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	I dedicate my novel to the most unique and beloved people in the world.

	To my father Ospanov Karim and my mother Atieva Kanym. I love you.

	 

	 


Preface 

	Ospanov Bolat. The novel “Eternal Hereditary Prince”, 290 pages. This novel is a product of creative imagination and the writing of the novel was served by my imagination on the great interest of young and old princes to become the king of their state, despite the fact that the throne is occupied by their fathers or mothers. It is no easy task for them, with living parents of kings, to claim the throne and even when they reach old age, they remain eternal hereditary princes. The characters in the novel are fictional people, and the stories that occur in the novel are purely a play on the imagination. Any coincidence with real facts, place names and names of people is pure chance. 




Chapter 1 

	At midnight, as the eternal Crown Prince Bario, sleeping in his bedroom in the palace of Kilimanjo, with his left foot resting on his wife, Phyllaria, and his right arm around her breasts, the cry of an owl was heard outside the open window. Bario and his wife Phyllaria did not react to the owl's cry and continued to sleep. Then the owl flew closer and sat on the stone fence of Kilimanjo's palace and began to make a heart–rending cry, and to shit its white, poisonous droppings on the fence wall. Then the owl fluttered up several times, spreading its wings wide.  

	At this the owl fluttered so that the delicate side feathers ruffled, then the owl fluttered its wings again, and from under the right wing flew out a silky feather with delicate long tufts on the tips. The owl feather was in the natural air current and flew into the open window and flew into the prince's mausoleum and circling over the face of Prince Bario, sat in the area of the nose and began to make spinning movements. The delicate long tufts of an owl feather stuck in places to the skin of Bario's sweaty and greasy nose, and the free part of the tufts moved in time with the air flow as he inhaled and exhaled air from his nose.  

	As he inhaled the air, the long tufts went inside his nose and irritated the reddened mucosa from his frequent allergic runny nose. Bario did not wake up, but he was uncomfortable with the irritating effect of the spinning motion of the owl's feather in his nose. So Bario began to scratch his nose with his farmer's hand. The owl feather flew up and Bario, in his sleep, squinted his eyes and saw the flying little object in front of his face. Bario thought it was a piece of white paper that had flown into the open window as a result of the through wind.  

	 


He started waving his farmer's hand at the flying piece of white paper, not realizing in his sleep what he was doing.But sleep was taking its toll. Bario lowered his head to the pillow. Then he turned on his left side, his eyes closed and his sweet snoring intensified. But the owl did not rest, and again it screamed in the open window of the prince's bedchamber, and Bario lay motionless, wrapping his legs in a light blanket. An owl feather had already flown into the window again and was circling over Bario, an owl feather swirling around his face and beginning to tickle his nose. 

	Bario opened his half–asleep eyes, and saw a feather flying around his face, not a piece of white paper. He could not stand the onslaught of the pesky owl feather and with his farmer's hand began to catch the feather, and with the third stroke of his palm Bario caught the feather and clenched his palms hard into a fist.  

	–That's what kept me awake all night! –said a halfasleep Bario.  

	–It's the owl's feather!  

	–And that heartbreaking scream of the owl! 

	–It's an owl from Arnica! –Bario kept saying to himself. 

	–There were many owls in Arnica, and this is one owl. 

	–What is this owl doing here?  –Why did this owl come here? 

	–Who sent this owl? 

	And Bario broke into a sweat, he remembered that dark and evil forces send the bird owl in the night darkness to bring trouble and misfortune to people. 

	And there were many such dark and evil forces around Prince Bario, each trying to hurt Prince Bario. They were members of the Conservative and Labor parties, journalists from the tabloids, some court politicians who could do him harm.  

	–I knew that in popular belief this heart–rending cry of an owl indicated trouble, –Bario continued to tell himself. 

	And immediately, three times he spat over his left shoulder, driving away the bad thoughts. And without dwelling on the bad case, Bario changed his mind, and thought that the shout of an owl rather called him to a meeting, but he did not understand why and with whom he should meet? 

