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Glossary

Marbled murrelet = friends

Heermann’s gull = annoying

American bittern = feeling awful

Sanderling = happy

Caspian tern = high five

Great blue heron = hungry

Cormorant = beautiful

Black-footed albatross = lonely

Cassin’s auklet = us
Curlew = goodbye

Other Oregon birds seen or named:Other Oregon birds seen or named: Horned grebe; cinna-
mon teal; wandering tattler; snowy plover; osprey; sparrow; 
chickadee; killdeer; western gull; black-legged kittiwake; 
sooty shearwater; ruddy turnstone; fork-tailed storm petrel; 
spotted sandpiper; common murre.



A Note about the Birds

This book, like a summer on the Oregon coast, is full of birds. 
I love birds and have done my best to describe the ones in 
this book as accurately as possible, but careful bird-watching 
readers may notice I’ve taken liberties when it comes to 
timing. To put it simply: Most of the birds Jeremy encounters 
can be found on an Oregon beach in June, but not all.

Those special guest birds who wouldn’t ordinarily be 
around have been included because I couldn’t resist their 
beautiful names. It’s a sad but true fact that some bird names 
just sound sillier than others, and while I certainly love a 
good canvasback, lesser scaup, bufflehead, American coot, 
marbled godwit, red knot, gadwall, northern shoveler, short-
billed dowitcher, parasitic jaeger, mew gull, or brant, I 
wanted the majority of birds named in this book to bring a 
certain romance to the story rather than giggles.

For anyone interested in learning more about the 
seabirds of Oregon, flipping through this book again and 
finding all the places I got things wrong could be a fun—and 
hopefully rewarding—place to start.
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Q&A with Will Taylor

Q:  Where did the idea for The Language of Seabirds come from? 

What made you want to tell this story?

A:  It sounds like magic, but the title and central image just 
dropped into my mind one early summer evening. I saw a 
twelve-year-old boy sitting on the porch of a beach house a 
little before sunset, carefully pretending not to be watching 
another boy run by. The title arrived next, and I immediately 
had so many questions. I wondered about the boys, and who 
they were, and if they would ever cross paths. I wanted to tell 
their story because I recognized elements from my own 
preteen years in that moment, and I knew going back into 
those emotions and memories would give me plenty to work 
with on the page.

Q:  At the start of the book, Jeremy isn’t very happy about having to 

spend the summer away from home, but at the end, it’s hard for 

him to leave. What are some of your favorite summer memories 

from when you were a kid?

A:  I’ve always loved winter more, but summer does have an 
undeniable power. My happiest summer memories all 
happened outside: digging in my parents’ garden, riding my 
bike around the local park, camping in the temperate 
rainforest up here on the Olympic Peninsula, reading the 
entire Redwall series on a torn old blanket under the maple 
tree out back. I think that showed itself in this book as Jeremy 



goes from feeling safer indoors behind windows to finding 
the freedom to be himself out in the world under the sky.

Q:  Have you ever shared a secret language with someone else?

A:  My dear friend Amber and I invented a language called Po 
in college, but since it just involved swapping the first letter 
of every word with a p, I don’t think it really counts. Po was 
more silly than secret, and it didn’t have the resonance or 
meaning that makes the seabird language work. Maybe I’ll 
share one someday, though. It was a joy getting to dream up 
Jeremy and Evan’s.

Q:  Jeremy loves finding old Vogue magazines—they become a 

secret treasure for him. What are some of the secret treasures you 

remember from when you were a kid?

A:  Old keys, for sure! I still carry one around just in case it 
opens a hidden door someday. I also collected rocks and 
shells, especially any that shone or sparkled. Having them on 
my bookshelf felt like I was inviting in potential magic. 
Maybe that’s the same thing Jeremy sees in the fashion 
magazines: a window into another world, a reminder that 
there is so much more waiting for you out there, even if it 
seems far away from where you are now.

Q:  How do you get to know your characters? With Evan, did you 

know a lot about him ahead of time, or did you meet him as Jeremy 

met him?

A:  The main way I get to know my characters is seeing what 



they do and think about when they’re alone. This is easier 
with main characters since we’re seeing the world through 
their points of view—so Evan was definitely a challenge. I’m a 
lot like Jeremy, which meant Evan would need to be someone 
pretty different. I actually felt like Jeremy while I was writing 
the early scenes, carefully observing Evan, picking apart 
everything he said looking for meaning. The wonderful 
thing is that Evan kept surprising me. Writing him was like 
meeting someone in real life and finding all these unexpected 
ways we fit together, all this room for friendship. I think he 
and Jeremy could be friends for years and years and still be 
discovering things they like about each other.

Q:  Do you have a favorite seabird (or favorite seabirds, if you can’t 

pick just one)? Tell us why they’re your favorite!

A:  I genuinely love good old seagulls. There’s something so 
solid about them; they’re just completely themselves. Maybe 
I envy their self-confidence. Cormorants are beautiful. You 
can see them from the ferries up here in Seattle, and they 
always look like they’re having so much fun hanging out 
together. Curlews have held a special place in my heart since 
I first saw one flying through a foggy morning on the west 
coast of Scotland when I was eleven. Birds are already 
magical, and when you add the in-between power of the sea 
and the shore? Glorious.

Q:  Almost all your other books so far have had magic in them. 

What was it like to write a story where the magic is about finding 

the right friend, not about casting spells?



A:  So hard at first! I had never even considered writing a 
“feelings” book. It felt so far outside my comfort zone, and I 
had no idea how to make a story happen when most of the 
action was occurring inside someone’s head and heart. The 
answer I found is right there in your question, though: the 
magic of finding a friend. In my first book series, a secret 
network of magic pillow forts acts like a huge metaphor for 
friendship politics and the social networks we exist in as 
kids. As I wrote Seabirds, I noticed I was pulling the same 
threads and exploring the same emotions, just using the 
worlds that exist inside people instead of a metaphor. That 
was the breakthrough for me, realizing feelings and 
friendship are a kind of magic! I started to see Seabirds as 
almost a fairy tale happening underneath a contemporary 
setting, and suddenly it all felt doable.

Q:  If a reader just finished The Language of Seabirds and loved 

it, what are some other books you’d recommend?

A:  Anything by Ashley Herring Blake! The Mighty Heart of 

Sunny St. James came out just as I finished writing Seabirds, 
and it’s a remarkably similar story about two girls. I just 
adored it. I also loved Hurricane Child by Kacen Callender; 
Small Town Pride by Phil Stamper; Different Kinds of Fruit by 
Kyle Lukoff; Thanks a Lot, Universe by Chad Lucas; and Almost 

Flying by Jake Maia Arlow. Oh, and Barakah Beats by Maleeha 
Siddiqui is about a girl trying to balance multiple versions of 
herself as she finds her place in the world (just like Jeremy) 
and is one of the best middle-grade books I’ve ever, ever 
read.
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