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There was a hill that looked like a black cat with its hair raised. The hill arched its back and hissed at the well across the way.
‘This is very funny!’ thought the hill and hissed again.
But the neighboring village didn't seem to agree with him. Because the neighboring village was easily frightened. And it didn't even dare to shine its lamps on its wooden poles during the long, dark nights. The village stood in the dark, huddled in its general store and café. And it wasn't at all, not at all cheerful. And the hill was pulling out the bushes with the sharpest thorns. The bushes were growing, growing, and tearing up the village square. And who would want its general store and café to be completely torn apart by sharp bushes? The hill was so terrible that one day the village packed up its houses, general store, and café and simply moved elsewhere. The hill bowed in surprise. At first it thought it was happy. Then it realized the simple truth: It was alone! It had no one to hiss at. It had no one to pull out its sharp bushes at. There was no one to pretend to be a bristling, black cat in front of... The hill sobbed with all its falling leaves. And suddenly it was bare.
‘That’s what I deserve!’ he thought bitterly. ‘That’s what I deserve for not being able to change!’ Finally he fell into a deep sleep. Hur-hur…
He didn't wake up until spring. And then, on a warm June day, a tent was pitched among the bushes on the left.
‘Hey, what is this?’ the hill was startled.
Then the tents became two, then three...
‘Wow! I have a village again!’ thought the hill.
And something inside him wanted to go outside. The bushes again brought out their sharpest thorns and scratched at the canvas houses.
‘Why do I immediately feel like pulling out my nails?’ the hill asked itself anxiously. ‘Can’t I change anything? Oh, I’ll lose this village too, I know it!’
And the hill sighed heavily.
Just then, however, he heard the largest tent say:
‘Attention! We must be very careful with the sharp bushes! Because they only grow on this hill now! All the other hills have become tame and mowed… Only this hill still shows its feline character. And that is wonderful! It is important to keep it as it is!’
The hill couldn't believe his ears. But the tents were very serious. The hill finally smiled and purred... they wanted him exactly as he was: A real, bristly, black cat!
 
From the book: ‘The Hill and the Home. Legends and History’, written by Gaagi and Garro (a family of shaggy brush… er… little crows)


