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Reviews 

“I’m really looking forward to reading this book to my 

grandchildren. It’s a wise tale, and I think also an 

important one. Belsvik doesn’t beat about the bush in 

his children’s stories. He isn’t afraid to use strong words 

or striking imagery. His language is forthright, simple 

and short. It’s so wonderful to read a children’s book 

that can also leave an imprint on grown-ups. Lilleeng’s 

illustrations give the text that little bit extra.” 

              6 on the die. Daily paper, Fædrelandsvennen 

 

What makes ‘The Bird Boy’ so unique is the sense of 

proximity Rune Belsvik creates by bringing us so close 

into Lukas’ world. Belsvik writes as though he were seven or eight years old again: “He might 

get scared soon. What does he do then?” Each chapter is a day-to-day tale that reflects life’s 

most existential and vulnerable stage of life. The story is written about the years of childhood 

when you start to realize that you are the only one you can trust: “What if he comes up with 

some terribly naughty idea? It might just come to him all of a sudden, and he would just do it. 

He might do something awful that wasn’t allowed at all.” One of the year’s most emotive 

children’s novels. 

                                                             5 on the die. National daily, Bergens Tidende 

 

“Throughout all of his numerous books, [...] Belsvik has proven that he can easily write about 

the most difficult of subjects.  About loneliness, fear, love, envy and jealousy.  Now he’s done it 

once again, with a language so simple it feels like an eight-year-old was actually living through 

it. This time, Belsvik delves into our yearning to belong. Lukas does his best, but it’s all too 

easy to take a wrong step if you would rather please others despite your own morals. If we 

know Belsvik, Lukas will realise the truth sooner or later. All our problems might seem less 

difficult, and Belsvik describes this so naturally that by the end of the book, Lukas finally 

manages to float on his back.” 

                                                 National cultural radio channel, NRK P2-Kulturradioen 
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Sample translation 

 

1 

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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PICTURE 

________ 

2 

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.” 
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 “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. 

 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. 
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 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. 

 

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. 
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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 

Mum happy. And then everyone is happy. But instead, he just looks at his 
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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. 
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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. 

 “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. 
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 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. 

 “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?” 
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 “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?” 

 

He’s looking at the tree with the boy and the crow. 
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 “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. 

 

How can Dad speak like that when they are so far away from home, Lukas 

thinks to himself. How can he just call out to the boy? Has he actually decided 

to go into this house and leave Lukas outside, alone with this stranger? But 

yes, there he goes, just walks off to the others, standing on the steps. He talks 

to them in a loud voice. Laughs. He even starts saying words like shit and 

bloody hell. He never speaks like that at home. Suddenly he disappears into 

the house with the other grown-ups. They bring all their noise inside and shut 

the door behind them. 

 

Lukas is gripping his bicycle tightly. The other boy sits in the tree with his legs 

dangling beneath him. He looks so big and strong. The bird ruffles its feathers 

a little bit. Lukas wonders if the boy is looking at another road. He stares off to 

the hills and the forest. Far beyond all it all sits a towering mountain. 

 “I want a tame crow, too,” Lukas says, all of a sudden. 

 It sounded strange. As though he wasn’t the one who had decided to 

speak. 

 “There are lots of crows where we live,” he added. 
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The boy drops down to the floor. He heads towards Lukas, walks past him and 

disappears behind the corner of the house. The crow leaps off the tree and 

follows behind. 

 Then Lukas loses sight of them. 

 

Lukas thinks about Mum and remembers how sad she looked. But Mum must 

be having a grand time with Alma now. At last, they’ve got some peace and 

quiet from naughty little Lukas. 

 Did the boy want Lukas to go along too? Maybe the boy wants to show 

him something. Lukas pauses for a moment, then follows. 

 The ground behind the house is on a downwards slope. The boy and his 

crow were nowhere to be seen. Below, he can make out a door that goes into 

the basement. 