	–And what does this shout of the owl mean to me? – Bario continued to think.  

	–And what awaits me tomorrow?  

	–I don't know, –summed up Bario. 

	–I knew it would happen to me, –Bario continued to tell himself, half-asleep. 

	–I've been to the outskirts of Arnica for nothing, and I've wandered there for nothing!  

	–And all sorts of evil things haunted me! 

	And half-asleep Bario, still in a cold sweat, shook his head.  

	–These nightmares will now follow me all day, and maybe all my life.  

	–Warned me not to walk in the deserted outskirts of Arnica, and here is the result, black magic has possessed me, –Bario continued to think. 

	–I shouldn't have been in the deserted outskirts of Arnica– Bario said again. 

	–I have to put everything out of my mind about this outskirts of Arnika, –said Bario regretfully. 

	And fell asleep. In the morning his clenched fist was on Filaria's chest. Bario woke up and did not unclench his fist, as if the feather he had caught might fly out.  

	–I'll hold it a little longer and it will be enough for the feather to lose its flying ability, and then I'll throw it in the dustbin, –thought Bario.  

	–Your trouble is that you have troubled me at such a late hour, –said Bario, looking at his clenched fist. 

	–I've had a job since early morning, and I don't need to bother with this owl feather, –said Bario angrily.  

	But Bario was fascinated and could not part with the owl feather. And indeed, Bario, angry with himself, had no right to keep this owl feather in his farmer's fist. But suddenly the feather began to move in Bario's clenched farmer's fist, and the feather became very tight in his fist. Bario felt the feather trying to pull his fingers apart. 

	–I squeeze my fist harder, and he tries to unclench my fist and moves even harder, –thought Bario, and began to look at his farmer's fist with interest.  

	–And I don't want this owl feather to fly out of my fist, or it will do something at the palace again, –said Bario to himself. 

	But the feather seemed to come to life and began to move harder in his hand and unclench Bario's thumb. 

	Bario did not know what to do, to open his farmer's fist and release the feather or to hold the feather still in his fist, but the owl feather began to resist the strength of the farmer's fist more and tried to unclench his fist and increase the space to itself in Bario's clenched farmer's fist. And it began to move even more, as the fluffy tufts of the owl feather stuck to each other in places, and in places they stuck to each other and lost their ability to fly. 

	So Bario decided to open his farmer's fist and release the owl feather. 

	–All right, you win the feather, fly out, –said Bario, and slowly began to unclench his farmer's fist. 

	When Bario fully unclenched his farmer's fist, the crumpled tufts of owl feather fluff took on their appearance and the owl feather began to gain height and flew toward the open window. The owl feather flew out the open window and began to descend lower and lower, flying toward the fence, where the incomprehensible creature was sitting. 

	When Bario looked out the window, he immediately noticed an incomprehensible creature, either a cat or a monkey, sitting on the fence of the palace of Kilimanjo. Bario squinted, adjusted his dioptres toward the fence and saw a motionless cat–monkey with a long dangling tail, red in color on the stone fence, where the flocked droppings of an owl were frozen on the fence stones, which formed large white spots on the fence wall. 

	And Bario remembered that this incomprehensible creature and even stopped doubting that it was the same red–haired cat–monkey from the outskirts of Arnika, which in human life is Professor Maurinia. At least, it was very similar to that red–haired monkey–cat that was always sitting on the fences of the old houses along the street of the outskirts of Arnika, through which Bario often passed. 

	Bario might not have paid attention to some ginger cat–monkey, but often as he drove along these moss– covered brick fences and behind them the tiled roofs with the black chimneys of the old brick houses, Bario saw long branches with beautiful flowers hanging down and between them a long dangling red tail. As he drove past these old fences, Bario opened the car window and admired the beauty and even smelled the fragrance of the fragrant, colorful flowers. 

