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🐒

Hang in there, Punch 

For Anyone Who Was Told They Weren’t Enough.

✦  ✦  ✦ 

 

A story about being alone, being kind,

and finding your way home.

✦  ✦  ✦

🐒🧸

By Madilka Fernando

 

 

 

…

For the ones who held on alone

…

Look how far you came anyway

🐒🧸

 

 

 

 

 

 

A Note Before We Begin

✦  ✦  ✦

 

This is inspired by a true story.

On July 26, 2025, a tiny Japanese macaque was born at a zoo in Japan. His mother turned away from him the very next day. He was left with nothing, 

No warm arms to hold him, no heartbeat to sleep against,  no voice to call his name.

What happened next is something the world did not expect. A stuffed orangutan toy was placed beside him. He held onto it the way the rest of us hold onto hope, with both arms, as tightly as he could.

But this is not a sad story.

This is a story about what happens when a small, lonely heart decides, without being taught, without being told, to become a source of warmth for everyone else around him. Even the ones who push him away.

His name is Punch.

And the world needs to know his name. 

                                                                          — With love 🐒🧸








Chapter 1

The Morning Everything Was Quiet

In which a small life begins, and the world does not notice

✦  ✦  ✦

 

The mountain woke up slowly on the morning Punch was born.

Mist curled through the cedar trees. Birds ruffled their feathers in the grey light. The older monkeys scratched their bellies and yawned. Nobody paid special attention to the small, damp bundle of fur that had appeared in the corner of the enclosure overnight, tucked against the concrete wall.

Nobody except the keepers.

They saw him immediately, so small he could fit in two cupped palms. His eyes were not yet fully open. His fingers, impossibly tiny, curled and uncurled against the air, searching for something that was not there.

His mother sat a few feet away.

She did not look at him.

~ ~ ~

Nobody knows exactly why a mother sometimes turns away. Perhaps she was afraid. Perhaps something inside her was broken, the way sometimes even the softest hearts can crack under pressure they do not understand. The keepers did not blame her. Animals do not always have reasons the way people do. Sometimes a thing just is.

But Punch did not know this.

All he knew was cold air, and the searching of his own small fingers, and a quiet that felt too big for his body.

He made a sound, the tiniest sound, like a question.

Nobody answered.

~ ~ ~

He was born into silence. But silence, as it turns out, was not the end of his story. It was only the beginning.

~ ~ ~

That afternoon, a keeper named Hana carried him carefully into a warm room. She wrapped him in a soft cloth. She held a small bottle to his lips.

He drank.

She sat with him for a long time after that, watching the rise and fall of his tiny chest, making sure he was real, making sure he was still here.

"You are going to be okay," she whispered.

She did not know, then, how true those words would turn out to be.

🐒🧸

 

In the weeks after Punch was born, the keepers noticed something that made them go quiet and thoughtful. He was drinking his milk. He was warm. He was physically stable, all the numbers were good, all the signs were right. And yet.
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