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Autumn had come to Bosnia.

The hills were bronze.

The grass was pale.

The plum trees were almost bare.

Only a few dark fruits still clung to the highest branches.

A cool wind wandered through the valley.

In the middle of it sat a large boy.

He was sitting in a chair far too big for him.

The chair was enormous.

Its legs were thick as tree trunks.

Its back reached high above his head.

Around him lay the remains of a child's feast.

Wooden plates.

Fresh bread.

Plums.

Honey.

Walnuts.

Apple slices.

A little cake.

Purple stains where fruit had been.

The large boy leaned back.

His belly was full.

His eyes were half closed.

The valley was quiet.

Then—

The telephone rang.

Just once.

The boy opened his eyes.

Beside the great chair stood an old black telephone.

He did not remember seeing it before.

He lifted the receiver.

A voice said,

"You have to climb the hill."

Nothing more.

The line was dead.

The boy lowered the telephone.

Slowly.

He looked across the valley.

And saw it.

The Great Hill.

It rose so high that clouds rested against its shoulders.

Dark forests wrapped around it.

Grey stone broke through the trees.

Its path climbed and climbed until it disappeared into the sky.

A wolf howled.

Then another.

The sound rolled through the valley.

Somewhere beyond the trees, where the shadows were deepest, bears were waiting for winter.

The boy swallowed.

He climbed down from the giant chair.
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