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The Nasty List 

 

"What's that?" asks Sigurd during the long recess and looks over at Birk and Storm from their 

class; they're standing in front of the shed in the schoolyard and waving a piece of paper. Sigurd 

is walking the plank on the seesaw with his friend Aksel. They start at one end and walk up until 

it tips. 

   "That's a secret paper," say Birk and Storm. 

   "Can we see?" 

   "If everyone got to see it, it wouldn't be secret anymore," say Birk and Storm and keep looking 

at the paper. 

   "Is it a treasure map?" asks Sigurd. 

   "It's more secret than a treasure map," say Birk and Storm. 

   "Is it a secret treasure map?" asks Aksel. 

   Birk and Storm shake their heads. 

   "Maybe a secret treasure map to a secret treasure on a secret island?" asks Sigurd. 

   "Nah," says Birk and Storm, disappearing into the shed, their eyes shining. "It's not anything 

babyish like that." 

   Sigurd and Aksel just stand there. They don't feel like walking the plank anymore. Birk and 

Storm stick their heads out of one of the windows in the shed. 

"Do you want to come in and have a look?" 

   Sigurd and Aksel hurry into the shed. Storm shuts the door behind them. Birk unfolds the 

paper. It's a bit worn around the edges, as if he's been carrying it around in his pocket for days. 

   "What IS it?" asks Sigurd. 

   "This is The Nasty List," whispers Birk when he has unfolded the paper completely. "It is very 

secret." 

   At the top of the page, it does in fact say The Nasty List in large square letters. And below are a 

lot of numbers with names next to them: Lucas from their class is number 1, Astrid is number 2, 

Nohr number 3, Ella number 4 and so on. 

   Sigurd pictures Lucas, Astrid, Nohr, and Ella, but can't quite figure out why their names are 

there at the top of the list or why Birk and Storm's eyes are so shiny. 
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   "Why are they the nastiest?" asks Aksel. 

   "They are the FATTEST," whispers Birk. 

   "Yuck," says Aksel. 

   "Yuck," says Sigurd and suddenly understands why that's where they are on the list. He finds 

his own name too; he's number 12. That's not so bad. Aksel is number 19. There are 24 kids in 

the class but only 22 names on the list. 

   "Why aren't you on the list?" asks Aksel. 

   "We're just not," say Birk and Storm. 

   "How many people have seen that list?" asks Aksel. 

   "Not very many...yet." 

   "I don’t think it’s fair that you aren't on it," says Sigurd while Birk folds up the paper and puts 

it in his pocket again. 

   When they are back up in the classroom after recess, Sigurd looks over at Lucas who is sitting 

over by the window. He looks at his face, his arms, his legs. He hasn't really thought about 

whether he's fat before, but now he can see it. He can see that Astrid is a bit chubby too. 

And the others at the top of the list, Nohr and Ella, but really not all that much more than he is. 

 

That evening after dinner it's bath time. Sigurd gets undressed and notices his stomach in the 

mirror. Hasn't he gotten a bit chubby? -- Not really fat, just a bit flabby across the stomach. 

Maybe it’s because he ate so much lasagna at dinner tonight? He loves lasagna and always eats 

as much as he can. If he manages to eat an extra lot, for example five pieces of lasagna, four 

carrots and a tomato, he usually feels a bit proud afterwards. 

   "Do you want to know how much I ate today?" he asks his dad and mom. "FIVE pieces! Isn't 

that amazing?" 

   And Dad and Mom nod and smile and say: "You're going to get big and strong." 

   Could it be that Dad and Mom are wrong? That you don't just get big and strong from eating 

five pieces of lasagna? 

 

In bed, when he's getting ready to go to sleep, he asks Dad whether it's possible to eat too much 

lasagna. 

   "Sure," says Dad, looking at the book they’re reading. "You probably can." 

   "So you don't just get big and strong from eating lasagna -- even though lasagna is healthy?" 

asks Sigurd. 

