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1.The City of Burg and its Inhabitants

Heralding the coming of day, the sun appeared above the horizon and its first rays slid along the beautiful and happy land. The round disk slowly crawled out of its night shelter, sending warmth and joy to the inhabitants of the planet.

- The East is getting scarlet! - romantically rapturous exclaimed the sentry on the tower of the city wall.

- The red sun in the sky! - echoed a second sentry from a neighboring watchtower.

- The red sun is in my heart! - proclaimed a third warrior.

- Quiet, warriors! Look over there, the sergeant is leading the sguard change! - shouted the fourth.

- Go home, soldiers, and go to sleep! - commanded the sergeant who had replaced the sentries, “Don't forget, at noon today there's a fair and folk festival. All arrive in dress clothes, with wives and no tardiness! 

- Yes, sir!, Yes, sir!, Yes, sir!, Yes, sir!” the four guards, who had finished their watch, shouted with alacrity and walked briskly to their homes. 
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So, the blessed inhabitants of the blooming country of Burgandy, the main city of which was called Burg, met the new morning of an endless series of life-giving days. Although, one cannot but admit that the sun shines equally on the blessed and the unfortunate. 

Outside the city walls of the capital, marvelous meadows spread wide. The bright green of the grass was pleasing to the eye. The blue of clear water in the nearby lake beckoned with coolness.

The state and capital authorities, important details of which we will learn a little later, appointed a meadow between the lake and the city wall as the venue for the feast. A wooden platform was erected for the orchestra and dancing, tents were set up, tables and chairs were set out - there will be enough room for everyone!

The far shore of the lake was the foot of a gentle hill. There were bushes growing closer to the water. They were replaced by trees of a sparse forest, which became thicker, more imposing and darker the higher it got.

City craftsmen made a lot of pleasure boats. By the end of the festival, when it will be dark and the lanterns placed along the shore will be lit, people will be able to rent a modest boat with oars and take a lake cruise for a reasonable hourly fee.

It should be noted that the green meadows around the city wall and the blue, full-flowing lake are just a picturesque suburb of Burg. It represents a very small part of the territory of the colossal country of Burgandy, ruled by the mighty will of the capital's authority, with its long arm and broad hand.

“Vast is my native country!” - the inhabitants of Burgandy remind themselves daily, and this just statement fills their hearts with just pride in their tribe. When the land is immense, the riches it holds are inexhaustible. Men draw abundantly from the bottomless underground treasuries, but they do not bow down to nature. They rightly believe that the immense space and wealth of the homeland is legally due to them pay for the highness of the national spirit. It is an immense pleasure to have what, according to the opinion of the others and those who are worse than you, you should not have.

Needless to say, the abundance of the earth's depths freed the happy inhabitants of the fertile country from the yoke of excessive labor. There was no need for the Burgandians to work up a sweat for the sake of material benefits - they were already pouring in full flow. And if they lacked something, the lack was compensated by the consciousness of spiritual greatness. 
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The authorities of Burg loved precision and instilled this useful trait in the townspeople. Therefore, at noon, the orchestra on the aforementioned wooden platform started playing the national anthem, summoning the inhabitants. However, the people, accustomed to order, had already gathered in the meadow and were waiting for the opening of the festivities and the fair.

Two dozen young, strong and disciplined men in civilian clothes placed a long table in the center of the meadow and covered it with a white tablecloth. Thirty sturdy chairs with padded seats, high backs, and armrests for safety were placed along one side of the table. The tablecloth was decorated with meadow flowers in vases, and a plastic bottle of clear lake water and a crystal glass were placed against each chair.

The same muscular guys with serious faces erected a high rostrum between the long table and the audience. Then they spread a scarlet carpet across the green meadow from the Tent of Counsil to the table and onward to the rostrum. This seemed to be the end of their part, and at the command of the senior they fall in line and departed.

From the Tent of Counsil appeared the thirty elders, the rulers of the city and country. The number of these worthy men, equal to the number of chairs, is not accidental, for, according to the law of the country of Burgandy, each century of its existence is marked by an increase in the number of members of the Council of Elders by one. Hence the inquisitive reader can conclude by a simple mathematical calculation about the age of the state.

