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Review	from	the	weekly	newspaper	Dag	&	Tid:	

“The overarching moral of the story is about self-worth, freedom and integrity. Along the way, 

Nortun succeeds in entertaining his audience, creating tension and arriving at a grand finale with 

an unexpected and poetic betrayal of a summer fling. Despite the fact that the hero's dream of 

owning a new phone is a driving narrative force in the narrative, the story reminds you of classic 

friendship stories from children's literature, where nature is a playground and figures of authority 

all come tumbling down. A classic children’s novel with a modern twist. With crazy discoveries 

and childish courage, Sander is a nod to other great antiheroes of the literary canon and stands 

out as a modern Tom Sawyer for a new generation of readers.” 	
 
 
Sample	translation	
 
Chapter 1: 

The summer holiday began with a seagull pooing in my 

hair. 

 Me and Tomas had stopped by the seagull colony 

to see how big their chicks had grown. They could 

already fly and were all out screeching and squawking. 

The parents swooped down at us threateningly until one 

of them eventually landed a crap on me right in the 

noggin. We sprinted back to our bikes and Tomas dried 

off my hair with a clump of moss. I shoved on my helmet 

again in case a seagull flew by on another bombing raid.  

 “You got the money?” asked Tomas. “Pedersen is 

bound to only accept cash.” 

 I rummaged a hand through my pockets and felt the coins jangling around inside. I had 

come straight from the barbers and that seagull had dropped its poo right on my new haircut. 

But at home I had lied about haircuts going up in price, and now we had the last kroners we 

needed. 
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 We hopped onto the saddles as we bumped and rattled our way down the narrow, 

uneven gravel path.  

 Pederson’s house was long, white and old. One of the windows had been nailed shut with 

plywood. Through the tall grass, you could see a path up to the door. A man came out wearing a 

boiler suit, with the zip pulled down to his belly. 

 “Morning,” said Pedersen. “What are you lads after, then?” 

 “Hens,” Tomas replied. 

 Pedersen plodded his arched back over to the henhouse, and we followed close behind. 

Eight little chickens were running around the cage. Tomas pointed at a hen with brown, 

black and green spots and said it was the one he wanted.  

 “Are you after a speckled one too, then?” Pedersen asked me. 

 I didn’t know what speckled meant, so I asked for a brown one. 

 Pedersen stepped into the cage and caught both hens, placed them into a cardboard 

banana crate, put a lit on top and sealed it all up with silvery grey gaffa tape. 

 “And you young ‘uns always want to pay with your mobiles, I suppose?” Pedersen asked. 

“Or are you still using card?” 

He pulled an iPhone out of his boiler suit pocket. 

“Nope,” Tomas mumbled.  “Do you take cash?” 

 We paid him and strapped the chicken’s crate to the back of Tomas’ bike. 

 Pederson gave us some good advice about chicken food and care. Hens need oystershell 

sand to bathe in, and the calcium to make nice, hard egg shells. Pederson gave us a tip off about 

plenty of usable sand on Nordvika beach. Nordvika was close by, so me and Tomas rode over. 

The sand next to the road was nearly bright white and full of tiny broken shells. We shovelled 

the white seasand into the two plastic bags Pedersen had given us. 

 In the grass above the beach, lots of litter had been left behind from someone’s barbecue. 

Paper plates, half-eaten hot dog buns, ketchup and dark-red barbecue sauce. Tomas squirted 

some sauces onto a rock and mixed it together with a stick. It looked like thick blood. 

 I smeared some of the blood sauce on my arm. Tomas took a pic with his phone, and in 

the photo it looked like a proper gash. 

 “A four on the damage meter!” I said. 

 “Three,” Tomas corrected. “It doesn’t look very deep.” 

 We made a pool of ketchup and barbecue sauce on the road, then I rubbed some of the 

red gunk on my face and on my hands. Then I lied down on the road with my mouth agape and 
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my eyes open and blank. Tomas snapped another pic, and it looked like the blood pool was 

coming out of me. 