 Lukas can hear the grown-ups’ voices through the open window. He can 

hear Dad’s laughter. He’s laughing just like normal. It feels good to hear his 

laughter is still the same. To know that Dad hasn’t changed completely. 

 

The markings on the basement door have peeled off. A few blotchy brown flakes 

are all that are left. Next to the doorway is a big, dusty window. It doesn’t seem 

like anyone is inside, hidden in the mess. There are bikes and tyres and 

buckets and boots and wooden planks and loads of things Lukas doesn’t even 

know the name of. 

 Two big berry bushes decorate the slope behind the house. Behind them 

is a torn down fence, and beyond that is tall grass that stretches all the way 

out to the woods beyond. But the boy and his crow are nowhere to be seen. 

 

“Yeah, sure, but bloody hell, it’s no piece of cake either!” Lukas hears his dad 

explaining. “Every day, it’s like shit constantly hitting the fan.” 

 Lukas realises how wrong it is for him to just stand here and eavesdrop 

on all of this. Besides, he doesn’t want to hear it. This isn’t Dad speaking. Why 

is he using so many swear words? What is he on about, anyway? What isn’t a 
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piece of cake? Now another man has started speaking, but Lukas can’t make 

out what he’s saying. He wishes he was back home with Mum. He wants his 

Mum to smile at him and come up with something fun to do. 

 

He hears the cawing of a crow. He can just about hear it, somewhere in the 

woods. Something black, flapping in a tree. Is there something in the bushes 

too? 

 There are no footprints in the grass leading out to the treeline. Lukas 

walks over to the fence, to where he thinks they can’t see him from the house. 

Here there is a disused shack, and beyond it he can see a trail which snakes off 

into the woods. But is Lukas allowed to go so far away? Would he be able to 

hear Dad calling after him? 

 He decides he can probably go a little further. Perhaps the boy can teach 

him some clever tricks for looking after crows. Lukas is going to get a crow, too. 

He’s excited for it now. So it’s important he learns as much as he can about 

them. Oh yes, he thinks to himself. Oh yes. I’m going to get a crow that will sit 

next to me in a tree. One that sits on my shoulders. One that eats out of my 

hand. Everyone will know the crow is mine. Because I’m the only one it will 

answer to. 

 

He has to jump over a ditch that crosses the path. The soil inside looks black 

and damp. At the bottom, there are a few small splodges of water, flat and 

unmoving. He can’t hear the sound of voices from the house anymore. But he 

does hear something from deep inside the trees. Something rustling the 

bushes. Then it goes quiet. 

 Lukas thinks it might be wise to hide, so he stoops behind a stone. This 

boy clearly doesn’t want to be found. Maybe Lukas should just call out to him.  

 Then all of a sudden, the boy is standing there. Just a few metres away. 

He regards Lukas slowly, as if trying to figure him out. Lukas doesn’t like the 

way the boy is staring at him. Why does he have to stare? Why doesn’t he say 

something? 
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 The crow flutters down and lands on a branch just over the boy’s head. 

He glances up at it. Then he turns around and walks back into the forest. 

 Lukas stays where he is. He doesn’t feel like going after the boy any 

more. Yet at the same time he’s scared that he might do just that. He pulls 

away from those thoughts and runs back to the house, to the slope where they 

left the bikes. 

 

He walks over to the rusted bus wreck. Most of its windows are broken. The 

door is gone. On the floor of the bus are shards of glass, dented buckets, soggy 

newspaper, rusted-iron nails and a cracked plastic tub. The driver’s seat is 

long gone. 

 Lukas runs his hand across the wheel. A big, bus driver’s steering wheel. 

He manages to wiggle it a little. He points it towards that far-off, towering 

mountain. Air wafts into the bus through the cracks in the wall. 

 He comes out again. He can hear the cars driving on the main road. Cars 

always sound so important. Nothing can stop them from getting to where they 

want to go. They don’t stop until they arrive at their destination. Then the 

driver gets out and does the things he drove there to do. 

 Meanwhile, Lukas is just a boy waiting for his dad. 