The Council of Elders was composed exclusively of long-lived citizens of Burg and Burgandy. Medical certificates of severe and incurable diseases were required from a candidate to the Council. The people had a deep understanding of this strange at first sight requirement, which was, in fact, an expression of common sense wisdom. After all, only a man who is aware of his doom and looking into the eyes of imminent death, is able to truly care about the good of the people, because he does not think about the money and career that have become unnecessary to him. On the other hand, he who cares for the others distances the sting of death and merges with eternity already in life.

The elders sat down on their chairs, each poured some clear water from his bottle into his own glass, and, some greedily and others reluctantly, sipped it. The worthiest of them, the oldest and most infirm, who was gently led under the arms of two counselors, walked to the rostrum, stood with his back to his colleagues and his face to the audience, spread before him the sheets of paper containing the text of the speech, and spoke quite intelligibly.

The head of the Council of Elders congratulated the residents on the annual holiday and the opening of the fair, wished the audience love, joy, prosperity and victories. He said many inspiring and warm words at the same time. He noted with pride the unparalleled level of morality achieved in recent centuries, expressed in the highest prestige of the family on the scale of universal values. At the end of the speech, the orator reminded the audience of the sole purpose of the Council's activities: “All in the name of man, all for the good of the citizens of Burg and Burgandy!”.
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At the end of the ceremony, the orchestra played again and light patriotic music was played. The guards familiar to us, who were free from duty that day, sat down with their wives at a round table. A leisurely conversation flowed. Nearby stood an impressively sized barrel of beer. Everyone approached it, opened the tap and filled a one-pint mug free of charge. The authorities did not limit the number of approaches.

Next to the round table was a smaller table. At it sat two very noble-looking citizens, apparently close acquaintances. They were discussing an amusing adventure that had happened to one of them the previous week. The guards and their wives found the story interesting, so they fell silent for a while and listened.

- Imagine, my friend,” began the first citizen, ”I'm sitting on the doorstep of my house, thinking on abstract topics. It's getting dark, the night is coming. From the kitchen comes the blissful smell of fried meat - the wife is preparing dinner.

- An idyll, that's all! - interrupted the second citizen.

- Don't be in a hurry, dear, you'd better listen. Suddenly, in violation of the idyll, a donkey appears from around the corner, and a traveler sits on it. The tired animal can hardly move its legs, and it is just about to stubbornly stop, saying, “Not a step forward! The rider is not dashing either: his face is sour, as if he were about to cry.

- What a nuisance! Supper is on the table, and here some vagabond discourages the appetite! - remarked the other.

- I almost thought the same thing,” said the first, ”but you know me - I am a compassionate man, always glad to help my neighbor in need. I asked the traveler if he needed anything.

- You shouldn't have asked. To your own detriment.

- Wait till you hear what happened next. As I thought, the donkey stopped and did not move on. His host dismounted and addressed me in a pitiful way: “I am coming from far away, and I have a long journey ahead of me. I wanted to spend the night in your town, but none of the owners let me into the house. Will you take pity on me, good man?”

- Complaining about calamities only increases the calamities. You're a sweetheart, I know, but your wife is a practical woman. Did she really agree to take in a vagrant?

- You're wrong, my friend. I'm the practical one, and my spouse is a woman without imagination. I made her a sign to keep her mouth shut. I said to the stranger: “It's a wonder our hospitable townspeople haven't shown you hospitality. Perhaps they did not understand your language. I will gladly give you a night's lodging, and I will never allow a good man to spend the night in the street!”

- The squeakiest wheel in the cart gets the grease. Oh, you have a soft heart! 

- Listen better to what the traveler said to me: “I have my own food, for myself and the donkey. Give me a place at the doorstep. And tomorrow at sunrise I'll disappear silently, I won't bother you!” And I said to him: “The food for you and the donkey is on me, and I'll charge you nothing for the night's lodging! Please come to the table, supper is ready!"

- Wow! What about the spouse? 

