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Sample translation 

 

1. The Football World Cup 
 
It has finally stopped raining, and I can stay out on the veranda again, drawing the 
castle. As the shadows from the tree creep across the sketchpad, my castle 
approaches completion. The tower, the gates, the windows. It’s going to be so big and 
tall. The archers above the gates look almost finished. 
 “Andreas!” Mum calls out. Her voice rings out from the open kitchen 
window. My pencil stops. “When were you going out to play football again?” Her 
head sticks out of the window like a bird peeking out from its box. 
 Sara and I are planning to play football with the other school kids that 
didn’t go on holiday. We are going to play out every match from the world cup this 
summer. My legs tremble just thinking about it. 
 “We’re playing at 12!” I call back. 
 “But you’ll be back in time for dinner, right?” Mum yells up from her 
birdbox. “It’s pizza night, so you should invite Sara along!” 
 I nod, smiling at the thought of Mum as a bird. “Also, you can use it as an 
excuse to practise the piece for the church concert in front of a small audience,” Mum 
shouts. “I bet she’d like to hear it!” She vanishes through the window again. 
 The church concert. The highlight of Ljåvik Weekend. I am supposed to 
play at the concert, even though the piece is a little difficult. I’m both looking forward 
to and dreading the idea of playing the organ in front of a church packed full of 
people.  
 “What ya doin?”  
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 Sara is suddenly standing behind the garden gate. She has on her red 
Arsenal kit, and under her arm is her brand new football. 
 “Drawing,” I reply, but begin to collect my colouring pencils right away. 
 “Are you gonna be drawing for a while, then?” she asks, and starts doing 
kick-ups with the ball. 
 “I’m finishing up now,” I reply, shuffling the paper together into a big pile 
before shoving the pencils into my colouring box. I grab the box and the paper and 
rush inside. 
 “Finally,” I hear her mumble. It’s like the sound of the ball is calling to me. 
I fling my stuff into the corridor, whack on my football boots, grab the book with the 
list of matches and run back out to meet her. 
 Sara has always been my best friend, ever since pre-school. She was born 
just a month before me, but she’s much more than a month better than me at 
football. She got that brand-spanking new world cup football for her birthday last 
week. It sparkles in the sun as it bounces up and down on her boots. Size 4. Just 
perfect. I want a ball just like that.  
 “Ready,” I tell her as I wander over, trying not to mess up her kick-ups. 
She elegantly brings the ball to the ground and lets it roll a little way down the slope, 
before she balances her left foot on top and regains control. The grey pattern twinkles 
in the sunshine. The bronze logo, too. 
 “Mum said you could stop by for pizza later, if you want,” I tell her. Sara 
nods, then returns her focus to the ball.  
 “Sure thing!”she shouts. Sara loves to have dinner with us.  
 A voice rings out from the kitchen window. “And then you get to hear 
Andreas play, too!” I jump, and mess up my pass back. The ball rolls right into the 
hedge. 
 “Time to go!,” I snap, crawling into the hedge to get back the ball. “Cmon!” 
I feel my cheeks burn red. 
 "Nice set-up, Organmeister Andreas!” Sara smirks, and begins to laugh. I 
find myself laughing too. She loves to call me that. At least it’s better than Mr 
Messes-Up-Passes.  
 We pass back and forth as we make our way down the road that goes to 
school. About halfway along the way is Sara’s house and the campsite her mother 
runs. She is out washing the windows of the cabin by the swimming pool. 
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 We are busy passing back and forth, when we suddenly hear something 
behind us. We turn around to see a big, black car zooming around the bend, towing a 
jam-packed light-grey trailer. A blue tarpaulin has been fastened over the trailer with 
tight belts. The car doesn’t turn into the campsite and instead drives right past us. 
There are two grown-ups in the front, and in the back sits a boy with a baseball cap. 
He smiles at us as the car vanishes off towards school. 
 “They must be the ones moving into the new house up at the housing 
estate,” Sara says. 
 I just stand there staring at the black car. Who was that boy smiling at me? 
I have a strange feeling I have seen him before. 
 “Come on, Andreas! We need to see where they’re going.” Sara yanks at 
my arm, hard, and we take off towards school. I look up towards the housing estate. 
The new house is hidden behind some trees, but I can’t see the car anywhere. 
 At the pitch, Randi, Abdi and Sindre are sitting on a bench. Randi is 
sporting her blue Chelsea kit. Abdi and Sindre both support Man City, so they’re in 
light blue. All three are sat staring at their phones and don’t hear us coming. Sara 
places the ball on the floor. She takes a few steps back. Jogging slowly towards the 
ball, she glances at her target... then boots it. The ball flies a perfect arc towards 
Randi. She looks up at the sound just before it slams into her legs. 
 “SCUFF!” bellows Sara, so loud that I have to put my hands over my ear. 
“Ha! Guess you’re the goalie then!” We laugh, then get ready to start the first of the 
world cup games - Germany vs Uruguay. I’m on Sara’s team - thank goodness. 
 
Us Germans win the game 4-3, with Sara scoring a hattrick. Then Nigeria beats 
Slovakia. I’m responsible for noting down all the results in the matchbook, with 
league tables and everything. 
 “We’re playing again tomorrow, right?” asks Abdi as we get ready to head 
home. He and Sindre are busy kicking the ball back and forth. “I want to play 
Somalia.” 
  
