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      This story is about sounds; the sounds we hear every day.

      It is also about a talented young boy called Arthur.

      The first time I met Arthur was when I was invited to his mother's birthday celebrations.

      This boy could reproduce sounds so convincingly that it seemed incredible.

      Everyone there admired his exceptional talent. Although we were all adults, listening to Arthur made us rediscover the sounds that surround us all the time but we no longer pay much attention to.

      I remember wondering how the boy learnt this skill. I can't even imagine how I would portray the howling of the wind.
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      I decided to ask him, seizing a moment when Arthur was alone.

      “You really surprised us all today; can I sit next to you? Tell me, where did you learn to repeat sounds so well? How do you do it?”

      Arthur shrugged, looked at the sky, scratched the wood of the garden bench with his finger, listening, and then laughed.

      “I like it, both listening and copying what I hear.” He smiled, narrowed his eyes and looked at me carefully.

       “Every person also speaks their own way, including you!”

      “How do I sound to you?”  I was a bit taken by surprise at his question, since I had never thought about it before. This boy was surprising me more and more.

      Arthur jumped up, a sound that seemed to be a mix of soft knocking on a violin and a bird singing came from his mouth. It was impossible to describe without actually hearing it. But I really liked this impromptu sonic portrait that boy painted of me. We both laughed, something about it was definitely familiar to me! I thanked him, and then Arthur told me that he often closes his eyes and just listens to the sounds of the world around him.

      There are so many sounds in our noisy world. But what's surprising is that they don't merge into one; we can usually recognize which sound belongs to what.

      Sounds can be loud, whistling, hissing, rustling, ringing, sharp, piercing, melodic, and there are quiet, light and gentler ones too. That's how Arthur described them to me.

      “I pick one sound from the general noise; I remember it and repeat it over and over again...”, Arthur fell silent for a moment, “I am getting better and better at it,” he added.

      Arthur then reeled off a list of sounds that he said were his favourites: the horn of ships going out to sea, the splash of waves running onto pebbles, the rustle of leaves in the crowns of trees, the ticking of a mechanical clock in the grandmothers' kitchen, several ringtones on his phone, and also the clucking of a chicken. According to Arthur, the chicken has a whole set of different clucks, and he then performed a selection!

      I couldn't resist praising Arthur again:

      “You've become a real sound catcher, a hunter of sounds.” I then mimicked someone moving through the forest with their ear forward listening intently. We both laughed again and I returned to the guests.

      Arthur's mother began recounting how it all started.

      “Yes, I am surprised myself how well he does it. Once, when he was still a toddler, Arthur was playing with a ball in front of the house, and I was doing my own thing in the kitchen, occasionally glancing at him. and his attention was drawn to a loud sound. That was probably the sound that started it all! And all it took was a motorcycle driving past him, can you imagine? He was only three years old, but that sound captivated him so much that Arthur ran to me and began to try to show me how a motorcycle sounds. I praised him for his observation, because it is not at all easy to imitate that”, she smiled.

      “The very next day, Arthur became intensely interested in searching out new sounds. He quickly mastered sounds like a mosquito near your ear, a buzzing bumblebee, a duck’s quack and even the sound of raindrops falling into a bucket”.

      She told me that one day, when Arthur was playing outside, the wind began to dance quietly to the leaves of the trees, whistling slightly, and the branches, swaying, began to creak.

      Arthur would close his eyes and begin to listen to the wind, imagining he was this wind that is free and flies where it wants.

      The boy could listen to birds singing for hours so his dad gave him a collection of recorded birds calls, so he could then be able to name all the birds he imitated.
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      On another occasion, the boy noticed a small bird on a branch, it was busy cheerfully chirping as if talking. He tried to copy its chirping, and the bird began to respond. It was as if they were having a conversation which carried on for several minutes, before the bird fluttered up and flew away. Arthur was very happy about this! It was incredibly cool to communicate not only with people, but with other living creatures.

      Dogs were sure that he understood them, cats talked to Arthur as equals, even an elephant at the zoo stroked his head with his trunk with approval and loved when Arthur tried to talk to it. The horses nodded their heads, the geese opened their arms to him, the young goats called him to play, cheerfully butting his leg. All the birds and animals became his friends because they thought he understood them.

      Arthur understood them all and loved them, because if you are kind and feel what they want to tell you and know how to listen and hear, then our amazing world becomes your friend. A friend that you understand, and it understands you.

      Arthur even had fun making jokes on his mum and dad sometimes, imitating the front doorbell or the phone ringing.

      And now, in his first performance in front of guests, Arthur surpassed himself! The guests applauded, how he masterfully imitated everything from the squeal of a little pig, the singing of birds and the rumbling of tires on the road. Arthur "flew on the wings of inspiration" and was happy that he was asked again and again to show how he could do it. And he showed without embarrassment all his new sketches from the world of sounds.

      When Arthur grew up and became an adult, many people began to hear about his talent. People from all over came to listen to his incredible repertoire.

      A few years later Arthur became a famous sound professional; providing voices to cartoon characters in films and working with ornithologists, helping them to better understand the language of birds.

      Right now, close your eyes and listen to how your home sounds, voices, footsteps, the rustle of book pages!