The beginning…

Something hissed. A black shadow curved over the hill. Then it squelched like rhythmic teeth. Long teeth. Finally it started hissing furiously again, so furiously that it would make the hair on your little hands stand on end. Finally it stopped and hid. With a menacing hid. A hid that didn't bode well, but nothing good at all...
The hill breathed a sigh of relief. Very lightly, because it still carried the House between its collarbones. The House that raised a sharp roof on its gloomy peak.
It was a children's home. Or a home for children.
Children who have never seen their parents, or children with parents who can't take care of them at all. Because every child needs to be taken care of. And that doesn't mean that the parent can get away with just sitting and staring. Nope... The parent has to feed the child. Buy them clothes and shoes. Send them to school with a bag, notebooks and textbooks. Take them to ballet, karate and English. In general, if the parent is real, they have to be able to do all these things. Otherwise, they're not real! Simple things.
What if the parent still can't?
Well, then the children take them to the children's home. That's convenient! At least for the big ones... Because the children's home is a bedroom, a school, a gym, a kitchen, and a study room. In short - five in one! Like chewing gum with three flavors. Except that these chewing gums end up having no flavor at all. However, Mrs. Sirakova, the director of the home, had a completely different opinion. She knew home had flavor. For her. The flavor of black caviar.
The children's home was not one of the big ones. There were thirty-nine kids living there. There should have been forty, but the last place was still free.
They slept in ten rooms, four children each. (There was just a spare bed in one of the rooms.)
Otherwise, Bobby, Kim, and Dad slept in the other three beds. It was a boy's room. The principal's rule was: Five boys' rooms and five girls' rooms.
And Dad's name was actually Radosvet, but they called him Dad. Because he had a dad who came to see him every month. Kim's name was Kimon. As a baby, they had found him in a trash can. But one of the aunts in his house had predicted a bright future and named him after some old politician. Kim- grew up swarthy and cheerful. He knew he would become great and waited his time calmly. Bobby was initially given up for adoption, but they returned him. Because from time to time he stopped breathing and people were very scared of this superpower of his.
And speaking of superpowers... The most superpowerful thing in the room was Something there in the dark.
As soon as the lights went out in the evening, Something would settle into the fourth bed. The boys couldn't see him, but they could hear him clearly. He would grunt and sharpen his nails.
If they lit up, the Thing disappeared. That's why the Thing was there in the dark, right? In the light it wasn't there...
But in the house it was forbidden to sleep with the lamp on at night! Another one of the principal's rules. She even personally checked for flashlights. Because Dad's father once brought him a flashlight. A very clever flashlight. It's tiny, but when you press the button, the battery lights up, and when you open it and press the button the other way around, it becomes a lighter. Cool! The principal immediately took a look at it and took it. So that there wouldn't be any fires.
Of course, Dad got the flashlight back the very next day. He snatched it from the principal's desk without batting an eye. Bobby and Kim helped him. But the kids didn't dare shine it at night. If Sirakova caught them a second time, they would never see a flashlight again. Dad decided to turn it on only on special occasions.
The Thing in the dark, from the empty bed, grunted for a long time and sharpened its claws that night. It must have loved to eat. The boys didn't even want to imagine what it was eating. Every now and then the Thing in the dark would let out a wild howl. Then the kids felt really bad...
So bad that that night Kim tried to sleep in the gym. The Thing found him there too. One of the aunts saved him. By chance… She just found him curled up on the mattresses. And half-frozen. Because the heating wasn't on in the gym. (Again, according to the rules!) The fresh air had to be preserved for the morning exercise. It just had to be cold. The aunt threatened to tell the principal.
In the evening, Sirakova returned from the city. And imposed the Punishment on Kim. The kids felt as if the famous dessert of lemons and sugar was descending into their stomachs. The Punishment! Kim sighed and went to carry it out. His usual smile disappeared. He would descend into the cellar under the kitchen and decant thirty huge barrels of sauerkraut. He would smell sour for weeks, but that was not what worried him. He had to do the work at night. And the Thing in the Dark had taken over the nights in the house on the hill. It hissed, howled or giggled. The nights belonged to him.
Something had to be done...
‘We’re coming with you!’ Dad said quietly.
Bobby looked slightly glazed over, but nodded.
‘Mmm...’ Kim muttered in horror.
Then he was startled.
‘What? Really?’
‘Just make sure I don’t stop breathing!’ Bobby barked.
‘We'll keep our eyes wide open!’
A glimmer of hope appeared beneath Kim's crest. And the kid finally grinned with the corner of his lips.


There was a Children's Home that wanted to be a dairy. It was no one's fault. They had once called it - ‘The Dream Home!’ And the home really did dream: They had whitewashed it and painted it white anyway. And the milk was white too. And there were six huge refrigerators anyway. And the milk liked to stay cold. The only thing missing were the dairy goats. The home loved goats. And milk. So... the goats had to be six by six. The doe could stay. Someone had to milk the milk, right? The home began to secretly collect old recipes for goat cheese, yellow cheese and yogurt. And just in case... Because no one ever knows what the future holds!
And just then they found ants in the six huge refrigerators. Various uncles rushed around the house. And they realized that the ants were everywhere. They sealed the children's home on the sixth week. With black ribbons across the doors and windows. And with a white decree for the final decision. Black and white. It said – ‘Unsuitable for a children's home!’ Unsuitable! The home was even touched. ‘Who is suitable? But ha! So… what will happen to my goats now?’ And the home started dreaming again.
Time passed, no time passed… One fine day and ‘bop!’ the dream of the home came true. Because no one ever knows what the future holds! They built a greenhouse, a chicken coop and a goat barn around it. They also put up a sign: Restaurant ‘The Green Farm’A young family with six children, two grandmothers and an aunt cleaned it and polished the six huge refrigerators to a shine. The ants traveled to the forest. Then the family began to welcome guests, young and old. And to treat them with homemade cheese, yellow cheese and yogurt according to old recipes.
‘I've finally become a real home for children!’ the home thought contentedly and sighed happily.
 
