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    For the quiet ones, the forgotten ones, and the ones still finding their wings.May your stories rise like feathers on the wind.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "We were never truly gone—just quiet, just hidden.And the forest remembered us, even when the world did not."
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Chapter 1: The Warm Egg
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I don’t remember when I started hearing the heartbeat. It was like thunder underwater, slow and steady, the rhythm of a faraway drum. It wasn’t mine—not yet. I floated in the dark, curled into a tight ball of fuzz and beak, wrapped in warmth and whispering voices. They spoke to me, the ones outside. I couldn’t understand the words, but I felt the love in them.

Sometimes, a soft beak tapped gently against my shell, and I knew I was not alone. I was waiting. Waiting to begin.

Then one morning, everything changed. A crack appeared. Tiny and bright. Light, pale and golden, trickled into my tiny world. It scared me. I tucked my head tighter under my wing. But the heartbeat outside grew faster, closer. And the voices—my mother’s voice—called softly, “Come on, little one. The world is waiting.”

With one clumsy kick, I pushed.

The crack widened. Warm air rushed in, smelling of ferns and sea breeze. My tiny wings flapped awkwardly as I wriggled and struggled. At last, with a final twist, I tumbled out into the sunlight. The world was... enormous.

Blinding, too.

Shapes blurred around me—huge legs, feathered bodies, the gentle coo of my mother. She nudged me closer with her beak, wrapping her wings around me. Her feathers were soft and smelled like moss and dry leaves. I blinked at her.

“Welcome, Doona,” she said.

That was my name. Doona. The sound of it warmed me more than the sun ever could.

Around us, the world shimmered. Tall trees arched high, their branches laced with bird nests and flowering vines. The sky above was a bright blue bowl. And the ground! It was alive—soft moss, crawling bugs, tiny flowers poking out between stones. Everything moved, breathed, sang.

“Is this the island?” I whispered.

“Yes,” my mother said. “This is our home. You were born in the heart of it, beneath the old tamarin tree. You are one of us now.”

I didn’t know what that meant yet. But I knew she was proud. And I knew the place was special. Magic, almost.

That first day, I met my siblings—two fluffy balls like me, but noisier. We waddled around in a tangle of feet and feathers. We pecked at seeds, chased fluttering leaves, and splashed our tiny beaks in puddles. I fell over three times, but each fall made me laugh harder.

And then came the sleep.

That night, we curled up in a nest made of twigs and palm fibers. The stars blinked high above, peeking through the canopy. My mother hummed an old tune—something wordless, deep and slow. A song older than memory.

I stared at the moon, round and glowing. “Will I always stay here?” I asked.

“No one stays forever,” she said gently. “But for now, this is where your story begins.”

And so it did.
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Chapter 2: First Steps
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The sun had barely crept over the treetops when I took my first proper step. It was more of a hop, really—a wobbly, wide-eyed attempt at walking that ended with me plopping beak-first into a patch of moss. My siblings burst into laughter—if you can call that sound dodos make laughter. It was a kind of wheezy squawk, full of joy and teasing.

“I meant to fall,” I muttered, pushing myself back up with stubby wings. “That’s part of learning.”

“Then you must be the best learner ever!” my brother cackled, stumbling into a bush himself.

Our parents watched us from a distance, their watchful eyes always scanning the trees above. My mother told us that the island was safe, but not without dangers. She said that the sky had eyes sometimes. Not all feathers flew for good.

But that morning, danger felt far away. The forest floor was soft and springy, and the sunlight spilled down in gold ribbons between the leaves. We explored the world inch by inch—pecking at insects, chasing shadows, and leaping over roots that felt like mountains.

I learned quickly that I was not the fastest. My sister, Zaya, was always two steps ahead, her feet impossibly quick and her eyes sharp. She could find the juiciest berries and spot a crab from across the clearing.

But I was the best climber.

Well... not really a climber, since dodos aren’t made for trees. But I had a knack for scrambling up fallen trunks and balancing on boulders. I liked to be just a little higher than the others, to see just a little farther. The world seemed so much bigger up there, and sometimes I could feel something deep in the earth humming beneath my feet—like a song only the island knew.

We spent the whole day adventuring. I learned that beetles taste terrible, that mud is fun until it’s in your eyes, and that birds with red feathers are mean.

I also learned that some trees speak.

There was one tree near the edge of our clearing—an ancient tamarin with a hollow belly and roots that crawled like fingers. It creaked and groaned even when there was no wind. And sometimes, when I pressed my head against its bark, I could hear a slow, deep sound. Not words. Just something old and waiting.

“Why does it make that sound?” I asked Mama.

She looked at the tree for a long time before answering.

“That tree remembers things,” she said. “The land is full of memory, Doona. Every leaf, every stone. You just have to know how to listen.”

I didn’t understand fully, but I listened anyway. That night, I dreamed of the tree. It was taller in my dream, reaching the stars. And from its hollow trunk, a feather floated out—white and glowing—and drifted across the sky.

When I woke up, the moon was shining through the branches, and the forest was silent except for the rustle of leaves.

I whispered, “I’m going to remember everything.”

Because I had the feeling—deep in my bones—that this world wouldn’t always stay the same.
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