	And in the midst of this beauty, Bario often saw a red cat–monkey or a woman dressed either in a red or a black robe, which spoiled the beautiful picture of this street. And Bario always wanted to banish this red–haired cat– monkey from the brick fences and restore the former beauty of the landscape of the old houses.  

	Now Bario saw this red cat–monkey on the fence of his palace Kilimanjo. It had the same coloring and the same strange red round spots around its eyes with a long floppy red tail. 

	The red–haired monkey cat sat motionless on the fence of the palace of Kilimanjo, waiting for its time, but a hedge of prickly blackberry twigs with hanging clusters of black–purple berries and long needle–like leaves of evergreen shrubs on the brick fences prevented the red– haired monkey cat from sitting still for long. That unpleasant smell of hydrogen sulfide from owl droppings, and its stinky fumes irritated her nose and generally had a killer effect on the monkey cat's brain. 

	The stinky fumes of owl droppings concentrated around the monkey cat and began to corrode the inside of her nasal mucosa. The monkey cat's eyes began to water and mucus began to leak from his nose. And the prickles of the blackberry twigs were digging into the red cat– monkey's soft paws and causing severe pain, and the red cat–monkey stood on her paws, alternately raising her front and back paws. When Bario saw that the pesky owl feather had descended on the red–haired cat–monkey's fur, Bario ran out of Kilimanjo's palace and already saw the red–haired cat–monkey on the ground. 

	–Are you Professor Maur...in....io...ia? –asked, stammering, surprised and excited Bario, looking at the red cat–monkey, even confused and did not pronounce her name correctly. 

	And in front of Bario's eyes, the long–tailed red cat– monkey turned into a rather cheeky tall woman with a feline indifference of stern appearance and with some monkey coquetry. A woman wearing red shoes with a padding and strange little red spot on her face. 

	And the red dangling brow hair on the cat's eyes, covering her upper eyelids, made them appear to be her long eyelashes. This was her constant problem. When she transformed into a woman, the obeah cat could not, with her magic, remove this frontal and dangling hair. Therefore, she pulled that hair down to her eyelids, creating the effect of long eyelashes. Up close, she looked strangely like the ginger monkey cat that Bario had seen on the outskirts of Arnica. 

	The woman wore a red robe with a black border on the sides, from which her long fingers with long fingernails protruded. Her fingers showed small pinpoint bleeding wounds that caused her great pain, but the red cat– monkey endured so as not to cause fear to Bario. Her red–haired padded shoes gave her the power of sternness as she literally pounded away with the heels of those shoes against the paved stones of Arnica's palace. She was the wicked sorceress of Arnica. 

	She was always figuring out ways to change the state of Arnika, to break the established laws. Her red hair was hidden beneath the hood of her red robe. And it seemed to Bario that the red robe was an extension of her red hair. She glanced sideways at Bario with her narrow, sparkling eyes and long red lashes. Bario realized that Professor Maurinia was standing in front of her. But Bario had never shown any interest in the red–haired cat– monkey. Especially not a female cat–monkey named Professor Maurinia. 

	And what interested Bario most was the Arnica goat– horns, animals that resembled goats, but unlike goats they were tall at the withers and had a single horn exactly in the middle of the nose. From the moment the goat– horns were born and grew to adulthood, from the forehead and back to the long neck, their skin was covered with a thick layer of masochial tissue, through which sparse stiff bristly hair grew and between them appeared round or oval growths, these were outgrowths of masochial sticks with magical powers. 

	During the whole life of a goat–herder, only ten outgrowths appeared, and only ten magic wands grew out of them. And every three years the magic wand, having reached a certain size, broke off from the outgrowth. Sensing this, the goat–horns dug with their hooves a deep strip in the soil and buried the fallen magic wand. The magic wand, which had lain in the buried soil for ten days, lost its magic. And this was a salvation for the goat–herds, because the goat–herds did not want evil people not to find magic wands, and not to use their magic. 