 “A six on the damage meter,” Tomas exclaimed. “Get ready for the film!” 

 I squirted some ketchup in my mouth and lied down on the road. Tomas started filming 

as I belched out the ketchup with a puke-worthy bleurgh! The film made it look like real blood 

was pouring out of my mouth. 

 “Seven on the damage meter!” Tomas cried. 

 “Eight,” I disagreed. “The blood from my mouth might be insides blood from somewhere 

deep in my guts.” 

 Far down the road we could just about see two little dots. Two people were standing on 

the road next to the horse farm. Tomas guessed they might be Erik and Ivan, because Erik’s 

grandfather was the one who owned the horses. Then Tomas was sure that Erik and Ivan must 

have decided to pop down to the beach. And now they were about to be caught on camera. 

Without them knowing. 

 We put together some more fake blood and I sprawled out my body in the middle of the 

road with my bike upside-down. Tomas hid in the bushes, mobile at the ready. 

 “I’ll come out when they phone for help,” Tomas stage-whispered. 

 I gave him the thumbs up - I couldn’t speak, of course, because my mouth was filled with 

ketchup blood. 

 

Chapter 2 

I could hear the sound of crunching gravel. Erik and Ivan must be cycling seriously quickly. But 

this was no bike wheels. It was the sound of an engine and tyres. I lifted my head warily and saw 

a small, mint-green car which I recognised from the school car park. It belonged to Malin, 

Tomas’ teacher. 

 Malin braked and swung out onto the side of the road. The front wheels slid in the mood  

and the bonnet collided into a tree. Malin stormed out, crying: 

 “Sander! Sander! Can you hear me?” 

 I was in a coma, at least eight on the damage meter, so I didn’t reply. I struggled to stay 

still and hold down the laughter inside me. A little bit of ketchup blood escapes my mouth and 

begins to dribble down my cheeks. 

 For one brief moment, I cracked open my eyes. Long enough to see that Malin was 

pulling a sanitary pad from her pocket. She unfolded it and dried my mouth and face. The fabric 

was soft and dry and sucked up all the ketchup blood. It tickled like crazy. 
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 “Oh Sander darling,” Malin cried. “Sander darling, my dear, sweet little nephew!” 

 Nephew? I fought as hard as I could to remain in my coma. I wasn’t Malin’s nephew. She 

wasn’t my aunt. What was she on about? 

 “Let’s pray for you!” Malin cried. 

 Malin could rarely speak a single word without telling everyone that her and her whole 

family were very Christian. 

 If Tomas was able to pick up the sound from those bushes, then this film was going to be 

complete gold.  

 “Dear Jesus,” Malin began. “Dear God. Dear friend of mine. May your power come to us 

now. I am sorry for not doing more for Sander at school. I should have stopped Erik and Ivan 

when they teased him. I promise that we, who are rich, shall help the poor who live in the slums. 

This I swear, as long as you permit Sander to wake up and come back unscathed to the land of 

the living!” 

 The words Malin spoke caused my thoughts to spin into dark clouds. Firstly, she started 

speaking like I was her nephew and she was my aunt. And then she went on about teasing and 

about helping poor people in the slums. And about coming back to life. Did she think I had really 

kicked the bucket? A perfect ten on the damage meter?  

 “The ambulance will get here soon,” said Malin. “I rang 113 as soon as I saw you. I told 

them there had been an accident in Nordvika, and someone was lying dead in the road. They 

promised to send help as fast as they could. Oh dear, sweet nephew of mine!” 

 Now Tomas had to come out. Malin had already phoned for help, so now Tomas needed 

to run out and tell Malin to smile for the camera. Come on, I screamed in my head. Hurry up, 

Tomas! 

 Malin began to poke at my mouth, trying to open it. I kept it shut tight. My mouth was 

full of ketchup, and I couldn’t spit it out until I knew Tomas was watching. 

