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Three Feathers 

By Brittany Molenaar 

Three stories, one night, and the feathers we never get back. 

Nine Percent 

It was 1:12 a.m., the power went out, and the whole house exhaled. 

Eden couldn’t sleep, and now she couldn’t air fry a snack. Rude!  

The fridge stopped humming. The furnace clicked off mid-breath. In the 

sudden quiet, Eden could hear sleet ticking against the window like a fingernail on 

glass: impatiently patient, asking to be let in. 

Her phone lit her face blue. Nine percent. 

The video had 41,000 views now. 

It was nine seconds long. She had watched it so many times that she could 

see it with her eyes closed. She knew him well. He lived next door, and they used 

to play in the backyard when they were little kids.  

It felt like only yesterday, when they made mud pies and played house in the 

long grass. 

 There he was again, all grown up, Theo Barre in his grey parka, outside the 

Co-op, lunging at an old woman. The woman was going down hard on the ice. A 

flicker of grey at the top of the frame for half a second, which everyone in the 

comments said was a glitch. Then the cut, and the caption in white letters on black: 

THIS is who's running for student council?? Share so everyone knows. 
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She had shared it, and why not? Everyone had. She was only one drop in the 

bucket. That was the thing. By the time it reached her, it was already everywhere, 

and there's a kind of safety in that.  

What was she worried about anyway? 

Theo was in the wrong, right?  

So what if they used to be friends?  

They weren’t anymore. That was a long time ago. 

Honestly, she shouldn’t worry about him. She had a reputation to protect, 

and too much to lose.  

They weren’t little kids anymore. Now she was a sophomore and, 

surprisingly, the volleyball team captain; her boyfriend was a senior and the 

football team's quarterback. She couldn’t afford to worry about geeks; that's just 

how the world worked. She was popular, and Theo was not. They were too 

different now, and besides, even if she secretly wanted to, her friends cared about 

appearances, and she needed friends.  

No, she couldn’t risk losing popularity.  

The cost was too great.  

And Theo… well, he was a do-gooder, or so she'd thought. Eden must have 

been witnessing an act.  

At least that’s what everyone was saying online.  

No, he got caught on video, for goodness’ sake, and the universe decided 

that he needed to pay.  
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She knew the rules: you don't go against the current when it's already been 

decided.  

That’s the law of survival: you just go with it, or you drown.  

How could she not?  

She didn’t start it, and this was high school, a dog-eat-dog world. If you 

aren’t doing the eating, then the next thing you know, you will be the one eaten.  

Still, something uncomfortable squirmed inside of her, but she wouldn’t let 

it last. There was nothing that she could do about it; she was only one insignificant 

teenager, and that was just the way the world was.  

Not her problem.  

The comments scrolled past like water over stones. 

Expel him! 

My cousin says he's done stuff like this before!!!! 

Someone said she broke her hip?!?! 

Always the quiet ones… 

A floorboard creaked.  

Eden’s eyes darted to the door.  

Gran stood in the doorway, quiet as a ninja, holding a modified tree pose. 

She was a wacky old thing. Her pose wasn’t modified by age; she wanted to make 

an entrance while still holding a candle in a jam jar, her white hair loose over a 

wool shawl. The flame made the shadows of her hands huge and slow on the wall. 

“You're awake,” Gran said, a wily grin on her face.  
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That sly ol’ bird lived life like it was a game.  

“Power's out,” Eden replied dully.  

She loved her, but she didn’t need to encourage her antics. Somebody 

needed to be the adult.   

“I noticed.”  

Gran set the jar on the nightstand beside the lamp she bedazzled with strands 

of crystal garland. She flipped the emergency switch on the side of the bulb. 

“Let there be light!” Gran announced.  

She was an odd duck, but at least she came prepared.  

The prismatic radiance found the pillow on the spare bed: her old feather 

pillow with the faded blue ticking, lumpy and soft, smelling of the cedar chest it 

lived in most of the year.  

“And you've been crying.” 

“I haven't.” Eden lied. 

Gran sat on the edge of the bed, studied Eden’s face in the light. She moved 

gracefully, but the mattress dipped surprisingly low toward her. She didn't argue. 

