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High in the cedar branches of the Great Whispering Forest, a small bird named Tully watches the sky from a safe distance. He prefers the lower branches, where the ground feels close and the winds cannot carry him away.

But when a great storm breaks his branch and hurls him into the night, Tully discovers something unexpected inside the chaos: the wind is not his enemy. Carried beyond the forest by his spirited friend Lark and guided by the ancient wisdom of Elder Rowan at the Northern Cliffs, Tully learns that the sky does not ask a creature to be fearless before it enters. It only asks that it listens.

Tully and the Flight of the Whispering Winds is a gentle, luminous story about courage, trust, and the discovery that home and wonder were never meant to be enemies. Perfect for bedtime reading, this story will leave young hearts feeling both comforted and quietly brave.

Prologue: The Winds That Remember

Long before Tully was born, the winds moved through the Great Whispering Forest in ways no one fully understood.

They slipped softly through the cedar branches at dusk. They curled around hollow logs deep in the moss. They carried the scent of rain, distant mountains, wildflowers, and faraway places no forest creature had ever seen.

Some animals hardly noticed them at all.

Others paused whenever the winds arrived, listening carefully as though something hidden moved inside them.

The oldest creatures in the forest said the winds remembered things.

Not in words exactly.

But in feelings.

A certain gust might carry the memory of courage. Another might feel lonely and cold, like a traveler searching for home. Some winds felt playful, while others arrived with the heavy stillness that comes before change.

No one agreed completely about where the Whispering Winds came from.

The foxes believed they wandered down from the high cliffs above the clouds.

The owls claimed the winds traveled across the moonlit valleys beyond the forest.

And Sage Nut, the wise little squirrel, once smiled and said: "Perhaps the winds simply go wherever they are needed."

Most young animals listened politely to these stories and quickly forgot them.

But not Tully.

Even before he learned to fly very far, Tully listened whenever the evening winds moved through the trees.

And sometimes, though he could never explain why, it felt as though the winds were listening too.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter One: The Little Bird Who Stayed Low
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Morning arrived softly in the Great Whispering Forest.

Long ribbons of golden light slipped between the towering cedar trees, touching the moss-covered ground in scattered patches that shimmered like tiny pools of sunlight. Dew clung to every fern and leaf. Somewhere far above, hidden among the branches, a stream of birdsong slowly awakened the forest one voice at a time.

The forest always sounded different in the early morning.

Before the squirrels began their busy chattering. Before the foxes padded quietly along the shaded paths. Before the wind warmed and carried the smells of pine, rainwater, and distant flowers through the trees.

Those first moments belonged almost entirely to the birds.

Some sang boldly from the highest branches as if the whole forest had gathered just to hear them. Others darted through the cool morning air in playful spirals, racing each other between the trees.

But near the lower branches of a tall cedar tree, hidden beneath thick green needles, one small bird sat quietly inside his nest watching the others from a distance.

His name was Tully.

Tully was not the strongest flyer in the forest. He was not the fastest either. In fact, if anyone had asked him, Tully would have admitted that he did not especially enjoy flying very much at all.

Not high, anyway.

The upper skies made him nervous. The open air beyond the forest made him even more nervous.

Tully preferred the lower branches where the trees stood close together and the ground never felt too far away. Down there, the forest felt safe and familiar.

A cheerful blur of feathers suddenly swooped downward beside him.

"Still hiding down here?" chirped Lark, a bright yellow songbird with quick wings and even quicker words.

Tully gave a small smile. "I'm not hiding."

Lark tilted her head. "You always say that."

"I just like it better down here."

Lark glanced upward toward the brilliant stretch of morning sky above the trees. "You should've seen the sunrise from the high cliffs," she said excitedly. "The clouds looked like floating rivers."

Tully tried to imagine it. He had heard the older birds speak about the cliffs beyond the northern edge of the forest. They said the winds there were so strong they could lift birds almost without effort. The thought made his stomach tighten.

"I'm fine here," Tully answered softly.

Lark studied him for a moment, though not unkindly. "You know," she said, fluffing her feathers, "the sky gets less scary once you stop fighting it."

Before Tully could answer, Lark shot upward through the branches and disappeared into the bright morning light above. Tully watched her go until he could no longer see her.

A cool breeze drifted through the branches. Tully immediately pulled himself closer to the trunk of the tree.

The breeze passed gently at first, whispering through the cedar needles in soft rustling waves. But then the sound deepened slightly, carrying something strange within it.

Tully froze.

There it was again. A whisper. Not words exactly. Not a voice. And yet the sound stirred something deep inside him every time he heard it, as though the wind carried feelings too old and distant to explain.

By afternoon, the air had become strangely still. The kind of stillness that made the whole forest seem to pause and listen.

Then came the first distant rumble. Thunder.

The storm was coming. And somewhere deep inside the gathering winds, Tully felt the strange whisper again. Only now it no longer sounded distant. It sounded closer.
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