- The spouse stares at me and keeps silent as she's told. She's obedient. Discipline in the family moderates individualism. Then I untied the good rope that was used to attach the colored embroidered cloth to the donkey's body, and hung both things to dry in the far room. I took the cattle to the stable. We had supper, talked about this and that, and I made the traveler comfortable for the night, laid him on a soft bed. In the morning he was about to leave, and I said to him, “Stay with me for a second day, I will not charge you anything, I like you very much. Flattered, the guest agreed and stayed another day.

- Now I guess that you have something witty in mind!

- You guess? At last! Better late than never. Another twenty-four hours have passed. My dear guest ate heartily and slept sweetly. The next morning he was determined to continue on his way and asked where the rope and horse clotht were. 

- Aha, this is where the fun began!

- The most interesting thing is ahead of us, and what has begun is also interesting. So I said to my guest, “You dreamed about the rope and the cloth on your soft bed,” and he objected, saying that they were real, and asked me to return them. Then I said to him: “Honorable one, let it be known to you that I am the best interpreter of dreams in the Burg, and I authoritatively prophesy to you as long and good a life as the rope you dreamed of. And the colored cloth you saw in your dream means a blooming orchard, of which you will certainly be the owner!”

- The guest, of course, melted from the tempting promises and rushed to thank you, giving you the rope and the cloth!

- But that was not to be! The stubborn man kept saying that he had not seen any dreams and demanded his property back. Then I said to him angrily: “Another man in my place would have charged for two days' lodging and a substantial fee for a favorable interpretation of the dream, but I, because of my generosity of heart, did not charge you a penny. Ungrateful! Come, let us go to the town judge!" 

- I thought you said once that the judge was a friend to you?

- That's right. I have many useful friends. But listen up. The judge took us in. He listened first to the plaintiff, then to me. I winked stealthily at the master of justice. He said: “You, stranger, are wrong in every way. First, your dream was interpreted by the most skillful man in this craft. Secondly, you did not pay him. “And thirdly, you have behaved badly. Therefore, you must pay the legal fee: one-third to your benefactor for food, bed, and explanation of your dream, and two-thirds to the city treasury as a fine for insolence and court costs. Lay out one hundred and twenty gold pieces, and get a receipt!”

- Did your guest obey the judge's verdict?

- He obeyed, he laid out the money, but he became violent and lift an arm at me, and I did not keep silent. The judge called to the guards: “Get them both out!” The guards took the stranger under arms and dragged him to the door, and I was quietly pushed in the back. This time it was the judge's turn to wink at me, and on my way out I stealthily slipped half my share into his pocket without asking for a receipt.

- A fine business you've done with the judge. Where did your guest go?

- I never saw him again. I think it's unlikely he'll come to the Burg again. I used his cloth to cover my donkey.

***
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The guards listened attentively to the fascinating dialog. When the story was over, the soldiers clapped hands. “That's right, you shouldn't indulge strangers!” - said one of them. “But the foreigners don't understand jokes!” - supported the other. “With wit and daring we Burgandians surpass all nations!” - added the third. “Not only in intelligence, but also in breadth of soul, we have no equal on earth!” - confirmed the fourth. The women, as usually, were in agreement with their husbands.

“Thank you, fighters! Only in a people who believe themselves superior to all other tribes lives the spirit of true patriotism. We drink to your health!” - exclaimed two friends at a neighboring table.  

After a few beers, the soldiers and their wives wanted to stretch legs and see what was being sold in the tents. The company stopped at one of them. Behind the counter stood a seller of costume jewelry and haberdashery. The experienced eye of the native Burg could easily recognize the merchant as a foreigner, most likely a resident of the unfriendly city of Dror.

The spouse of one of the guards was interested in the handkerchief and asked if she could have a closer look. The merchant willingly allowed her to try it on. Another woman, who came up, wanted to see the ring close up and began to put it on her finger, with the merchant's permission, of course. The sergeant, who was free from duty that day, liked the tie and immediately began to knot it to the merchant's approval.

People gathered around the tent. They took the things they liked, tried them on, looked in the mirror, and consulted each other. The merchant rejoiced at the glorious beginning of the trading day, helped to choose the goods, gave advice, and invited new customers.