She only looked at the phone and the blue light on Eden's face, the way you might 

look at a dog you weren't sure would bite. 

“Can I tell you a story?” 

“Gran. I'm sixteen.” 

“Then I'll tell you three.” Gran lifted the feather pillow into her lap and laid 

both hands flat on it, as if it were warm bread.  
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“They're all about feathers. You'll think you know them.” She paused, 

cracked a smile, and winked at Eden. “You don't.” 

Outside, a branch scraped along the eavestrough. Eight percent. 

“Fine,” Eden said, and turned the phone face-down on the quilt, where it 

glowed through the fabric like something alive. 

The First Feather in the Wind 

In the quiet, deliberate cadence of the old ways, Gran wove her story. She 

kept her eyes half-closed, finding every word etched along the inside of her eyelids. 

Once there was a village built along a millstream. In the old days, a 

millstream was the valley's heartbeat. We directed its rushing channel from the 

river straight to the mill’s great wooden wheel, giving it the muscle to grind our 

grain into flour. The water came down cold from the hills and turned the great 

wheel day and night, and the wheel turned the stones, and the stones turned wheat 

into flour so fine it hung in the air of the mill like smoke in sunlight.  

The miller was a simple young man named Tomas. He worked hard. You 

could see it in the glow on his face and feel it in his leathery handshake. Flour 

dusted his eyebrows from morning to night, and he whistled joyfully through the 

gap between his front teeth. 

In that village lived a seventeen-year-old girl with a dainty figure, 

accustomed to compliments and long, store-bought dresses. She was a visual 

delight, with boundless golden hair that swung past her waist and shimmered in the 

sunlight. Like most young, fine women of the day, she had a quick tongue and a 

hungry ear. Her name was Odile. 
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One autumn a travelling man came through. He wore good boots, had a 

Harrow accent, bought Odile a cup of hot cider at the inn, and asked many 

questions about the mill. Where did the miller buy his grain? How many families 

bought his flour? Was he married? Did he drink? Odile, who loved being asked 

things by bonnie, amorous young men, answered everything. And when he left, the 

man said, almost carelessly, that in Harrow folks said Tomas cut his flour with 

chalk. He winked. But you didn't hear it from me. 

The next morning, at the well, with the frost still white on the bucket rope, 

Odile told it to the cooper's wife. It was harmless. Nothing. Just a silly old story to 

make life more interesting in that dull little place. She embellished a little, of 

course, because hens in that place needed something to cluck about, and a story 

always wants a little more.  

Tomas had been seen leaving the tavern at dawn.  

Tomas had a debt.  

Tomas was cutting corners because he had to. 

None of it was true. 

But here is what Odile learned that winter: it doesn't matter much whether 

everyone believes a thing. It only matters whether everyone thinks everyone else 

believes it. No woman wanted to be known as the last woman in the village 

carrying home a sack of chalk flour. One by one, quietly, they began walking the 

three miles to Harrow to buy their bread. Not because they were sure, but because 

no one wanted to be the only one who wasn't. 

By the time the first snow fell, the great wheel still turned, but the mill door 

fell silent.  
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When the truth came out, as truth sometimes does, it was too late. Tomas 

was gone, driven to madness by the ignominy he had brought to his family’s name. 

Having intended only minor mischief, Odile recognized her own culpability. 

Deeply ashamed, she went to the miller's grandmother and spoke in a meek, 

subdued tone. The old woman was the village matriarch, revered for her quiet 

wisdom, her hands twisted and gnarled like old willow roots. Heartsick over her 

sin, Odile pleaded for a way to set things right. 

The old woman fell silent for a long time. Then, as if struck by inspiration, 

she let out a low, soft sigh and handed Odile a goose-down pillow. “Climb the hill 

that rises above the square,” she commanded. “Slice this open, shake out every 

single feather, and only then return to me.” 

Odile obeyed, resigned to wash her hands clean of Tomas’s blood. Plodding 

through the brittle snow-crust into a damp, raw wind. Her feet were cold, and the 

wind had blown her cheeks raw. By the time she reached the hilltop, the wind 

came off the snowfields sharp as a blade, and when she slit the ticking, the feathers 

burst out in a white rush, a blizzard going up, swirling over the rooftops and the 

chimney smoke and the church spire. Some of them settled on the millstream, and 

the current carried them away. That's the thing about a current: It carries anything 

that doesn't swim. 

