Chapter 1

“It’s time we woke Bruno,” said Hektor. The morning had begun hazy.
Not foggy, not misty, only slightly shrouded. There was a freshness and
cleanliness to the air, while the mild temperature made for a
comfortable start to the day. Hektor was a dog: a three-year old German
shepherd, to be more accurate. By most standards, he was a
fairly large dog.
He had a smooth coat of fine hair that was the colour of sea-washed
sand. Running along his sides he had streaks of black that reached the
tip of his tail. His hair, although long, could not be described in any way
as shaggy or untidy. It was neatly trimmed and free from the small bits
that regularly seem to attach themselves to a dog’s coat.
Hektor was sitting outside Moppa’s kennel. As always, he sat in a
position of alert readiness, his shoulders forward and his back straight.
His long, pointed ears were pricked as he glanced around the farmyard.
Hektor was waiting patiently. There was no answer from the kennel,
which made the German shepherd curious.

“Moppa?” he asked, looking at the opening to the kennel. “Are you
still asleep?” Then he realised it was a pointless question.
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Rozdzial 1

— Musimy obudzi¢ Bruna — oznajmit Hektor. Poranek byl mglisty. Nie
zamglony ani metny, a spowity delikatng mgietka. W powietrzu
panowaly $wiezo$¢ i rzeSko$¢, a lagodna temperatura zwiastowala
przyjemny poczatek dnia. Hektor byl psem, a Sci§le méwigc trzyletnim
owczarkiem niemieckim. Wedlug ogolnie przyjetych standardow,
uwazany byl za calkiem sporego psa.
Mial delikatng, gladka sier§¢ w odcieniu piasku obmytego przez morze
1 czarne pregi biegnace wzdluz bokéw, az po koniuszek ogona. Jego
dluga siers$¢ nie byla potargana ani niechlujna, dzieki temu, ze starannie
ja przycinano i wyczesywano z niej paprochy, ktore czesto wplatuja sie
w psig siersc.
Hektor siedzial przed buda Mopy — jak zawsze w pelnej gotowosci,
z wysunietymi barkami i wyprostowanym grzbietem. Nadstawil
dlugich, ostro zakonczonych uszu, rozejrzal sie po gospodarstwie.
Hektor czekal cierpliwie. Z budy nie dobiegla go zadna odpowiedz, co
wzmoglo jego ciekawos¢.

— Mopa? — zajrzal do otworu budy. — Wciaz $pisz? W tej samej
chwili uséwiadomil sobie, ze to pytanie pozbawione jest sensu.
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If Moppa had been there, she would have probably have answered, ‘Yes,
Hektor, I'm still sleeping.” But clearly, she was somewhere else. From
his position he had a clear view of the farmyard, the stables and the
large barn. He could see as far as the gate at the front entrance. But
nowhere could he see his friend. “That’s strange,” he said quietly to
himself.

Moppa’s home stood at the far corner of the farm. It was in a sort of
cul-de-sac close to the old farmhouse. Between the farmhouse and
Moppa’s kennel grew a variety of bushes and shrubs, the stems most of
which had begun to show tiny buds. Behind her kennel and along the
other side grew a thick privet hedge, which made the place look neat
and tidy, if a little hidden away. Taking a few steps away from the
kennel, the German shepherd gave himself a wider view of the
farmyard. He could see across to Bruno’s kennel, but the St Bernard
was not sprawled out in front of it. Hektor was puzzled.

Where was Bruno? Was he with Moppa? Was Hektor being excluded
from something? Slowly he turned his head, looking around the farm,
noting everything he could see.

The front gates were closed. The ducks were out, preening
themselves near their pond. It was earlier than normal for them to be
outside, and their gate was wide open.

That was also unusual.

The barn, the stable and the farmhouse doors were all closed.

Then Hektor noticed the gate to the back garden.

It was ajar — open just wide enough for a dog of Moppa’s size to easily
pass through.

“Ah! Bingo!” said Hektor in mild triumph and trotted off towards
the unlocked gate. Pulling the gate open a little wider made the hinges
squeak. The noise seemed louder than normal in the relative quietness
of the farmyard. He walked past the chicken coop. Only a few of the
chickens were outside, scraping and pecking at the dusty ground.
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Gdyby Mopa lezala w budzie, zapewne odparlaby: ,,Tak, Hektorze, $pie”,
ale najwyrazniej przebywala zupelie gdzie indziej. Ze swojego
stanowiska mial doskonaly widok na calg farme, stajnie I duzg stodole.
Jego wzrok siegal az bramy wjazdowej do gospodarstwa. Mimo to,
nigdzie nie wypatrzyl swojej przyjaciotki. — Dziwne — mruknal pod
nosem.

