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Spending time in the forest is surely an amusing idea. Until you get lost. 

#
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IT WAS A RESTLESS MIDNIGHT in a mountain forest.

“Help!” a hoarse voice said.

That voice belonged to that lucky person. His name was Boris, according to the name tag on his backpack. The wind attacked from the diverse sides, as a crazy horse without mercy. Boris hugged the backpack tightly. He coughed several times. It sounded as if his throat was about to be torn apart. His lungs were burning, even though there was a deadly cold. The sky was cloudy. The only light source was the thunder flashes, which was still another danger. He was lost since the early morning. Boris's legs were shuddering because of the fatigue. 

Searching for a sign of civilization, Boris tripped over a tree root, and fell from the hill. He didn't have energy even to scream. So, it was a silent struggle. Boris hit  on a rock with his head. He closed his eyes, and remained silent. Boris didn't faint, or fell asleep. He just laid here. 

The wind cutted down after a while. Boris stood up holding onto the tree branches. He went on while making zigzags, till he spotted a shiny dot. The young guy focused on it while making an effort to keep balance. It was the light of a village house, which motivated the guy to stride. He slowed down halfway. His hands dropped beside him, and he fell down on the face.
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THE SUN ROSE UP A LONG time ago. Boris was still lying stock-still. To his happiness, he fell down on the edge of a path. Local teen boy noticed the guy while riding by. Despite the contrast of masses, the teen managed the huge, and muscular horse masterly. He got off the horse, took several steps toward the stranger lying on the ground. Midway, he stopped, and took two steps back. After a short examination, the teen approached to the guy. The horse followed his guardian. It had a glossy orangish-brown fur which was the sign of a good care, and spacious diet. The teen tapped on Boris's shoulder with the tips of his fingers.
“Excuse me...”
The guy lifted up his head to the voice without opening eyes. 
“Are you okay?”

The sunlight dazzled Boris’s eyes. “Wow, what a big dog you have!” he said. 

“It’s a horse...” 

The horse neighed. The teen boy stared at the dry blood on the back of the guy’s head. “It will not be superfluous for you to see a doctor.”
“What?” The guy sat down. He touched the wound on his head. “Ouch!” the guy said, while pressing his eyelids tightly. The teen helped him to stand up.
“You are right.” The guy led to the house he discovered the last night. 

“Where are you going?”
“To find... a doctor?”
The teen boy petted his horse’s head. Then he brought him closer to the guy.
“I suppose, it will be better if Albek, and I will accompany you.”
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“DON'T WORRY, SON,” the Doctor said, finished binding the patient’s head.  “It’s not a serious injury.” He sat down at his table. “You just need a rest.”
“Thank you, doctor.” The guy checked his photo camera. “Lucky me! It's not broken.”
“You, my friend, indeed have luck.”

––––––––
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“RIGHT... WHAT A PITY. I was not able to thank the boy."
"Don't worry, you'll have time for it. His name is Timur." The Doctor stood up, “I talked with my wife...” and spread his arms, “...you’ll be our guest.”
“I don’t want to be a trouble for you.”
“Common! We will be happy to help.”
The guy stood up. “I have heard about your people’s hospitality.” He shook hands with the Doctor. “Thank you a bunch!”
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The Altai mountains. Many call this place "the lungs of our planet". Alongside with it, there is a huge store of the clear, and mineral waters here. The Altai mountains can magnify anybody. Go there. Collect the refreshing air in your lungs. Climb on the mountains, observe the nature, and the crystal clear rivers. With its rare and unique flora, fauna, and precious stones, the Altai mountains are the mystical places with a rich cultural heritage. 
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OUR STORY TOOK PLACE in kazakh Altai - the East of Kazakhstan, in the late 1980s.
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THE VILLAGE CALLED Akkonil was quite a small place. Do not look for it on the map. You are not going to find it. There was only one ruined ground road connecting it with the other places. However, this place displayed itself with its tidiness. The entrances to the houses were neat, which for sure, said a lot about the habitants. The houses by itself had compact sizes with recently refreshed facades. There was no junk, or any kind of waste around. Akkonil was located at an isolated place. The nearest settlement - Altunbag was thirty minutes walk away. It was by itself at three, or four hours away on a horse from the other places.
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The noon time in Akkonil. A little girl rushed out the house. She wore national dress. Her excited laughs spread across the neighborhood. She sinned around several times, and checked how the skirt was waving on the air. Timur showed up in front of the barn. He followed the girl with the eyes. 
“Don’t run like that, sister!”