Suddenly the crowd at the tent thinned, and in one minute there was no one left except of guards with their wives and a sergeant familiar to us. The merchant looked perplexed at the empty counter. The respectable people had disappeared, each one carrying away what he had taken to see. “What is going on in this town? - cried the citizen of Dror, unaccustomed to deceit, “the customers have taken the goods, but have not paid the money!”

- What is there to pay for? - wondered the first fighter.

- Don't be trifling! - another guard encouraged the merchant. 

- Kind people didn't take it without asking! - shouted the third.

- You gave it, you allowed it, and now you seek payment, you cheat! - the fourth was angry.

- Go back to your Dror, you crook! - exclaimed the sergeant wrathfully.

The noise attracted the curious. Figuring out what the matter was, the people raised their voices. Appealing to the authorities, they demanded the arrest of the foreign agent, and the most fair-minded were preparing to use violence. Protecting the stranger from the lynching of the mob, the soldiers twisted his hands behind the back and dragged him away from the scene of the popular festivities. “You got off easy, con man!” - shouted the sergeant after the fleeing Dror merchant. The remnants of the shameless alien's goods were rightly divided among the decent citizens of Burg. 
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As darkness fell, the long-awaited time for the triumph of love arrived. This last stage of the feast began with dancing. After making a few unskillful steps, the dancers hurried to hire boats and refresh themselves on the water. A man would sit at the oars and a woman would sit opposite.

The light boats sailed toward the far shore of the lake. When they were docking, the rowers and their female companions were going ashore. The two in each boat were legally husband and wife, but represented different married couples. The romantic soul of the Burgandian was of the opinion that monotony was not in harmony with the fullness of life, and that on the other hand domestic property would not disappear.

The more years the lovers had lived, the farther into the dark forest they went. Young people were freer. Having stepped on land, impatient in their aspirations, young men and women did not waste time in searching for a secluded place in the forest, but stayed in the coastal bushes.

The feast was over by morning. The citizens of Burg, tired of their pleasures, returned to their hearths and blessed the fate that had granted them the good fortune to be born as Burgandians. The people thanked their rulers - the bone from the bone of the folk and the flesh from the flesh of the folk.
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2. Assembly
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For the common inhabitants of Burg, the first post-holiday day was a time of active relaxation. The maxims from the Chief Elder's speech were chewed over. Auditory, visual and touch sensations were digested . New moral and emotional ideas were assimilated. Home remedies to neutralize the consequences of the excesses that were pleasant to the soul and stomach were consumed.

The rulers of Burg and Burgandy spent this day quite another way. Two equally respected events that occurred during and after the feast were the impetus for convening an extraordinary Assembly of the Council of Elders.

First, a conflict between citizens and a Dror merchant had aroused the serious wariness of the authorities. It was an incident of dangerously heightened tension between polarly different systems of life, one of which (in Burg) was righteous and the other (in Dror) immoral. It seems the time has come for defensive and offensive measures to be taken. In addition, the end of the conflict looked completely undiplomatic, and a skillful interpretation of this fact could become useful in the light of possible actions. In short, the circumstances demanded urgent deliberation and subsequent clever deeds.

Secondly, a senior Elder passed away suddenly. The heart of the honored former struggler had been destroyed by several serious myocardial infarctions. An overly emotional speech at the opening celebration led to a sharp aggravation of the heart ailment and its fatal outcome. The death of the leader did not cause a sensation among the Council members. The departed veteran was immediately replaced by another elderly struggler who held the first position on the promotion list. In this routine situation, the role of the Extraordinary Assembly was to formally approve the new nominee, and to decide to postpone for two weeks the nationwide notification of the veteran's passing and the subsequent rotation.

Let us note a few touches characterizing the Assemblies in Burg. The place for these state events was the Palace of the Assemblies, specially built for this purpose. The elders gathered for the meetings with the fullest possible number of members. Only sudden death could be a valid reason for absence. It happened that a member was unable to stand on his feet for health reasons. Then a bedridden elder was brought to the meeting hall by a special State Stability Service. A bedside table with the aforementioned bottle and glass was next to the sick person's bed.