Odile came back down lighter. “It's done.” 

“Good,” the grandmother said. “Now go and gather them back. Every last 

one.” 

Odile searched for three days. She pulled feathers from hedges and fence 

wire. She waded into the millpond to her knees until she could no longer feel her 

feet. She found them in gutters, on doorsteps, stuck to the wet wool of a sheep. She 
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was in despair. How would she ever make things right to Tomas’s memory, when 

most of the feathers had gone? Then, on the third evening, under the schoolhouse 

eaves, she found one more. 

It had been woven into a sparrow's nest: pressed into mud and straw, 

softening the hollow, and a clutch of speckled eggs lay warm upon it. 

She brought back the half-empty pillowcase and wept. “I can't. Most of the 

feathers are gone. And one of them has become part of somebody's home.” She 

wept in her wretchedness. “I couldn't pull it out without breaking everything 

around it.” 

“Yes,” the grandmother said, gently patting Odile’s soft head. “That's what a 

rumour does: It isn't only that you can't call it back. Other people take it in and 

build with it. They line their opinions with it. Their warnings to their children. 

Their reasons for crossing the street.” 

“Then there's nothing I can do?” Odile squeaked between thick sobs.  

The old woman pressed a new pillow into her arms. “You can't gather the 

old feathers. But you can choose what you scatter next. Buy your bread from my 

son, who must work the mill now that my grandson has gone. You can come in 

every morning and then tell everyone why it is good. It won't undo the first wind. 

But the second wind blows too.” 

That’s what Odile did. Every morning, in sleet and in sun. She kept her word 

to the old woman and vowed never to speak ill of others again.  

“The second wind blows,” Gran continued. “But it blows slower than the 

first.” 
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 By spring, the mill was sold. Brought low by the loss of their son, the 

family left their settlement and moved west for a fresh start. The heart that drove 

the village was gone, and it was never the same again; somehow, nobody ever 

quite remembered why. 

As for Odile, she commemorated Tomas by visiting the hill each winter until 

she, too, had to leave that little town. Only, she continues to carry his memory, and 

she has had to live with what she did to him for the rest of her life. Poor, poor 

Tomas, for many years Odile dreamed that she, too, was on her deathbed. The 

room was filled, but no one else saw him; Odile locked eyes with his spirit, and 

reached out her weathered hand and whispered, “Tomas…,” but she always woke 

up before she could gently pass through death’s feathered veil. 

The phone buzzed against the quilt. Eden turned it over before she could 

stop herself. 

58,000. Someone had slowed the video and set it to a sad piano track. In the 

slowed-down version, the old woman's mouth opened as she fell, and the caption 

said her face with a crying emoji. 

Six percent. 

“It's just a fairy tale,” Eden said. Her voice came out smaller than she meant 

it to. 

Gran didn't answer. Her face had gone pale and despondent, her hands had 

stopped moving, and her eyes were locked on that pillow. In the candlelight, Eden 

noticed what she'd never noticed in sixteen summers of sleeping on it: the blue 

ticking was old. Much older than the stuffing. Someone had mended one seam with 

tiny, meticulous stitches, almost as if they were trying to make up for something. 
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“Gran,” Eden said slowly. “What's your first name?” 

The sleet outside tickled the windowpane. 

“It's a new pillow,” Gran said. “In an old case. I kept the case.” She wiped 

her eye with the side of her hand, then smoothed it with her palm. “I was 

seventeen.” 

Eden stared at her. Odile. Of course. Nobody ever called her that. To Eden, 

she had only ever been Gran, who made perogies, danced in the rain, did yoga in 

the park, kept peppermints in her coat pockets, and, as far as Eden knew, had never 

once said an unkind word about anyone. 

“So, the lesson is, don't gossip,” Eden said. “I get it.” 

“That's the lesson they gave me,” Gran said. “Hold onto it for a while. We'll 

see if it's the right one.” 

The Second Feather That’s “Quite True!” 

