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Dear Reader:

Each of us has dreams we want to accomplish.

We all have a natural desire to be accepted.

The type of recognition we desire goes beyond just being identified by others.

We also want acknowledgment of who we are and what we have accomplished.

We all want our dreams to come true.

We want joy in our life.
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FOREWORD
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Have you ever felt like you didn’t fit in? Like everyone around you had something special, and you were the only one left behind? That’s how Niko felt, a parrot without a talent in a world where everyone else had a gift.

Niko, the Parrot Without Talent is a story about finding yourself, even when the odds are stacked against you. Niko’s journey takes him far from home, across unknown lands, and into the hearts of readers. Along the way, he learns that talent isn’t just something you’re born with, it’s something you discover through hard work, courage, and belief in yourself.

This book is a reminder that everyone has their own path to walk, or in Niko’s case, their own sky to fly. It shows us that it’s okay to be different and that sometimes, what makes us unique is exactly what makes us great.

Whether you’re young or old, this story will inspire you to chase your dreams, face your fears, and believe that you are capable of amazing things.

Join Niko on his incredible adventure, you might just find a piece of yourself in his story.
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Chapter 1:The Parrot Without Talent
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In my eighteen years, I have never truly been happy with who I am. My family surrounds me with love, but it feels like a fragile shell against the world’s cruelty. Almost everyone else on the island mocks me for what I lack. Loneliness wraps itself around me like an ache that seeps into every bone. It hurts everywhere, all at once, a kind of pain you can’t point to but can never escape. How much longer can I wear this mask of happiness? How much longer can I pretend that being labelled an outcast doesn’t crush me?

Wonderland Island is a paradise to most. Thousands of parrots of every imaginable color make the island shimmer like a living rainbow. With its endless beaches, swaying palms, and a sea so turquoise it looks painted, it’s a place where dreams are supposed to come true. Visitors marvel at the lively music, from jazz to rumba, that fills the air. But for me, Wonderland feels more like a cage. Here, you’re only somebody if you have a talent, if you can sing, dance, or play an instrument. Without that, you’re nothing. I have spent my life watching the island celebrate everyone but me.

On Wonderland Island, talent is everything. It’s not wealth or kindness that earns you respect, it’s your ability to sing, dance, or master an instrument. Without talent, you’re invisible. Worse than invisible, you are a failure. And that’s me. Niko, the parrot without talent. I’ve tried to learn. My parents hired professors from every clan, desperate to help me. But no matter how hard I worked, everything I learned slipped away by morning, like a cruel trick. My father barely hides his disappointment. My mother smiles at me, but I see the sadness in her eyes. Even the tourists have read about me in the newspapers. I’m the island joke.

Wonderland Island is home to three great clans, each one proud of its unique talents. From the moment a parrot is hatched, their future is decided: their feathers will shine with their clan’s pride, their wings will carry the rhythm of its traditions, and their voices or movements will echo the skills passed down through generations. That is, unless you’re me, a parrot without a place in any clan.

The Juro Clan is the most disciplined. Their talent lies in mastering instruments, from the delicate strum of the harp to the powerful thrum of the drums. The cockatoos, rosellas, kakarikis, and others who belong to the Juro Clan can transform any melody into a masterpiece. Their musicians play jazz, pop, Soft rock, and classical with such precision and elegance that even visiting parrots from distant lands are left awestruck. They carry themselves with a quiet arrogance, their feathers shining with the confidence of those who have never known failure. To them, failure is taboo, and I’m the living embodiment of it.

The Kaori Clan dances through life, quite literally. Their talent is in movement, from the sweeping grace of ballroom dancing to the high-energy thrill of break-dancing. The burrowing parrots and sun conures among them move like flowing water, effortless and mesmerizing. The Kaoris believe dance is more than just performance, it’s a language of freedom, joy, and identity. Watching them on the beach, their feet kicking up sand in perfect unison, I’ve often wondered if they feel as free as they look. I’ve tried to join them, but my steps are always clumsy and out of sync. To them, I’m a laughable outsider.