   "Nah," says Dad and finds the right page. "It's possible to get a stomach ache. I remember 

once, I was at a big Christmas lunch and ate too much and had a stomach ache." 

   "I mean can it also make you FAT?" asks Sigurd. 

   "Sure," says Dad and chuckles a bit and pats his stomach. "Have a look." 

   "Really fat?" asks Sigurd. "As fat as a whale?" 

   "A whale?" 

   "A whale." 

   "Sure, you probably could..." 

   "From eating spinach too?" asks Sigurd. Spinach is the healthiest food he can think of on the 

spot. 

   "Nah. I've never heard that." 

   "But could it happen? Even if you've never heard about it?" 



3 
 

   "Yes, sure," says Dad and closes the book. "Everything can make you fat. Carrots too -- if you 

eat a whole field's worth every day." 

   "Lucas is fat," says Sigurd. 

   "What does Lucas look like?" asks Dad. "I can't quite remember him. Is he the one with the 

blonde hair?" 

   "He's the fattest boy in the class. And he has brown hair." 

   "I don't remember anyone fat in your class." 

   "There are lots of fat kids in my class." 

   "That can't be true," says Dad. 

   "Their names are on a secret list," says Sigurd. 

   "A list?" 

   "Yes. And that list is more secret than a secret treasure map to a secret treasure on a secret 

island." 

   "Wow," says Dad. 

   "I am number 12," says Sigurd. "Maybe number 11...after all that lasagna." 

   "Well, at least there's nothing wrong with your imagination," says Dad, chuckling as he gets 

up. "Good night. I guess we don't have time for a story tonight." 

 

Sigurd hasn't thought about things in this way before. But now he thinks about it all the time. If 

he keeps eating to get big and strong, he might end up as number one on that list. Ahead of Lucas 

and Astrid! 

   That would be the worst thing that could happen. Especially because Birk and Storm spend 

every recess in front of the shed in the school yard, their eyes shining, asking more and more 

kids whether they want to come inside and see the secret list. Sigurd thinks that by now he's 

probably moved up to number 11. 

   A week later he thinks that he's must be number 10 -- or number 8 or 6. He tries not to eat so 

much. When they have lasagna for dinner, he only has one piece. When they have candy on 

Fridays, he says that he doesn't want any, but he still eats a little. 

   "Are you not feeling well? Since when don’t you want candy?" asks Mom one evening. 

   "My stomach hurts a little," says Sigurd. 

   "Well then I'll nab a couple of extra pieces if you don't want them," says Dad. 

   "Me too!" says Sigurd's big brother and throws himself at the dish. 

  "I think I'd like a slice of cucumber instead," says Sigurd. "Is that okay? And maybe a carrot?" 

 

Sigurd goes out to look at himself in the bathroom mirror again. Yes, it's true. He HAS gotten 

fatter. Not just a little fatter, but a lot fatter, grossly fat in fact, by now probably fatter than Astrid 

and Nohr and Ella. He turns sideways, breathes deeply, so that his stomach gets bigger and fatter. 

He relaxes completely, lets everything inside sink down into his stomach and sees in the mirror 

how his stomach just grows and grows and almost takes up the entire bathroom. He is 

gigantically fat. The fattest kid he has ever seen -- fatter than any other kid in his whole school. 

 

That night he dreams that he finds the list on the floor in the bike shed in the school yard. It is 

old and worn. There are no children in the shed. Sigurd carefully unfolds the paper and looks at 

the list, and there all the way at the top is his name: Number 1, it says, Sigurd, the class's nasty 

fat pig. 
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   In the dream he suddenly realizes why there are no children nearby: Because he's too fat for 

anyone to want to play with him! And then he wakes up -- in the middle of the night. His whole 

body is shaking and he is sweating a little too. 

 

The next day their classroom teacher, Peter, says that they are going to try something. He asks 

them to close their eyes, and think about how much they like school -- if it's one, two, three, four 

or five fingers. 

   "Why?" ask several of his classmates. 