“A Danish man wrote this one down,” Gran said, “a hundred and seventy-

some years ago. Everybody laughs at the ending. Listen for who isn't laughing.” 

At the edge of a farm, where the lane bent toward the river, there was a 

henhouse that smelled of warm straw and dust and the sweet sourness of spilled 

grain. In it lived a hen of excellent reputation. She laid on time. She kept her corner 

tidy. She had never once squabbled at the trough. 

One evening, as the light through the slats shifted from gold to grey, she 

settled on her perch and began tidying her feathers. A single small white feather 

came loose and seesawed down into the straw. 
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“Well,” she clucked to nobody, “the more I pluck, the prettier I get!” She 

chuckled at her own joke, tucked her head under her wing, and slept. 

The hen on the next perch was not asleep. 

Now, the old story doesn't tell you anything about this second hen. But I 

will. She was new. She'd come up from another farm that spring, and none of the 

others had warmed to her yet. She ate at the edge of the trough. She roosted at the 

cold end of the perch, where the draft came through the knothole. She was lonely 

in the way you can only be lonely in a crowd. 

And she had heard something. Not understood it. Heard it. 

She leaned toward the hen beside her, for the first time she had dared, and 

whispered. “Did you hear? There's a hen among us plucking out her own feathers 

to make herself attractive. I won't mention names, of course.” 

The neighbour's eyes went round and bright. She leaned closer. For the first 

time since spring, someone was leaning toward her. That's the part nobody laughs 

about, Gran said. A secret is a little fire. People gather round it. And for a moment 

you're not cold. 

Up in the rafters, an owl was listening. Owls hear everything and understand 

less than they think. She swivelled her head to her husband and owlets. “Shocking 

news from below. A hen has stripped off every feather to catch the rooster's eye. 

She'll freeze, the foolish thing.” 

The owlets told the pigeons at dawn. Pigeons cannot keep anything to 

themselves; they cooed it across the rooftops, and each roof added a little. Two 

hens plucked bare. Three, and one already sick with cold. It crossed the lane to the 

next farmyard, and the next, picking up weight the way a snowball picks up gravel. 
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By the evening of the second day the tale had grown fat and terrible: five hens had 

plucked out every feather they had for the unrequited love of one rooster, then 

pecked each other to death in jealousy, to the shame of their families and the ruin 

of their poor owner. 

Then, as stories do, it flew home. Over the lane, down the rooftops, through 

the rafters, and into the very henhouse where it began. 

The respectable hen heard it at the trough. She did not recognize herself in it 

at all. 

“Five hens!” she cried, every feather on end. “Pecked to death! Such 

behaviour must be exposed. It ought to go in the newspaper, so that every hen in 

the land can learn from it!” 

And it did go in the newspaper. Every hen in the land read it. 

After all, it was quite true. 

Gran stopped there. The candle flame leaned and straightened. 

“That's it?” Eden said. “That's the joke. The hen spreads her own rumour.” 

“That's the joke.” Gran turned the jam jar slowly on the nightstand. “But I 

always wondered about the newspaper. Who owned it? Who decided five dead 

hens were worth the front page and the truth wasn't worth a line? Every hen in the 

land paid a penny to read that story. Nobody paid a penny to check it. Checking 

doesn't sell.” She shrugged. “And the Danish man made us laugh at the hen. That's 

a choice too, you know. He picked where to point the lamp. Whoever's telling the 

story always picks where to point the lamp.” 

“Including you,” Eden said. 
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Gran smiled for the first time all night. “Especially me.” 

Five percent. 

Eden scrolled. The story about Theo had grown while she wasn't looking. 

He pushed a 70 Y/O woman, and she's in the HOSPITAL!!!! 

He's been suspended… my friend's mom works at the school 

Not surprised. He always acts so nice. That's literally the red flag. 

Someone had stitched the clip with their own face beside it, eyes wide, 

mouthing what.  

Someone else had made a slideshow of Theo's old photos: Theo at the 

science fair, Theo coaching the Grade 4 soccer team, Theo grinning with a missing 

tooth at age seven. The caption read the mask. 

Eden checked the school website. Nothing. She checked the local news. 

Nothing. She searched the hospital and felt stupid doing it. 

