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About the Author

For the dodo, who deserved better than a punchline.

And for all the others—the great auk, the passenger pigeon, 

the Tasmanian tiger, the baiji, the countless unnamed and 

unremembered—who followed her into that final silence.

May we learn. May we remember. May we, for once, be wise enough to stop.
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Part One: The Island That Time Forgot
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In the beginning, before the maps were drawn and the ships were built and the hunger of men spread across the waters like a plague, there was an island.

It had no name, for there was no one to name it. It simply was—a green jewel cradled in the endless blue of the Indian Ocean, born of fire and then forgotten by it, left to grow wild and strange and whole. Ebony trees rose like dark cathedrals, their roots drinking deep from volcanic soil. Palms swayed in breezes that had never carried the scent of gunpowder or blood. The tambalacoque fruited in great abundance, and its seeds fell to the forest floor, waiting to be eaten, waiting to be carried, waiting to become.

And in this garden without a gardener, there lived a bird.

She was not beautiful by the standards of the peacock or the paradise bird. She was plump and grey, with a tail like an afterthought and wings that had forgotten how to fly. Her beak curved downward, heavy and strange, and her eyes were small and dark and held no fear in them, for she had never learned what fear was for.

She had no name either. Later, the men would call her dodo—from the Portuguese doudo, meaning fool, or perhaps from the Dutch dodoor, meaning sluggard. They would laugh at her as they killed her. But that was later.

For now, she was simply herself: a bird who walked the forest floor on thick grey legs, who ate the fallen fruit and nested in the soft earth, who had no enemies because the island had never made any. She was not a fool. She was complete. She was what a creature becomes when it is allowed to evolve in peace for ten thousand years, shaped only by the gentle pressures of wind and fruit and season, never by tooth or claw or terror.

She did not know that she was the last of anything.

She did not know that she was the first of anything either—the first of her kind to live in a world that would soon include men, and therefore the first to die by their hands.

The island kept its silence. The waves lapped at black volcanic stones. The ebony trees held their breath.

And far away, across waters the bird could not imagine, the ships were being built.
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​Part Two: The Coming of the Hungry Ones
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The first men came in the year that other men called 1507, though the island did not count years and the bird did not count anything at all.

They were Portuguese sailors, blown off course by a storm, and they stumbled onto the island's shores with salt in their beards and desperation in their bellies. They had been at sea for months. They had eaten the rats. They had eaten the leather of their boots. They had begun to eye one another with a terrible calculus.

And then: land. Green and abundant and alive.

The sailors fell upon the island like locusts upon wheat. They did not see the ebony cathedrals or the untouched beauty or the ten million years of patient evolution. They saw only meat.

The bird watched them come.

She had never seen creatures like this—tall and thin, walking on two legs as she did, but wrong somehow, loud and fast and smelling of things she could not name. They moved through the forest in packs, shouting to one another in sounds that were not birdsong, carrying strange branches that glinted in the sun.

She did not run.

How could she? She had never run from anything. The island had taught her that the world was safe, that all things were either food or friend, that there was no need to flee because there was nothing to flee from. So she stood in the clearing and watched the men approach, curious, perhaps even welcoming.

The first sailor to reach her laughed.

Look at this stupid thing, he said, or something like it, in a language the bird would never understand. It doesn't even try to escape.

He picked up a stone.
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THE KILLING WAS EASY. That was the worst part, the part the stories would not tell for centuries: how easy it was. The birds did not fight. They did not flee. They stood in their clearings and on their nests, watching with those small dark trusting eyes, and the men walked among them like farmers among chickens, swinging clubs, throwing stones, laughing at the soft thud of bodies hitting earth.

They killed more than they could eat. This is the way of men when they discover abundance—they cannot stop, they cannot measure, they cannot imagine that anything so plentiful could ever end. They filled their ships with salted flesh and sailed away, and they told others what they had found: an island full of fat, stupid birds that walked right up to you, begging to be killed.

The men called the place Ilha do Cirne—Island of the Swan—though there were no swans there.

The bird they called dodo.

And the dodo did not yet know that she had been named, and that to be named by men was the first step toward ceasing to exist.

​
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Part Three: The Flood
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The Dutch came next, in 1598, with settlements and intentions. They did not merely pass through. They stayed.

They brought with them the animals of their world: pigs to breed and eat, macaques for amusement, rats that scurried from the holds of ships into the dark fertility of the forest. They brought cats and dogs and goats. They brought the whole catastrophic menagerie of human civilization, and they set it loose upon an island that had no defenses against any of it.

The pigs learned quickly. The dodo's nests were on the ground—where else would they be, when there had never been a reason to hide them?—and the eggs were large and rich and defenseless. The pigs rooted through the undergrowth, following scent trails to nest after nest, devouring futures that would never hatch.

The rats came at night. 
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THEY WERE SMALLER THAN the pigs but more numerous, a grey tide flowing through the forest, eating eggs, eating hatchlings, eating everything that could not fight back.

The macaques watched from the trees, learning, waiting.

The dodos died, and died, and died.

Not all at once. Extinction is not a thunderclap; it is a slow bleeding, a wound that does not close. Each year there were fewer nests. Each year the old birds saw fewer young ones learning to walk the forest paths. Each year the silence grew deeper, though no one was counting, though no one was keeping record.

The Dutch settlers barely noticed. There were always enough birds
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