 All of a sudden, Malin pinched my nostrils so tightly that I couldn’t breathe. I knew what 

was next. 

 The kiss of life.  

 Malin was about to blow all this ketchup in my mouth into my lungs. Malin would 

straight up kill me. Before long, the murder case would be all over the headlines: Christian 

teacher drowns innocent student in deadly ketchup kiss on first day of summer. 

 If Tomas came out now, he might be able to get himself some terrifying close-ups of the 

nasty event that led to my demise. 

 Malin took a deep breath.  
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She bent down. 

Then I spouted everything out as hard as a whale. 

The stream of ketchup hit her right in her face. 

I sprang to my feet, so she could tell there was absolutely nothing wrong with me. 

Malin stayed sitting still on the gravel path. She looked as though she had seen a ghost. 

And that was exactly what she had done, because I had just risen from the dead. In one second I 

had slid from ten down to zero on the damage meter. 

“My prayers have been answered,” Malin croaked, her face covered in little splotches of 

ketchup. 

“Get away from me!” I shouted. 

“Have I sinned?” she asked. 

Malin looked terrified. I needed to calm her down. I needed to say something nice. 

Preferably something from the bible, because that was the kind of thing she enjoyed. 

“Fear not,” I proclaimed. 

Malin stared. Her mouth was open, but she didn’t make a sound. 

“You shalt be with child,” I declared. 

Malin’s eyes rolled skywards. She slumped back and her head landed smack bang in the 

middle of a puddle of ketchup. 

My heart was thumping like a helicopter. Thump thump thump. What have we done? We 

needed to get out of here. Where did Tomas get to with his phone? 

“Tomas!” I yelled. 

No response. 

Thump, thump, thump, went my heart. 

Malin was still breathing. Her chest was going up and down. 

Thump, thump, thump, went my heart, even louder. 

Except it wasn’t the sound of my heart thumping. 

It was a real helicopter. A yellow ambulance helicopter. 

The helicopter zoomed in from the coast, heading right towards me. It kicked up a storm 

in the grass and the bushes as it lowered down and landed on the road. A man and a woman 

leapt out, wearing red and yellow clothes with reflective strips. They sprinted over with a 

stretcher, sat down next to Malin and bent over her. 

“Breath and heartbeat are ok,” the woman declared. 

The man stared at the car that had crashed against the tree trunk. Its door was hanging 

open. 
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“Did you see what happened?” asked the man. 

“She crashed,” I replied. 

The man waited for more. Tomas and I were only after a bit of fun. It was a joke. I had no 

idea how I was going to explain so much going so wrong in such a short amount of time. 

“Ok,” the man said. “She crashed the car into the tree. You were cycling past and let us 

know. Is that how it was?” 

“She rang while she was driving,” I said. 

I made it no further before the man cut me off. 

“People obviously never learn that phones and cars don’t go well together.” 

They put a kind of collar around Malin’s neck to keep her head supported. Then they 

carefully lifted her onto the stretcher and fastened her in with straps. 

This was the moment she woke up. 

“I met Jesus,” Malin whispered. 

“You met a tree,” the man replied. 

“An angel appeared,” Malin said. 

“Have you hurt your head?” the man asked. 

“I’m going to have a baby,” Malin explained. 

The man noticed something on the ground. The sanitary pad Malin had dried my face 

with. In the centre of it was a big splodge of ketchup blood. 

“Are you completely certain you’re going to have a baby?” the man asked. 

“Yes,” whispered Malin. “The angel told me so.” 

“Alright,” the man replied. “If the angel insists, we can do a pregnancy test when we get 

to the hospital.” 

The walkie-talkie the woman was wearing on her uniform crackled to life. A voice asked 

about the status of the accident site. 

The woman picked up and answered: “A car crashed into a tree. The patient is a woman, 

she can’t take care of herself, is possibly in shock and she seems rather confused. The patient 

doesn’t have any visible external injuries, but her hair and face are covered in tomato sauce.” 