From the book: ‘The Hill and the Home. Legends and History’, written by Gaagi and Garro (a family of shaggy brush… er… little crows)


The middle…

The night descended faster than ink in a glass.
The three boys hung hopelessly in front of the kitchen door. They knew that going inside would be associated with unpleasant experiences. One hundred percent.
But they had no other choice. In the morning, the director would check to see if they had done the job. And how they had done it. She needed the cabbage. She sold it wholesale.
They went into the kitchen. They turned on the lamp, but it flickered, flickered, and went out. They looked for each other in the dark. It was starting. They would surely be punished for that lamp too...
Dad sighed and took the flashlight out of his pocket. The occasion was clearly special. The thin beam of light penetrated the long table. At least thirty chairs were lined up around it. The row rested against the refrigerators. The boys carefully moved around the sinks and stoves. They opened a door, but it turned out they were wrong. It wasn't the door to the cellar, but the pantry with the brooms and cleaning brushes.
‘Hey!’ someone called out quietly.
‘Shh!’ Bobby snapped.
‘Hey!’ that someone repeated.
They looked around. Sinks like sinks. Closet like closet.
‘Who are you?’ Dad whispered in a choked voice.
Something fluttered anxiously.
‘Quiet!’ Kim hissed.
‘Quiet, quiet…’ someone complained. ‘But, since we have wings, we can't just ignore them, right?’
‘What...’
Bobby didn't manage to finish. Two pale, shaggy balls fluttered through the air. They drifted clumsily towards them.
‘Ooops…’ Dad trailed off and walked straight back.
The other two boys followed him.
The shaggy balls landed on a sink and preened their feathers. You could see that they were two shaggy… little crows? Yes, definitely little crows!
‘Garro, tidy up yourrr featherrrs in frrront!’ the first one said.
‘Oh, your stupidity, Gaagi!’ muttered the second. ‘And at such a critical moment, caw...’
It seemed that Gaagi didn't hear him at all. He started to fix his feathers one by one with his beak. Carefully and neatly.
‘Leave it now, Gaagi, caw...’
The boys finally came to their senses.
‘But, what…’ Bobby drawled.
But Kim beat him to it. He leaned forward and grabbed one of the little crows. Poof! The little one dissolved like smoke in his palm and a second later appeared on the sink again. The boys gaped.
‘What are you?’ Kim muttered.
The little crow Garro ruffled his feathers, then smoothed his feathers.
‘We are the chroniclers of the Hill and the House, caw.’
‘Chroni… what?’ Dad didn’t understand.
‘Chroniclers, caw!’
The boys didn't understand anything. Gaagi jumped forward a little.
‘You’rrre just confusing them!’ she croaked at Garro.
Then she turned to the kids and continued:
‘Firrrst, we arrre shadows. Yes, yes…everything has a shadow. You know that alrrready. But sometimes shadows arrre like the thing inside. In some special places. This Hill and the House on it arrre such a place. Herrre the shadows arrre alive.’
The three kids froze. Shadows?
‘Second,’ continued Gaagi, ‘you arrre the chosen ones…’
‘Gaagi, that’s my part, caw,’ Garro interjected.
Gaagi gave way to him and he added:
‘In this place the shadows come to life, caw. Years ago, all the shadows lived well together, caw, caw, but now… Now a terrible shadow has appeared, caw. The shadow of the woman from the apartment under the roof!’
‘Sirakova’s?’ asked Dad.
‘Yes! Caw!’ Garro replied, and he crowed again.
‘Sirakova does her horrors as if her life depended on it!’ Kim grinned.
