
"The Secret of Translators' Stone" episode 6

#WHODUNNIT

Cultural Vienna was a nice break after sun-scorched Iraq. The teachers decided to use the unplanned stop in their journey to gather up more energy and rest 
after the adventures in the Middle East. They started their Viennese days with coffee and sweet croissants served in the cafes occupying the ground floor of 
Art Nouveau tenement houses. They marveled at the alternative boutiques in Freihausviertel. They tried exotic treats on the Naschmarkt. Unfortunately, the 
local museums focused more on the fine arts and the teachers were unable to find any new information about the cult of Ishtar, Quetzalcoatl and the Transla-
tors’ Stone. It seemed they would have to discover its secret themselves. In a city bustling with life and attractions, time passed very quickly.

The flight to Mexico was scheduled for the next morning. The departure time was so early that the teachers decided not to go to bed at all, and spend their 
last night experiencing some exceptional entertainment. They agreed to get a luxurious drink of champagne, truffles and strawberries served on the 
eighteenth floor of the hotel towering over the tenement houses. They sipped their drinks and wondered how much time they would have to spend at the 
establishment before the staff realised that their teacher’s budget would not survive the bill in this exclusive establishment. New glasses appeared on the table 
before the women's wallets were emptied. The waiter pointed out their benefactor to the surprised teachers. An elegant gray-haired man sitting a few tables 
away nodded politely. He walked over to their table. He said hello and introduced himself in English with a slight German accent. The gentleman asked if he 
could join them. The teachers looked at each other, “Hey, it's our last night in Vienna! We can do something spontaneous!” They decided. And they invited 
Christopher to their table.

He was a traveling entrepreneur who was also killing time while waiting for a late flight. He noticed that the teachers had drunk very little. He guessed it might 
be related to their finances. He spontaneously suggested a move to another place. It turned out that his friend had given him the keys to the cellar of a nearby 
winery. The night was still young. The women accepted the invitation. The "cellar" turned out to be a series of underground chambers illuminated by the 
golden light of lanterns. Huge barrels and endless rows of dusty bottles stood everywhere. Christopher led them into a room that had a table covered with a 
white cloth and was decorated with candles. The host uncorked one of the bottles of wine, filled the teachers' glasses and began to entertain them with conver-
sation. He enquired about their Iraqi adventures and generally their everyday life. He spoke about his business all over the world. Hours passed. It was easy 
to lose track of time in the basement. Bridget checked her watch. It's almost dawn! Time for the onward journey. The women thanked him for the hospitality 
and began to leave. At this point, the atmosphere clearly changed. Christopher got up calmly from the table and locked the heavy steel door. Cold shivers ran 
down the teachers’ spines.

“Ladies, thank you for a great evening. I hope you will honour me with your presence for a while... until my principals secure the stone!” The man explained 
calmly. “Please don't take it personally and don't get upset. We are watching closely what is happening in the world. If someone becomes too interested in the 
location of the stone, then we must act. You are lucky, ladies, that we live in civilized times and your disappearance would be hard to cover up... therefore it 
will be easier for us to move the stone. We only need a few days of peace, and you will have to stay with me during this time, stop your searching and then 
forget about everything. I guarantee that we will make sure that we reward you appropriately.” The teachers couldn't believe what was happening. “What's that 
supposed to mean!” They said indignantly. “Nobody is going to stop us, we have the right to go wherever we want and do what we want. Please let us go 
immediately! How do you know about the stone?!” “Take it easy, ladies, take it easy,” Christopher replied softly. “Of course you will go wherever you want and 
no harm will come to you, but we will make sure that you never find the stone again.” The teachers replied, “Since we won’t be able to find it now, you might 
as well tell us why you care so much about it? You certainly aren’t short of money!" They said, as they looked over the luxurious interior. "Right." Smiled the 
man. "If we are to spend the next few days together, maybe you deserve a bit of truth.”

“My… principals are really powerful people. You will never read about them in newspapers, you will never see them on TV; no one will write about them on the 
web. You simply don't know about them. Let's say they're the ones who decide what everyone is supposed to know... they can pull many strings at the same 
time, control things and events that to average people seem to be completely random. Of course, there are people who know they exist and disagree with their 
methods. They would like to stop them, they would like ordinary people to learn the truth about the mechanisms governing their everyday life. They want to 
unite humanity, open its eyes, promote mutual understanding, respect and cooperation. My bosses don't like that. The Translators’ Stone has the power to 
break down barriers, connect people, build communities, eliminate prejudices... uniting people can work miracles. They could discover us, review our plans 
and threaten our development. And yet we want freedom for everyone! We support individualism!” The man smiled diabolically. “Individuals focused solely on 
fighting for their own freedom will never threaten us. We just don't want people to get along. It's easier to control everything that way, isn't it?”

The teachers looked at each other. “Bridget, he's a complete lunatic,” said Anna in their native language. “The two of us can fight him. We have to catch the 
plane.” Bridget agreed with her. “What do you suggest?” She asked.

Option A

A: Use your strength - go to episode 7A
B: Use your flair - go to episode 7B

What now?
Choose the next steps for Anna!