The elders came to the Assembly with their young wives. Having a retentive memory husbands did not forget their spouses from the first marriage and every year they laid flowers at the headboards of their dear graves. The high aesthetic demands of widowers encouraged them to join their fates with women much younger than themselves.

When the Palace was built, it was intended to fill the intermissions between sessions with ballroom dancing. However, for obvious reasons, the dance hall was empty. Therefore, in order to keep the wives of the elders from getting bored, the sale of all sorts of things of interest to young women was organized in a closed elite distribution center. The frivolous goods were delivered from Dror, for the purposeful labor of the Burgandians was not oriented towards the manufacture of ideologically unmotivated products.
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The democratically appointed new head of the Council of Elders took the floor. First he thanked the colleagues for trust. Then, concealing his inner pains and placing one hand on the stomach area and the other on the forehead, he vowed to serve Burg's ideas faithfully, without sparing neither belly nor head. Some members of the Council greeted this introduction with sour faces, believing the excessive courtesies to be a sign of Dror's corrupting influence and an inappropriate cringing.

- Colleagues and associates,” the new head addressed the gathering, ”I would like to remind everyone in this hall that we have before us the task of extending the Burg life system to the entire population of the planet. From this point of view we must consider the incident with the so-called trader from Dror that happened the day before.

- I think it is unnecessary to remind us of our common goals,” interrupted the Elder, who had been number two the day before and had now become first on the promotion list, ”have we not marched in step and rushed into battle together? - he explained.

- The infiltration of people and ideology of Dror into our midst has become too dangerous,” continued the orator, leaving his comrade-in-arms' remark unheeded, ”because the sale of goods alien to us is a symptom of ill-being!

- These are not alien goods, but very necessary goods! - resounded from the gallery with the discontented voices of the young wives.

- I ask you not to divert the Assembly's attention to private matters,” the new head said to the gallery, ”we will talk about things of principle. I have invited experts in key areas of scientific progress and military and political expansion. We will listen to the opinions of experts and make decisions. I give the floor to the Director of the State Institute of Demonology. Please begin your report, comrade professor.

- Institute of State Demonology, - the director of the institution gently corrected, taking a position at the rostrum. 

- Is there a difference? - asked the new head of the Council ironically. 

- The difference is the same as between things of private and things of principle, - helped the professor the number one on the promotion list.

- First of all, I declare that my message is intended exclusively for male ears, - pronounced the director of the Institute in a categorical tone.

- I request the wives to leave immediately. There are soft drinks, high-grade ice cream and monpensier candies in the cafeteria,” the head of the Council politely addressed the women.

- Male chauvinism! Gender discrimination! - an exclamations of outrage came from above, gradually subsiding as the women left the hall and took places at the keyholes of the many doors. 

- They have picked up expressions from an alien element,” diagnosed the first.

- The scientific institution entrusted to me,” began the director of the institute, ”has comprehensively investigated the issue of the outpouring of male semen and studied all the existing variety of consequences of this act. 

- Professor, the Assembly is interested in reporting only those scientific results that can be useful for achieving our strategic goals,” the head of the Council remarked.

- It is this aspect that I am going to highlight. So,” continued the scientist, ”the Laboratory of Outside-Spousal Contact has determined that a single portion of semen poured by a man inside a woman who has come to us from Dror produces thousands of invisible individuals. We call these newfound subjects by the scientific term “shedons”. The outpouring into a foreign female has been given the name “batala”.

- Damn it! How is it that we are getting Dror persons of the female sex? - number One boiled with indignation.

- There's a street on the outskirts of Burg where fun houses with Dror femele staff thrive,” replied the head of the Council, and his ear caught an indignant murmur from behind closed doors.

- The outrageous inaction of the highest authority! - angrily, but at the same time quite self-critically stated number one, - the cow does not demand anything from the bull, the ram does not pay the sheep, only the libertine from Dror dresses up with the last money of the Burgandian toiler, only she gives herself for rent!

- Professor, have the qualities of shedons been learned
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