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Birdie watched as his siblings leapt, one by one, from the branch and took to the sky. The sun was dipping low—almost dusk—and it was time again for the dreaded flying lesson.

He saw his brother run to the edge of the branch, wings spread wide before soaring off. Birdie sighed. He knew it was his turn next.

“Well done, son,” he heard his father call. Then, more gently, “Birdie, it’s your turn now. Are you ready?”

But Birdie couldn’t answer. Fear had stolen his words. He wasn’t ready. He was sure he’d jump and plummet straight to the ground. The thought made him gulp.

His father gave him a gentle nudge forward. Slowly, Birdie shuffled a few steps.

“You can do it, Birdie,” his father encouraged. His siblings hovered nearby, cheering him on.

Birdie broke into a sprint and raced to the end of the branch. He squeezed his eyes shut and leapt. His wings spread, but panic froze him mid-air—and he dropped.

Not again, he thought.

“Don’t worry, son, I’ll catch you!” his father called. Moments later, Birdie landed safely on his father’s back.

“Ha, ha, ha!” his siblings laughed, their giggles ringing out. “You should change your name to Droppy,” his older brother teased.

“Enough, children!” their father said firmly as he settled back on the branch. “We don’t laugh when one falls. Instead, we help them up. Remember, we may be one family, but we are not all the same. Each of us learns at a different pace. That’s part of what makes us individuals.”

He gestured for them to try again. “Now—one by one, jump from the branch and flap your wings.”

Birdie watched as his siblings launched themselves once more, wings flapping, soaring with ease.

“Would you like to try again, son?” his father asked.

Birdie shook his head. “No thanks, Dad. I think I’ll wait at the nest for Mom. She’ll be home soon with supper.”

I will never be able to fly, Birdie thought sadly as he trudged back to the nest.
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That evening, after supper, Birdie and his brothers were heading outside.

“Where do you think you’re going?” asked their mother. “It’s time to tidy up and get ready for bed.”

“But Mom, it’s still light outside,” they protested.

“I know,” she said, “but there’s a storm coming. We’d better get warm and comfortable. Your father can tell us some stories before bedtime.”

Reluctantly, the brothers turned back into the nest.

While everyone was busy tidying, Birdie slipped quietly outside and crept to the end of the branch. Mom’s right, there’s a storm on the way, he thought as he stared at the dark grey clouds gathering on the horizon.

Suddenly, the sound of laughter broke the silence. Birdie peered down and spotted a human girl riding a bicycle. A small basket was fixed to the front, with a furry animal curled inside. Another animal perched on her shoulder.

“Don’t be silly,” the girl giggled.

Who is she talking to? Birdie wondered, surprised to see no other humans nearby.

“Birdie, what are you doing out here?” his mother’s voice called gently.

“I just wanted a moment alone,” he answered.

“Is this about your flying lesson this evening?” she asked.

“I don’t want to talk about it, Mom,” he muttered.

“Alright,” she said softly, “but I still want you to come inside. There are some out here that can’t be trusted.”

“Like who, Mom?”

“Like humans—and their four-legged friends,” she replied, nodding towards the bicycle in the distance.

Birdie looked down again, but the girl was gone. Only the faint dust trail of her bicycle wheels lingered.

“Come now,” his mother said, glancing at the gloomy clouds. “It’s time to get inside.”

That night, Birdie woke as a sudden flash of light lit up the nest. A loud bang of thunder followed, jolting his entire family awake. Moments later, another streak of lightning raced across the sky, casting eerie shadows over them. 

Birdie saw the fear in his siblings’ eyes.

“Come now, children,” said his mom gently, “it’s only a storm. I’m sure it will pass soon.”

“Yes, kids,” added his father, “this is not our first storm. We’ll be alright.”

“But Dad, this one sounds different,” whispered Birdie’s sister.

And she was right.

Another deafening crack of thunder shook the air, followed by a blinding strobe of light. Birdie froze at the thunderous sound while his siblings dove under their mother’s wings for safety.

