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 This day was just like any other day in the fall. The trees were shimmering with 

yellow, red, and orange as the wind blew through their leaves, plucking some and sending 

them sailing through the air to carpet the ground in shades of yellow and brown. The 

bushes still had some green on them, but they were fading into the colors of the fall and 

preparing for winter. The sky was icy blue, a big, puffy gray-white cloud covering the sun. 

Many other clouds wandered aimlessly across the sky, changing shape and size all the 

time. Birds chirped happy little tunes across the park, singing to themselves and the other 

inhabitants of the little forest. The frosty air bit at my cheeks and made my bare fingers 

tingle, but I didn’t mind. I loved taking a walk through the little park - especially in the 

mornings, when shafts of golden sunlight shone through gaps between the trees.
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  But today I decided to take a walk in the early afternoon. I could feel the rocks 

and branches in the path through the thin soles of my shoes and watched as the ground 

passed underneath me, when an especially big leaf caught my eye. I wasn’t looking at 

it directly, just something that passed in the corner of my field of vision. In a place as 

peaceful as this, it was easy to get distracted by things as small as an oversized leaf. 

But then I stopped. Taking a closer look at the lemon-yellow leaf, I realized it wasn’t a 

leaf at all.

 It was a bird. 
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 I wasn’t exactly a bird expert. I knew the basic kinds; crows, doves, pigeons, parrots, 

but I didn’t know any of the birds that lived in the parks and forests except the robin. I 

hurried over to the little bird. I was scared it had become the victim of a fox or died of old 

age or from a disease. I hated seeing dead animals, but I always tried to take a close-up 

glimpse of them out of curiosity. For some reason, they always reminded me of those 

jars with a special liquid in them which preserve the dead animal cadavers humans put 

in them. The animals are always stuffed carelessly into the jars and the liquid turns oily 

shades of yellow or red after a while.

 I hoped this bird wasn’t dead. 
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 Up close, the bird was only four or five centimeters long. It had a small but sharp, light-

orange beak and closed eyes. Its underbelly was feathered with yellow, its back was a dark 

shade of lemon with some hints of gray in it, and its tail was slightly darker than its back. 

The bird’s ash-black feet were tucked neatly in, and it lay on its right side so that anyone 

coming from the direction I had could see its underbelly. I thought it was dead, so I started 

walking away quickly, but there hadn’t been any signs of death on the bird except its closed 

eyes. If it was alive and it was just sleeping, I might be able to help it.

 I turned and walked back to the little bird. Crouching, I took a closer look at it, 

fearing the worst. I didn’t see anything unusual at first, but then I noticed it was breathing 

slowly. It was alive after all! 
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 I had no idea what I should do. Was the bird sleeping, or did it faint from shock 

of seeing something scary? I had no idea. I just crouched by the bird’s side, watching it 

carefully, for what seemed like ages. The rest of the world was forgotten. I knew I could 

somehow help this little creature, but I felt helpless. I couldn’t do anything else but stare 

at the bird, wondering what had happened to it, what I should do. This was the first time 

I’d found an injured animal. 

 My mind went blank. 
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 I must have been crouching there for ages, when the bird’s marble black eyes 

blinked open. He looked around a little, then his eyes closed again, slowly. I was pretty 

sure that he’d just woken up and fallen back to sleep. Maybe he’d banged his head 

against something and couldn’t stay awake. Then the bird’s eyes blinked opened again. 

A few moments later, he tried to stand up by flapping his wings and rolling over on his 

belly. It must have taken a lot of effort, because when he was standing on his hind legs, 

he swayed back and forth dizzily. Slowly, his eyes closed again, and his head fell forward 

so that it was balancing on his beak. The bird was asleep again. He didn’t seem to have 

noticed me yet. Somehow, he reminded me of a website where there were videos of 

animals falling asleep. They usually fell asleep on a bed or on the carpet, or on a piece of 

toast.
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 I finally decided that leaving the sleeping little bird here wasn’t a good idea. If he 

didn’t fully wake up soon, a biker would run him over, mistaking him for a leaf. Or a cat 

would discover dinner, though I rarely saw cats here. I reached into my pocket, and took 

out the glove for my right hand. I put it on, then gently picked up the little bird, careful not 

to squeeze him. His eyes opened for a second, but he nodded off again moments later. I 

