
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


The Shadows Square Village

Lorena Tercon Arbiza

––––––––

Translated by Nicolay Munayco 


“The Shadows Square Village”

Written By Lorena Tercon Arbiza

Copyright © 2024 Lorena Tercon Arbiza

All rights reserved

Distributed by Babelcube, Inc. 

www.babelcube.com 

Translated by Nicolay Munayco

Cover Design © 2024 Lorena Tercon Arbiza

“Babelcube Books” and “Babelcube” are trademarks of Babelcube Inc.



	[image: image]

	 
	[image: image]





[image: image]


Index

[image: image]




The Shadow´s Square Village...but what is that, please?............................. Page 2

The Walking Library...................................................................................... Page 2

The Umbrella of Mary................................................................................... Page 4

The Carlanco ate it......................................................................................... Page 9

To the tin, the tinsmith... .............................................................................. Page 14

Better late than never ......................................................................... Page 17

This is not a farewell, is an until then! ......................................................... Page 27



	[image: image]

	 
	[image: image]





[image: image]


The Shadow´s Square Village...

but what is that, please?
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The Shadow´s Square Village is a little town located in Uruguay. Do you know where? Well, don´t worry, me neither, but what I know for a fact is that it has a square where shadows appear. One comes from the statue that stands in the center (or near the center), the others are from wandering libraries, from the daughter of the chocolatier and also from the Carlanco, all frequent visitors in our little town. Although, not all the people can see them. The more candid only in the Full Moon nights get the chance to see them, the incredulous can see only their shadows, and the kids always have the chance to see them; always in the square, in the Shadow´s Square and nowhere else.

In the Shadow´s Square Village weird things happen, very weird things to be honest, because sometimes the broken things appear and other times they simply disappear to never be found again. And this not only happens in the square, in the Shadow´s Square, but in the whole village, in the Shadow´s Square Village.

Welcome to this bunch of adventures, to this handful of mysteries and to this bundle of weird, crazy and insane things that only take place in the Shadow´s Square Village!
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The Walking Library
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During a spring´s night, came to the Shadow´s Square Village a library. No, it was not an establishment, but the furniture; a furniture loaded with tons of books. How it reached the town? Some said she could have made it running, others prefer to think that she made it walking, and others even believe that she came rolling. 

—But rectangles don´t roll! —exclaimed Mika—. At least that’s what the teacher said.

—And it´s true —said Gregorio— I tried it on my own and no, they don´t roll.

Gregorio was the smaller kid of the group. He had just turned 10 years old, but he was the most vivacious and scientific out of all! Everything the teacher taught him, he needed to test it on his home. And he found the teacher was right in almost all the things she said!

And I say almost, because until the moment of writing this book, Gregorio hadn´t accomplished to (aside from a few drops) attach the water to his tennis ball while he rolled it all around his bedroom, and rotate it on his own axis to everything it touched. But concerning to all the other stuff, the teacher was right. So, that the library could have come rolling, was practically impossible.

A granny of the town (but not the granny of Marcos) said that she saw the library climbing up by the Isidoro Rodríguez avenue, but nobody else had seen it, with the exception of the group of friends made up of Mikaela (Mika), Fabiana, Marcos, Erick, Gregorio, and sometimes Caramela, Fabiana´s cat.

Many of the things and the people who reached the Shadow´s Square Village were seen exclusively by the friends; all the others only saw their shadows. Except, of course, when some active politician came to give a discourse, which only served for the purpose of spreading his promises all over the square, ensuring that the people see him very closely so they know clearly for whom vote, and when he left the town, not even the shadows of him or his promises stayed.

And of this way was that in a little spring´s night, with that heat only present in the Western side of Uruguay, on the riverside of the Uruguay River, Mrs. Library came.

The neighbors of the streets around the square said they saw the shadow of a rectangle incline, make gestures with his arms and throw something similar to persons who would sit to talk with the kids, or would stand and give large conversations, persons of whom only the shadows could be seen, as one could expect. But given it was a waning-moon night, not everybody saw the shadows, so they saw the square, and the group of friends, alone, without nobody or nothing with them, and they went on to prepare dinner.

They didn´t seem to think it was anything out of the blue that a rectangle could talk or that persons were catapulted from within, because very recently they saw the shadow of a lamp dancing the Pericon1, and another one of a milk-cow playing the Rueda Rueda2 with the kids of the square.

That night the kids met with Juana. No, not Joanna the Mad, but Juana de Ibarbourou, the most famous Uruguayan poetess, and she told them she was prettier in person than in photos, reason why she became the muse of various Uruguayan artists, who praised her making pictures and sculptures. She also told them she had sent letters with Gabriela Mistral, the Chilean poetess...

—Letters? Why don´t you just send her a message via WhatsApp? —asked Erick, as distracted as usual.

—Because WhatsApp didn´t was a thing the past century! —jumped Gregorio.

—Aaaahhh —said Erick meditative —. Then via Telegram...

Gregorio took his hand to his forehead and shook it. Meanwhile, Juana had already told Mika and Faby that she was a very close friend of the Chilean poet Pablo Neruda, that some of his work hasn’t been found yet and that he was born on the eight of March of one-thousand-eight-hundred-ninety-two

—He is a Pisces! —said Faby, who was fascinated with the zodiacal signs.

When Mika asked about where all those lost poems were, Juana answered with a “somewhere”, and when Faby, the group´s romantic, asked if she had an affair with any of the artists who sculpt her...
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