	Bario knew that goat–horns possess great magical powers. The blood of the goat–horn is the blood of immortality, and the outgrowths of sparse stiff and tough hair, from which magical wands grow, are highly prized. But unfortunately, Bario knew that wealthy people, thirsty for power, had been hunting goat–horns for years and killing goat–horns with a shot to the heart. These hunters were some rich court politicians who wanted to become all–powerful. And they drank the blood of the dead goat–horn. 

	However, the blood of a dead goat–horn had no magical power, and drinking the blood of the goat–horn became poison, and the hunters died. Only the blood of a living goat–horn possessed immortality, but the hunters did not know about it. Only the guardian and savior of all living things, Arnica Rozder, who mastered magic thanks to a magic wand that was given to him by a large goat– herder for saving his cub, knew this. And in addition to this magic wand, the goat–herder, as a sign of strong gratitude, bestowed magic and clairvoyance on Rozder. 

	But the magic of the goat–horns sometimes did not help them, because the poison arrows of the hunters reached their victims, and the number of the goat–horns decreased and reached the point where there were practically no goat–horns in the forests of Arnika anymore. Rumor has it that there was only one surviving goat herder that people hunted. But the goat–horn managed to hide from humans skillfully. And much to the rescue of this one goat–herder was the savior of the goat–herds, the guardian of all life, Arnica Rozder. Rosder strenuously protected the goat herder, even resorting to his endowed magic, he made the goat herder's habitat invisible to human eyes and sent his magic blue–eyed birds to the goat herder. 

	Rozder knew that his magic blue–eyed birds, with their singing, deterred evil spirits and hunters from the goat–horn. And of this Rozder was sure, and so firmly knew that the goat–herder was strongly protected by his magical blue–eyed birds. And all the time he thought he was only the caring guardian of all the living of Arnica. 

	But this time, Rozder didn't get a good look at the only goat–herder. 

	As he was very busy preparing for his twentieth wedding, and the goat–herder went out of the territory intended by magic, and the goat–herder became visible to people, especially to hunters. But when Rosder learned, through his magic bluebirds, that the hunters had begun searching for the goat–herder again, the wizard put aside his business and followed the tracks of the hunters to prevent them from shooting the only goat–herder. But Rozder was too late to save the goat–herder; he entered the forest from the northern part and saw several blue– eyes shot in the head and saw the hunters running from the western part of the forest with arrows stop and hide behind the trees. 

	Rozder didn't understand at first what the reason was for stopping them. But Rozder knew for sure that the hunters had seen a goat–herder. When Rozder stealthily approached, he saw the last goat–herder already half– dead and found there a dark figure in a black robe, drinking the blood of the goat–herder, the blood of immortality.  

	But Prince Bario did not want to think that there were no more kosarogs in the land of Arnica. Bario wanted to find the goat–herder by any means necessary, to capture and keep it in Kilimanjo's palace. 

	Because Bario wanted to have a magic wand and drink the blood of the immortal goat–horn and possess magical power and channel that power to fulfill his long–held dream, to get rid of the stigma of being an eternal Crown Prince and become the great King of Arnica.  

	And here's an encounter Bario didn't want to have.  

	–It had better be Rozder himself and not that ginger cat monkey, ‖ thought Bario.  

	And the meeting with the so–called cat–monkey, Professor Maurinia, did not make Bario happy at all, but rather made him angry. 

	–Yes, I'm Professor Maurinia, you can call me that – and she held up her long fingernail index finger and said, –just call me Professor MaG.  

	–Did you make the owl fly around my bedroom at dawn and dusk? –Bario asked glumly and grudgingly. –The scream of the owl and the feather kept me awake all night, and the feather tickled my nose, –continued Bario. 

	–And that unpleasant sight of the stone fence from the owl droppings. 

	–You see the stones of the fence have begun to crack, the hydrogen sulfide coming from the droppings is eating away the stones. 

