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  From author

Has anyone wondered how our world would look if the animals were intelligent, and what more could they say? Is what we do with our environment as a human, is correct? The collection of short stories contained in the book is not a response to these questions. I just wanted to signal to the readers that we are responsible for our world and other creatures. For my own needs, I defined these stories as a trend of ecological fantasy. A bit for a joke with a little contrariness, I have presented several versions of my SF world, the world of intelligent animals.




But what will happened, if you had to communicate with them ...


  Najbardziej mi się podobało opowiadanie o bobrach. Pewnie dlatego, że bobra łatwo sobie uzmysłowić jako stworzenie inteligentne. Jest w nim humor. Jest tu jakaś społeczność z podziałem na funkcje. Autor ma dobre pióro i dobrze się czyta jego opowiadania. Ten styl pisania porównałbym trochę do K.Bułyczowa (Wielki Guslar), a to jest komplement, gdyż bardzo go lubię.




Andrzej Rutkowski – informatyk




I liked the story about the beavers the most. Probably it’s easy to imagine a beaver as an intelligent creature. There is humour in there. There is some kind of community with distributed roles. The author is a good writer and it’s a good read. This style of writing could be compared a little bit to Kir Bulychov (Great Guslar), and that’s a compliment, because I like him a lot.







… dech zapiera … wersy uciekają jak włoski pociąg Pendolino. Chce się szybciej i więcej, są ciekawe intrygujące zagadkowe czasami nieprzewidywalne. Jestem zachwycona szczerze nie spodziewałam się ze mnie ta lektura tak wciągnie. Dawno nie czytałam z takim zajęciem.




Marzena Antczak – księgowa




It’s breath-taking… lines are speeding like an Italian train Pendolino. You want it faster and more, they are interesting, intriguing and sometimes unpredictable. I’m honestly delighted; I didn’t expect it would be so gripping. I’s been a while since I was so into reading something.




„Inteligentne zwierzęta? To już chyba było.” – pomyślałem biorąc tę książkę do ręki. Ale gdy tylko otworzyłem i zacząłem czytać, musiałem przeczytać do końca, na jednym wdechu. Wessało mnie i przyznaję – tego jeszcze nie było. Każde opowiadanie zaskakuje zakończeniem.




Thomas – Manager




“Intelligent animals? Someone probably has already wrote about it”, I thought taking this book in my hands. But when I opened and started to read it, I just had to read it till the end. I got sucked in it and I had to admit that it wasn’t like anything before. Each story surprises with its ending.




THIEF

			

			

“There are more things in heaven and earth, [...] Than are dreamt of in your philosophy.”

William Shakespeare



			

			


It was a very complicated case. Lieutenant knew that he encountered an almost perfect crime. Almost, because the criminal hadn’t taken into consideration one thing. That is, he hadn’t figured out that the case would be taken by a young ambitious policeman who made it a point of honour to solve his first own case. It was really unlucky to for him to encounter such complicated case. There were no fingerprints, anti-theft systems were installed in the rooms, and still, a bold burglary occurred. Who and how did it?

			Zina, wife of Arabic sheikh, and all her entourage stayed in Sheraton hotel. She had been invited by the President’s wife. They had met a couple years before during some international conference and there they had become friends. Since then, sheik’s wife has been regularly visiting her new friend’s country. The last visit was really special. Sheikh’s wife brought a collection of diamonds and diamond jewellery with her. Part of this collection was to be a gift for the foundation supporting treatment of children, another part - a gift for President’s family. Accustomed to luxury, the lady from the Middle East kept some part of the jewellery in her room. The rest was deposited in the hotel safe. 

			First disappeared diamond earrings, then a pendant with 30-carat diamond. It was the moment when Zina notified the management of the hotel, and the manager called the police. A young officer Malcolm Connely, called “Mac” by his colleagues, was assigned to the case. 

			At noon, Mac appeared at the hotel reception desk. After he finished talking with the hotel management, he questioned receptionists, room service, lift operator and bellboy, but no one had seen in the hotel any other people than hotel guests. It was a day like any other. No one noticed anything unusual either. So the time has come to question the rich guy. Zina came from a modern and open to the world country. She wasn’t covering her face. So the detective could admire her oriental beauty and it took him probably a little bit too long, because the princess asked politely:

			‘Does the success of your investigation depend on how long you’ll be staring at me?’

			‘I’m sorry’, said Mac confused. ‘It’s not everyday that I have the opportunity to meet such extraordinary people.’

			‘Do you want to see me through with your eyes?’, she asked again with a charming smile.

			‘No, nothing like this. Your beauty, please forgive me my honesty, is incredible.’

			‘You’re flattering me, but please don’t say this again in the future. My husband is jealous, and in our country even the impression of betrayal can lead you to death by lapidation, and men can be decapitated. Literally. So it would be better if he didn’t find out about your interest not related to your work.’

			‘Yes, you’re right’, detective stood straighten up and asked with the official tone:

			‘Please describe this morning for me and try to specify at what time your precious jewels disappeared.’

