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“Whistle. Pant, pant. Whistle.”

Nikola was lying in bed. It sounded like the 

noise was coming from the attic. Like a pair 

of tiny feet running just above his head. 

Maybe more than a pair? But he couldn’t 

see a thing.



It was night. He had gone to bed 

about two hours before. He was 

sleepy, but the noise had woken 

him up. 

“What could it be?”, Nikola 

wondered, as he fidgeted under 

the blanket.



“Hoo, hoo”, an owl hooted outdoors. 

Everything immediately went quiet 

inside. Whatever it was, it was scared 

of the owl, so it decided to lay low. 

For a while, nothing happened. And 

then there was the same rumble again 

coming from above. It was as if a group 

of some kind was marching back and 

forth and having a great time.



As soon as it was day outside, 

Nikola decided to take a peek 

into the attic. He lived in Zrinski 

Castle. This was no ordinary 

castle. Many came to Brod na 

Kupi in order to see it. It was 

really special. 



The attic was silent. And then a sound started 

in the corner, at first quietly and then more 

loudly: “Mrrrm. Mrrrm.” 

The boy peeked behind the apple crate stored 

there for the winter. He was surprised by 

what he saw. 



A sleepy dormouse was mumbling, as if 

complaining that someone had disturbed 

his sleep. The boy tapped his shoes against 

the wooden floor. The noise he made didn’t 

disturb just this dormouse. There were five 

or six more of them sleeping behind the 

other crates.

“During the night, these dormice roam 

around above my head and during the day 

they’re asleep”, Nikola concluded. 



“For pity’s sake, you woke us up 

just as we’d fallen asleep”, the 

first dormouse said while still 

yawning. Nikola marvelled at the 

fact that the dormice could talk.

“I know. You’re wondering why 

we can talk. We’re no ordinary 

dormice like those that live in the 

surrounding forest. We’re castle 

dormice”. 



“Um, I’ve never heard of such dormice. 

But all right, I believe you”, said Nikola. 

The grey creatures seemed nice. He also 

liked to run and roam around. However, 

he liked to do it outside the castle and 

during the day. 

“I won’t disturb you. But could you 

please run in the other part of the attic 

so the sounds don’t reach my room?”



The dormice obeyed the boy’s 

wishes. They liked him too. They 

found two pots with hazelnuts 

and three baskets of walnuts 

on the other side of the attic, so 

they had something to nibble on.



The dormice would leave the attic 

quite often. The forest was nearby, so 

they could always find something to 

eat there and also spend some time 

with the dormice who lived in the 

trees. These dormice would make a 

hole in a tree with their teeth, crawl 

into it, and ‘ta-da!’- they were home. 

They had enough berries, hazelnuts 

and kernels for them to eat to their 

heart’s content. 



The castle dormice were familiar 

with nature almost as much as 

their forest brothers and sisters. 

They knew everything about the 

animals there. Squirrels were good 

friends, relatives even, but they 

would stay away from foxes as 

far as possible. They also knew 

everything about plants: which 

trees kept their leaves and which 

didn’t, which plants they could 

and couldn’t eat, and which ones 

had healing properties and which 

ones didn’t.



The boy also liked to explore the castle’s 

surroundings. He really enjoyed himself. 

In a large city, it was really noisy and 

everyone was in a rush. It was a lot 

quieter here where he lived. The River 

Kupa flowed slowly. There were fishponds 

located nearby where you could look at 

the trout for hours on end. There were 

also bees making honey in their hives. 

How did they do it? Well, this couldn’t be 

seen, as it was their secret.



However, it was also sometimes 

dangerous for the dormice to go 

outside the castle. 

“Tomorrow we’ll go hunting 

for dormice”, the local people 

agreed. Nikola overheard their 

plans while passing by.

“In the morning, we’ll gather in 

front of the castle. And then we’ll 

head to the forest.”



“I have to warn the dormice. This way, 

they’ll have enough time to hide”, thought 

the boy quickly. But how could he do it? 

It was daytime and the entire group was 

sound asleep in the attic. 

“It’s time for an urgent wake-up call”, 

decided Nikola. 



“Wanters? What are wanters?”, said the 

first dormouse while rubbing his eyes. 

“Wraps? What kind of wraps?”

“Not wanters but hunters! And traps! 

They’re preparing traps”, Nikola warned.



“Oh dear! No one is allowed to go out 

tonight!”, said the dormouse to his friends. 

They gazed at him still half asleep but 

became more awake by the minute, 

because as soon as you start thinking 

about traps, you become wide awake. 

“Nikola is our best friend among all 

humans”, the dormice agreed.



“We have to warn our brothers in the woods”, they 

decided. How would they do it? They used three 

secret underground passageways to get in and out 

of the castle. The first one led to a nearby cave, the 

second ended in a local church, and the third went 

to the banks of the River Kupa. 



“Where are those dormice today?”, the hunters 

wondered. “There’s not a single one in sight. 

The traps are empty. What if they’ve moved out 

of our forest?”

But the dormice were safe in their hiding 

places. They waited there happily eating the 

fruits of the forest.



For three whole days, the 

people in the village wondered 

where the dormice had gone, 

but after that they got on with 

other things. But not Nikola. He 

chased the butterflies around 

the castle, counted the beehives 

and jumped over the puddles 

by the river. He had a bruise on 

his knee; he must have fallen 

down somewhere. And now he 

was starting to sniffle. He wasn’t 

falling ill, was he?



“Nikola’s caught a heavy cold. And 

there’s no doctor in the village”, his 

worried mum said. “The nearest one 

lives in the town of Bakar. That’s far 

away on the coast. It’s a two-day 

journey through the forest to get 

there. And we need a doctor now. 

We’ll have to manage somehow.”



The dormice were great at organising 

things, and they would do anything for the 

boy. They searched the entire forest. When 

the boy woke up in the morning, he was 

surrounded with numerous plants. There 

were linden flowers to make tea for colds, 

plantain leaves to help with bruises, and 

lemon balm leaves for a tea that would help 

him sleep better. 



And then his mum brought in some 

honey, the product of busy bees, great for 

restoring strength. “My boy will soon be 

healthy again. These teas will surely help. 

I just can’t seem to remember when I 

brought them to his room”, his mum said in 

a confused tone. 



The cold soon passed, and 

Nikola could run around 

happily once again. He had 

a great time. There was a 

forest around him, and also 

the River Kupa with its lively 

trout. This was where the 

castle was, this was where 

there were talking animals, 

and this was where there 

were healing plants. In Brod 

na Kupi, Nikola felt as if he 

was in a fairy tale.



Picture books:

1. The Wilful Wand

2. The Treasure of Trsat

3. Three Brothers and Three Towers 

4. A Journey on a Bakar Sailing Ship

5. A Grobnik Watermill

6. The Girls from Bribir

7. The Miners from Čabar

8. A Band of Dormice
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