made a mental note to myself to wash the glove when I got home.
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I started walking, but tried to stay level so that the bird wouldn’t feel seasick. He was warm 

in my hand, even through the glove, and I couldn’t take my eyes off him. It was strangely 

fascinating watching him sleep in my hand. I wouldn’t take him home; that would be too 

terrifying for the poor bird when he woke. I wanted to get to the next bench, sit down and 

wait for him to wake up. Or maybe I could make a little nest out of moss for him and leave 

him there. But then I would never know for sure that he was healthy or if he would ever 

fl y again. 
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 I was pretty excited about all of this. It wasn’t everyday that you find a sleeping bird 

on the park path, and a walk in the park was usually quite uneventful. I’d never been 

this close to one of these birds before. I always saw similar ones in outside cafes and 

restaurants, but they never came close unless you offered them crumbs. When I was 

younger, I’d have fantasies about helping little animals, lost kittens and puppies. I’d hang 

up signs for their owners to pick them up (in my imagination), or I’d save all the animals 

in the pound who didn’t have a home. That was when I was about five or six. 
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 I was sad about the bird. He might never fully recover from whatever had happened 

to him. Maybe he had brain damage and his instincts wouldn’t be able to tell him to fly 

away from  danger. Or he might fall asleep at the most unexpected times, like when he 

was flying. I wouldn’t be able to help him then.

 I could see the bench now. It was about a hundred meters away, but I didn’t speed 

up, in fear of harming the bird. When I was close enough, I could see the bench clearly. 

It was made out of metal and the seat was plastic with graffiti scrawled on it. Under the 

graffiti, the bench was faded mint-green, the nails holding it together darkened by the 

weather. Besides that, it was clean. It stood on a flat cement square next to the path 

where the bushes had been cleared. I sat down on it and gingerly laid the bird down next 

to me on the seat. Suddenly, a name sprung into my head. Clark. I stared at the bird 

and smiled thinly. I should have named him earlier, but better late than never. He didn’t 

exactly look like a Clark, but the name stuck, Clark, the sleeping bird. 

 What if he was a girl though?
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 I bent down and scooped up a couple handfuls of leaves. I bunched them up and 

tucked them underneath Clark. It would serve as a makeshift bed. Then I got a better idea. 

I searched my pockets and took out a pack of tissues. One should be enough. I fished a 

tissue out of the pack and lifted Clark up gently. Then I lay the tissue on the leaves and 

put Clark back down. He looked comfortable enough. 

 While I put away my tissues, I wondered if he was maybe just a young bird who had 

fallen out of his nest while his parents were gone and had knocked himself out when he 

hit the ground. If that was the case, then Clark was a goner. He wouldn’t make it back to 

his nest, even if I helped. But he didn’t look like a baby bird. His feathers were darker than 

they would have been if he was a youngster, so he probably knew how to fly and would not 

have fallen from anywhere. But maybe he’d been asleep on a branch, lost his balance and 

fallen. So far, that was my most likely theory. 
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 I gently stroked Clark’s tail with my gloved finger. It was an incredibly peaceful 

moment. I wanted to stay here and think of all the things and possibilities of what might 

have happened to Clark. It was frustrating, but it was calming, as if all of my own worries 

were temporarily gone. At that quiet moment, it hit me. The answer was was so simple, I 

could have slapped myself for not thinking of it earlier. It was time for the alarm clock to 

ring. I would probably hate myself for this, but I already hated myself for not doing it much 

earlier. I snapped my fingers right next to the bird’s head. Nothing happened. I brought 

both of my hands up, and clapped them loudly over Clark’s head. His eye shot open and 

he squeaked from the shock. He fell away from the tissue and flapped his wings in a flurry, 

driving toward the edge of the bench. I got quite a shock from his sudden burst of action 

too. As I watched, he dropped to the ground like a rock. I leaned forward to see where he’d 

gone. Clark had landed on his two hind legs, and he was wide awake for once! I knew this 

was an incredibly mean thing for me to do again, but it was the only thing I could think of. 

 I stood up and took a few steps closer to Clark, who was breathing rapidly.
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 “BOO!” I shouted.

 It was enough of a scare to send Clark shooting to the sky like a rocket. Within 

seconds, he was out of sight. There was a wide grin on my face, even though I knew I 

shouldn’t have scared him so much. But that wasn’t the only thing I was grinning about. 

 Clark could stand.

 And fly. 

 He was alright and alive.
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