			‘I saw my earrings in the morning, they were on the bedside table. The pendant was in a satin box’, she indicated an empty box on the table. ‘Earrings and diamond bracelet are also kept there. When I went to the bathroom, the earrings were outside the box, on the table.’

			‘Excuse me, but where is the bracelet? Is it gone too?’

			‘No, I took it off in the evening in the bathroom and left it on the shelf under the mirror. It’s still there.’

			‘When did you noticed that the earrings had disappeared?’

			‘It’s hard to say, but I think it was around 9.00 a.m.’

			‘And the pendant? When did it disappear?’

			‘The diamond disappeared later. At first I didn’t notice that the earrings had disappeared. I started to look for them maybe after an hour. Then I asked maids to help me searching, but with no effect. The pendant with the diamond could disappear somewhere between ten and eleven.’

			‘How did you notice it was missing? Was it closed in the box?’

			‘Yes, but the box was left open on the ground. It has a simple lock. Someone was in a hurry and threw it on the ground. Maybe there are some traces on it?’

			‘We will get it analysed. If there are any fingerprints, we will find them.’

			‘This is my private jewellery and it has a high insurance policy. Financially losing them is not a big deal. What’s bothering me is that a stranger could come into my room and leave it without any problems, taking precious things with him.’

			‘I understand your concern and I will do my best to solve this case. As far as I know, your suite is not accessible from the outside. Whereas from the inside, you are well protected.’

			‘That’s right. My husband is really sensitive in terms of security of his own and his closest family. Taking into account his fortune, it’s quite understandable.’

			‘Yes, you’re right. And don’t you think it could be someone from the inside? Someone from the security?’

			‘You’re lucky that none of the bodyguards is here. You wouldn’t dare to accuse them like that in their presence. I can assure you that they are beyond any suspicion. My husband selected them by himself. It’s a really trusted team. Besides, why would they be such trinkets? They earn more than most businessmen in your country, and there is only one punishment for betrayal.’

			‘And that is?’

			‘Death.’

			‘I think, you’ve convinced me.’

			‘I hope so. I must insist you don’t share your theories with others.’

			‘Thank you for favouring me with this conversation. I try not to bother you any more.’

			‘Please, you’re always very welcome. I really appreciate young and reasonable people. You are also brave, you aren’t afraid of presenting me even the most controversial theories. I’d be very grateful of keeping me up to date with the results of the investigation.’

			‘Of course, Your Highness. And now would you excuse me’, inspector bowed with respect and the princess nodded.

			‘See you later inspector.’

			

			* * *

			

			In the attic, near the hotel an Old Goldsmith was watching at his new trophy – jewels from the hotel room.

			‘Nice job’, he gave Black a pat on the back. ‘These are very precious trophies. Soon, we will finish our work and we will be wealthy enough to live comfortably.’

			Black nodded but he didn’t respond. He’s been dumb since he was born. 

			‘You’re the best of all thieves I know’, Old Goldsmith continued. ‘And as you know, I know all of them. I’ve been always buying loots from their night trips. It’s been all good until some rat turned me in, because he though he was supposed to be paid more for things he brought me. But these cribs weren’t easy to sell. But I’ve paid my debts. Thanks to you, I’ll be back on my feet, I’ll buy a nice house by the lake and I will be fishing. No more work, it’s high time to retire!’

			Black just looked at him with attention. He didn’t intend to share with his guardian. But he decided to wait couple more days. The old man had access to some valuable information he could use to steal more precious objects.

			Meanwhile, Old Goldsmith approached a small safe standing on the shelf between the books. On its door, there was a digital keyboard where he could enter a combination of digits to open it. He entered six-digits code and the safe opened. Goldsmith put there precious jewels and locked it with some other code. Black observed him attentively.

			

			* * *

			

			At the police station, inspector Connely was reporting to his supervisor on the investigation so far.

			‘Chief, we have interviewed all witnesses in this case, including the princess.’

			‘I hope you were considerate?’ asked the police chief.

			‘Yes sir!’ answered the inspector and saluted.

			‘I hope as well that you’ve already managed to determine what happened with the jewels of Princess Zina?’

			‘Unfortunately not, chief’, he hesitated, not knowing what to say. It was hard for him to admit that in his first case there are no traces leading his investigation to the right path. 

			‘Unfortunately not?’ chief’s surprise was meaningful.

			‘We’ve just collected the investigations and made photos. Now, we have to analyse everything carefully and then I will report my conclusions to you.’

			‘And what is your hypothesis?’

			‘It’s too soon for the hypothesis. There are no material traces, except for an open small window in the upper part of a shutter.’

			‘So, there is something we can stick to?’ asked the superior.

			‘It’s not a big thing, the window in rather small, too small for a man to enter through it.’

			‘And have you considered a trained animal, for example a small monkey?’

			‘Yes, I though about it. I know the story of a burglar who used a capuchin monkey while stealing apartments. But it’s impossible in this case. Near the window, within a few meters, there is no gutter, arrester or even a tree that could be used by an animal to jump through the window to the room.’

			‘And using a rope attached on the roof?’ chief was a very inquisitive person.