And then there’s the Kano Clan, the clan I was born into. They’re the singers of Wonderland Island, their voices as varied and beautiful as the island’s colors. The macaws, lorikeets, and lovebirds who belong to Kano have a gift for melody that seems to come as naturally as breathing. They sing opera, RnB, and even hip-hop, captivating every audience they perform for. My brothers, Moa and Samoa, are among the rising stars of our clan, their voices celebrated at every gathering. And then there’s me, the one who was born without a voice.

In Wonderland, talent is destiny. It determines your value, your pride, and your place in the world. The clans may be different, but they all share one belief: a parrot without talent is a parrot without purpose. And so, I’ve spent my life watching from the sidelines as the rest of Wonderland dances, sings, and plays its way into glory.

My parents tried everything to help me find a place among the clans. When I was five, they begged the Juro professors to teach me the piano. I practiced for weeks, my tiny talons aching from hours of pressing the keys. But when the recital came, my mind went blank. The notes slipped away as if the music had never been there at all. The professors called me a waste of time.

When I turned ten, my mother asked the Kaori dancers to train me. I spent months learning their routines, but my body refused to comply. My feet became entangled, my wings flailed, and the Kaori children laughed as I stumbled across the sand. “He’s not one of us,” they said, and my heart shattered all over again.

Even my own clan made efforts. My father sang with me each morning, his deep, resonant voice a stark contrast to the broken, discordant notes I produced. He ceased after a year. “Maybe you’re trying too hard,” he said, but the disappointment in his eyes told me the truth. I wasn’t good enough, not for him, not for anyone.

It’s not that I didn’t try. I strives harder than anyone. Yet regardless of the hours I practiced or the teachers my parents engaged, the outcome remained the same. By the next day, everything I had learned was gone. It was as if the island itself had decided that I didn’t belong. Growing up, I never knew what it felt like to make my father proud. He wasn’t cruel, he was kind, in his own distant way, but his disappointment was always there, lingering in the silence between us. When I was younger, he used to ruffle my feathers and tell me I would find my talent one day. “You just need time,” he would say, but as the years went on, his reassurances grew quieter, then stopped altogether.

The other men on the island stopped talking to him, too. They used to laugh and share stories at the market, but as I grew older, I noticed how they’d fall silent when he walked by. Their eyes would dart toward me, full of pity or amusement. My father noticed too. He stopped going out as much, retreating into himself. I told myself it didn’t bother me, but it did.

The children on the island weren’t any kinder. They called me names, “Talentless Niko,” “Deadbeat Bird”, and laughed when I tried to join their games. Adults weren’t much better. Some offered false sympathy, shaking their heads and saying, “Poor boy, born into such a talented family.” Others whispered cruel jokes when they thought I couldn’t hear. But I always heard.

My parents tried to help. They took me to every doctor and specialist on the island, desperate to find a solution. “There must be something wrong with him,” my mother would plead, her wings trembling as she clutched my shoulder. “Something we can fix.” But every doctor said the same thing: “He’s perfectly healthy.”

“Then why can’t he learn?” my father once snapped, his voice rising in frustration. “Why can’t he hold onto anything he’s taught?”

The doctors never had an answer, and eventually, my parents stopped asking. My mother stopped making appointments. My father stopped looking me in the eye.

When I was eleven years old, my mother gave birth to twins, Moa and Samoa. For ten years, she had struggled to get pregnant again, and when she finally broke the news, it was the first time I had seen my father smile in years. He even laughed, his wings shaking with joy as he spun her around in the kitchen. I remember watching them from the doorway, feeling like an outsider even in my own home.

The twins were everything I wasn’t. By the time they were three, they could sing simple songs in perfect harmony. By six, they were performing at festivals, their voices drawing crowds that clapped and cheered. My father started going out again, proudly showing off his sons to anyone who would listen. “The Rush boys,” people would say, smiling as they watched my brothers perform. No one ever mentioned me.

It wasn’t their fault. Moa and Samoa were just kids, full of boundless energy and affection. They followed me around the house, mimicking my every move and calling me their hero. I loved them, I still do, but every time I heard their laughter or their flawless voices, it felt like a knife twisting in my chest. I envied them, and I hated myself for it.