Buda Mopy stala w glebi gospodarstwa, w §lepym zautku nieopodal
starego domu. Miedzy domem i buda Mopy rosly rozmaite krzewy
i krzaczki, a na niektorych juz zaczely sie pojawia¢ malenkie paczki
kwiatow. Tyl i jedna ze Scian budy okalal gesty zywoplot
z ligustru, ktéry sprawial, ze to miejsce wydawalo sie czyste
i schludne, a jednocze$nie zaciszne. Owczarek niemiecki nieco od budy,
zeby rozejrze¢ sie po gospodarstwie. Widzial bude Bruna, ale
bernardyna przed nia nie byto.

Hektor czutl sie zdezorientowany.

Gdzie sie podzial Bruno? Moze poszedl gdzies z Mopa? Czy Hektor
zostal z czego$ wykluczony? Pies powoli krecil glowa, rozgladajac sie po
gospodarstwie i zwracajac uwage na wszystkie szczegobly.

Brama wjazdowa byla zamknieta. Kaczki, ktore wypuszczono na
podworko, czyscily piorka nad stawem. Zazwyczaj nie przebywaly na
zewnatrz o tak wczesnej porze, a furtka do ich zagrody byla otwarta na
oSciez. To takze wzbudzilo podejrzenia Hektora.

Drzwi obory, stajni i domu pozostawaly zamkniete.

Po chwili Hektor zauwazyl furtke do ogrodu na tylach domu.

Byla uchylona — na tyle szeroko, ze pies gabarytow Mopy swobodnie
zmie$cilby sie w utworzonym przez nig przeswicie.

— Bingo! — rzucil Hektor triumfalnie i podbiegl w strone uchylone;j
furtki. Lekko ja pociagnal. Jeknely zawiasy. W pograzonym w ciszy
gospodarstwie ten dzwiek wydal sie glo$niejszy niz zwykle. Pies minal
kurnik. Na zewnatrz przebywalo zaledwie kilka kur, ktore drapaly
i dziobaly zapylong ziemie.
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“Good morning, ladies,” said Hektor politely. “You wouldn’t have
happened to see Moppa come by here, would you?”

A rotund brown hen near the fence stopped scraping the
ground. She stared severely at the German shepherd, causing him to
become a little uneasy.

o
Hektor thought he had practised his intense stare to perfection, but the
hen had taken it to a whole new level.
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— Dzienn dobry paniom — rzekl Hektor uprzejmie. — Czy zauwazylyScie,
by przechodzila tedy Mopa?

Okraglutka brazowa kura przestala drapac ziemie nieopodal plotu.
Surowo spojrzala na owczarka niemieckiego, przez co pies poczut sie
nieswojo.

Hektorowi wydawalo sie, ze do perfekcji opanowal surowe spojrzenie,

ale pod tym wzgledem kura zostawila go daleko w tyle.
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“T’ll take that as a no.” Hektor continued on, passing the small garden
pond. He hesitated slightly when he heard some small splashes, made
by a few nervous frogs as they leapt instinctively into the water. “Get a
grip!” Hektor told himself quietly. “You're the one who’s supposed to be
intimidating. You can’t admit to being spooked by a chicken.”

But Hektor had been. He shook out the uncomfortable chill sliding
through his bones. His instinct was telling him this was a strange start
to the morning, then it got a lot stranger. At the top of the garden, he
stopped. His concern for his friend had faded. However, his curiosity
began to grow.

“What the...?” he muttered. He looked once, shook his head, then
looked again.

Moppa was close to the lake, standing as still as a statue,
balancing on one hind leg. Tied around her head was what looked like
a thin yellow ribbon.
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— Rozumiem, ze nie. — Hektor ruszyl dalej. Mingl niewielki staw.
Zawahal sie, slyszac kilka cichych pluskéw. To zdenerwowane zaby
instynktownie wskoczyly do wody. — Wez sie w gar$¢! — przykazat sobie
Hektor po cichu. — To ty masz dziala¢ na innych onieSmielajaco.
Nie wolno ci sie przyznawa¢ do tego, ze wystraszyle§ sie kury.

Ale Hektor jej sie wystraszyl. Przeszly go ciarki.
Instynkt podpowiadal mu, ze to przedziwny poczatek dnia, ktory
z kazda chwila stawal sie coraz dziwniejszy. Owczarek przystanat
w najwyzszym punkcie ogrodu. Niepokoéj jego przyjaciel go opuscil, ale
jego ciekawos¢ wrosla.

— Co to ma..? — wymamrotal. Spojrzal, potrzasnal glowa
i znow spojrzal przed siebie.

Mopa stala nad jeziorem, nieruchomo jak posag,
i balansowala na tylnej nodze. Glowe miala obwigzang czyms, co
przypominalo cienkg zo6tta wstazke.
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