The Blackbird – a short story
On many requests here is a British version of my short story The Blackbird. It was first published in Danish in 1998 and then in American in 2003. Thanks for your support and enjoy:

The Blackbird
Alexander was my cousin. He was an artist and he lived in a studio loft between SoHo and TriBeCa. He painted in a style that he referred to as pop-impressionistic expressionism, wherefore he called his paintings PIE-paintings. They often represented pies, by the way, and I remember that we joked about it all the way uptown. You see, outside Alexander’s building a man was selling roses. Pink roses wrapped in tinfoil and placed in a big light-blue plastic bucket. Not that that was particularly funny, but….

    The guy was sitting next to the bucket, directly on the pavement. He was reading a book on primal scream therapy while balancing a box on his lap in which lay a half-eaten strawberry pie. That was what we’d been joking about, Alex saying that he ought to use the guy as a PIE-model.

    It was the first time I visited Alexander on Manhattan so he took me out for dinner at Café Une Deux Trois that night. It was quite expensive, but the tablecloths were made of paper and we were handed crayons so we could draw and write on them. And look at what other people had been drawing and writing. Alex drew a portrait of me and I wrote a tribute to my beautiful blond cousin. Afterwards we drank rye whiskey.

Around 1 a.m. we decided to go home. We found ourselves on Times Square so it was actually Alex who wanted to go home and me whom he had persuaded to do so as well. In reality I felt much more like looking at the bright lights of Broadway. It was August and it was hot. Eighty-three degrees although it was in the middle of the night. There were people everywhere. A beggar without legs passed us on a skateboard. In each hand he had a heavy, old-fashioned iron that he used for dragging himself forward. The sight made me think about the young blackbird in the light well at Nan’s.
    Nan’s house had light wells in front of the basement windows in the backyard. Young blackbirds and sparrows and other chicks often fell into those light wells without being able to get out again. They simply did not have enough brains to figure out how to get past the bars. We young ones used to fish those young ones out of the wells in order for them to live on, but one day Alex and I found a blackbird that we couldn’t help.

We were about fourteen years old back then and the episode made quite an impression on me. This little blackbird had fallen into the light well, but first a cat had manhandled it or it had been manhandled after it fell down. In any case it was missing both a leg and an eye and all in all it was completely incomprehensible that it was still alive. The position of its wings looked all wrong and just like the legless beggar tried to drag himself forward with the irons, so did the bird try to drag itself on with its broken wings.

    I started to cry the moment I saw it. I knew that it was in pain and I knew that I couldn’t help it. No vet in the world would be able to help it. When Alex lifted up the bird from the light well, he too had tears streaming down his face.

    “Don’t look now,” he said and as I turned my head away, I knew that he killed the bird.

    In some way I admired Alexander for being able to kill. I couldn’t myself, which Alex very well knew. Sure, it sounds very sweet and innocent not to be able to kill, but in situations like this is was a major disadvantage. Here a quick killing was the only humane thing to do.

    When I looked at Alexander again, he was crying over the life that he had taken. I kissed the tears away, fully aware of him having a dead body in his hands. The cripple dragged himself on with the irons in his hands. At least he had a life. Nobody said that it was a good life, but it was a life that didn’t need to be taken. I looked at Alex. He was watching the cripple, too, and as our eyes met I knew that we’d both been thinking about the blackbird.

Back home Alex bought all the roses from the guy with the strawberry pie and the primal scream theory. Alexander later told me that he hadn’t seen him since. Instead a blackbird often sits on the windowsill of his studio window.
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