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			Once there was a mother bird who laid three eggs in her nest.  One egg hatched.   Then another one hatched.  Finally, the third one hatched too.  The chicks walked out slowly.   The youngest one cut her left wing because of a sharp spot on egg shell.   "My wing!" She cried.   "Waaa!" the chick continued.  

The next day, the youngest bird watched her mom teach her sisters fly. But, the youngest bird had to stay in the tree because of her injuries.  She was so tired, she fell asleep.  
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				As she fell asleep, she had a dream. In her dream, her mother taught her sisters to fly at their tree. They were as fast as lightning. "When can we take a break?" Her sister complained. "It's been like a million years!" "Yeah!" Her sister whined. "Hey! What's that?" She pointed to the smallest bird's wing, with a roll of duct tape lying next to it. Mother bird picked it up. The three of them grinned from ear to ear. Then they quickly brought it home and used the duct tape to "connect" her wing to her body. Then, the smallest bird tried to fly with them, but her wing wasn't really connected to her body, so she fell. The smallest bird quickly woke up. "That was scary," she said to herself, "thank goodness that was not real!"
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			That night in bed, she couldn't sleep. Why? Because she was thinking. Thinking about her wing. She decided not to worry about it, because it's already off her body and she can't connect it. 

The next day was the first day at birdschool. Birds kept asking her about her wing. In art class, they drew pictures of their houses and traded them with the students. The smallest bird traded her drawing with a chicken. "What happened to your wing?" He asked. "Oh, that question again!" she said.
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