 Imagine if Lukas could capture a crow. Then Lukas would be important 

too.  

 Then Dad could tell people about that. 

 My son has a tame crow, so he does. My son. Lukas is his name. 

He’s going to ask Nico for help. Nico is good at everything. He has the 

nicest bicycle at school. He even has his own phone. Maybe he would help 

Lukas catch a crow. 

 Oh yes. That would be so wicked. 

 Lukas, the boy who comes to school with his crow. The crow would have 

to stay outside while Lukas goes to his classes. It would sit in a tree and wait. 

Then when Lukas comes out, it would sit on his shoulders. Everyone wants to 

per it it. Imagine. A tame crow that belonged to only Lukas.  
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That boy there with the crow, Dad would say, that there is my son. 

 

Dad isn’t coming back any time soon. Doesn’t he understand that this 

strange boy doesn’t care one bit about Lukas? Doesn’t Dad understand that he 

has left Lukas all by himself in a place he’s never been before? He get scared 

soon. What does he do then? What if he comes up with some terribly naughty 

idea? It might just come to him all of a sudden, and he would just do it. He 

might do something awful that wasn’t allowed at all. He might knock 

something over. Or break something. Maybe he’ll set something on fire. A big 

fire, that would ruin everything. It’s terrifying to think how naughty he might 

be. Here, he is a total wild thing. Far away from Mum and everyone. 

 Is he allowed to knock on the door of the house? Just to tell Dad that 

he’s been left alone out here? Imagine if a dog ran up all of a sudden. A big dog. 

It has escaped and is completely savage. Where would Lukas hide? Would he 

be able to climb a tree? He’s not too sure. 

 Perhaps he should climb the tree right now, just in case. 

 But what if the boy and his come back? 

 The boy sat in the tree first. It feels like the place in the tree is taken, 

even though the boy isn’t here. 

 

Lukas picks up a few rocks. He chucks them, one by one. They’re like bombs, 

exploding when they land. Everything is smashed to smithereens. Blood flies. 

 

He steps into the bus and sits down. A crane fly navigates through the mess on 

the wet floor. Lukas wonders whether to step on it. He decides to let it go. 

 

He steps out again. There is a big hole in the grass. At the bottom is some 

water and some brown mud. Lukas wonders whether anything is living down 

there, in the muck. Little animals sometimes live in puddles like these. 
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 Suddenly, the door of the house opens up. This time, the voices are 

quieter and more wary. They say goodbye, see you and so on over and over. 

Lukas hurries over to the bike.  

 

“Didn’t you want to play with the boy?” Dad asks. 

 “He left.” 

 “Oh. Oh well. Let’s ride home to dinner, then.” 

 

Now Lukas knows how far it is. That makes it easier to cycle. 

 

4 

 

“You’ll never manage to capture a crow and tame it,” says Nico. 

 “Why not?” Lukas asks. 

 “Crows are smart.” 

 “But I saw a boy who had a crow.” 

 “He had probably caught it when it was a chick.” 

 “Is it hard to catch a chick?” 

 “Crows always build their nests in hard-to-reach places. Deep inside 

forests, high up in a tree with no branches.” 

 “Well, we can try?” 

 “I haven’t got the time. I need to help my Dad finish building the garage. 

See ya!” 

 

Lukas is on a walk with Mum and Dad. A thrush is singing somewhere up in 

the trees of the pine forest.  

 “Listen to how beautiful the song thrush sings,” Mum says. 

 Lukas listens. 

 He walks up to the trunk of the pine tree. The tree sways from side to 

side in the open air. Looming down, huge and silent with sharp branches and 

covered in needles that jut out into the sky. 
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 High up on a branch, Lukas can make out a little clump of straw and 

twigs. He would need to climb all the way up there. Lukas and Nico have 

climbed lots of trees before. But never one as tall as this. But if he wants to 

become the boy with the bird, he has to do it. And that’s what he has to 

become. His birthday is in four days. Then he can show his bird to everyone. 

