
limes mot permen...

Gyrid Axe Øvsteng and Per Ragnar Møkleby

DARK





Samlaget
Oslo 2018

Gyrid Axe Øvsteng and Per Ragnar Møkleby



Every evening, Sonny is afraid...
Afraid of being sucked into the dark...
and disappearing -



Mummy says 
Sonny is small 
because he doesn’t get
enough sleep.

But it’s better 
to be small
than to disappear 
altogether.

“Good night!”

Sonny is small, 
the smallest of all,
but he’s quick.

He’s great on the pitch,
Not much else.

He stays awake as long as he can.



The dark is coming for him,
getting closer every night.

and closer ...

Closer
The dark was quiet before.
But now it is loud.

Creaking,
crunching,
whispering.



It’s
 like being swept u

p by a whirlwind

b e i n g  i n  a  p i t c h - b l a c k  t o r n a d o .

Right up close.



There she stands, like nothing he has ever seen before.

Then: It stops.
Total silence.



Sonny won’t walk away - he’ll run!

“Hello!”
“Who are you?”

“Let me go, Natalia!”
“Natalia.”

“Don’t 
try to 
walk 
away.”

“I promise 
I won’t.”



Darkness can stretch and grow.

Sonny runs faster than anyone has ever run before,

but there’s no use running from the dark



“I told you 
not to walk 
away.”

“I’m all alone.”

“I want to play!”

Hey!

Hey!

Hey!

Hey!
Hey!



Sonny doesn’t like hide-and-seek, not knowing 
What might be hiding behind the next corner.

It could be something nasty.

It could be -

“Don’t you like hide-and-seek?”



Sonny’s feet are wet...
He looks down...
He’s up to his ankles in a green goo.

In monster drool.

A MONS T E R ! !



“You brought them here.”

“But I’ve never seen 
them before!”

“Sure?”

“You said you were alone!”

“I am alone.”



“What happened?”

“That’s life here.
Your nightmares can 
become real.”

“So you’re just a 
dream?”

“No, I’m real. 
And so are 
you.”

“Look at 
me.”



“Why should I?
The light exists.  

I exist too.”
And I do 

too, thinks 
Sonny.

That’s just how it is.

“Aren’t you scared? Of disappearing? 
In the light?”

“I thought 
people got lost 
in the dark.”

“No, the light 
is what’s 
dangerous here. 
That’s where 
people get lost.”

Getting lost in  
the light. 

It was all upside-down, 
the wrong way round.

Sonny hates it
when things are inside-

out.



“Aren’t you coming?”

“It’s my ball!”

“I thought it was a 
mushroom.”

“Do you like playing 
tag?”

“Then you’re it!”
“Yes, I like tag.”



“Sonny!”

“Don’t you know what a football is?”
“Should I?”
“Yes! Football is the most fun thing ever!”

“Sonnyyyyyyy!”



“Easy!” “Because I 
didn’t kick 
very hard.”

“Why not?” “Because 
you’re a 
girl.”

“A girl?”

“It’s kind of the point for us to play together!”
“Sorry, I was daydreaming.”
“I want to join in. I want to be the one who catches the ball.
I’m good at stretching.”



up high

until she’s 
suddenly

gone.

“Well, if you want it that way...” Sonny thinks,
and kicks harder.
And harder.

Natalia saves it.
Sonny kicks even harder

He kicks it over her
and Natalia jumps

And higher



– Natalia?!

“But I’m not afraid of the light,” 
Sonny thinks,
“It can’t make me disappear.” 

And the thought grows:

He has to save Natalia.

– Natalia?

–  NATA L I A !



“Kick me into the moonlight!”

But how? He’s so small!
And the light is so far away.

“But the monsters are big!” realises Sonny.
“They can help.”



Never has Sonny seen something so bright. He sees

nothing.

“Natalia?”

Sonny, blind, stretches out his hands in front of him.
He runs without anything to run on, it’s like he’s flying!

Then suddenly he feels something. Hair. Arms.

Natalia. 

It’s like touching air. He can barely see her.

Sonny grabs hold of what’s left of her, puts her over his shoulder,
she’s so light, much too light, he can see the dark way down there,

so he leaps

and soars

and lands

surprisingly
softly.

W
hooOoOAAAAAA!”



“You saved me!”

Sonny feels proud,
he feels tall -

A soft darkness.

Sonny looks down at Natalia,
she has almost disappeared...

But slowly, slowly,
he can see her again.

Really see her.



“Disappear?”

“Look at yourself ! You’re not like me.
You need sunlight!”

Sonny feels a hand on his arm, he springs to his feet
and stares right into Natalia’s eyes.

“You have to go 
home!”

“Sonny?”
“Mmhm?”

“You have to wake up!”

“I don’t want to!”

“You’ll disappear!”

And incredibly tired.



“But if I go,
then you’ll be all alone.”

“I’ll be fine.”



CLICK! Good morning!!



Natalia ...   !
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