			‘Roof is monitored by sheik’s security guards. Only birds have access there, but they are afraid of people, so the roof is empty.’

			‘Well, okay. I won’t bother you any more. Please analyse all collected evidence before evening. In the morning I want to have your report on my desk.’

			

			* * *

			There were no fingerprints on the jewellery box. There was only a small scratch next to the lock. Just as if the thief used a sharp tool and not his hands. Lieutenant ordered the scratches to be examined under the electron microscope. He wasn’t expecting any revolutionary results.

			In the evening, a sensation broke out - wife of a rich businessman, Mrs Linda Brauman reported that her diamond bracelet had disappeared. It happened in the afternoon, but was reported only after the internal investigation ordered by the hotel director. As in the case of sheikh’s wife, there were no traces of burglary. This time a window was wide open. However, taking into account the fact that the victim had rented together with her husband the room on the third floor, a thief would have to go there using a high ladder or hanging on the rope from the roof. The window was looking at the garden where hotel guests and staff were walking by. On the roof, there were discretely hidden sheikh’s bodyguards. So, there were two possibilities. Either the thief was in the hotel, or he could fly! Inspector decided to talk one more time to the hotel staff.

			Questioning a bellboy and a waiter who brought wine to the room after dinner, didn’t give any results. They were both in the victim’s room, but at the same time as the victim and her husband. Analysis of entries and exits from the room, based on records from electronic hotel cards readers showed that guests left their room at 4:00 p.m. and came back around 5:00 p.m. They went on a walk in the hotel park and they spent there the entire hour. During that time, electronic system didn’t record any other entries or exits, so no one from the hotel staff was in the room at the time. Forensics didn’t find any signs of forced entry. “Just some kind of ghost job” though the inspector. 

			They only had to question a maid who was cleaning the room. After leaving the room, Malcolm Connely went to the staff rooms. Hotel director had prepared for him a small room for interrogations. They even brought tea. The lieutenant invited the maid in. Slightly obese middle-aged woman came into the room. But her moves were full of energy and even some kind of grace. 

			‘Please, introduce yourself’, the policeman started the conversation.

			‘Anna Cooleman, married woman.’

			‘What is your job in the hotel? What are your duties?’

			‘I’m a maid, so I make beds, sweep floor, vacuum carpets, change sheets and towels, I make sure that there is enough water and juice, and fresh flowers in a vase.’

			‘How many rooms do you have to clean?’

			‘Together with my friend Marta we have four levels, I meant floors to clean. Sometimes, when one of us has a day off or is sick, there is so much work that it’s impossible to keep up’, complained Anna.

			‘Do you have any other responsibilities?’ 

			‘ I don’t think so, this is more than enough. Some guests are like they have never cleaned up after themselves. Sometimes I even have to turn off the light when they leave the room, because they don’t remember to do this or are just too lazy.

			‘And what did you notice in Braumans’ room, whey you were asked to clean it after the police left?’

			‘I didn’t notice anything unusual, if that’s what you mean.’

			‘You’re a quick-witted woman. Yes, I’m looking for some information about unusual things, rearranged furniture or other things that normally don’t occur.’

			‘Nothing caught my eye, really. Policemen had clean shoes, so I didn’t have much work with vacuuming.’

			‘There was no strange garbage or dirt?’

			‘No, not at all. Only on the bureau near the window there was a small black feather, but it was probably blown there by the wind through the window, right?’

			‘That’s possible.’

			He thought for a moment, as if he wanted to ask something else, but he changed his mind and said:

			‘Thank you very much, that would be all.’

			‘Can I go back to work?’

			‘Yes, of course.’

			Connely slowly finished his tea. There was no one left to interrogate. Something, however, was bothering him and it was about the maid. He couldn’t just identify what it was, which words were the reason of his doubts. Someone knocked at the door.

			‘Come in’, he said loudly. Bellman came into the room. He had a phone in his hand.

			‘I’m sorry to bother you.’

			‘Don’t worry, I’ve just finished. What is it?’

			‘There’s a call for you’, he gave the phone to the lieutenant. 

			‘Thank you’, the policeman took the phone. Bellman nodded his head and left the room closing the door behind him.

			‘Connely’, lieutenant said to the phone.

			‘It’s Bryan from the police station’, familiar voice of his colleague reminded him about the order he had left on the station. ‘At your request, I’ve checked thieves and fences who have gone out of prison during last six months.’

			‘And? What have you found out?’

			‘Two people got out: Charlie Tanger called “Handyman”, he specialises in stealing jewellery and a fence Jonathan Brow, known as “Old Goldsmith”.’

			‘Interesting. Something else?’

			‘No, that’s it for now. They’re both in town. We can pay them a visit right now.’

			‘Okay! First come and get me from the hotel. We will interrogate them together.’

			

			* * *

			“Handyman” current address surprised the policemen. He was living in a decent block of flats in a nice neighbourhood. This was the apartment of his former concubine. “Old love never dies”, said Bryan, whey they found out where Charlie Tanger lived. When they knocked at the door, around 30-year-old woman opened.