   "One finger means you're not happy with school," explains Peter. "Two fingers means not all 

that happy with school. Three is in the middle. Four is happy to go to school. Five is very 

happy." 

   "What if you're a pinky and a thumb about school, but not a pointer and an index finger?" 

asks Aksel. 

   "This isn't supposed to be funny," says Peter, shaking his head. 

   "Now close your eyes and see how you feel. I'll count to ten -- and then you'll put the number 

of fingers in the air that matches the sensation in your stomach." 

   "What if your stomach hurts?" asks Sigurd. "But you like school?" 

   "Then you put five fingers in the air," says Peter. 

   "Shouldn't you subtract one finger for having a stomach ache?" asks Aksel. 

   "Only if your stomach hurts because you're in school not if it's just an ordinary stomach ache." 

   Sigurd closes his eyes and pays attention to his stomach after Peter says "now." He puts three 

fingers in the air and opens his eyes just a tiny bit and sees that Lucas has only put up one finger. 

   "Thank you," says Peter. 

   During the rest of the period, Peter comes over to pat the fat children on the shoulders several 

times, Sigurd notices. And during recess Peter stays inside to talk to Lucas while the others go 

outside. 

 

Sigurd plays on the swings with Aksel next to the sandbox for most of recess, but when Birk and 

Storm go into the shed, Sigurd jumps off the swing and follows them. 

   "Could I just have another look at that list?" he asks. 

   "What list?" ask Birk and Storm, "We don't know anything about a list." 

   "The nasty list," says Sigurd. 

   "Do you know what Sigurd is talking about?" asks Birk. 

   "No," says Storm. "I have no idea." 

   "I just need to see if I am still number 12," says Sigurd. 

   "Oh, that's all?" says Storm and looks at him, his eyes a bit nervous. 

   "Yes," says Sigurd. 

   Birk and Storm look at each other. 

   "It's a very secret list, okay?" they say. "It's not a list that you go around talking about. If 

anyone asks, you have to say that you've never seen it. That's the kind of list it is. A secret 

list you've never seen. And it's just for fun." 

 

Sigurd doesn’t have a plan at all. But as soon as Storm hands him the list, he rushes out of the 

shed and into the school yard. It just happens without him giving it any thought. He runs over to 

the sewer grate in front of the bathrooms and looks back to see if Storm and Birk have followed 

him. He wants to throw the list into the sewer, but he has to look at it first. He has to check 
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whether he is number 1 on the list now like he was in his dream -- ahead of Lucas and Astrid. He 

begins to unfold the paper. Birk and Storm come running from the swings. Their faces are hard 

and tense. There really should to be enough time to both read the list AND throw it down 

through the grate, but his hands are shaking and the paper is not cooperating. And then the bell 

rings, recess is over. He feels something large and warm on his neck and looks up. Peter has 

placed his hand on Sigurd's neck. 

   "It's time to go in," he says. "I'd like to ask you about something on the way."" 

   "But I just have to..." says Sigurd and quickly stuff the list in his pocket. He can see that Storm 

and Birk have stopped in their tracks. 

   "I've heard some talk about a list," says Peter. "Have you?" 

   "No!" says Sigurd. 

   "Not at all?" asks Peter. 

   "No, no," says Sigurd. "But now I just have to..." 

   "Hmmm," says Peter. 

   Sigurd wants to hurry away but Peter doesn't let go of his neck until they're back in the 

classroom. 

   Sigurd sits down. He thinks about how long it would take him to eat the list. He thinks about 

the frayed edges and how long it's been lying in Storm's pocket. He'll probably need to drink a 

lot of water. Then he has a new idea. He raises his hand. 

   "Yes?" says Peter. 

   "I have to pee," says Sigurd. 

   "That'll have to wait a little," says Peter. 

   "You are always allowed to pee," says Sigurd and thinks about the fact that if you wash 

something down the toilet, it'll end in the sewer too. 

   "Yes, but not right now," says Peter. 

   Then Aksel raises his hand. 