‘What was that about the ‘chosen ones’?’ Bobby asked seriously.
‘Rumorrr has it that thrrree chosen ones will appearrr, whose shadows will defeat Sirrrakova's shadow’ replied Gaagi simply.
‘Whoa...’ Dad snorted.
‘And the chroni… uh?’ Bobby kept asking.
‘Chronicler’ means someone who records adventures and stories so that others can read them later, caw.’
‘Wow... and what are you shadows of?’
The little crows were slightly embarrassed, but then Gaagi said:
‘Of two dust brrrushes made of goose featherrrs.’
Garro literally threw himself into the air indignantly.
‘Before, the histories of nations were written with goose feathers, and now, caw… dust and spider webs!’ he muttered angrily.
‘Okay, now what?’ asked Kim. ‘Because I have a Punishment to serve. And if I don't finish it…’
Kim showed how he cuts off his neck with his palm.
‘That’s exactly what it’s all about, caw,’ Garro croaked. ‘When you go down there, you’ll meet the fearsome Golems…’
‘What? Golomi?’
‘Nooo… Golems! With an accent on the first ‘o’, caw! They are…’
‘There are only barrels down there, and I've been down there for Punishment before!’ Kim laughed nervously.
‘Yes, but now you won't turn on the lights!’ explained Gaagi. ‘And the Golems will appear. They are shadows of the barrels.’
‘Why won't we turn on the lights?’ Bobby said angrily.
‘Because you are the chosen ones, caw, caw!’ Garro replied angrily.
‘That's what you say’ Bobby replied. ‘I don't feel like I'm the chosen one!’
‘Neither me! Neither me!’ Dad and Kim mumbled.
‘You'rrre confusing them again!’
Gaagi jumped forward:
‘Look now, I know you’rrre fed up with doing Syrrrakova’s mean and nasty tasks, rrright? And just carrrrying out Punishments, rrright? And shrrredding cabbage and rrrolling up cheese into burrrrs… And so on everrry day, rrright? Yeah, it’s not verrry pleasant! Tonight, whateverrr happens… You have to go down to the cellarrr anyway! And you will go down! And there, beforrre you even light the lamp, it will burrrn out… You rrrememberrr, rrright? I’ll take care of that! And you’ll meet the Golems. The only question is whetherrr you want to learrrn something about them that can help you?’
Gaagi took a deep breath and jumped back.
‘Ahhh, so you burned out the lamp in the kitchen?’ exclaimed Dad.
The little crows nodded slightly.
‘The strong light makes the shadows fade, caw’ said Garro. ‘We live between the white and the black. If, caw, the dark and the light are not together, we are gone…’
‘Okay, come on, tell me, what is so important to these Golems? Because I won't have enough time for the Punishment!’ Kim got annoyed.
‘Caw! Their heads!’ Garro replied immediately.
‘What about their heads?’ Dad didn’t understand.
‘They'rrre empty,’ added Gaagi. ‘And darrrk. You'll have to shine a little light into theirrr darrrk, empty heads.’
‘But how?’ Bobby asked.
‘It’s simple, caw!’ said Garro. ‘You have a flashlight-lighter. A little flame from the lighter is enough to show them, caw, that what they are doing is not good for all of us, the shadows.’
‘And what are they doing?’
‘They arrre the shadow keeperrrs of Sirrrakova's shadow! She put out the firrres in theirrr heads and now they listen to herrr as if she werrre the queen. Someone needs to give them back.’
‘Okay…’ Dad said. ‘So far it doesn’t sound that difficult!’
The boys nodded their heads uncertainly.
‘Difficult or not, I'm going down’ Kim insisted. ‘Because it's going to be really difficult for me tomorrow when the principal catches me!’
‘Take care!’ said Gaagi concerned.