			‘Can we talk to “Hanydman”?’ asked Bryan and together with lieutenant Connely they showed their badges.

			‘Do you have a warrant?’ asked the woman with expertise. ‘Charlie already did his sentence and has his rights as every decent citizen’, she said. ‘She could be quire a lawyer, with a proper education’, thought Malcolm, and said at loud:

			‘We don’t have a warrant, but we’re here just to ask Tanger a couple of questions. As far as we know, it’s not about him. If he agrees to talk to us, he won’t have to come to the police station.’

			‘Come in’, she invited them reluctantly. ‘I’ll ask him if he wants to talk to you.’

			She came back to the apartment. They heard her informing her partner about the uninvited guests. They argued for a moment and after a while the woman came back to the hall.

			‘Please, come in, Charlie will talk to you. Just please, don’t bother him too much, he’s sick.’ 

			Policemen glanced at each other knowingly. It was probably a false lead. They came into the room. There was a man lying on a couch. According to the police files, he was 35. His legs were covered with a blanket.

			‘Hi Charlie!’ Bryan started the conversation. ‘We have a couple of questions for you, if you don’t mind.’

			‘Inspector, It’s been a while since we last met. Give me these questions and don’t waste any more time.’

			‘This is our new colleague, Malcolm Connely. He leads an investigation in a case’, policeman introduced his colleague. ‘Give him the information he needs and we won’t be bothering you any more.’

			‘I’m listening to you’, Charlie said to Malcolm.

			‘I’m investigating the burglaries that have taken place in these last couple of days.’

			‘I told you so!’, the woman shouted. ‘As soon as something bad is happening, they’re coming to you.’

			‘Calm down Maggie. It is how it is with this job’, said Charlie determined. ‘What would you like to ask me about?’

			‘First of all, to avoid any misunderstandings, I’d like to know where were you yesterday?’

			‘At home with Maggie.’

			‘The entire day.’

			‘He was with me and I can state it even under oath’, Maggie cut in arrogantly.

			‘Thank you, madame’, Malcolm kept calm and continued the interrogation.

			‘Were you at home the entire day?’

			‘Yes, I haven’t gone out for a couple of days. I broke my ankle’, he uncovered his legs. His left foot and lower leg were in a cast. ‘As you can see, I can’t really walk.’ 

			Maggie came to the bed and carefully helped to cover his legs with the blanket.

			‘Yes. That explains a lot. I don’t have to bother you with any more questions.’

			‘I’m glad I’m not a suspect. I wouldn’t want to go back to all of this.’

			‘That’s very wise of you.’

			‘Thank you for your help, and we are sorry we’ve bothered you.’

			‘Not a problem. I’m a decent citizen and I’m willing to help the authority’, he grinned ironically and placed himself comfortably on a pillow.

			‘That’s enough. The visit is over!’ said Maggie categorically.

			‘One more question’, cut in Bryan. ‘Haven’t you heard about someone new in the business? I mean someone young, in shape, expert in clean job.’

			‘You have some troubles in the job?’, asked Charlie the Handyman.

			‘Yes, that’s it. We have a difficult case to solve’, admitted lieutenant Connely. ‘It’s about precious jewellery and we need something to work on.’

			‘Well, for quite sometime I haven’t stayed in touch with jewels experts.’

			‘And Old Goldsmith?’, asked Bryan.

			‘I’ve heard that he left the business and retired.’

			‘We will check on him. Something else, something that could be useful?’

			‘Look for young punks, not from here. It has to be a job of someone new, or someone passing by. I would’ve heard about it, if it was an old friend of mine. Obviously, I wouldn’t tell you anything’, he declared immediately. ‘I could only confirm that something is on. But now waters are calm and I haven’t heard about anyone new.’ 

			‘If you hear something interesting, please give us a call’, Connely gave Handyman his card he got out of a jacket pocket.

			‘Of course. I will surely inform you, lieutenant.’

			‘Goodbye. And I wish you a quick recovery.’

			‘I’ll walk you out’, offered Maggie and when they were at the door, she said meaningfully: ‘Goodbye inspector’.

			

			When they got out, Bryan started the conversation:

			‘We can cross this guy out of our list of suspects.’

			‘Yes, we can. You’re obviously right. He couldn’t do anything with this leg.’

			‘So let’s pay a visit to Old Goldsmith’, proposed Bryan.

			‘Let’s go’, agreed lieutenant. ‘I hope that he isn’t already in bed. It’s getting late. If he has an alibi, he might consider us harassing him.’

			‘Don’t worry. He served his sentence and he is aware that he will be always a suspect, if there is a theft somewhere near him.’

			

			* * *

			

			The policemen went to another address. The apartment was located at the attic in an old, but recently renovated tenement. They knocked at the door. No one answered. They knocked again. Still nothing. Bryan pressed the doorbell. Something moved in the apartment. They heard water flushed in the toilet. They waited for a little while and just when Bryan was to press the doorbell again, they heard a hesitant voice:

			‘Who’s there?’

			‘Police. Please, open the door.’

			Bolt clicked, ratched in the lock moved and door cracked open a little bit, to the extent allowed by a safety chain.

