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But Fiona didn’t know what else to do,

so she hung from the ceiling
and twisted her body,
pointing her big round ears
in every direction.
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What if she never learned to fly?
Would she ever go outside again?

Fiona sniffled, then started to whimper.

Fiona missed being carried by Mama.
She missed the stars in the sky,

the smell of the fruits that Mama ate,
and the taste of warm milk.