“Tomato sauce?” repeated the voice on the radio. 

“Yep. Or barbecue sauce. There’s an empty bottle on the side of the road.” 

“This was a stroke of luck,” the male paramedic told me. “We were coming straight back 

from an emergency drill with the helicopter, and we were only a few minutes away when we got 

word about the accident. You’re a hero!” 
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The man patted me on the shoulder. They carried Malin into the helicopter, closed the 

door and gave me a wave. The engine roared and the rotors made a sandstorm out of the dry 

gravel road. The helicopter gradually lifted up and vanished off into the distant city and its 

hospital. 

 

Chapter 3  

Eventually, Tomas crept out from behind the bushes. We stood in the middle of the road until 

the sounds of the helicopter had faded away. The summer holidays had started out so well. We 

had bought some chickens and got hold of some good oyster shell sand. Now Malin’s car had 

crashed into a tree. The prank series had turned into a disaster film. To make matters worse, 

when we watched it over again on the phone, we could see that the recording was complete 

rubbish. The bushes were too thick and in the way, everything was too far apart, and we couldn’t 

make out anything that was happened. The picture bounced around and nothing was in focus 

because Tomas was so scared that he couldn’t manage to keep the camera steady. When the 

helicopter arrived, he had crept even further into the bushes. The end of the film was basically 

just a close-up of grass and heather. Strong, gallant Tomas, a year older than me. The one who 

snickered whenever I acted cautiously or wasn’t brave enough. This time he had been the one 

scared out of his wits, even though I was the one playing dead in the middle of the road and 

vomiting up fake blood. 

“We have to keep quiet about this,” Tomas said, his voice shaking. 

We lept onto the bikes and fled. On the back of Tomas’ bike, the hens were clucking away 

in their crate. I teetered dangerously with a heavy bag of sand on each handlebar. 

That was when the two we had been wanting to prank came past. Tomas had been right, 

too. It was Ivan and Erik. But Tomas was wrong about the most important thing. Ivan and Erik 

weren’t riding bikes - they were walking. They probably hadn’t been heading to Nordvika at all, 

but were only coming now because of the helicopter. 

“What was the helicopter about?” Ivan shouted. “Did you see what happened?” 

“We haven’t got a clue,” Tomas responded. “We were just getting some oystershell sand 

for our chickens.” 

“Oyster shell?” Erik jeered. 

“Chickens!” Ivan scoffed. 

They cackled their worst cackles, just like they did at school. 

“Dumb idiots!” Ivan shouted. “If you catch an accident on film, you can sell it to VG news 

for thousands of kroner! It might even go viral!” 
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Erik and Ivan ran on to Nordvika. They were definitely going to take photos of the 

ketchup blood for VG news. 

“We should check if there’s anything worth selling on the film,” I said. 

“Forget it!” Tomas replied. “Calling out a helicopter probably costs like a million kroner. 

We could be sued! And the film is evidence! I’m deleting everything.” 

Deleting everything! My head spun. Thousands of kroner! Delete everything? I imagined 

the new phone I could get myself, one that cost thousands of kroner. In my imagination the 

phone would have a propeller that lifted it into the air and flew away just like a helicopter.  

Thousands of kroner, maybe a million, all gone in a cloud of smoke. 

Then I was struck by another thought. One that was difficult to shake. Malin had called 

me her nephew. She wasn’t my aunt. But Malin did have a brother - Håkon. Håkon used to drive 

mum to and from work. Almost every day, Håkon’s black Mercedes would stop outside our 

house. Håkon and Mum. It clicked. Are Mum and Håkon… a couple? 

It couldn’t be true. I wished it was Håkon who had driven by Nordvika and crashed his 

black Mercedes. I wished it was Håkon who had been rescued in the helicopter. Then I wouldn’t 

be regretting it for a moment. Sending Håkon to hospital would have been worth every single 

one of those million kroner. 
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