	–There's more work for my servants, –Bario said with a sigh. 

	–Well, it's my owl, –replied Professor MaG. 

	–And it didn't crap on your stone fence, but the owl helped me a little, and it opened the way to you, and there's no other way to get near you. 

	–And your Fyllaria keeps getting in the way, –MaG's monkey–like professor scowled when she saw Bario's frown. 

	–Once again, –I'm Professor MaG, you can call me that. 

	–And stop comparing me to a monkey, I'm also a ginger cat. 

	–And I inherited my long ginger tail from my ginger cat great–grandfathers, not from monkeys. 

	–I hadn't forgotten that you're Professor MaG, –Bario muttered. 

	–I'm sorry if I offended you Professor MG by calling you a monkey. 

	–That's settled, –Professor MaG said. 

	 –I came to you alone and for one purpose only, – Professor MaG continued to say.  

	–However, when you saw me, you were angry that it was me, the red–haired cat–monkey, Professor MAG, and not that talentless guardian of all living things, Arnica Rosder, who has elemental and worthless magic, thanks to a magic wand from Arnica's biggest goat– herder, –the note in her voice was resentful of Bario. 

	–Rosder, though the keeper of all living things of Arnika and especially the savior of goat–herds, he won't miss any pretty girl and can't help you, now he is busy preparing for his twentieth wedding and is going to marry the pretty O'Hara, and his magic birds blue–eyes were exterminated by hunters, –said Professor MaG and laughed. 

	–But now Rosder doesn't care about anyone, everything he needs he has achieved, although there have been great losses, –Professor MaG continued. 

	–The most important loss for Rozder is his magical blue–eyed birds. 

	–They are gone now, and no one will be able to create such magical blue–eyed birds. 

	–Rosder without his magic bluebirds is now like having no arms and no legs. I remember when Rozdar came to meet me on his magic blue–eyed birds. And I envied him then that Rozder's feet were no longer touching the ground. 

	–But Rozder's not sad about it, and we don't need to be, either. Now these magic blue–eyed birds will be replaced for him by the beautiful O'Hara, she is beautiful, blue–eyed too, she sings like his magic blue–eyed birds. And Rozder forgets everything with her. 

	–And you, Bario, have yet to remember everything, and do not remain like a branded wench the eternal Crown Prince! 

	–I should tell you that I can help you become the great King of Arnica Bario! 

	–You want to be a great king, don't you! –Professor MaG asked him. 

	And mysteriously, with an evil cat's squint, Professor MaG looked at Bario. 

	–Do you want to get rid of... forever in your sixty– seven years? –and Professor MaG was silent. 

	Bario looked at this enigmatic cat–monkey woman and could not understand anything she wanted from him. 

	–What should I get rid of? –Bario interrogated. 

	Professor MaG was angry at Bario. 

	–From the “eternal Crown Prince” stigma! –Professor MaG mocked the monkey Professor MaG. 

	–And I'll help you! –Prof. MaG laughed out loud. 

	Bario looked at Professor MaG in surprise. 

	–In what way?  

	–My mother, the Queen of Arnica, is still alive, –said Bario. 

	She laughed even louder. 

	–If she's still alive, that doesn't mean we'll eliminate her.  

	–But we must look not at her as a mother, but as a rival! 

	There were notes of rudeness and tactlessness in Professor MaG's voice.  

	Bario wiped the sweat from his forehead with his farmer's hand, watching her. She fixed her red hair under her red robe. 

	–Do you want the blood of an immortal goat–horn? – Professor MaG asked. 

	–Do you want to become the great King of Arnica with this immortality blood? –she continued to speak, but did not raise her head.  

	–But it seemed to me that the end of your dreams has come, –Professor MaG continued to speak quietly.  

	–Because the hunters found the last goat–herder already dead and caught a dark figure in a black robe drinking the blood of a half–dead goat–herder, –leaning forward slightly toward Bario, and with a monkey grimace and wide–open cat eyes, Professor MaG said. 

