
The Bird’s Eye View 
 
By Sasha  
 
“Good night Heather,” my parents called. 
“Good night!” I called out.  Soft footsteps padded away.  An open window allowed repeating cool gusts of breeze to 
sneak around the room, passing the glass ornamental birds and rocking the flying figures back and forth.  Finally, the 
delicate wind wrapped around the floating gulls, gannets and guillemots.  I watched the model birds as they moved 
about my ceiling.  A longing to skim the sea, command the skies and puncture the clouds.  I slowly closed my eyes, 
still trying to stay awake and savour the thoughts. 
 
I heard the faint tick of a clock and the soft shushing sound of the sea.  The salty smell of the ocean was captivating.  I 
thought of the birds and blinked away the brightness of the sun,  I was disorientated and woozy.  Yawning, my eyes 
opened to reveal a long orange beak just in front of my face.  Lifting my hand, a black and feathered arm appeared. 
 
Excitement soared within me.  My lifelong wish had come true.  I pushed myself from the bed, attempting to fly.  
Slowly, I flapped my wings, harder and harder, until a feeling of lightness came over me.  I looked down at my black 
feet.  I was hovering just above the ground.  I was flying!  Gasping, I flapped harder.  Now I was out the window, past 
the beach, past the squawking tourists enjoying a sunny morning.  The blue abyss swallowed up the coastline.  Now I 
was at sea.  I soared amongst the clouds and glided on sunbeams.   
 
Then, an idea came into my head.  I shot down like a bullet.  I sped towards the foam topped waves and my head 
torpedoed the surface, as I dove down.  Silver and grey fish encircled me.  It was wondrous.  But all of a sudden a 
ghostly white shape floated around and enveloped me, tangling my foot in its tentacles.  It was a plastic strait-jacket.  I 
turned and churned in the water, but couldn’t escape.  Suddenly this wasn’t a dream.  It was too vivid.  Too terrifying.  
I stared wide eyed upwards, towards the sky, wishing I could climb out of these waves and back into the freedom of 
the beyond.  My lungs screamed.  Blood pumped in my head and neck. I kicked out again and again, begging for air. 
 
Finally, I broke through the surface, drops of water exploding off me like shattered glass.  Deep breaths and soothing 
air filled me quickly.  Relief.  The plastic that had wrapped me was floating onward, slowly descending into the depths. 
 
My wings were badly strained but they limped me back to land where a rock gave me stability and peace.  But that 
peace quickly evaporated as I realised just how many birds succumbed like this.  I was still thinking about my 
dangerous encounter as the sun set. 
 
I woke and stretched my wings to fly upwards, when I realised I was human again.  I lay on my bed, thinking, thinking.   