 
 
    “Sure! Eleven o clock?” suggests Randi. She lies down on the ground in the sun and 
squints at her phone. I want to put forward a different time. Tomorrow is Sunday, 
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which means I have church service at 11. I’m about to say so, but Sindre beats me to 
the punch. 
 “Eleven is perfect,” he says. 
 I look at Sara. I know we have the same thing on our minds: We are going 
to need to find a way to get out of church service. We always go to church at eleven 
on Sundays. Normally to help out my mum. We carry in the cross for the priest, 
arrange the flowers when there is a baptism, and light the candles during prayer. 
Then we usually hide away in Dad’s gallery until after the service is finished. Then we 
play the organ with him. 
 It’s actually quite fun helping out at the church. But we can’t miss the 
world cup! 
 “Sure,” says Sara before I can open my mouth. “Let’s call it eleven.” 
 I hope she has a good plan. We’ve never skived off church service before. 
 
 
 
 
 
2. The Boy with the Baseball Cap 
 
We are just finishing off Sunday breakfast, and I didn’t eat much. Only a few 
mouthfuls of scrambled egg. It feels as though my nerves are taking up all the room 
in my stomach. 
 “Shall we head up to church together, or do you want to wait for Sara?” 
Mum asks, as she tidies the food away into the cupboard. 
 “I… I can’t!” I can tell that my voice is weirdly loud. 
 “You can’t? You can’t what?” 
 “Go to church!” 
 “Oh yeah?” Mum turns around and my guilty conscience washes into my 
stomach. “But weren’t you and Sara going to help with the candles today? And you 
were  
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going to practice for the concert afterwards, weren’t you? Ljåvik Weekend isn’t too 
far away!” I wish I could say yes, but I promised Sara I would refuse. I can’t very well 
miss day two of the world cup. 
 “No... I just can’t,” I tell her, looking away. 
 “Come on, Andreas, please. Your Dad’s playing!” 
 “Dad always plays! And I… I don’t want to waste every Sunday this 
summer holiday spending all day in the church! Anyway, I’m… I’m sick!” I snap, 
leaping to my feet and then stomping over to the stairs. I hope mum believes me. I 
cough weakly a few times. 
 “But…” Mum is speechless. I race up the stairs, slam my bedroom door 
behind me and throw myself into bed with my head under the covers. 
 Footsteps come creaking up the staircase almost right away. Mum is 
probably coming to tell me that I have to go. I turn onto my side and pull the duvet 
tight over my head. I tense my muscles and prepare to start coughing again. 
 As Mum’s footsteps approach my room, my heart starts to hammer. But 
she doesn’t knock. She doesn’t even open the door. I try to lie there stock still under 
the duvet as I hear mum flushing the toilet, then washing her hands. After a long 
while, I hear the stairs creaking again. I feel myself let out a sigh, as my body boils 
with adrenalin. 
 My plan worked. 
 
The others are already on the pitch, ready for day 2 of the world cup. We split up into 
teams, this time three against two. I’m playing on Randi and Sindre’s team, and we’re 
Italy. Abdi and Sara are playing as Somalia. Sara is standing ready with the ball. All 
of a sudden, we hear two short beeps from a car. Spinning around, we see a black car 
parked at the bus stop. 

“That’s the car we saw yesterday! Let’s go and say hello!” Sara cries out, racing 
off towards the car. Randi goes to chase after her, then Abdi and Sindre. I follow up 
behind. 
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“Why hello there!” calls out a deep voice from the front window. The man in 
the driver’s seat has big sunglasses, a leather jacket and a long, dark beard. 

“So I take it you’ve just moved to Ljåvika?” Sara’s the one who speaks first, of 
course. She never feels the least bit frightened. Ever. 

“Sure have,” replies the gruff voice. “But I thought it was time to introduce you 
to this little fellow.” 

The man turns around. As he does so, the tinted, electric rear window slides 
down, slowly. “Come on, Viljar, greet them properly. Stick out your hand! These are 
your new friends.”  

The boy has kind eyes, and his light hair pokes out from beneath the baseball 
cap. Where have I seen him before? And why is he smiling at me? He’s wearing a 
black hat with a red logo. Could it be a liver bird? My heart starts beating faster. 
Imagine if it is! 

It is hard to make out the logo from behind Randi, Abdi and Sindre. They each 
take turns introducing themselves, and it isn’t until the boy reaches his hand out to 
shake mine that I see it. That is no Liverpool bird. It’s a red devil. The new kid is a 
Man U fan. 

“My name’s Viljar. And you? What’s your name?” His voice is calm and nice. 
Not like his father’s, which is gruff and self-assured. Suddenly, I can’t come up with a 
response. All I can think about is United. And the devil. 

“Andreas!” Sara jabs me in the side. “He’s trying to shake your hand!” I reach 
out my hand and mumble Andreas, before pulling it back again and looking at my 
feet. 

“Where are you going to live?” asks Sara. She smiles at the boy with the red 
devil. 

“Up at the housing estate,” Viljar answers back. “In the light grey house with 
the double garage.” 
 “Well it’s time for us to be going. But it’s nice to see that you all enjoy kick-
abouts. Viljar is a football player too!” The man smiles as the rear window slides up 
again. The boy is still smiling from his seat as he slowly vanishes behind black glass. 
Together with the red devil. 

The car trundles off towards the village centre. 
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“Well that Viljar was nice,” says Sara. As if she can make up her mind just like 
that. Already sure that this new kid is nice. It’s so typical of Sara to make such rash 
decisions. 

“Yeah, he seemed really friendly,” says Randi. Well, of course she would agree. 
“But he supports United.” I just had to come out and say it. The new kid in 

Ljåvika is a Man U fan. 
“Well, yeah, but that doesn’t stop him from being nice.” Sara says, stubbornly. 

I don’t respond. Just walk off towards the pitch. 
Suddenly, I get the urge to kick the ball as hard as I can. Viljar. United. The 

devil. Of all the boys in all the world, why did a boy like that have to move into the 
new house? 

 
 
 *********************************************************************** 
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