She realized, with a slow cold feeling like water rising in a boot, that she 

didn't know a single person who had been there. Not one. Everyone knew someone 

who knew. Nobody had seen. 

“Gran,” she said. “How many hens were there really?” 

“One,” said Gran. “And she was fine. She lost one feather.” 
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The Third Feather Fell from The Sky 

“The last one you know best,” Gran said. “So, listen hardest.” 

On a bright morning in late September, when the oak leaves had turned the 

colour of rust, and the air smelled of apples softening in the grass, Compact Turkey 

was scratching for seeds when something struck her hard on the head. 

It hurt. Remember that. Everyone forgets this part. The old story makes her 

a fool, but her head rang and her eyes watered, and the pain was real. What she got 

wrong wasn't the hurt. It was the story she wrapped around it. 

She didn't look up. She didn't look down. She didn't turn around to see what 

lay in the grass beside her. 

“The sky is falling!” she shrieked. “I must tell the Farmer!” 

She ran off, feathers flying, and met Drama Llama on the road. Drama 

Llama didn't ask which piece of sky, or how big, or whether it was blue. He simply 

fell in step at once. Then Unpleasant Pheasant, then Unruly Muley, then Sprucy 

Moosey and Whammy Lammy joined the line behind the others, and here is the 

strange summation of it all: every animal who joined made the next animal surer. 

Not because anyone had seen anything new. Only because the line was longer. By 

the time the Maui Cowie heard it, the sky wasn't merely falling. It was cracking, 

and great blue slabs were crashing down in the next county, but the cow was chill. 

At a bend in the road, a small brown wren sat on a fence rail. 

“Excuse me,” the Zen the wren said. “Did any of you actually see it fall?” 

Six heads turned. Six jaws opened. 

“There's no time for that!” 
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“Everyone knows it's falling!” 

“Whose side are you on?” 

Attacka Alpaca thumped his foot. Turpentine Porcupine puffed up until she 

was twice the wren's height and three times as wide. The wren, who thought it 

better to let the funny farm pass than risk her fitness by fighting stupid 

domesticated animals, shut her mouth.  

She had said it once. Saying it twice felt like standing alone in an open field 

in a storm. So, she said nothing, and the line went past her, and the critters in it 

took her silence for agreement. 

Further on, they met Cadger Badger, sitting politely by the road with his tail 

curled around his paws. 

“Friends,” he said. “You look troubled.” 

“The sky is falling! We're going to tell the farmer!” 

“How dreadful,” said the Badger. His voice was warm as a hearth. “And 

how lucky you met me. I know a shortcut. Follow me, and quickly. There isn't a 

moment to lose.” 

“Now listen,” Gran said, and her voice dropped. The badger never once said 

the sky was falling. He didn't have to. He only had to agree with them, completely, 

and point the way. He was the first creature all day who never questioned them, 

and that alone should have frightened them. Instead, it felt like coming home. 

They followed him through the bracken, down into a hole in the hillside 

where the air was close and smelled of earth and old bones. 

None of them came out. 
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Back beneath the oak, Zen the wren hopped through the grass and found 

what Compact Turkey never stopped to look for: a single acorn, lying exactly 

where it had fallen. She flew from yard to yard telling everyone the sky was fine. 

Hardly anyone came to hear it. Good news doesn't run. It walks, and it arrives late, 

and it knocks quietly. 

Days later, a farmer passing the hillside noticed a drift of feathers at the 

mouth of the badger’s summer house: red and white and speckled and bronze, 

stirring a little in the wind. No one ever gathered them. 

The sky, for its part, stayed exactly where it was. 

Three percent. 

Eden didn't scroll. She didn't have to. She was remembering. 

Earlier tonight, around ten, a girl from her chemistry class, Inès, had commented 

under the video: Wait, isn't this cute? I think there's more to it. That was all. 

Within an hour, there were four hundred replies. ok Theo's girlfriend. Imagine 

defending this. bro who asked. By eleven Inès had deleted the comment. By 

midnight, she'd made her whole account private. Eden had liked one of those 

replies. Just a tap. Just a small red heart, so small you'd barely feel it leave your 

thumb. 

She felt it now. It sat in her stomach like a stone. 

