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Lukas wishes he could float on his back like Nico. But it’s not easy. And he doesn’t feel like 
trying over and over again today. He just stands still in the water. He can’t be bothered. 
 “You can do it,” Nico tells him. 
 No I can’t, Lukas thinks to himself. I’ll never be able to do it. 
 “Just lie back and float,” says Nico. “It’s a piece of cake.” 
 
Well, it is a piece of cake - for Nico. Everything is easy for Nico. He’s the best at football. He 
has his own phone. He even has an older boy who lives nearby to play with, Tom Erik. Nico 
can do anything. 
 “Do it again,” asks Lukas. 
 “Ok, watch,” Nico replies. 
 
Nico sinks back. The water welcomes him in and lifts him up. He lies there on his back and 
floats. It seems as though the water just cares more about Nico than Lukas. As though it just 
can’t be asked to keep Lukas afloat. 
 But water doesn’t work like that, of course. Water treats everyone the same. 
 Right, Lukas feels like it’s time to try again. 
 “Watch now, then,” he says. “And pay attention. I might do it this time.” 
 “Hurry up then,” says Nico. “We have to head up soon.” 
 
Lukas leans back. He focuses on the thought of water treating everyone the same. 
 He sinks like a stone right away, and his nose is flooded with a horrible taste. He 
scrambles around to get a foothold. Then he stands there, coughing and spluttering, as Nico 
howls with laughter. 
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Lukas feels like Mum loves his little sister Alma the most. Mum is playing dolls together with 
her now. They’re messing around, laughing and enjoying themselves. They don’t care one bit 
about Lukas. He supposes they don’t even want him here. 
 The next moment, Mum is asking him to look after Alma for a moment. Mum just 
needs to pop down to her study. 
 “I just thought of something to write,” she says. “I have to get it down on paper before 
I forget it. You’re a big boy, Lukas. You can play with Alma until I get back.” 
 
Lukas has no desire to play with Alma. He can’t be asked. She tries clambering up into his 
chair. She probably thinks she can climb all over him whenever she wants, because Mum 
said so. Lukas shoves her off. 
 She falls to the floor and starts to cry. She’s screaming so loudly for no reason at all, 
Lukas thinks to himself. He feels tempted to give her a good old shake. But he doesn’t. He 
picks up a toy sheep from under the table instead. 
 “What’s this!” Lukas exclaims. 
 Alma carries on screaming. Oh flipping heck, she’s really screaming. Mum soon 
comes stomping up the stairs. 
 “What’s going on?” she asks. 
 “He pushed!” Alma shrieks. 
 “I was getting her sheep so we could play!” Lukas shouts back. 
 “Did you push her?” 
 “I told her to move. She was climbing all over me.” 
 “I wanted to play! He pushed!” 
 “You’re so naughty today,” Mum tells Lukas. “I only asked you look after Alma for a 
moment. Couldn’t you manage that?” 
 “She was climbing all over me! She’s stupid! She’s ruining everything.” 
 “I thought you were a big boy, Lukas. Maybe you aren’t so grown-up, after all?” 
 “Well, that’s not my daughter. You should look after her yourself.” 
 “What did you say!?” 
 “Nothing.” 
 “Go to your room and stay there until your father gets home.” 
 
Oh great, Lukas thinks. Not again. 
 It’s cold in the room. The window is open. Outside he can smell all the cold, wet 
boringness. 
 Lukas still has the toy sheep clenched in his hand. He puts it in his pocket. 
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 Poor Dad, Lukas thinks. He going to finish work soon, and he’s probably hoping that 
everything’s alright at home. But when he gets here, he’s going to have to come in and tell me 
off again. Naughty little Lukas. Something is always wrong with Lukas. 
 Has he forgotten how to be good? Forgotten how people have to be nice, so that 
everyone can enjoy themselves, and everything works out ok? 
 
Maybe he just doesn’t fit in here? He should have been born a rock. Rocks can stand outside 
in the rain without moving. Even at night. They don’t bother anyone. They don’t make 
anyone scream or get mad. You can kick rocks if you want. They don’t care what you do. They 
don’t care about anything. 
 He tries to make his body as hard as a rock. But it’ll never be enough. He still knows 
that inside he’s just Lukas. A squishy little boy, sitting here waiting for his daddy to come 
home. 
 
He gets out the sheep toy and sets it on the windowsill. There it stands, in the cool breeze. 
 The sheep can’t hide away. It has to stand precisely where Lukas puts it. Lukas picks 
it up again in his hand, and holds it against his chest. He tries speaking nicely to the sheep so 
it doesn’t feel frightened. 
 Lukas explains to the sheep about the wind, the crows and rocks. That these are all 
normal things. 
 “Almost everything is normal here,” Lukas says. “But hardly anything matters. Except 
cars. Cars matter. Mum and Dad’s jobs are important, too. And it’s important to be nice. 
Because if you’re not nice, you don’t get to join in. And then you have to go and sit in your 
room. And then Mum stops being happy. And then when Dad hears about it, he has to tell 
you off.” 
 