Suddenly, a lightning bolt struck their tree and split the nest in two. Birdie tumbled, finding himself alone on one side of the broken nest.

Before he could move, the nest shifted. It was lighter now, and it began to roll down the branch.

“Birdie, hold on!” his father shouted above the storm. “I’m coming for you!”

Birdie looked up, but the night was dark and the storm blinding. Then he felt something cold and wet—it was raining.

The nest crashed onto a lower branch. Birdie let out a sigh of relief, but it didn’t last. A groaning sound echoed through the night—the whole tree was falling.

The lightning must have struck the trunk, Birdie realised as the nest lurched. He slipped and fell, tumbling out into the storm.
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His father swooped down desperately, wings beating against the rain, but the downpour blurred his vision. He couldn’t see Birdie.

“We have to go now!” Birdie heard his mother cry.

“But Birdie!” his father shouted in anguish.

“We can’t do anything for him now,” she urged. “It’s too dark. We must find shelter. We’ll come back when the storm has passed.”

The next morning Birdie woke with a start. It’s so quiet, he thought. The storm had passed.

He tried to move but found himself trapped under a heap of wet leaves and broken branches. Panic rose in his chest.

“Mom! Dad!” he cried. But only silence answered.

He called again and again, until at last he heard a gentle rustle — soft paws moving through the fallen leaves.

“Is someone there?” Birdie called, his heart racing.

“I see you’ve got yourself into a bit of trouble,” came an unfamiliar voice.

“Please, sir, will you help me?” Birdie asked hopefully.

“Of course,” the stranger replied. Birdie heard rustling as the branches were shifted away. At last, he wriggled free and looked up.

His little chest tightened in horror. Where his nest had been was nothing but broken twigs and splintered wood.

“My family...” Birdie whispered. “They couldn’t have survived this.”

“Now, now, little one,” the stranger said kindly. “You might be surprised. Sometimes things aren’t as they seem.”

“You... you might be right,” Birdie said softly.

“That’s the spirit,” the voice encouraged.

“I do apologise—my name is Birdie,” he said, turning around. But when he saw his rescuer, terror gripped his tiny body.

“What’s wrong? Lost your voice?” the stranger asked.

“P-please, sir,” Birdie stammered, falling to his knees. “Don’t eat me.”

“Eat you?” the stranger chuckled. “Whatever do you mean?”

“You know... for breakfast, or lunch, or supper,” Birdie whispered.

“Ah, I see,” said the stranger with a teasing grin. “But you’re so small—I’d only have you as a snack!” He gave a soft giggle.

Birdie blinked in fear. Staring back at him was a striped ginger cat.

“You’ve nothing to worry about,” the cat said gently. “I may be a cat, but I don’t eat birds. I promise. I’d much rather take you somewhere dry and warm.”

The cat bent down low. Birdie hesitated, then carefully climbed onto his back.

“Oh yes—where are my manners? I’m Purry,” the cat said cheerfully.

“Nice to meet you, Purry,” Birdie replied, still a little shaky.

And with that, Purry padded off towards the farm, carrying Birdie safely on his back.
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Shortly after Birdie had gone, his family returned to the tree.

“I can’t believe this was our home,” said his father, gazing at the ruins. Only broken twigs and shattered branches lay before them.

“Everyone, spread out and search the tree,” he ordered firmly.

“Birdie! Birdie!” his siblings called as they flitted high and low, combing through the branches.

On the ground, his mother peered between the fallen twigs and leaves. Her eyes fell upon the broken nest. Tears welled up and spilled down her cheeks. There’s no way my little one could have survived this, she thought, her heart breaking.

Meanwhile, Purry padded quietly into a barn filled with golden blocks of hay. At the far end sat a young human girl.

“Now, now, Bunny,” she said softly as she tied a bandage around the white rabbit’s ear. “You’ll be bouncing about again in no time.”

“Meow,” said






























































































































d2d_images/cover.jpg
to Fly

A tale of courage, friendship,
and learning to soar

&\v,:





d2d_images/image001.png





d2d_images/image000.png





d2d_images/image004.png