 

He attempts to leap up to the first branch. He has to try several times before he 

manages to get a good hold on it. He clings onto the branch and pushes his 

feet against the rough tree trunk to climb on top. Then he clambers onto the 

branch and begins to climb up. Twigs and needles jab into him. A tower of 

green and brown inside the forest. Shooting skywards. Higher and higher. In 

some places it’s sticky from the sap. Now, the birdsong sounds different. The 

sound of it bangs and whines inside the green forest and all the strong scents. 

A grating, a scraping, a hissing of birds. All of them flapping and squawking. 

 These thrushes clearly have no idea that Lukas is going to become the 

boy with the bird, or that this is very important. 

 “Look, there goes Lukas and his bird!” people will say. “Check out that 

kid, he has a little thrush! Listen to how wonderfully it can sing! Oh, it seems 

so happy! Could you have imagined he’d sit on that boy’s shoulders?”  

 “Yep, and the boy with his bird is our boy, don’t you know,” Mum and 

Dad will proudly declare. 

 

 Why are these birds making such a racket? Don’t they understand it’s 

only Lukas? He’s going to take one little chick home. They should be happy to 

know that the chick won’t have to live on a branch high up a tree. He is going 

to get proper food too, instead of the rubbish a bird mother scrapes together 

out in the woods. 

 He scrambles up to the nest. Three young birds are lying there, all 

tangled up with one aother. They’re naked, wrinkly and pink. Yellow beaks 

caked in mud. It’s probably dirt from the food. Their eyes are just two tiny dark 

blue clumps, hidden under the skin. Each eye has a yellow slit that is bound to 



18 

slide open one day so they can see where they are. Their tiny pink heads are 

covered in wispy hair. Inside each chest a tiny heart is beating away. 

 “Oh yes, I’m coming to get you!” Lukas whispers to the nest. “Now you 

and me are gonna have a great time together. Now everything is gonna be just 

fine. You’re gonna live in my room.” 

 He puts his hand around the soft, alive warmth. The birds shriek and 

squawk into the air. 

 Lukas decides he needs to get away from all of the birds’ racket. The 

sound is painful to listen to. He picks up a little chick and holds the soft, warm 

little lump in his hand. He looks down at the ground. He’s never been so high 

up before and gets a nasty feeling in his stomach. Like the world is swaying in 

the breeze. A feeling that makes him wonder if he will ever manage to get down 

again. 

 How is he going to climb back down with the chick in his hand? He puts 

this feeble little critter in his pocket. A feeble critter that is coming home with 

Lukas. It’s going to be Lukas’ pet bird. Right now, the chick is sitting there, 

alive in his pocket. Lukas can feel its warmth against his thigh. It’s crawling 

around in there! The bigger birds are now swooping so closely that Lukas can 

feel the gusts from their wingbeats against his face. Screaming and flapping 

wildly, right over his head. His foot slips on a branch and nausea washes 

through his stomach again. A wave of pain through his body. He needs to be 

careful. Imagine poor Mum if he didn’t come home. Mum does love Alma the 

most, but she would still be very upset if Lukas died. It’s always sad when 

someone passes away. Maybe Alma would be sad too. But there’s no need to be 

scared. Lukas is good at climbing. Even when he has a little chick in his pocket 

and squawking birds are shooting around his head. Soon he arrives at the 

lowest branch. Then he has to jump the rest. He has to risk it, but he doesn’t 

feel totally safe. He’s high up, and the ground looks very solid. He waits for a 

moment. Maybe all this doubt will go away. But it doesn’t. Carefully, he 

removes the chick from his pocket. 

 “I have to jump down,” Lukas tells the chick. 
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 The chick doesn’t care. 

 “I’m going to count to three, then I’ll do it,” Lukas says. 

 He counts to three, but doesn’t move a muscle. Then he starts to panic 

about getting even more frightened. So he just jumps. 

 He made it! He doesn’t hurt anywhere, either. But the fear still has a 

hold on him. It’s sitting there in his chest, hammering away. The birds are all 

still screeching and squawking away. The chick is wriggling with something in 

his hands. A practically transparent little bug.  