Our family’s reputation improved after they were born. The shame of having a talent-less son was softened by the twins’ brilliance. But I could never shake the feeling that, in my father’s eyes, they were his real sons, and I was just the one who came first.

The valley is my refuge. It’s the only place on the island where I don’t feel like I’m being watched, judged, or whispered about. Hidden between two towering hills, it’s a world of its own, untouched by the noise of Wonderland. The waterfall roars like a distant thunderstorm, its mist cooling my feathers as I sit beneath the swaying palms. The air smells of salt and wildflowers, and the ground is soft with moss. When I close my eyes, I can almost imagine I’m somewhere else, somewhere where talent doesn’t matter.

This valley has been my sanctuary for as long as I can remember. When I was younger, I used to hide here for hours after a bad day. I would sit on the rocks and watch the water tumble into the pool below, letting the sound drown out my thoughts. As I got older, the valley became the place where I made my biggest decisions. It’s where I decided to stop trying to dance. It’s where I decided to stop pretending to sing. And now, it’s where I’ve decided to leave.

The valley is the only place where I can breathe. Its stillness feels sacred, untouched by the noise of the island or the voices that mock me. The waterfall sings its own song, one that doesn’t demand perfection or remind me of my failures. The wind whispers through the palms, brushing away the heaviness in my chest. Here, I can forget who I am. Here, I can hope. Every major decision in my life has been made in this valley, and now, as I sit beneath its trees, I know what I have to do.

––––––––
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THE NIGHT OF THE CELEBRATION was like a dream, for everyone but me. The beach was alive with music and laughter, the golden light of lanterns reflecting off the sea. Drums and guitars filled the air with rhythm, and parrots of every color danced in perfect sync on the sand. The smell of roasted nuts and ripe fruit drifted through the breeze, mingling with the salty scent of the ocean. It was a scene straight out of a storybook, a Wonderland Island fairy-tale.

But I wasn’t part of it. I stood at the edge of the crowd, watching as my age-mates celebrated their 18th birthdays and their graduation into adulthood. Each of them had earned their place tonight, through a performance, a song, or a dance that proved their worth to the island. I had nothing to offer. No performance, no applause, no pride.

I tried to smile when Nora approached, her voice a soft melody that cut through the noise. “Aren’t you going to join the others?” she asked, her golden eyes full of concern.

“What’s the point?” I muttered, staring down at the sand. “I don’t belong here.”

Nora opened her beak to reply, but before she could, Marco strutted into view.

Marco, the prince of the Juro Clan, was impossible to miss. His snow-white feathers gleamed under the lantern light, and his gray crest bobbed arrogantly as he twirled across the sand. A cockatoo parrot through and through, Marco was as loud as he was graceful, drawing the attention of every girl on the beach. But his eyes weren’t on them tonight. They were on me.

“Niko,” he called, his voice dripping with mockery. “Enjoying the party?”

I said nothing, clenching my beak as he sauntered over. Nora stiffened beside me, her wing brushing mine in quiet support.

Marco smirked. “What’s wrong? Don’t tell me you’re sulking again. You should be celebrating! Oh wait...” He leaned closer, his voice dropping to a stage whisper. “You didn’t graduate, did you?”

“Leave him alone,” Nora said sharply, stepping forward, but Marco ignored her.

“It’s such a shame,” he continued, circling me like a predator. “The great Rush family, brought low by one useless bird. Tell me, Niko, how does it feel to be the island’s biggest disappointment?”

“Shut up,” I growled, my feathers bristling.

Marco raised an eyebrow. “Touchy, aren’t we? Relax, I’m just trying to help.” He turned to Nora, his grin widening. “Speaking of help... Since your poor fiancé can’t dance, why don’t you let me show you how it’s done?”

Nora hesitated, glancing at me, but Marco didn’t wait for permission. He grabbed her wing and pulled her toward the dance floor, leaving me frozen in place. The crowd parted for them, cheering as Marco spun Nora in a series of flawless steps. My chest tightened as I watched them, his smug smirk and her conflicted expression burning into my mind.
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