If Mum and Dad die, I won’t have to sit in my room anymore, Lukas thinks to himself. Then 
they can’t tell me off. I can stay up as late as I want in the evening and everyone will feel 
sorry for me. They’ll all try and comfort me and give me things. Poor little Lukas, they’ll say. 
Look, here comes Lukas, the boy who has no-one in the world. How absolutely awful. The 
poor kid. We’ll have to treat him extra nicely and give him presents. 
 He saw it on the telly. A girl who was left all alone. A film was made about her and all 
the people comforting her. They would speak with her quietly and seriously. As if she was 
really important. But she didn’t seem happy about it after all. 
 The toy sheep doesn’t seem very happy either. 
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Lukas keeps hearing Dad open the door for a long time before he comes home. That must be 
Dad, he thinks. But nobody comes in. Then a little while later, he hears it again. Now he’s 
here. For now, he has no idea that Lukas has been naughty again. For now, he must be 
thinking that everything at home is okay. For now, he’s in a good mood. 
 He walks into the living room. His voice rings out, happy and clear. Alma almost 
sounds happy. Then it all goes quiet. All the jolliness screeches to a halt. Mum speaks to Dad 
in a quiet voice. Dad says something in response. Then quiet again. Oh no. Now Dad is 
definitely standing in the living room and sighing. Now he knows all about it. Now another 
day has been ruined. 
 Dad walks across the living room floor. The house seems to sway. Dad has to speak to 
Lukas again. Poor old Dad. 
 
The door bursts open. Dad stands there. Big and tall. There’s even a gust of wind blowing 
into the room with him. 
 Lukas hears a thump. 
 It’s the sheep falling to the floor. 
 
“Well, well,” says Dad. 
 Lukas looks up at him. 
 “You have been naughty again?” 
 Lukas says nothing. 
 “Why are you like this?” Dad asks. 
 Lukas says nothing. 

“Why are you like this?” Dad asks. 
“I don’t know.” 
“You don’t know?” Dad says. 
“No.” 
“So you’re completely innocent, then? You never do anything wrong? You don’t make 

Alma cry? You do exactly what your mother asks you to? You lend a hand and behave 
yourself like a good little boy?” 
 
Lukas thinks his breath is starting to smell like rotten food. He glances back at Dad. Dad 
looks tired. Mum might have to help Dad relax afterwards. She doesn’t usually though. She 
doesn’t understand that he needs to be comforted sometimes. She just gets mad because Dad 
never seems to be happy when he walks through the door. And Dad doesn’t understand that 
he has to praise Mum’s food. He needs to eat it slowly and tell her how good it is. That makes 



5 

Mum happy. And then everyone is happy. But instead, he just looks at his phone and wolfs 
down his supper. And everything gets worse. All because Lukas can’t stop being naughty. 
 And Lukas can’t try and comfort Dad. If Lukas came out and said “poor you, Dad”, 
Dad would be furious. 
 
“Got something on your mind?” Dad asks. 

“Nothing,” replies Lukas. 
 “Ah, right. So you’re just sitting there, relaxing and enjoying yourself?” 
 Lukas can’t bring himself to reply. He looks down at the sheep on the floor. 
 “So, you’re just sitting here, relaxing and having fun, then,” Dad says. “Well, I don’t 
think you’ll have to come and join us until we tell you.” 
 “I’m not going to have any dinner?” 
 “No, I don’t think you are.” 
 
Dad shuts the door behind him as he leaves. Lukas lifts up his head. He can see the walls 
stretch right up to the ceiling. The brown door standing there silently in the wall. Down in 
the kitchen, he can hear Mum laying the table. He can hear Alma enjoying herself, and Mum 
responding in a cheerful voice. 
 There’s something inside of Lukas, turning him rotten. He doesn’t know what it is. It 
just twists around and wrenches inside of him. 
 
All of a sudden, Dad is standing in the doorway again. Lukas can see that nobody tried to 
comfort him. He reaches his hand out to Lukas. In his palm is a green sketch pad. 
 “I brought you this,” says Dad. 
 “Can I have it?” 
 “Sure. Here you go.” 
 “Thank you very much.” 
 “It probably doesn’t have to be so cold in here,” says Dad. 
 
He closes the window and turns on the heater. It hums to life right away. 
 Dad looks down at the floor. It seems like he’s thinking. But he’s just standing there. 
He stays that way for a while. Then he goes out and closes the door. 
 Lukas gets out a pencil and draws a line across the green paper. Now there is a line. A 
shaky line. Then Lukas draws a sun and a tree and a bird. 
 

