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The next morning bright and clear.

The meeting in the afternoon.
Everybody to the special meeting
place near the mountain. All the members
of the tribe sitting in a huge ring.
Usually people jokes and ,but

today everybody gloomy.
Suddenly a thousand voices
“Who has the ring?”
“I have the ring;” Artos’s father, Cedric,

“Speak, we are listening)’ the tribe.

“What's the motto?”

“Fight for the ring! Fight with the ring! Fight in the

ring!™ a thousand voices again.

Then Cedric : “You know the bad news, but we mustn’t lose hope.