			‘Who are you looking for?’ a part of old man’s face appeared in the door gap.

			‘Are you Jonathan Brown?’ asked lieutenant showing at the same time his badge.

			‘Yes, that’s me. What is it?’

			‘We would like to talk to you for a while. It won’t take long.’

			‘Do you have a warrant?’ another one who knew his rights.

			‘No, we don’t have a warrant. It’s not an official visit.’

			‘Oh, I see what are you trying to do here. If I don’t let you in, you will come back tomorrow with a warrant and you will drag me to the police station anyway. Am I right?’

			‘Unfortunately yes’, confirmed lieutenant. Door closed, they heard the safety chain being released and the door opened widely.

			‘Come in”, the old man moved back. 

			‘I’m sorry for the mess. I live alone.’

			In fact the apartment was cleaned up and quite neat. One could tell that the owner liked order. There were no scattered newspapers or clothes as it is in the case of most people living alone. On a quite tatty desk there was an old computer. The man probably knew how to use it.

			‘We’d like to ask you some questions.’

			‘Yes, of course’, the host decided to keep the distance between him and his guests, and he didn’t ask them to sit down.

			‘Couple hours ago a couple of thefts occurred and we would like to ask whether someone wanted to sell you something?’

			‘I don’t recall anything like this. And anyway, I’ve recently got out of prison and I want to settle down. Don’t you think that it would’ve been too risky for me to be involved so soon in such dodgy ventures?’

			‘It’s hard to say’, stated Connely. ‘We are trying to exclude obvious cases and people associated with this type of activity. Besides, the fact that you’ve resigned from your old profession doesn’t mean that someone couldn’t come to you with an attractive offer.’

			‘I can assure you that’s not the case.’

			‘Can we count on you, if someone comes to you with purchase offer in the future?’

			‘I’m not a snitch like the one who ratted me’, the old fence got angry. ‘But if someone comes, I will send him away. You can be sure of this.’

			‘We are looking for very valuable jewellery. If you hear that someone wants to sell something like this, please just let us know. We are not talking you into snitching anyone.’ 

			‘Where was this burglary? Hotel? Apartment?’ asked the fence.

			‘Why have you asked about a hotel?’ asked Bryan.

			‘It just came to my mind, that’s all’, replied Old Goldsmith. ‘Nowadays, not many people steal from jewellers. Their securities are too good.’

			‘The burglary took place in a hotel. But please keep this information for yourself, for the sake of the robbed person.’

			Suddenly, and unexpectedly for everyone, they heard loud croaking. Both the guests and the host flinched. In the corner of the room, there was a big cage with a large black bird inside.

			‘What is it?’ asked lieutenant approaching slowly the cage.

			‘That’s my flatmate’, said the host perplexed. ‘Once, he came in to my apartment by an open window. Wind pushed him on the house and he broke his wing. And while he was falling down, he flew into my apartment. I checked on his wing and fed him. When he healed, he stayed with me. He keeps me company. He makes me feel less lonely.’

			‘I understand’, said lieutenant to the fence. ‘Please, just inform us, if someone tries to sell some precious jewellery. We want to know whether the jewels are still in town.’

			‘Here’s my card, you have there my phone number and e-mail address.’

			‘I can’t promise you anything’, replied Old Goldsmith taking the card from the lieutenant. 

			

			* * *

			

			They left the fence’s house. Bryan said to his colleague: 

			‘The old man knows something and he keeps it to himself. I can feel it, but I can’t prove it. I felt some kind of fear in his voice.’ 

			‘I had the same impression. Besides, this bird and this quite unbelievable story about a broken wing. Somehow it doesn’t suit this kind of a man. He’s a self-interested bastard, despite his age.’

			‘But the rook exists and is quite alive.’

			‘It’s a raven’, Connely corrected his colleague.

			‘You’re an expert on birds?’

			‘Not quite, but I know birds that live around. I grew up in the countryside. I’m sure that was a raven. He is big, black and has a huge black beak. Rooks are smaller.’

			‘Okay, okay! Is it useful for us in any way?’

			‘Ravens are very intelligent.’

			‘What do you suggest?’ asked Bryan.

			‘Nothing for now. I just think out loud, but in my head, there’s some idea’

			‘What idea?’

			‘I can’t tell you yet. I don’t want to embarrass myself. Give me some time. I want to check a couple of things. Let’s go home. I have to write a report for our chief.’

			The policemen went home. They had another hard day at work ahead of them.

			

			* * *

			

			Lieutenant’s report for the chief was brief and included only one hypothesis. It was so unbelievable that he wasn’t sure if he could give it to his boss. During the ongoing investigation, every hypothesis was worth considering. He gave the report to the chief’s assistant. The boss himself was still absent. He was on an important meeting with city hall officials. 

			Connely came back to his desk and turned on the computer. He had a couple of new messages, but only one of them caught his attention. The title was Theft of jewels. The obvious errors in the e-mail were characteristic for people who were sending messages very quickly, not carrying about grammar or orthography. The author of the letter was extremely laconic. The message content was as follows: “old goldsmith new hewels in sfe”, there was also a signature: “black”. Nothing more.

