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​Chapter 1: The Forest Floor
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The Whispering Woods was a very beautiful place. It was a giant forest filled with towering pine trees. These tall trees reached all the way up to the clouds. Below the giant trees, the ground was soft and green. Lush green clover patches covered the dirt like a thick blanket. Low blackberry bushes grew in wide rows. The bushes were full of dark, sweet berries. 

Barnaby lived right here on the ground. Barnaby was a tiny juvenile blue jay. That meant he was a young bird. His back and wings were a bright, striking blue. He had a fluffy white chest. He was very proud of his fluffy white chest. Every morning, he spent a long time cleaning his white feathers. He used his little beak to brush them until they looked like a soft cloud. 

Barnaby loved the forest floor. He loved the smell of the damp earth. He loved the taste of the plump berries. Most of all, he loved how safe the ground felt. Barnaby was very cautious. He liked to look before he hopped. He liked to listen before he chirped. He did not like surprises. He liked things to be quiet and calm. 

He woke up early on this bright morning. He took a deep breath of fresh pine air. The smell was sharp and clean. It made his tiny bird lungs feel good. The warm afternoon sun on feathers was his favorite feeling in the world. Even though it was still morning, he closed his eyes and imagined the warm afternoon light. He stretched his left wing. He stretched his right wing. He hopped out of his small nest. His nest was hidden deep inside a thick blackberry bush. It was very close to the dirt. 

Barnaby began his daily routine. He hopped out of the bush. He landed on a lush green clover patch. The clover leaves were cool against his tiny black claws. He started to look for his breakfast. He poked his beak under a wide clover leaf. He found a small, green shiny bug. He snapped it up. It was a good breakfast. 

He hopped a little farther. He kept his belly close to the ground. He looked left. He looked right. He moved to the edge of the low blackberry bushes. He looked for a berry that was ready to eat. He found a big, dark purple berry. It was very juicy. He pecked at it. The sweet juice got on his beak. He wiped his beak on a green leaf. He puffed out his fluffy white chest. He was very happy.

Barnaby looked up. The giant pine trees went up forever. The high branches looked very far away. Just looking at the high branches made Barnaby feel funny. His tummy did a little flip. His blue wings shivered a bit. He quickly looked back down at his feet. 

Barnaby was afraid of heights. He did not like the sky. The sky was too big. The high branches swayed too much. If he went up there, he might fall. He might get dizzy. He liked the dirt. The dirt never moved. The dirt was always right under his feet. 

He hopped back into the middle of the clover patch. He found a nice, flat rock. The rock was smooth. He hopped up onto the rock. He fluffed his blue feathers. He sat down. He watched a line of tiny brown ants carry a crumb. He liked watching the ants. The ants stayed on the ground, just like him. 

He knew some birds thought he was silly. Most blue jays liked to fly up high. They liked to sit on the very top branches. They liked to call out loudly to the whole forest. Barnaby was different. He did not want to yell. He did not want to fly high. He just wanted to eat sweet blackberries. He wanted to sit on his safe rock. 

Barnaby picked up a small dry twig. He tossed it in the air. He caught it in his beak. He played his own little game. He felt the warm sun hit his back. The woods were very quiet. He heard the soft rustle of the green leaves. He felt the soft dirt under his rock. He took another deep breath of fresh pine air. 

He promised himself he would never leave the forest floor. Up there, the wind blew hard. Down here, the air was still. Down here, he knew every rock. He knew every bush. He knew exactly where the best bugs hid. He knew which clover leaves tasted the sweetest. 

He puffed out his fluffy white chest one more time. He was a ground bird. He was a cautious bird. He was perfectly happy right here. He closed his eyes. He listened to the quiet sounds of the low bushes. He waited for the morning to slowly turn into the warm afternoon. He felt completely safe.
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​Chapter 2: Pip's Invitation
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A sudden buzzing noise broke the quiet morning. The buzzing was very fast. It sounded like a giant, happy bee. Barnaby opened his eyes. He looked up from his smooth rock. 

A tiny blur of color zipped through the air. The blur stopped right in front of Barnaby's beak. It was Pip. Pip was a tiny hummingbird. He was much smaller than Barnaby. Pip had shimmering iridescent wings. His wings moved so fast they looked like a shiny mist. They changed from bright green to shiny blue when he moved. Pip was always energetic. He never sat still. 

Pip wore something very special around his little neck. It was a shiny red ribbon charm. Pip loved his ribbon. He found it near a human picnic a long time ago. He tied it around his neck. The shiny red ribbon fluttered in the air. Barnaby saw sunbeams filtering through green pine needles. The bright light hit Pip. The bright red ribbon reflecting light made Barnaby blink his eyes.

Pip hummed a happy and confident tune. He zipped to the left. He zipped to the right. He stopped in front of Barnaby again. 

"Good morning, Barnaby!" Pip chirped. His voice was fast and squeaky. 

Barnaby shifted on his rock. He tucked his blue wings in tight. "Good morning, Pip," Barnaby said slowly. 

Pip zipped in a big circle. "It is a great day! The sun is out. The wind is perfect. You must come up! You must see the top of the giant pine tree!" 

Barnaby felt a tight knot in his tummy. His tummy did a big flip. His fluffy white chest sank back a little. He looked down at his black claws. He stared at the green clover. 

"No thank you," Barnaby said. "I like my rock. I like the clover."

Pip stopped buzzing and hovered near Barnaby's ear. "But Barnaby! You are a blue jay! Blue jays belong in the high branches. The air is so nice up there. I felt the cool air in the high branches just a minute ago. It makes your feathers feel so light!"

Barnaby shook his head. His tiny head moved from side to side. "The air is nice down here. I just took a deep breath of fresh pine air. It smells like sweet berries."

Pip zipped up into the air. He pointed his tiny beak toward the giant trees. "But you can see the whole forest from the top! You can see the shiny river. You can see the big mountains. You only see green leaves and dirt down here."

Barnaby looked up. He let his eyes follow the tall brown tree trunk. It went up, up, up. It disappeared into the thick green pine needles. The thought of being up there made his legs shake. He felt his knees wobble. He quickly looked back at his smooth rock. 

"I do not want to see the river," Barnaby said. "I do not want to see the mountains. I want to see my bugs. I want to see my berries."

Pip flew down and landed on a thin branch. He finally stopped buzzing his wings. He looked at Barnaby. Pip tipped his tiny head to the side. "Are you scared, Barnaby?" 

Barnaby did not want to say yes. He puffed out his fluffy white chest as far as it would go. He stood up very tall on his tiny black legs. He pointed his beak in the air. 

"I am not scared," Barnaby said. "I am cautious. Cautious means I am smart. The sky is full of big gusts of wind. The sky is full of falling pinecones. The ground is soft. The ground is safe."

Pip smiled. He hummed his happy and confident tune again. "Being scared is okay. But you miss the fun! The high branches are like a giant playground. We play tag in the clouds. We race the butterflies. It is wonderful."

Deep down inside, Barnaby felt a little ache. A tiny part of him wanted to play tag. A tiny part of him wanted to race butterflies. He wanted to belong with the other birds. He watched other blue jays fly together in the sky. They looked very happy. They looked very brave. He wished he could be brave. 

But then he imagined his feet leaving the safe dirt. He imagined looking down from the clouds. His blue feathers puffed out, but not with pride. They puffed out with worry. His tummy did another flip. 

"I will
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