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Birds and Bones by Ida Lafleur

1. Hidden Bones
I was about four years old, it was my first summer in forest school. Suddenly, we turned the
corner... I can’t remember how we first noticed the stump, but there, curled up in a hollow
stump, was the skeleton of a small animal. It looked like a fox to me. The bones were pretty
clean, it looked like the beetles had already gotten to it and were doing their work. The bones
were very small and it still had its claws. The fox curled up and died in there, where it felt safe.
Maybe I would call that stump the safe zone. I’ve never forgotten that moment of looking into
the stump and seeing the fox. We didn’t move it, we left it in its stump. We left it with its
beetles, so they could do their thing. I made this drawing from a photograph of a fox skeleton,
so I could see what the bones looked like back then.

2. Bird Language
I was walking through the forest with Mama and my younger sister Théa. Francis King Regional
Park is where we’ve been going since COVID shut the world down. I’d say it’s starting to feel
like my forest now. Dappled sunshine was coming through the trees overhead. Our feet were
flying over the roots in the trail. There was a smell of spring and new leaves and a green smell
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of cedar trees. There were birds having a bit of a conversation, or maybe just singing. We were
coming toward the high ridge trail, which is where all the sun is, so it was hot. We got to the top
and we were walking along, and I heard a not-so-chirping sound. It sounded something like
this: CHEECHEECHEECHEECHEECHEE!! The sound kept on going. We stopped, and we
asked questions: what is this bird saying? It felt like, to me, that this bird was shouting. It was
alarming about a creature who is dangerous to birds and mice. I thought we ought to try to track
it. So we kept on walking toward it, really quietly. Fox walking. We came to a spot on the trail
where the trees below us sort of opened up a bit. We saw the bird who was alarming, but she
flew away in a blur. Her job was done. I could see one tree really well, and there was an owl
sitting on one of its branches. The owl was high up in her tree, but we were standing on the
higher trail, so the owl was eye level with me.
I was close enough to see the dark circle around her face,
and black eyes that sparkled. She had ruffled feathers at
her neck, and a pattern of dark splotches all down her front.
She was about the same size as my cat. She sat there, I
saw her looking around for something to catch. Looking
around, looking around down below, and then looking
straight at us. Then she flew. We didn’t see her fly
because a lady with a horse came by and we started talking
to her, telling her about the owl. But the owl wasn’t there
anymore. We didn’t notice when she flew because an owl
makes absolutely no sound when it flies. The second time
we tracked that owl though, we tracked it the same exact
way, and that time we saw it fly. It threw out its wings and dove down into the dark forest
completely silently. Now I know that it was a barred owl. I love that bird language can tell me a
lot. Listening is cool. I know that more now. I know it in my heart. It has settled in my heart,
my ears, and my brain. I would say that it has settled in my ears, because I’ve been listening to
birds more, and it’s in my brain, because I’m thinking about it constantly, and it’s in my heart,
because now I know that it’s true. I can know what a bird is saying. I know we’ve been close to
owls before in our forest. But we haven’t been listening. You can learn a lot when you learn to
listen to the birds.

3. First Bone, Last Track
I am going to tell you a story about the time I found my first bone. I think I was three, and we
had walked just a little ways from the campsite and into the trees. I found a little bone just lying
there under a bush. I picked it up, and it felt like it fitted my hand perfectly. It had sort of a rough
surface, with little bumps everywhere. I didn’t know what kind of bone it was. I thought it was
too big to be a fairy, but it might have been a deer. It felt pretty light. There was a kind of a
magic to it. When Tom Brown said the words “last track,” I remembered that, because I felt like
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I had a connection. I had stumbled on the last track a few times in my life. A track would
usually be a mark, a footprint or maybe some poo.
A bone is the last track, when the animal won’t make
any more marks. The animal left its bone there for me
to find. Maybe it died there, or maybe it was taken there
by another animal. This time there was only one bone,
and it was under a bush. It was the first bone I ever
found. I wonder what is special about a bone? It does
have a story, but then a tree does too. A stone has a
story, maybe somebody came and sat on it once, it grew
moss, it had a family of mice living underneath it.
Everything really has a story. I sometimes pick up
sticks, leaves, and flowers, because to me they feel like
they are telling me something too. They call me! I don’t
want to leave them behind. I have piles of sticks and
stones at home, I don’t let Mama get rid of them because I feel like they want to be with me. A
bone is special because it has a kind of story about going places. It supported an animal for its
entire life. The story is over, but if you take the bone with you, the story goes on with you. I am
the last person to follow this track, this story comes with me. I think that’s part of the magic. It’s
hard to find the right words. I still have the bone. I see tiny toothmarks on the ball part of this
bone. I think it was probably foxes. One fox took this bone and gnawed off all the meat and left
the bone there where I found it. Then I picked it up, so it’s my story now, because it was my first
bone. I am the girl with the bone.

