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The Bird and the Fox

A Symbolic Tale of Love, Freedom, and Transformation

by Christopher Lee Spino

To her, the bird.
With hope.

Author’s Note

This story is a symbolic reflection on love, identity, and freedom. The bird, the fox, and the rabbit each represent parts of ourselves that struggle with connection, control, and the desire for belonging. Thank you for joining me on this journey.
— Christopher Lee Spino
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Chapter One – The Unexpected, Unacknowledged Christmas Present
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It was 6:00 p.m. and already dark when she stepped into her mother’s house. Christmas had arrived, and with it, the familiar chaos, her siblings laughing in the kitchen, her daughter racing through the hallway, her husband trailing behind her, quiet and detached.

She took a deep breath. Home, in a sense.

Then she saw him.

A stranger was sitting on the living room couch, smiling politely as he chatted with her brother. He looked comfortable, like someone who belonged there. But she didn’t know him. Her mother walked past and casually said, “That’s an old friend from school. Just in town for the holidays.”

He looked up, and their eyes met for the first time.

Something paused in her chest.

He stood and offered a hand. “Hi. I’m Julian.”

She hesitated, then shook it. “Nice to meet you. I’m... Emily.”

“Your mom talks about you a lot,” he said, his voice warm. “She didn’t mention you were this funny.”

She raised an eyebrow. “Funny?”

“You just walked in and made three people laugh in the span of thirty seconds.”

“Oh.” She gave a small, uncertain smile. “That wasn’t on purpose.”

He chuckled. “That’s what makes it better.”

From the corner of the room, her husband shot a glance their way. She felt it like static in the air.

Later, while people drifted toward dessert and the living room quieted, Julian leaned against the doorframe near the tree and said, “This your first time home in a while?”

“Kind of. We don’t always make it out for Christmas. Too much going on.”

He nodded slowly. “It’s a strange kind of chaos. Loud, but kind of nice.”

“Yeah,” she said, watching her daughter curl up on the couch. “Nice enough.”

There was a silence, brief but filled with something.

“You seem... tired,” he said carefully.

She glanced at him. “I am. But it’s the kind of tired that doesn't go away with sleep.”

He looked like he wanted to say something more, but didn’t.

“I’m trying to stay present tonight,” she added, softly.

He smiled. “You’re doing a good job.”

As the night drew to a close, and people began hugging and slipping on coats, she found herself next to him again. He held her gaze a moment longer than polite.

“It was good meeting you, Emily.”

“Yeah,” she said softly. “You too.”

And then, without any reason at all—she knew she’d think about him for a long time.
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Chapter Two – The Long Hello
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Julian didn’t expect to see her again.

New Year’s Eve came quickly, and when her mother texted to invite him to the small gathering, he almost said no. But something pulled at him. A quiet curiosity. A feeling he hadn’t had in years.

He arrived just before dusk. Her mother greeted him at the door with a hug. “Glad you made it. Emily should be here soon.”

He smiled politely, but his pulse quickened.

When she finally walked in, wearing a soft sweater, jeans, and that same tired smile, his breath caught. Not because she looked different. Because she looked the same.

“Hey,” she said softly when they passed in the hallway.

“Hey,” he replied. “Didn’t think I’d see you again.”

She tilted her head. “Neither did I.”

Later, while others gathered around the firepit outside, Julian found himself beside her again. Sparks danced in the air, wood crackling, voices rising and falling around them like wind.

“You warm enough?” he asked, offering her the blanket wrapped around his shoulders.

“I’m fine,” she said, but then paused. “Actually... yeah. Thanks.”

He draped it over her shoulders carefully, their hands brushing for the briefest moment.

She looked into the flames. “Do you ever feel like you’re watching your life from the outside?”

He turned to her, surprised by the question. “Yeah. More than I’d like to admit.”

“I don’t know when it started,” she said. “This feeling like... I’m always just visiting my own body.”

Julian was quiet for a long moment. “Maybe you’re not the visitor,” he said gently. “Maybe you just stopped being invited.”

She looked at him then, really looked. “That’s... too accurate.”

“You seem like someone who used to be loud.”

That made her laugh, soft, real. “I was. Annoyingly so.”

He grinned. “I knew it.”

The sound of her daughter giggling in the distance pulled her attention. She turned and watched her run across the yard.

“Do you have kids?” she asked.

Julian shook his head. “No. I always thought I would. Just never... happened.”

“Are you married?”

“No.”

She didn’t reply to that, not with words. But something softened in her posture, like she let herself breathe for the first time that night.

When it was time to leave, she stood by the door waiting for her husband to gather their daughter’s things. Julian approached her quietly.

“Happy New Year,” he said.

She nodded. “You too, Julian.”

There was a pause, heavy with things unspoken.

“I’m glad you came tonight,” she said.

“So am I.”

She opened her mouth as if to say something more, then thought better of it. Instead, she offered him a small smile and turned away.

He stood there a moment longer, watching the door after it closed behind her.

And for the first time in years, Julian didn’t feel alone.
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Chapter Three – The Tragedy
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Julian didn’t mean for it to happen.

They hadn’t seen each other in weeks. Life resumed its dull rhythm: work, home, sleep. But she was always there, in quiet moments, in the way his heart stirred when he passed a bookstore or smelled firewood. The memory of her laugh. Her tired eyes. That soft smile.

Then one afternoon, his phone buzzed.

“Hey, it’s Emily. Mom’s fixing up the den and asked if you could help. I’ll be there too. No pressure.”

He stared at the message for a long time.

“Sure,” he replied.

When he arrived, she was already inside, her daughter drawing pictures on the living room floor. Emily looked up as he entered, wiping her hands on a dish towel. She gave him that same half-smile.

“Window’s in here,” she said. “Stuck again.”

“Of course it is,” he said with a grin.

As he worked in the den, she stood nearby, pretending to tidy shelves.

“You didn’t have to come,” she said.

“I wanted to.”

A beat of silence.

“Things been okay?” he asked.

She exhaled through her nose. “That depends on your definition of ‘okay.’”

“Fair enough.”

Another silence.

Then she stepped closer.

“Julian,” she said quietly. “What are we doing?”

He turned, heart pounding. “I’ve been asking myself the same thing.”

“This shouldn’t be happening.”

“But it is,” he said. “And I don’t regret it.”

Her voice dropped. “I’m married.”

“I know.”

“I have a
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