			He picked up the phone and dialled Bryan’s number.

			‘Bryan’, said the familiar voice.

			‘It’s Malcolm. Get a car and some backup, and I will meet you down stairs in five.’

			‘What’s up?’ 

			‘I’ll tell you everything on the way.’

			‘What’s going on?’ asked Bryan impatiently.

			‘Someone calling himself “Black” has sent me an e-mail saying that Brown has a safe in the house and that there are stolen items.’

			‘Fuck!’

			‘Exactly.’

			‘Do you have a warrant.’

			‘There was no time. We are going to arrest a suspect. We will take care of the warrant after we come back.’

			‘Well, okay. I hope there won’t be any problems.’

			

			It took them a couple of minutes to arrive in front of Brown’s house. They left a police officer in the car and went upstairs. They knocked vigorously at the door and shouted:

			‘Police! Open up!’

			Surprisingly, the door opened right way, as if the host waited for them.

			‘Please, come in’, he invited then inside. In contrast to the previous visit, he led the policemen further into the apartment and asked them to sit down.

			‘Today, we’ve received information that you have jewels from the burglary’, Connely started right away.

			‘I know’, said Brown called also Old Goldsmith, with a low voice.

			‘You do?’ lieutenant was really surprised. ‘How?’

			‘The message was sent from my computer’, he pointed at the device on the desk.

			Policemen looked at themselves more and more perplexed.

			‘It was you? You’ve sent the message to the office?’ asked lieutenant.

			‘No, it wasn’t me’, just said Old Goldsmith. ‘It was Black.’

			‘Who?’ this time it was Bryan who asked the question.

			‘Black”, repeated the fence and pointed at the empty cage in the corner. ‘My bird.’

			The policemen were extremely surprised.

			‘You want to convince us’, kept asking Bryan. ‘That your raven has sent a message to my colleague’s office using your computer?’

			‘Exactly’, said Old Goldsmith with low voice.

			‘Seriously? It’s not the best time for jokes. You’re suspected of theft of extremely precious items belonging to the guest of honour of our president’s wife’, Bryan was almost shouting.

			‘Wait a minute’, cut in Malcolm. ‘There is something I don’t quite understand. If it’s as you’ve said, that means that the bird understands human writing and language. Am I right?’

			Bryan looked at his younger colleague, as if he was looking at the patient of a mental institution.

			‘Yes, you’re right’, said old fence. ‘He’s a very intelligent bird. Even compared to other ravens.’

			‘But that’s impossible’, stated lieutenant. ‘No one will believe you.’

			‘Please, read the letter’, Old Goldsmith pointed at the working computer. ‘It’s addressed to me, but it’s not my secret any more.’

			Sergeant sat on the chair in front of the computer. On the screen, there was a short letter written by someone not used to write:

			

			“old goldsmith, I won’t be working for you any more.

			you won’t be using me

			I will have my own family

			I take the jewels to start new life

			Don’t look for me, I will be far away

			black”

			

			‘Can you explain this?’ asked Malcolm.

			‘I don’t think I can. You won’t believe me anyway, and I don’t want to end up in a mental institution with new nickname “coo-coo”’.

			‘Someone has just accused you of having stolen items. You were convicted for handling stolen goods. You can’t be telling us these absurd stories’, lieutenant was already a little bit angered. ‘We need to know whether you have these items.’

			‘No’, replied Brown laconically.

			‘And do you have a safe?’ asked Bryan this time.

			‘Yes’, the old man answered shortly one more time. The host pointed at a small iron box in the wall of the apartment. The door was open. Bryan approached the wall and took a look inside.

			‘There’s nothing there’, he stated after a while.

			‘Did you steal the jewellery form Sheraton Hotel yesterday?’ asked lieutenant.

			‘No’, answered Old Goldsmith truthfully.

			‘Mac!’ said Bryan to the lieutenant. ‘This guy is lying to us’, he pointed at the host. ‘He’s telling some weird stories to avoid prison. Someone denounced him and now he’s trying to lie to us.’

			‘Do you have a lawyer?’ Malcolm asked the old man.

			‘No’, the host wasn’t particularly chatty.

			‘Bryan’, said lieutenant to his colleague. ‘Go to the car and drive to the police station to get an arrest warrant. On your way there, call a public defender. We’ll take Mr Brown to the station. In the meanwhile, I will stay with the suspect.

			Bryan looked at his colleague surprised one more time. Lieutenant stood up and they went to the hall together. There he whispered:

			‘I want to talk to him face to face. Please. He won’t run away, and I won’t be rather in danger.’

			‘Okay, okay! I hope you know what you’re doing’, Bryan agreed reluctantly. ‘I’ll be back in 30. Maybe a little bit more.’

			‘So see you later.’

			Lieutenant came back to the host.

			‘We’re alone. I’m asking you one more time, who wrote me the message and who wrote the letter on the computer screen? Can you explain to me the content of the letter?’