“I was the goose,” she whispered. 

Gran reached over and pushed a strand of hair off Eden's wet cheek. Her 

fingers were cool and smelled of the cedar chest. “Most of us are the goose,” she 

said. “It's very warm in the middle of the line. That's why it's so hard to step out of 

it.” 
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The Feather Under the Perch 

“There's a part I didn't tell you,” Gran said. “About the first story.” 

The candle had burned down to a stub. Its light had gone orange and small, 

and the room had shrunk around it, the walls leaning in to listen. 

“Twenty years ago, I went to the county archives in Harrow, looking up 

something else entirely. Property records. I had a whole afternoon and a thermos of 

tea.” She was quiet a moment. “The mill was bought the spring after Tomas left. 

For a quarter of what it was worth. The buyer's name was on the deed, and 

underneath it, his trade: flour merchant, Harrow.” 

Eden sat up. “The man with the boots.” 

“The man with the boots. Who bought a silly girl a cup of cider and asked 

her a great many questions.” Gran's hands lay still on the pillow. “I spent sixty 

years believing I was the whole storm. And I was a storm, Eden. I don't get to put 

that down. But I was also a feather. Somebody cut the pillow open before I ever 

touched it, and he walked away with the mill, and nobody ever asked his name. 

The lesson they gave me was about my tongue. It was a true lesson. It just wasn't 

the whole one.” 

“So, it wasn't your fault?” 

“It was my fault and his. Both are true.” Gran looked at her. “That's what 

nobody tells you about a good story. A frame only has room for one villain. And 

the person holding the frame usually isn't in it.” 

The pillow taught me shame, she said. It never taught me to ask who sold the 

pillow. 
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Eden picked up the phone. Three percent, and the little battery icon had 

turned red. 

“Who started it,” she said. Not a question. A decision. 

She went backward. Repost to repost, stitch to stitch, past the piano version 

and the slideshow and the faces mouthing what. Back to the first copy with the 

council caption, posted at 9:40 p.m. by an account she knew: a friend of the girl 

running against Theo for student council. Eden's chest tightened. There, she 

thought. There's the man with the boots. 

But the account had a source tag. She followed it. Further back. To a version 

with no caption at all, nothing but the nine seconds, posted at 7:15 p.m. by 

someone who'd gotten it in a group chat. 

Nine seconds. Theo lunging. The woman falling. And that flicker of grey at 

the top of the frame. The glitch. 

She put her thumb on it and dragged the video back, frame by frame. 

Slowly. Slowly. 

It wasn't a glitch. It was the top edge of a phone screen. A screen recording. 

And for half a second, sliding down from the top like a little grey tongue, a 

notification banner: 

“Supper is ready, love,” Gran called. 

The room went very far away. 

She remembered now. Not the whole thing; that was the horror of it, how 

little of it she'd kept. Six o'clock. Lying on this bed, scrolling. A video from some 

stranger's account, autoplaying, a parking lot, ice, an old woman, Theo Barre's grey 

parka. The moment where it looked like a shove. She'd screen-recorded just that bit 
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and sent it to the four girls in her group chat. theo going feral lol?? Then Gran 

texted from the kitchen, because Gran texted from the kitchen rather than climb the 

stairs, and the perogies were hot, and Eden had put the phone face-down and gone 

to eat and never once thought about it again. 

When it came back to her at midnight, dressed in music and captions and 

forty thousand strangers, she hadn't recognized it. She'd been horrified. She'd 

shared it. She'd thought everyone's seen this. 

She was the hen. She had lost one small feather, and it had come home to 

her as five dead hens, and she had wanted it in the newspaper. 

Two percent. 

Her hands were shaking so badly Gran had to hold the phone steady while 

she searched. The stranger's account. The original video. Forty-one seconds long. 

Two hundred and twelve views. 

She watched it to the end for the first time. 

The old woman stepped off the curb, and her boot slipped on the black ice. 

Theo, carrying a bag of oranges, dropped them and lunged. For one second, it 

looked like a shove, his arms hitting her shoulders. Then you saw his hands close 

on the front of her coat. You saw him twist, hit the ice first, and she landed on him, 

and the oranges rolled away across the parking lot like small, bright suns. And then 

the woman was laughing, flat on top of a sixteen-year-old boy, patting his cheek 

with her mitten while he lay there winded and grinning. 