   "Yes, Aksel?" says Peter. 

   "It's unhealthy to keep it in too long. That's what my dad often tells my mom because I always 

need to pee when I'm supposed to help out. And then my mom gets cranky. A bladder is a kind 

of water balloon full of pee." 

   "Yes, but that’s not what we’re talking about right now, okay,"" says Peter in a tired voice. 

And when everyone has sat down, he says seriously: 

   "I have heard something about a list." 

   The class is suddenly completely silent. 

   "I've heard that there's a really stupid and unfortunate list and that most of you have seen it. Is 

that true?" 

   No one says anything. Lucas sniffles once and looks down at his desk. Sigurd's heart is beating 

fast. 

   "Then let me ask in a different way: Is there anyone in here who HASN'T seen the list?" 

   Lucas raises his hand. Nohr also raises his hand. Ella and Astrid do too. 

   "Okay," Peter continues. "Anyone else who hasn't seen it?" 

   The classroom is still silent. 

   "I haven't seen the list either, and I'd very much like to. Is there anyone who could show it to 

me?" asks Peter. 

   Peter has gotten up from his desk and is walking around the classroom. It has never been this 

quiet before. 
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   He stops in front of Storm and Birk and looks at them. 

   "I think it would be a really good idea if you gave me that list now," he says without looking 

away. 

   "What?" they say. "We don't have it. We have NOTHING to do with that list. Why are you 

looking at US?" they sound calm, but their eyes are uneasy. 

   "But you know about it?" asks Peter. 

   "Yes, but..." 

   "But what?" 

   Suddenly their eyes light up: "But we've heard that Sigurd has it!" 

   "Sigurd?" says Peter and turns his head to look at Sigurd. 

   "Yes. We've heard that Sigurd has it in his pocket," they say and now their eyes are shining in 

that special ways again. 

   Peter goes over to Sigurd. 

   "What's going on, Sigurd?" he asks. His face is not so kind now. 

    “I...I don't know,”  says Sigurd. "I have no idea. And now I really neeed...to pee!" 

   "First, I’d like to see what you have in your pocket," says Peter. 

   Sigurd feel like throwing something at him. And at Birk and Storm. 

   "NOW," says Peter. 

   Sigurd reaches into his pocket, finds the folded-up paper and hands it to Peter. 

   Then he quickly gets up, leaves the classroom and heads for the toilets. He locks the door 

behind him, sits down on the toilet and decides that he is never going to come out again. 

 

It takes a long time before they begin to call his name. 

   "Sigurd!" he hears, "Siiiiigurd!" 

   He can hear several of his classmates -- including Aksel. Someone turns the door handle. 

Someone rustles in the stall next to his and begins to crawl up the dividing wall. He can see a 

pair of hands at the top of the wall, and then Aksel's head appears at the top. He looks down at 

Sigurd. Sigurd wishes there were real walls between the toilets and not just these dividers that 

don't reach all the way to the ceiling. 

   "What are you doing? Everyone is looking for you," says Aksel. 

   "I'm taking a poop," says Sigurd. 

   "That must be some gigantic poop," says Aksel. 

   "Go away," says Sigurd. 

   "But we've talked about it in class now. And Peter knows it was Birk and Storm's list. And they 

HAVE said they were sorry to Lucas though I bet they only said it because Peter made them. 

They kept saying that the list was only for fun. We've made new playgroups too. You and me are 

playing with Lucas next week. And everyone is supposed to be nice to each other from now on. 

Everyone has promised never to say mean things or do stupid things. From now on it's a new and 

better world. That's what Peter says anyway. He has written it all down on the board with big 

letters." 

   "Okay, then I'm coming," says Sigurd and gets up and unlocks the door. 

   On the way out, he catches a glimpse of himself in the mirror over the sink. He can see it. His 

stomach, head, thighs and butt bulge and wobble even more than usual. He feels dizzy. Of 

course, Peter has put him in the same playgroup with Lucas. He can see why! 
 


