taciturn lately," his grandfather told him at dinner. "As if fairy tales and legends no longer interest you."

      Arvin got up and went to the window. He did not know how to lie and tried to hide his eyes from the old man. But he could keep nothing from old Grokhan.

      "I know... I know you're up to something," he said. "But you don't have to tell me. Just remember that wherever you go, do not forget about the city of Yols - a city in the middle of an ocean of clouds. After all, somewhere else, you will always be just a stranger, but here…"

      "What's the point?" Arvin asked, unable to stand it. "It's not for nothing that foreigners stopped coming here. Yols are not interested in anything!"

      He lay down to sleep and turned away. The old man sighed.

      "You want to fall into the sky," he drawled. "But can you face it? I'll tell you another tale... about the dragon's heart…"
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      Arvin immediately pricked up his ears, ready to listen.

      "That Yol... that got to the Island of Dragons, came back for help, and he saddled the dragon for a reason," said the old man, "hmm… ahem." The old man was falling asleep.

      Arvin sat up on the bed and turned to the old man to finish listening to the story, but the old man was already asleep. The boy began to shake him, but it did not help.

      "Be careful," the old Yol mumbled in his sleep, "just be careful, my boy... the one who will return... must have a dragon’s heart…"

      Early in the morning, before dawn, Arvin woke up. He noticed a bracelet on his hand and realised that it was a gift from Ruzelda. She probably also guessed that he was going to leave the house.

      For some time, the boy stood in indecision. He didn't want to leave them. Who will help his mother and grandfather? And what if something happens to him, and he can no longer return? However, dawn was drawing near.

      The boy went to Ruzelda's bed and kissed her while she slept. How proud she will be of him when he returns and tells her everything he saw.
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      Arvin left the house with a heavy heart and went to the house of the Ikhars. He did not walk but ran through the city, past low and high houses, along roads that he knew like the back of his hand. He couldn’t wait to find out as soon as possible whether the noble Yols had fulfilled their promise.

      When he approached the house of the Ikhars, it became clear to him that they had succeeded. Behind the tall building, in the backyard, was something very large, covered with a rich cloth. And the Ikhars stood around, waiting for Arvin to appear.

      "Here he is," said the old woman. "A brave youth of the House of Grokhan."

      "Are you ready to risk everything and go on a journey for the dragon heart?" asked the old Yol.

      "Because it's too late to refuse!" said the young Ikhar.

      Arvin nodded in response.

      The Yols removed the rich veil, and a huge ship appeared before him. However, it was not just a ship. It hung upside down in the air! The young man gasped in surprise.

       "How can I manage this ship alone?!" he thought.
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      The Ikhars seemed to read his thoughts.

      "Come on, get under it," said the old Yol, "and you will understand everything."

      Arvin took a hesitant step forward, then ducked under the side of the ship and found himself on its deck. He saw two dozen wooden rowers sitting upside down at the oars. Before he even opened his mouth, they immediately set to work. Arvin seemed to be glued to the bottom of the ship, which was already rushing forward in full sail, and when he turned around, the house of Ikhar was left far behind.

      Now he was rising higher and higher into the heavens on the ship. Under him, the city of Yols floated as always, immersed in the clouds. The rowers did not let up and rowed forward with a vengeance until there was nothing left around but the endless sky.
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      So, they sailed for days and nights, and Arvin would look down in search of land or something that would resemble the Isle of Dragons. He breathed in the fresh air of the winds passing by, and he was seized with a sense of future great discoveries. At last, the legends will come to life, he thought, and become reality. He also thought about the words of old Grokhan about not forgetting the city of Yol and decided that he would definitely return to do something significant for his people. But what could he do, a mere little Yol?

      Some days later, water and provisions had almost run out, and the shore was still not visible. Arvin's confidence began to waver. He sat at the side and watched the clouds and fog. They twisted into bizarre shapes and images and reminded him either of the coast or of his own hometown, but as soon as he looked closely, they melted and dissolved in the air without leaving a trace. When he had almost completely lost hope, he noticed something shining in the distance. Arvin ran up to the prow of the ship and took a closer look. Is it another mirage? Something approached him with confidence and then clumsily flopped upside down on the deck.

      Arvin approached the creature. It was a small bird with bright golden feathers. It was clearly exhausted. He brought it the last remaining water and gave it a drink. The bird jumped up and looked at its saviour with fear.

      "Who are you?" it suddenly spoke.

      Arvin gasped in surprise but immediately remembered that he had to be polite to his new guest.

      "I am Arvin," he replied, "A Yol from a city on a hill in the middle of the clouds."

      The bird breathed a sigh of relief.

      "Oh, Yols," it chuckled, "those who have not seen anything and know nothing!"
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      And then it laughed.

      "That's why I have to see everything and find out everything!" Arvin said.

      "And what will you do with all this knowledge?" the bird asked.

      "I will create a map of the heavens so that all Yols can travel wherever and whenever they want, so that they will all know what and where everything is!"

      "What noble dreams," said the bird, proudly striding along the side of the ship. "However, for many days now, you have been aimlessly ploughing the skies and to no purpose!" and it laughed again.

      Arvin sighed dejectedly. He knew it was true.

      "I will help you," said the bird, "if you help me."

      Arvin immediately became alert.

      "You see," it said, "I am a Diarius," and the bird immediately turned into a little man, so tiny that he could fit in the palm of Arvin’s hand.

       "I can be a bird, and I can be a man."

      He smoothed his bright white long hair.

      "Or I can be many birds at once. We eavesdrop on important secrets of the world in all its corners and tell whoever needs to know."
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