	–That's why I say your dreams are over! 

	–But I know about it, that the goat–horn was killed, I read it in the paper, –said Bario. 

	–But I don't believe it was the last goat–horn that lived in the forests of Arnica, –Bario continued to say.  

	–But if you look for a kosarog even in the forests of Arnica, you can find one! –said Bario. 

	–Bario, don't be naive, –Professor MaG said.  

	–Not in any forests, and I repeat, not even in the forests of Arnica, unfortunately, there are no more kosarogs, –Professor MaG went on to say. 

	–But there is, one but! –and she smiled. 

	–We need to find Strong, of course you don't know him, I'll introduce you to him when the time comes. So Strong has the same power as a kosarog, which I do not, and I am beyond some of the powers that Strong possesses. Of course, Professor MaG was wrong, because she didn't know that Strong drank the blood of a dying, almost dead goat–herder. So not all of the goat–herder's magic powers were transferred to Strong, and Strong was only half–dead. 

	–And remember, that dark figure in the black robe drinking the blood of the dying goat–herder was Strong! –and Professor MaG's eyes narrowed and bled. 

	–He is now immortal, strong, and most importantly carrying in his blood or in his body tissues the DNA of that last goat–herder! 

	–And I think Strong even possesses magical powers that not even Rozder himself possessed. 

	–That's why I'm telling you that Rozder can't help you. 

	–And you don't think about Rozder now! 

	–And most importantly, remember, what's important to us right now is that Strong has the DNA of the last goat–herder in his system and in his blood! 

	–He has practically goat's blood flowing in his vessels, and his tissues are saturated with this same blood! 

	–Virtually all of Strong's organs are saturated with the last goat's DNA! 

	–And that's all that matters to us! 

	–And the most important thing now is that we have to find Strong and take blood and biopsy pieces of organ tissue from Strong! 

	–That's the task we have with you, Bario, –Professor MaG said seriously, adjusting her chest. 

	–With the help of modern technology, we will be able to obtain from the blood of Strong the DNA, repeat the DNA of the last goat–herder and obtain not a goat–herder itself, but a chimera, that is his likeness, which will also possess the same power of magic as the last goat–herder, –Professor MaG kept talking. 

	Professor MaG took a deep breath. 

	–But I don't know where to look for Strong yet, and I had a pretty good relationship with him; if I find him, I'll ask him to do this interesting business with us. 

	–What makes you think you can get a male goat–horn chimera from Strong's blood? –Bario asked. 

	–Just because he has the blood of a Rhinoceros? – Bario continued to ask. 

	Professor MaG looked at Bario in surprise. 

	–Yes, I think Strong's blood, bone tissue, and spleen contain the cells of the last goat–herder, that is, the DNA of the last goat–herder!  

	–Do you know what DNA is or don't you? 

	–I do, –said Bario. 

	–And I know about it, and I know that Strong is a good source of goat–horn DNA to reproduce goat–horn chimeras.  

	–But I've heard, and many people I've seen in the past month have claimed and to their firm assertions, there's even been a rumor recently that Strong is dead, ‖ Professor MaG said with a deep sigh and regret. 

	 Professor MaG tried to banish from her voice a note of falsity. And said confidently. 

	–But I will look for Strong! 

	–I'll find Strong! 

	–And Strong is alive!  

	–I feel it, though my magic spells tell me otherwise, and they do not see Strong in the Land of Arnica.  

	–But I will find Strong, and he will still help us get the chimeras of the goat–horn. 

	–Will finding Strong help us find him, Rosder? –Bario asked. 

	Bario felt a rush of desire and confidence. 

	Professor MaG glanced at Bario, then silently stepped forward.  

	Then she turned to Bario. 

	–Bario, I told you that Rozder can never help us and forget about him, –Professor MaG said angrily. 

