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Chapter One: A Fragile Beginning
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The morning was quiet, almost painfully still. The dove sat on the edge of the old stone ledge, her feathers ruffled slightly by the soft breeze. Nestled beneath her, the fragile egg trembled with life she could not yet see. She had not intended to stumble; she had not intended to make a mistake, yet one small shift—perhaps a startle, perhaps hunger—caused her to press too firmly, and the egg cracked.

A soft, heartbreaking sound split the morning air, followed by silence heavier than the stones beneath her claws. The dove looked down, eyes wide, heart aching. She had never felt such emptiness, such sudden stillness where life had once seemed certain. For hours, perhaps for days, she did not move, did not eat, did not lift her wings. The wind passed around her, indifferent, while she remained rooted, bound to the grief that weighed her down.

It was the child who appeared first. A small figure, moving along the familiar path each day, cautious yet drawn to the ledge. On the second day, she returned, steps hesitant, carrying a tiny chicken bone in her hands. In her young imagination, it was clear: the dove had lost her egg, and she needed another. Placing the bone gently before the dove, she stepped back. To the child, it was a replacement egg, fragile and precious; to the dove, it was something else entirely—a symbol of care, of being seen.

The dove examined the bone with her beak, unsure of its meaning, yet sensing intention. Something shifted within her. She lifted it, small and careful, not because it resembled her egg, but because it resembled mercy. And with that simple motion, life stirred again. She ate a little, fluttered her wings, and felt a subtle lightness return to her chest.

Days later, a tiny chick appeared. Weak, unsure, unable to fly, the small life moved hesitantly toward her. She looked at it, unsure at first, then opened her wings, welcoming it. She nurtured it as though it had come from her heart rather than from the shell she had lost. Step by step, she guided it, sheltered it, taught it to face the stones, the wind, the unknown. She did not push it into the air. Instead, she walked with it, moved with it, protecting it from the harshness of the world.

The child watched quietly, bringing seeds and water, smiling silently. She did not speak, yet she learned everything. She learned that motherhood was not about origin, but presence. That love sometimes meant choosing the ground instead of the sky, because those you care for cannot always fly alone.

And as the sun dipped low, painting long shadows across the ledge, the dove felt a flicker of hope and the faint pulse of life beginning to return.

The first tiny heartbeat beneath her wings whispered that this fragile beginning had only just begun, and the days ahead would teach her more than she could imagine.
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Chapter Two: Ripples of Trust
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The morning air carried a crisp chill, brushing the feathers of the dove as she rose from the ledge. She stretched slowly, wings trembling slightly from nights spent guarding and guiding the young chick that now fluttered uncertainly beneath her. The fledgling pressed close, wings trembling in imitation, still unsure of the balance needed to move across the uneven stones of their tiny sanctuary. Life had returned, but it was fragile, delicate, like the first light breaking over the horizon.

The little girl appeared soon after, carrying seeds and water, her small hands steady yet alert. Her eyes scanned the ledge, the edges of the stones, the subtle movements in the surrounding forest, as though she could sense dangers the dove could not yet see. She knelt quietly beside the ledge, leaving offerings in places carefully chosen, observing the birds’ reactions with a mixture of awe and curiosity. The dove sensed her presence and the intention behind it. Though the two had never spoken, a silent bond was forming—a fragile understanding that extended beyond words, beyond species, beyond conscious thought.

Hours passed in measured rhythm. The chick hopped cautiously across the stones, stumbling and regaining balance again and again. Each small success was celebrated with soft coos from the dove, encouragement carried in tone, in posture, in subtle nudges. The fledgling copied slowly, wings stretching tentatively, mimicking every movement while keeping wary eyes on the shadows that flickered at the forest’s edge.

The wind carried scents and sounds of life from beyond the ledge. A rustle in the underbrush, a flicker of movement between the trees—small reminders that their sanctuary existed in a world full of unseen eyes and unpredictable threats. The dove stiffened with instinctual vigilance, feathers ruffling, eyes scanning every movement, every whisper of sound. She guided the young ones step by step, teaching patience, caution, and the delicate art of observation.

Midday arrived with harsh sunlight breaking through the canopy. The ledge shimmered under the heat, stones warming beneath the delicate feet of the chick and fledgling. The little girl moved closer, scattering seeds, offering them as a bridge of trust. The chick pecked cautiously, the fledgling hesitated, and the dove’s wings arched protectively, shielding both from sudden gusts of wind. It was a rhythm of teaching, learning, and trust—a fragile dance between vulnerability and courage.

Then, from the deeper forest, came the faint sound of wings, not like their own, sharper and more deliberate. The dove froze, heart beating rapidly. A hawk, distant but precise, circled above, assessing. Instinct surged within her: the young could not fly, could not escape, and yet she could not abandon them. Muscles tensed, wings spread, feathers ruffled to appear larger, more intimidating. The hawk circled again, hesitating, sensing the quiet determination radiating from the dove. Step by step, she shifted, nudged the young ones closer, teaching them instinctive patience, caution, and resilience.

Hours merged into the afternoon. The chick had begun to trust its balance, hopping further along the ledge, peeping softly when unsure. The fledgling mirrored each movement, hesitating yet learning. The little girl, a silent witness, placed more seeds along the safe edge, each gesture a reinforcement of trust. And in this quiet choreography, the dove realized a deeper truth: survival was not only instinct, but the subtle bonds of trust, care, and presence.

Evening came, brushing the ledge with gold and violet. The air thickened with hints of approaching weather, whispers of change carried by the forest wind. The dove tucked both young ones under her wings, feeling the rhythmic pulse of their tiny hearts against her chest. Life on the ledge was growing stronger, yet fragile, each day teaching lessons of patience, courage, and vigilance.

And as the shadows lengthened across the stones, stretching toward the forest, a subtle, almost imperceptible rustle drifted on the wind, carrying a sense of movement, of change, and of the unknown waiting just beyond the ledge.
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Chapter Three: The First Test
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The morning arrived pale and trembling, a thin light spilling across the ledge, illuminating each stone with quiet clarity. The dove stretched her wings slowly, muscles taut, feathers catching the faint gleam of dawn. Beneath her, the chick hopped cautiously, growing steadier with each step, while the fledgling lingered close, wings twitching nervously, eyes flicking toward the forest beyond. The ledge had become their fragile world, yet the forest seemed restless, full of whispers carried on the wind, as if life itself was testing their small sanctuary.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
The Shape of
W 1at Remains:

~ Not everything lost is gone

‘:—;;%r’ = >§—~Tr

— % » S
- - - =l
=
-

Emma Wells






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