			‘Black is my raven, you saw him yesterday in the cage. I don’t close the cage because the bird is well trained. He wrote these two letters, because no one else was in my house after your visit. I’ve taught him to bring different things home. I trained him on artificial jewellery. When he brought something home, he was rewarded with something good to eat. He quickly understood what I expect of him. Too quickly’, Old Goldsmith sighed. ‘I never would’ve thought that he is so intelligent!’

			‘You didn’t know that he knows how to read and write?’

			‘No, I didn’t.’ 

			For the first time, the host raised his head and looked in the eyes of the policeman. 

			‘I thought that he’s simply easy to teach and train. It was only today, when it turned out that he understands more that I thought.’

			‘Everything what you are saying is so unbelievable for me. But it’s also hard for me to believe that you’d be able to make these two burglaries. You’re not an acrobat or a magician, On the other hand, the bird could easily get into hotel without being noticed.’

			‘Do you believe me?’

			‘I don’t really know. I can’t really find the explanation for the fact that you reported on yourself. If someone brought you these jewels to be stored, I would make more sense for you to be discrete. It doesn’t make any sense. What is the meaning of this letter to you?’

			‘Black, my bird, decided to live on his own. He took all the robbed items and ran away. He wants to start a family. I don’t know why he needs the jewellery. He won’t sell it to anyone, right?’

			‘I don’t know. I don’t really know what happened here. It’s hard for me to accept such situation. Were the jewels in the safe?’

			‘Yes, they were. Until this morning.’ 

			‘Was the safe closed?’

			‘Yes, it was closed with a code combination. It has a digital panel on the door. The raven must have seen and remembered the code while I was entering it. I’d never thought that he’d be capable of something like this.’

			‘A theft stole from a theft. How cliché is that?’

			‘What will you do with me?’ Old Goldsmith asked lieutenant.

			‘There are no evidence against you, so to be honest, I can’t formally initiate an investigation against you. I must treat your e-mail as a stupid joke. The only thing I can do is fine you for misleading the police.’

			‘Thank you’, the old man wasn’t even looking at the policeman. 

			‘You’re welcome. For me you’re a thief, and the bird was only your tool. Unfortunately, I can’t prove any of this. Maybe you’re telling the truth, or maybe you’re lying and you hid the jewels somewhere. And this entire theatre is supposed to distract me. It’d be better for you to find a decent job. I’ll be watching you.’

			Lieutenant headed for the door.

			‘See you later’, he said to Old Goldsmith and left the apartment.

			‘I hope not’, thought the old man.

			

			* * *

			In the woods outside the town, a couple of ravens were preparing a nest. Every couple of minutes, Mrs Raven was tapping with her beak the jewels brought by her new partner. They were beautiful and shiny, so she immediately accepted him as her husband. It will be easier to raise children and live an everyday life with such a handsome and resourceful raven. At the same time Mr Raven, called Black, thought: ‘Maybe she is pretty, but she is a silly little goose. Will she want to learn how to read?’

			

			

			December 2010 - January 2011

			

			LIONS’ LANGUAGE

			Knowing and being able to do something does not mean to understand it

			The understanding of animals has been Human’s obsession since forever. The Human spent several years of the education and spent his time, observing and analyzing lions’ life. It is hard to say why the Human chose lions to be the subject of his study. It could be as well giraffes, rhinoceroses or monkeys. Maybe he has been fascinated with those big cats more than with other animals?

			Apart from the primates, not so many animals are able to articulate distinguishable sounds. Moreover, only Homo sapiens mastered it sufficiently enough, so he can use only his vocal cords to communicate almost everything. Other mammals use any available ways of expression to communicate: move, body language, touch, sounds, and sometimes even smell or color. Lions used every part of their body to communicate as well. The Human figured out that lions’ behavior was not random, and the sequence of movements, gestures and sounds depended on the particular situation. Being already mature and wise, the Human decoded this specific language of lions and created a device enabling him to translate lions’ language to the one understandable for humen.

			* * *

			Preparations for the trip to Africa have been carried out for months. A lot of administrative work, buying equipment necessary for the long trip and getting indispensable permissions have taken all this time. It seemed then that there was no end for preparations. And then suddenly everything was buttoned-up and the trip to Africa became a reality.

			At the moment, when the Human was already there, he experienced a growing excitement. A constructed and improved over several years, lions’ language translator was working well in the controlled environment – in zoo, circus. Animals were guessing Human’s intentions and were initiating contact. Communicating with wild lions in Africa was to be a culmination of his work. There were few hours left to that moment. The old Jeep rent in town situated near savannah, was jumping on the bumpy road. Serengeti Plain was all around him causing dizziness, typical for somebody who had been raised in a big modern city. All he had to do was just find a group of lions and communicate with them.

			* * *

			It was growing dark while the Human was still on the road. Deep darkness made the contours of trees blurred and it was hard to orientate. The Human stopped and set a camping place near rocks, where he had noticed a couple of lions during the day – a lion and a lioness. In most cases lion families were much larger. There could be a lion and couple of lionesses or a herd composed only of lionesses. He was afraid of a bigger group – instead of achieving some kind of understanding, he could cause a conflict. It is known that where there are a lot of women, opinions are divided. A pair of lions, however, could easily be persuaded to cooperate.