“Tonight you won’t have to sleep outside,” says Lukas. “You can be 

happy that I came to get you. Now you’ll be fed with bread and cheese.” 

 

He doesn’t see anyone on the road, which is probably for the best. But when he 

sees his house, Lukas stops still. How is he going to handle the next bit? Mum 

is definitely going to find out he has a bird. She might get angry. But then 

again. she might understand how important it is that Lukas becomes the boy 

with a bird. He needs her to understand. 

 Quietly, he creeps in to the house. Mum and Alma are in the living room. 

He places the bird in a little box under his bed. Together with his comics, his 

old belt and his sunglasses.  

 “Lukas!” Mum shouts. “Is that you?” 

 “Yes, it’s just me,” Lukas replies. 

He walks into the living room, opening the door carefully in case Alma is 

standing just on the other side. 

 “What are you up to?” asks Mum. 

 “Nothing in particular,” answers Lukas. He looks down at the floor, then 

out the window, trying to look as innocent as he can. 

 “Look at me,” Mum says. 

 

Lukas stares into Mum’s face. It isn’t easy, but he manages it. 

 “I can see on your face that there’s something,” Mum says. 

 “What?” 
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 “Yep. And you know what it is,” Mum adds. 

 “There’s nothing,” says Lukas. He feels as calm as a stone. He feels 

surprised by how calm he feels. 

 “Have you been out in the woods? You have dirt in your hair.” 

 “We played for a bit in the woods. Me and Nico. Can I have a baby bird?” 

 “Pardon?” 

 “I want to have a pet bird. Then I can look after him from when he was 

little.” 

 “What a load of rubbish. Of course you can’t have a baby bird. It would 

just die, anyway.” 

 “Why would it die?” 

 “You shouldn’t do it. You have to leave nature in peace.” 

 “Can I have a sandwich?” 

 “Of course you can have a sandwich. What do you want on it?” 

 

Lukas heads back to his room. The chick is standing with its beak nestled into 

a corner of the box. It looks like it’s trying to hide. Lukas chews on some brown 

cheese, smushes up the slices and and sprinkles the crumbs onto its little pink 

body. But the bird doesn’t seem to be interested. It just stays in the same 

corner, shivering. Doesn’t he understand that this is proper food, bought from 

a shop and everything? 

 Lukas picks up a comic and nudges the box back under the bed with one 

foot. Does he have to take the chick back to its forest again? Climb all the way 

up the high tree and put it back? No. As long as the baby bird stays quiet, it’ll 

be alright. He’s sure to grow feathers and all that stuff soon. Soon he’ll realise 

that Lukas is a nice boy, and everything is going to be alright. 

 

“What are you up to?” asks Mum. All of a sudden, she was there in the door. 

 “Nothing,” Lukas mumbles. “Just reading a comic.” 

 “Everything alright with you, Lukas?” 

 “Yes.” 
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 “It’s nice that you want to read your magazines. Do you want any more 

sandwiches?” 

 “No thanks.” 

At bedtime, Lukas takes a biscuit to give to the little bird. He pulls the 

box out from the dark under the bed. The chick is still in the same corner. The 

crumbs from the bread are scattered across its back like bits of dirt. 

 “You have to eat,” Lukas whispers. “You have to grow up to be big and 

strong, to grow wings and everything.” 

 

The next morning, the little chick has gone totally limp. Lukas nudges its weak 

little body, nestled into one corner of the box. The chick falls over and lies there 

barely moving. Something inside of Lukas feels like it fell over, too. He needs to 

lean against the wall. He looks at the slumped body of the bird. 

 Doesn’t it want to live? 

 Why won’t it eat? 

 Why is it just lying down like that? 

 

Mum calls out. Lukas needs to eat his breakfast and go to school. 

