
[image: Cover: So Big, So Small, by C. H. Starlight. A parked red-and-white helicopter rests on a rooftop helipad under a rose-to-lilac dusk sky, blades still. A tiny red ladybug with seven black spots sits on the warm red nose. Soft city hills lie beyond. No people.]
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[image: Under a warm gold sunset sky, a parked red-and-white twin-engine helicopter rests on a rooftop helipad with still rotor blades. A tiny red ladybug with seven black spots and slightly open translucent wings stands on the concrete near the nose. Distant soft hills lie below the pad. No people.]


The sky is gold and close.

Hettie the ladybug

counts her spots —

one, two, three... seven! —

by her friend,

the big red helicopter,

Angel One, parked and still.

Flit-flit go her tiny wings.

“Just right.”




[image: At rose dusk, a close view of a parked red helicopter shows a long thin red rail along its side. A tiny red ladybug with seven black spots tip-toes along that rail. Soft peach and rose clouds fill the sky. Rotor blades rest still. No people.]


The sky turns rose.

Wide, and wider.

“A bit big.”

Tip-tip, scoot —

onto the long red rail.




[image: Under a lilac dusk sky, a tiny red ladybug with seven black spots climbs a little metal step on the side of a parked red helicopter. A round window and still rotor hub appear nearby. Soft purple and pink washes color the sky. No people.]


The sky turns lilac.

Far, and farther.

“Too big!”

Her middle goes wobble.

Tip-tip, scoot —

up the little step.




[image: Against a plum dusk sky, a tiny red ladybug with seven black spots crawls on the curved red door panel of a parked helicopter. Yellow and white accent stripes curve below. Soft city lights glow far away. No people.]


The sky turns plum.

Deep, and deeper.

“Too, too big,” Hettie whispers.

Tip-tip, scoot —

onto the round red door.




[image: Under a deep navy evening sky, a tiny red ladybug with seven black spots climbs the warm rounded red nose of a parked helicopter. A still rotor blade crosses the top of the frame. Soft distant city lights sit on the horizon. No people.]


The sky turns navy.

High, and higher.

“Too, too big!”

Wobble.

Tip-tip, scoot —

up, up —

onto the warm red nose.
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