EPILOGUE

Hooll involuntarily twitched when he saw Alle's body became soft and dead. Elder was famous as really cold blooded old man and had absolute absence of pity (except for Ayronhell, certainly). However the view which has prebecome before his eyes, pressed on those strings invisible for other eyes, that strong constrained his feelings all these centuries, because he really become attached to this fellow as to the son, which he never had. However, he already tasted a similar pain.

The murderer looked so as if killed just a mosquito, instead of the closest person to Elder of the Temple. He turned over a body of the boy and closed his eyes

"Do you understand that I don't feel anything to my victims?" He asked with a chill in his voice.

"I understand." With the same voice answered Hooll. He mechanically stroked scales on the back of Ayronhell, which was sparkling in moonlight. That was second time in his life, at last, he threw off the cold mask and in a second time he regretted about it.

"The Temple wanted a war with a Mountain for a long time, doesn't it?" The murderer talked and put hands of the boy as for honored hero: one hand is enclosed to the heart and another one to the stomach. 

"Certainly," - has nodded Hooll. He answered and he didn't lied. Death of Alle will be excellent reason for starting this war. The death of the boy became something like the burning torch thrown in a haystack. People of the Temple will understand after long time that he was killed by themselves.

Finally, Igenhell finished the ceremony. He did it just because he followed traditions with great fanaticism, but he really didn't have any feelings to victims neither respect, nor pity. 

"We have to disturb Astearela..." he said, when he raised and looked directly into the eyes of the Elder.

"My people already done with elves"

  The situation gets more heated with a every second.

"This could..."

"I took care of it already" Hooll interrupted the murderer. Ayronhell began to roar, because he felt a pressure of the horseman. "The temple does not forgive fratricides." has suddenly said Elder. He became Elder for a reason that's why death of Igenhell was instant. The murderer hasn't even time to wheeze. He's expression of the face didn't change when he silently failed on the ground and broke his head over the stones. Drops of the blood didn't shed on the ground, because it left Igenhell's body a moment ago all at ones. Well, it wouldn't be really difficult to convince Thrones that they both were killed by lyorgs.  

Waves of the sea didn't really care about death of mortals. With laziness they licked two bodies and tried to drag them away. The Velenor Sea was always greedy for human bodies and now it especially was glad to bury those on its bottom, but Hooll's plans reached a lot further.  

The fire column raised above waves and it seemed that sea become stoned in pain. Waves fall asleep in inexpressible flours. Transformation of elements truly considered incomprehensible but very few people knew, that Thrones and Hooll already used it for a long time in practice. Ayronhell, who was especially sensitive to changes of astral substances, howled with all pain he had and raised his head to the moon. Enormous bodies of coastal black rocks trembled from this inexpressible roar and it appeared that even stars are just about to fall on the painful ground, announcing the second Nadargoth Eltanagh. The only one man who kept perfect calmness was Hooll, because magic of his pupil didn't touch him.

The column of a flame in the meantime transformed to someone's face who opened bottomless eyes and looked in the Elder of Temple.  

"You called me, Hooll, so I came" said the spirit of elements.

"We'll need very soon all powers and skills you have" coldly said Hooll. "Look, that's my people, who was died and killed by lyorgs, people of the Black Mount. Lyorgs finally started to function in our world, they probably understood, that they can't get out of the Haella. Transfer to Thrones, that we are going to sent troops to the Mount. We got to finish, at last, something that our ancestors started."