			* * *

			He noticed a movement at the foot of rocks. Those were his lions! Slowly, majestically and incredibly gracefully, they were stepping through tall grass. They went for a walk or maybe hunting? Not thinking much about the actual reason of the lions’ appearance, the scientist started the device supporting communication with animals. He put the device, equipped with a bag with a strap, on his shoulder. Performing some movements characteristic for animal rituals, he approached lions and spoke to them:

			‘Welcome!’

			The lions stopped undecided and looked at each other. In the dim light their eyes were slightly phosphorescing.

			‘You’ve spoken in our language! How is it possible?’ the lion seemed to be surprised by the fact that he was talking to the Human. 

			‘I’m scientist, I do research about animals language’ proudly said the Human.

			‘And why do you study our language?’ asked the Lion and sat on his buttocks. The Lioness followed his steps.

			‘I want to transfer the knowledge about lions to other people.’

			‘And why people need such kind of knowledge?’ asked the Lioness, silent so far. ‘It seems that people live in their own way. Sometimes they enter our territory and kill other animals.’

			‘If people knew that animals feel and think similarly to them, they would learn to live next to them in peace and would stop killing.’

			‘Do all people think and feel?’ asked the Lioness again.

			‘Yes. People are intelligent race that has mastered the art of speaking and writing. That is why they are able to communicate in more efficient way than other animals and solve difficult problems. They build complex machines.’

			‘Like the one in your bag?’ asked the Lion.

			‘Exactly, like this one’ confirmed the Human.

			‘And what is it for?’ the Lion showed interest in engineering, typical for male kind.

			‘This device allows us to communicate. It translates my words into your language and vice versa.’

			‘That’s very clever. Do all people have such devices?’

			‘No, but soon a lot of people will have them.’

			‘And they will come here to talk to us?’ was distrusting the Lion.

			‘Yes. They will become better people, because they will understand animals’ needs and will become their brothers. Animals will be able to live safely and peacefully.’

			‘You’ve said that people communicate among them and can cooperate with each other’ said again the Lioness.

			‘Yes, that is true.’

			‘So why do they kill each other all the time? Can they solve their problems, using body language and all this wisdom they have?’

			The Human became speechless for a moment. He was not expecting such question. He anticipated that lions will be interested in his invention and in himself, that they will want to meet other people.

			‘Not all people fight with each other’ he finally replied. ‘Most of them live in peace and work together.’

			‘We are not experts in human nature, but things that we see happening on our territory indicate that people are fighting all the time. Why do they need all the knowledge and communication skills, if they don’t know how to use it?’

			‘You know only this part of the world. People call your land Africa. But there are other lands as well, other people, other animals you don’t know.’

			‘Don’t those people fight with each other?’ asked hopefully the Lioness.

			‘No, they fight sometimes. It allows them to develop. It is a natural selection – weaker ones give way to stronger ones. They build big organizations conquer weaker ones. This kind of selection is widespread in the whole animal world.’

			‘So, intelligent beings need to kill in order to develop’ concluded with disbelief the Lioness.

			‘You don’t understand our world. If I gave you a device like this, you could get to know more about people and you would find out that they are wise and good.’

			‘As far as I understand, your device will bring here other people, who fight like the ones living in our land, known as Africa. It will allow them also to talk to animals’ said the Lion.

			‘It will allow the communication above species’ the Human did not want do give up.

			‘We do not need that kind of communication’ said the Lion. ‘Every person that will come here and will want to talk to us like you, will disturb our peaceful life. There will be more and more inquisitive people and, in the end, they won’t allow us to hunt, because they will come to the conclusion that other animals are intelligent and need to be protected as well.’

			‘They will meddle in our world’ added the Lioness. ‘They will interrupt the calmness of our children, their everyday life. With each passing day there will be more of them, and finally some of them will be killing. We don’t want life like this. Your device is incredible, but it won’t help us to understand each other. It will help, however, to destroy those last remnants of peace we have for ourselves. You can’t give it to other people.

			‘It is my invention and I will do with it whatever I want’ the scientist said proudly.

			The lions looked at each other meaningfully.

			‘All right’ said the Lioness. ‘We won’t take it from you. To make it up to you, we invite you for dinner.’

			‘Great, and what will we be eating?’ asked the Human.

			‘You’ answered the Lion.

			Both lions reached an agreement concerning the meal immediately and they jumped at the Human. In the bigger herd, there could be a conflict concerning the primacy, who should attack first, who should bite the victim to death and who should finish the feast. It is commonly know that in the bigger group, conflicts are more likely to occur, especially where there are more lionesses fighting for the position. For the well-oiled couple it is easier to get along, sometimes event without using any words.

			* * *

			After the dinner the lions went for a walk. Passing by, they smashed the device from the scientist against the rocks.

			‘He was quite weak, this man’ said the Lioness.

			‘How can you tell?’ asked the Lion.

			‘He had a heart pacemaker. It stuck between my teeth.’
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