 He leaves the house with his satchel on his back. But at school he can 

only think about the baby bird. As everyone is hurrying out of the classroom at 

the end of the day, Lukas is having some very nasty thoughts indeed. In his 

head, he can hear the shrieking of the bird’s mother. She’s squawking about 

how Lukas has taken her baby away. Maybe right now, she is lying in her nest, 

upset. Maybe she is lying there just as limp as her baby. 

 

“There are only three days left until your birthday,” says Nico. He wanders 

across the playground with a smile on his face and gives Lukas a light pat on 

his shoulders. Then he starts doing tricks with his football.  

 “Yeah.”  

 “I’m going to give you money.” 

 “Thanks.” 
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 “You don’t have to thank me until you get it.” 

 

Lukas is jealous of Nico. He doesn’t climb up trees and kidnap birds because 

he wants to be cool. Nico was cool already.  

 Why does Lukas have to be so Lukas all the time? Soon he won’t even 

have his birthday to look forward to anymore, either. In three and a half days, 

it’ll be gone. 

 Suddenly, Lukas feels a rush of joy. He wonders if the baby bird has 

maybe changed its mind and decided to eat up all the crumbs. Perhaps it’s 

stumbling around the box, waiting for Lukas to come back with more food. 

Then maybe Mum will decide it’s alright for him to have a pet chick. And on his 

birthday everyone will stand in line to see his new bird. And one day his little 

bird will begin singing the song of a real thrush. 

 

When Lukas comes home, the baby chick is dead. It’s thin feet are sticking up 

in the air. It feels as cold as a rubber, covered in breadcrumbs and crumbled 

biscuits. 

 Lukas lifts up the chick and blows him. That stupid bird. If he had lived, 

he would have got plenty more sandwiches. On his birthday he could have even 

had pizza and cake. Lukas would have loved him and looked after him, of 

course, and nobody would be allowed to treat him badly. But there’s no use 

blowing on him. Inside that pale, pink body, there’s no life left. 

 

Lukas opens the window and throws out the bird. He plummets down into the 

grass. Lukas wants to forget everything about him. He can’t bear to think 

about that baby bird anymore. That meagre little stupidhead who couldn’t 

manage to eat some perfectly good food.  

 He walks into the bathroom. He sees his face in the mirror. He would 

rather look at his hands. They turn the tap to get some water. They squeeze the 

soap out of its bottle. The soap smells good. His hands rub together, forcefully. 

The soap foams up. He washes it off. Puts on more soap. Washes his hands 
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again. Turns off the tap. He dries his hands on the yellow towel. Glances up at 

the mirror again. 

 He goes down to the living room. Just sit down in a chair and try to 

remember that you’re Lukas. 

 

“What’s up?” Mum asks. 

 “Nothing.” 

 “Are you feeling under the weather?” 

 “Maybe.” 

 “Aww, that’s too bad. Right before your birthday and everything.” 

 She rests the back of her hand against his forehead. Oh, that hand feels 

so good, Lukas thinks. She says that he hasn’t got a temperature. He hasn’t 

got a fever. She asks him if he hurts anywhere. Nothing hurts, he says. He’s 

just tired. School was so hectic today. 

 

“Yes, well. We can all get a bit worn out now and then,” Mum reminds 

him. 

 “Yeah.” 

 “So it’s important we learn to take it easy sometimes. Just like me and 

my writing job.” 

 “Sure.” 

 

It feels like a good thing and a bad thing that Mum is nagging him like this. It’s 

good because it’s mum. Words from her are always so great. It sounds like she 

cares about him. But it’s a bad thing because now he has to keep the baby bird 

a secret. He’s done something Mum can never know about. It is lying there, 

hidden in his thoughts. Now he has to spend all the time being aware of it, so it 

doesn’t pop up and show itself. 

 

All of a sudden, he springs up and bolts out of the door. But he can’t find the 

chick in the grass. Maybe a cat found it. Cats eat birds. Lukas was thinking 
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that he wanted to bury the baby bird. But it’s not there. Everything looks so 

normal. Perhaps everything is going to be normal again. Perhaps there’s 

nothing to worry about. 
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