	–And even his magic blue–eyed birds were killed by hunters, they were shot by poisonous spears. 

	–Come, I'd better show you the place where future research will take place.  

	Professor MaG pulled an owl feather out of her hair. 

	–This feather is for you and when, you need me, you just let it out the window outside and the feather will find me. 

	–And this feather will also give you access to the lab. –Open the door for me, outshine everything around me, –you say those magic words. 

	–And you'll find yourself in the lab. 

	–No one will even know about it. 

	Bario, hid the quill in his trouser pocket. 

	Professor MaG went down the stairs, followed by Bario. But Bario stepped forward, so that she was behind, because Bario knew the basement of the palace of Kilimanjo very well. Finally, an iron door appeared, but about this door, Bario had not known or even seen it before.  

	Bario       looked       at       Professor       MaG       in       surprise.

	 


Chapter 2 

	Professor MaG looked at Bario, and her expression changed. 

	–This is the door that will open the way to our future laboratory, –Professor MaG said respectfully.  

	–So here we will have –a laboratory for the construction of somatic cells depending on the removal or insertion of nuclei into the cell, and fertilization of eggs, that's what modern scientists call it. 

	–But I know that a foreign nucleus is introduced into an egg cell by first removing its own nucleus from it.  

	–And growing fertilized eggs in a special thermostat at thirty–seven degrees Celsius for several days.  

	–Then the boxed room for the donor's uterus, in the role of the donor's uterus will play a kindred animal to goat–horns, well it can be in particular by external signs, for example by horns, it can be a goat, in our case and making these fertilized cells in the uterus of the donor goat.  

	–And this is the box room for holding the born chimeras.  

	–That's it, you'll see the rest later, –Professor MaG said. 

	–Actually, I have a meeting now, –Professor MaG continued.  

	–But I can reschedule the meeting. 

	–No need, –Bario shook his head.  

	–I wouldn't like to disturb your plans Professor MaG, –said Bario.  

	–Well, –she said and muttered something to herself. 

	–Thank you, Professor MaG, –said Bario.  

	–I'll find you with an owl feather. 

	–What about the car? –Bario asked. 

	Professor MaG laughed. 

	I'm not going to drive a car.  

	–And you don't forget the feather, and you can always find me with that feather. 

	–And I'll come to you myself sometimes. –Bario, asked her. 

	–Where are you staying? 

	–Oh, I'm in the living room of the Grandesarai. 

	–We don't have a Grand Sarai, –thought Bario. 

	–Then nowhere, that stray red cat monkey, –Bario continued to think. 

	Professor MaG turned and looked at Bario slyly. Then she began to slowly spin around her axis and began to shrink and turned into a red cat monkey with a long tail.  

	The red cat–monkey meowed, purred a few times, then twirled around Bario's feet and ran away, dragging her long, fluffy tail. This long tail always prevented her from walking, and she was not adapted to walk, but to run on the roofs of high–rise buildings and in basements the long tail was so, by the way, such a long tail was needed to balance the weight of her weight while crossing the various narrow places. And this tail helped her for catching rats and mice. Since her long tail at the end had a thick lump of connective tissue, and the red cat– monkey with his long tail could kill a mouse or put even a large rat into a stupor with one blow.  

	As soon as the red–haired monkey–cat disappeared around the corner, the servants ran to the gate and began to open it. 

	–Where had the red–haired cat–monkey gone, who saw it? –shouted the servants. 

	There was a short pause. 

	–There is no red–haired cat–monkey here, nor has there ever been, –shouted the guard. 

	 


He must have got through the narrow gate or climbed over the walls, –answered the guard.  

	–Close the gate, –another guard ordered.  

	Remembering the conversation with Professor MaG, and looking at his watch, Bario did not know what was happening to him, he was now hot and now cold. He was all sweaty.  

	Bario did not even hear that he had been summoned for breakfast. The servant froze in front of Bario and watched him as he came out of the cellar. 