4. The Magic of Sit Spots
I felt like I was a tree, my feet rooted into the soft
earth. I was in my sit spot, which is between two
garden beds. Suddenly I noticed a dragonfly sitting on
a parsley branch. I watched it for a while. I waved at
my mama to come over to see, but I was trying not to
talk, so she didn’t know what I was excited about.
When it flew again she finally saw it. It was blue with
black stripes, and sort of sparkly. It had these
amazing wings. I thought about how I could paint it
later, with two sets of wings, blue with white lines, but I
ended up drawing it with pencil. I’d love to embroider
it onto some cloth or maybe a shirt.
It sat on my leg for a few seconds and I stayed very
still. I wanted it to stay, because having the dragonfly
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sitting on me said to me that I was a safe place to be. It stayed for a minute or so, twitching
sometimes, and then it flew away. I wonder if it thought I was a tree, because I felt like I was. It
had enormous eyes that took up most of its head. I went out into the middle of the yard, and I
looked up into the sky and I saw two huge birds with white heads, slowly spiraling down. I
thought they were bald eagles. That is special, because eagles are very wild creatures. Seeing
them right after the dragonfly felt really exciting. Rick’s friends had just given us an assignment
to go into a sit spot, and to come back with a mystery from nature, maybe a question. I
wondered, why did a dragonfly and two wild eagles come circling around me just at the same
exact minute? Spiraling down. I can’t remember if those two eagles made any sound, but I
know the sound eagles make when I hear it. An eagle screech sounds bright blue to me. It
sounds triumphant. It’s like a sound of the air and not of the earth.

5. The Shimmering Deer in the Dark
The first thing I heard was the sound of the tent zipper, then the sound of my parents
whispering. I was being carried through the dark campground to a meadow under the sky. I
looked up and saw the stars. They were falling. These shimmering streaks of falling light were
the most beautiful thing I had ever seen. I remember seeing someone lying in the meadow with
us, silhouettes against the dark sky. A doe and a fawn had been sleeping, but we woke them
up. They just stayed where they were, and watched the stars with us. This was the meteor
shower of the summer of 2016. I was four years old, at Rathtrevor Beach.
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6. In Ten Years
I’ve been throwing some stories and I want to say thank you for catching them so they don’t get
lost. I love sharing my stories because I like getting people excited, which is why I have come
up with some exciting projects lately. I wrote a newsletter called QUARANTIMES for my friends
after we had been in isolation for a few weeks. I wrote it because I felt like it wasn’t easy
anymore to sit in a circle with other people and talk about things. Talking wasn’t really
happening anymore, and I couldn’t go to school. I felt like I needed more ways to reach out. In
my newsletter I shared a story about gene therapy and unicorns, and also some art and also
how to make sun tea from your garden. I also wrote up a plan for a play called Conversation.
The idea was for kids to dress up to look old fashioned and important, and to talk about how to
save the earth, and how to stop climate change. My plan was to wear a suit and a monocle. I
think that kids have better imaginations than adults, and I think we see things clearly. In ten
years it will be up to us. I think we had better start sharing our ideas and stories RIGHT NOW.

Ida Lafleur, Age 8, from Victoria, BC, Canada

Page 6 of 7

SOME EXTRA images of Ida’s handwritten drafts and mind maps
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