The girl made a sudden stop, turned to the boy, and put hands on her waist. “I’m not little!”

Timur giggled. For the fiscal lines he owned, it seemed like he would never smile. 
The boy cached up his sister, and caressed her hair. The girl playfully grabbed her brother's other hand. 
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THE SIBLINGS PASSED by the neighborhood houses. The girl would not just amble as her elder brother. She was hopping, examining the surrounding, and murmuring a merry melody of her composition.
“Full of the energy as always, huh, Aiben?” a woman of the middle ages said, while resting her arm on the fence. The girl showed a wide cheerful smile. “Yeap!”
“Hello, Suna auntie,” the boy said.
“Hi, Timur! How are you?”
“Excellent!” The girl jumped in her place. “We’re going to  my close friend's birthday celebration.”
“That’s wonderful!” aunt Suna said.
“The birthday parties, for sure, are exciting,” Boris said, coming out the house. He had stylish medium length hair, and puppy eyes.  However, it was his flashy outlook - a turtleneck sweater, and trendy pants catched little girl’s attention. Boris smiled warmly to Timur, then turned to the girl. “Hi!”
“Hello,” Aiben said. She looked at her brother. “Is that him?” she whispered.
“My name is Boris Mitnik.”
“I’m Aiben Kudaibergen!” the girl said, and reached out a hand.
“Nice to meet you!” Boris shook the girl's hand. “I don’t want to hold you back.”
“See you later,” Timur said. 
“Have a nice day!” Boris waved.
“Wish you the same!” Aiben waved back.
Boris turned to Suna. “I already like both of them.”
“Well, Timur is not talkative. Aiben can be naughty oftentimes.” Suna smiled. “Still, they are wonderful children.” She put a hand on the guy's shoulder. “And you, Boris Andreyevich, deserve a nice dinner for repairing our windows.”
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“How long he’ll be here?” Aiben said.

“Till he’ll be ready for a long way.” 
Timur’s attention was draft by the open hence of a neighbor. “Wait here.”
Aiben crossed her arms, and blew her lower lip up. 
Timur got near to the hence. He heard the crying sounds, and got in warily. It was an old man crying in a corner, covered his face with a dirty handkerchief. There was a bottle covered in the gazette beside him.
“Uncle Makhmud?”
“Oh, Timur, Timur!” the man said. “They are gone. All of them!” He had a gulp from the bottle, and continued to cry.
“How?”
Makhmud rose his shoulders up. He stared at the empty space. “Wait, no!” The man stood up. “I know who’s job is it!” He left the hence in a hurry.
Aiben was still standing in the same spot looking around while humming another merry melody. She noticed a little girl not far from her. She was standing still, while looking down. 
“Hey!” 
The kid didn't react. Aiben got near to her. “Is everything alright?” She looked down. “Oh!” Aiben bent down, and tied the girl’s shoe. 
“Here you are!”
The little girl lifted her head up. “Thanks,” she murmured shyly. Aiben pinched the kid's cheeks. “No problem!”
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The neighbor Makhmud, with two men, arrived to the Doctor’s house. “Hey, Mitnik!” He said, swinging his fist. “Where are my hens!”
The Doctor ran outside. “What is it?!”
Boris followed him. “I know, it's you!” Makhmud said. “What?!” Boris said, and came forward.
“Go inside, Borya,” the Doctor said, “I'll settle it.”
“No, I’ll not leave you alone!”
After a short, but high tense conversation, the men left as the Doctor said he’ll tell Aba about their action.
“Please, don't mind them,” Suna said. “It’s because of the bizzare events happening here.”
“All village will go mad soon!” the Doctor said while touching up his mustache. Boris stood up, put his hand under his chin, and tapped his cheek with his finger. “I would like to get acquainted with those ecologists.”
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INDEED, THE NUMEROUS obscure things were occurring in Akkonil. The animals ran away, the harvest died out, the little kids fell ill. That’s why  the wise of the village, Aba invited the ecologists.
Boris found them at the riverside. They conducted a research with a small group of villagers, using the special research tools. “Professor Mironov, look!” a villager said, showing the river. Boris ran to them, and saw the dead fishes collected in the river side. “If it will continue like that, the same end is waiting for us,” another villager said. Boris got near to the professor.
“Hi! I'm Boris Andreyevich Mitnik.” 
Boris offered a hand.  The man stretched his shoulders
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