      After meeting Arthur, now I do the same; I close my eyes and listen to how the forest sounds, the train station, applause in the theatre, people's laughter, the purring of a cat...

      Arthur, this amazing boy taught me to listen and hear the world in which we live, and to get great pleasure from it!
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      It was getting light in the forest. The sun was rising above the horizon and filling it with warmth and light. The birds were joyfully and loudly greeting the new day. Their sound started like a roll call, they were checking to see if everything was all right with their friends after the night. Then, as soon as the roll call was over, the forest was flooded with songs and twittering. They cheerfully called out to each other, as if saying "Thank you for being alive, new discoveries and new troubles wait for us."

      It was the month of June. Wild flowers bloomed. Trees and bushes were covered with delicate blankets of soft green foliage and small flowers. Plants, insects and animals were all happy. Everyone was happy … or almost everyone.
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      In one of the nests a small chick had just hatched. It didn't have feathers or warm fluff yet so the forest morning breeze chilled the skin of its small body. It huddled, shivering between its two similar looking siblings. It did get a little warmer as the sun rose, but not that much. When the parents flew into the nest to feed the chicks, they took turns to cover them with their wings which helped them feel cozy. The chicks were called Piti, Biti and Sven. Our story is about Sven.

      After a few days, the chicks' bodies were now covered with light down, the beginnings of future feathers appeared on their wings. Around their mouths there was still a bright yellow stripe so that the mother bird or father bird would not be able to miss when they fed them insects or caterpillars.

      The chicks squealed and opened their big mouths wide when they saw their parents arriving. When mum or dad flew away, they became quiet and tried not to reveal their presence to anyone, or so they thought.

      The nest that their parents had made was in a tall tree; and not easy to spot among the foliage as it was made from small twigs and green moss. It was, as you might say, camouflaged well.

      Piti, Biti and Sven looked almost identical while they were chicks, but their characters were very different. Piti, Biti were happy with everything that happened to them, they loved their dad and mom, they enjoyed the warmth and summer rains, tasty mosquitoes, and waking up in the morning to the birds singing. But Sven was not at all happy; nobody knew why.

      The nights were too cold for him, the days were too hot, the rain was too wet, the beetles were hard to chew, and the caterpillars that the parents brought in their beaks were too hairy. Nothing made Sven happy at all!

      The chicks' mum and dad were not too bothered by this though; they fed their babies, cleaned up after them, warmed them at night and sheltered them from the rain.

      They tried very hard to raise their chicks healthy and strong, to protect them from danger and the cold. They both became very tired during the day, so sometimes they would fall asleep as soon as it began to get dark. Piti and Biti tried not to disturb them, to let them rest, so they also fell asleep right away, warmed by being under their mother's or father's wing.

      But Sven continued to grumble, squeak, toss and turn, expressing his displeasure with everything in the world in any way he could. The mother bird sometimes looked at him in surprise with her round eye, she would even shout at the stupid chick, but often she simply turned away and ignored him. He will grow up and understand what is what one day soon. So, this is how things went on.  One wonderful sunny morning, the parents flew off to look for insects for breakfast as usual.  Our chicks had already fledged and began to look out of the nest with curiosity, looking at the world that stretched out before them; the place where they would soon live. The tree rustled its leaves and waved its thin branches, greeting the gentle winds that had flown into the forest to play. The nest on the branch gently swung, and this set Sven off into his irritated mood:

      “Why is the forest so noisy, why is the wind blowing, I am already cold, why does Piti keep pushing me, why are my feathers growing so slowly? How did I even end up here in this cramped nest?”

      Sven grumbled and squealed, and his brothers looked at him with wide eyes and did not understand the reason for such continuous discontent, they had nothing to complain about. Both Piti and Biti were simply waiting to grow up, were happy with everything they had, and dreamt of becoming strong and beautiful like their parents.

      One morning, over the noise of the breeze and Sven's incessant grumbling, a new sound could be heard – it was the loud croaking of two crows. In the forest, crows were not liked, all birds are afraid of their strong beaks and boisterous behaviour. Every bird in the forest knew that crows are normally up to no good, ruining nests, stealing eggs and even chicks. All the birds quickly returned to their nests and their parents did so too. All the birds of the forest become still and quiet, trying to make themselves invisible to the crows. However, the intermittent squeak of dissatisfied Sven could be heard even more clearly now.

      Of course, the two crows did not have to try hard to look for nests among the thousands of branches, but flew directly to the sound of Sven’s squeaks.

      Sven was indignant that his view of the forest was blocked and he was unable to see clearly who was cawing so loudly and menacingly; he felt cramped and his brothers were pushing. He managed to stick his head out from under his mother’s wing, climbed to the edge of the nest, shook himself down and turned his head in displeasure. His parents did everything to avoid attracting the attention of the crows and did not know what to do with Sven; they did not want to endanger the two other chicks. One of the crows landed on a branch next to the nest and looked at the ruffled, proud and dissatisfied chick with surprise. This is exactly how the crows saw Sven but he was completely unaware of how he himself looked.

      “Are you completely stupid or do you think you are immortal?” the crow asked in surprise, tilting her head to one side, then to the other. She was a wise old crow and she felt the need to talk to the young chick.
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