3 
It’s Sunday. Mum says that Dad might take Lukas out on a little trip today. 



6 

 “You want to come with Dad on a trip, right? Dinner will be ready when you come 
home.” 
 
Lukas and Dad are out cycling. The plan is to visit some people who Dad knows. Lukas 
doesn’t know where it is. He just knows the journey is further than he normally goes. 
 They reach the bottom of a steep hill. Dad cycles faster than Lukas and before long, 
he’s at the top. He hops off his bike and waits. 
 “Are we nearly there yet?” Lukas shouts. 
 “Are you already getting tired?” Dad replies. 
 “No,” Lukas lies. 
 “There’s still a way to go,” Dad says. 
 “Oh, okay,” Lukas replies. 
 “Do you think you can manage this slope without falling off?” Dad asks him. 
 Lukas wants to do it. He pumps down on the pedals. Clings onto the handlebars, and 
keeps cycling. The pedals are scarcely going round. The bicycle is hardly moving. 
 The sun shines down on all the space around him. Heat rises off the road and washes 
out into the forest. He can’t stop. He can’t fall off, or Dad will have to wait even longer. He 
has to go faster or Dad will have to shout at him again. 
 But when we get to the top of the hill, it doesn’t mean we’re there yet. There’s still a 
way to go. That might mean it’s really far. Maybe there are lots more hills. It might be really, 
really far. 

The idea that there might be more steep hills scares Lukas. Hill after hill after hill. He 
can’t cope with many more. He can hardly even manage this measly slope. If there’s a long 
way to go, he can’t wear himself out now. But Dad is waiting for him. It’s plain to see that 
he’s getting bored. 

Lukas gets off his bike and starts pushing. 
 
“Is it too hard?” Dad asks. 
 “I don’t know how far we’re going,” says Lukas. 
 “Not far,” says Dad. 
 “Sounds far.” 
 “It sounds far?” 
 
Dad doesn’t look tired in the slightest. The birds are tweeting happily and enthusiastically. 
They don’t care about Lukas having to cycle up all these steep hills. 

“Maybe it is a bit too far for you,” Dad wonders aloud. 
 “I don’t know how far we’re going,” says Lukas. 
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 “Only a little while longer,” says Dad. 
 “Yes, but how far is a little bit?” 
 Dad starts laughing. It would have been better if Mum had come along, Lukas thinks. 
She knows how much he can cycle. She knows when he has to rest, and when he has to drink 
water. But Mum is back home with Alma. 
 
“You coming?” shouts Dad. 
 The sun licks Lukas with its heavy warmth. Everything feels so strange. 
 “Why do we have to go so far?” he asks. 
 “I need to visit someone,” Dad replies. “You know that. It’s not far. Would you rather 
we cycled back home?” 
 “No.” 
 “Well come on, then!” 
 
Out of nowhere, Dad starts whistling. It sounds like a tune he has been keeping inside 
himself for a long time. A hidden joy. And now he wants to let it out. It almost sounds nicer 
than the birds. Lukas wants to say so. But he doesn’t. He doesn’t want to disturb the 
peacefulness. When he reaches the top of the slope, Dad smiles at him.  
 “You’re turning into a big boy,” says Dad. “You’ll manage it just fine.” 
 Lukas sees that the next bit is flat, and then there are some downward slopes. A little 
lake lies at the bottom of the hills, reflecting the sky. 
 
Before long, they turn onto a narrower trail leading up towards a yellow house. Behind the 
house is a big forest and a hill. Inside the forest, Lukas can see the sparkles of another 
lakelet. Outside the house is a rusted bus and a little car. Imagine that people live all the way 
out here. So far away from Mum. They even have roses in the windows. They have flowers in 
the garden. On the stairs there are some people chatting and laughing. As if living so far 
away is right as rain. They can’t possibly be aware of how far away they actually live. 
 In a tree sits a boy with bleach-white hair. He looks bigger than Lukas. He might not 
be older, but he seems strong. There is a crow sitting next to him on the branch. 
 
“And here we are!” says Dad. 
 “Ah, right,” says Lukas. 
 “That went quite well.” 
 “Yeah.” 
 “Hey, look over there,” says Dad. “Do you see that?” 
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He’s looking at the tree with the boy and the crow. 
 
 “Is that your crow?” Dad asks. 
 The boy nods. 
 “Is she tame?” 
 It seems like the boy is nodding again. 
 “Well look at that,” says Dad. “That boy has a crow. Do you want to wait out here with 
him while I pop in and speak with this man?” 
 Lukas can’t bring himself to respond. 
 Dad shouts out to the boy. “Is it alright if he waits out here with you for a bit?” 
 The boy nods. 
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