	–Please, sir, come into the dining room, –the servant asked Bario. 

	–The table is set and Mistress Filyaria is already in the dining room, –he went on to say. 

	Bario stretched himself at attention and walked toward the dining room. When he entered the dining room, the servants ran up to him, bowing in a friendly manner, and began to serve Bario.  

	–You have been away from the dormitory for so long, –said Phyllaria.  

	–You have allowed yourself to stroll through the garden, –said Fillaria. 

	–I just talked to my flowers, in the backyard, and then I came to the house, –Bario answered, not showing his concern.  

	 Phyllaria smiled at Bario. Phyllaria was wearing a sumptuous dress. 

	–A servant said he saw you coming up from the cellar. 

	–Were you coming up the stairs from the cellar? – Phyllaria asked, smiling.  

	He nodded and smiled. 

	–I don't know, –how to put it.  

	–I have plans for the future to renovate the cellar, – Bario continued.  

	There isn't much time, –he turned his chair toward 

	Fillaria.  

	He stared for a few more seconds without taking his eyes off Phyllaria, and then, without saying a word, he began to eat pancakes with raspberry jam. 

	Phyllaria, of course, was very upset. She had expected her husband to tell her the truth, and finally, just a kind word.  

	–You know, Bario, you absolutely cannot deceive me by looking straight into Bario's eyes, –said Phyllaria.  

	–But I was wrong.  

	–You have one unforgivable sin –you are a deceiver today. 

	Bario drank his tea and milk in silence. Their gazes met again. 

	–I want you to tell it like it is. 

	–And what were you doing in the cellar?  

	–And what are your plans? 

	–I want to know everything. 

	Admittedly, Bario's jaw almost dropped. 

	–You... what about Fillaria? 

	–Have you been following me? –he barked.  

	–Who were you talking to in the cellar? –she asked.  

	–I don't need to talk to anyone in the cellar, –Bario answered dismissively. 

	–But I heard you talking to someone, –she got up and walked closer to Bario.  

	–Moreover, I saw a man in a black robe. 

	–What is the meaning of all this?  

	–You are hiding something from me!  

	–I want you to tell me everything! 

	Fillaria was still questioning Bario when they moved into the living room. Bario looked at her. 

	Then he laughed when she said: 

	I know what you were talking about, and there was a woman in a black robe.  

	–Don't worry honey, I'm not talking out of jealousy, but that woman was talking about some kind of magic. 

	–And I heard talk about our keeper Rosder. 

	Bario laughed again. 

	–You mean our good wizard Rozdar?  

	–So that was our new maid, and she came to tell me that the sprouts of magic flowers from Rozder were ready to be planted. 

	–I know I have no doubt that you like pretty flowers, – said Filyaria. 

	–So, you were talking about sprouts of magic flowers to plant? 

	–And when will these seedlings be brought in? 

	–I have thought of that, but I have not yet been told the exact date.  

	–Perhaps they will come tomorrow and we will plant them in the courtyard and we will have magical flowers growing somewhere, but in our palace? –said Bario, laughing. 

	–Don't joke with me, Bario, –Phyllaria laughed convulsively, making a grimace and repeating Bario's laughter.  

	–For five years I have put up with your antics and let you do everything and even let the maids come up to you and talk to you, and now all that is left is to chain you up. 

	–To keep you from sinking so low.  

	–And it will not be in vain, –said Bario.  

	–Of course, I should not have gone about talking to my servants, –Bario went on to say.  

	–It seems to me that there is only one way out for you, ‖ said Phyllaria. 

	–What is it? –Bario asked her. 

	To moderate your requests for affection and not to look at the young maids, –replied Phyllaria.  

	–The task is too difficult, you can't moderate my love for women because I love you, –Bario went on to say. 

	–Well, I'm not saying moderate your requests for love toward me, –said Phyllaria. 

	–And then I would make you a wizard. 
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