The caption said: Shoutout to the kid who caught my baba today. Didn't even 

get his name. 

Eden made a sound she'd never heard herself make. 



 21 

Gran didn't say anything. She held the phone, and she held Eden's hand, and 

the candle stub hissed in its puddle of wax. 

One percent. 

There was time for one thing. Not to gather the feathers. She knew that now. 

To choose what to scatter next. She opened her account, attached the forty-one 

seconds, and typed with her thumb, fast, without fixing the typos: 

I made the 9-second clip of Theo Barre. I cut it from this video. I never watched the 

end. I was wrong, and I hurt him and Ines, who tried to tell me. This is the whole 

thing. Please watch the whole thing. 

She pressed post. 

The screen went black. 

She would not know until morning whether it had gone through. 

The power came back at 6:48 a.m., all at once. The furnace coughed and roared. 

The fridge began to hum. Every light in the house came on at once, and somewhere 

downstairs the radio started up mid-sentence, as if it had been talking the whole 

time. 

Gran was asleep sitting up against the headboard, the old blue pillowcase in 

her lap. Eden pulled the quilt over her knees. 

The phone lay face-down on the nightstand, charging. She could feel it there 

the way you feel someone standing behind you. She didn't turn it over. Not yet. 

Instead, she went to the window. The sleet had stopped. The yard was glazed 

in ice, every branch sheathed in glass, and the sun was coming up through it so that 

the whole world looked cracked and shining at once. 
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On the outside of the window, stuck to the frost on the sill, was a single 

small white feather. 

She didn't know where it had come from. A bird in the night. A neighbour's 

pillow. The wind. She would never know. That was the point, she supposed. You 

never know where they've been, or where they'll land, or who will build a home 

out of them. 

She looked up. 

The sky was still there, enormous and pale and whole. 

Then Eden Ostrowski went back to the nightstand, took a breath that went 

all the way down to her feet, and turned the phone over. 

Feather Four 

The fourth feather is yours. Somewhere today, a story will reach you already 

shaped, already shared, already “everywhere.” What happens next is the only part 

of it you control. 

The tales in this book are old, but the forces moving through them have 

names. Knowing those names won't make you immune. Gran wasn't, and neither 

was Eden. It does give you a moment's pause between hearing and repeating, and 

that pause is where the second wind begins. 

Framing: who points the lamp 

Every story is a frame. Sociologist Erving Goffman (1974) described frames as 

interpretive structures that tell us “What is going on here” before we have 

consciously decided. Robert Entman (1993) sharpened the idea: to frame is to 

select some parts of reality and make them more salient, so that a particular 



 23 

problem, cause, moral judgment and remedy seem obvious. The nine-second clip 

did exactly this. It selected one second of contact, cut away the catch, and added a 

caption that supplied the moral judgment. 

Framing works even when the facts are identical. Tversky and Kahneman (1981) 

showed that people make different choices about the same outcome depending on 

whether it is described in terms of lives saved or lives lost. Gran's warning that the 

storyteller “always picks where to point the lamp” applies to Andersen, to the 

village elder, to the newspaper, to Eden's caption, and to this book itself. 

Critical theory: who benefits from the frame 

Critical theory, as Max Horkheimer (1937/1972) defined it, refuses to take social 

arrangements at face value and asks whose interests they serve. Horkheimer and 

Theodor Adorno (1947/2002) argued that a commercial “culture industry” shapes 

what audiences want to see and believe. The newspaper that profits from five dead 

hens, and the platform that profits from forty thousand views, are its descendants. 

Stuart Hall (1980) added that audiences are not passive: a message is encoded with 

a preferred meaning, but each of us decodes it, and we can accept it, negotiate with 

it, or read against it. Inès made an oppositional reading. The flour merchant, the 

newspaper and the rival campaign show the question critical theory teaches us to 

ask: cui bono, who gains? 

The story's hardest lesson comes from this tradition. Gran's village framed the 

harm as one girl's sin and never looked at the man with the boots. Personal 

responsibility and structural power are both real. A frame with room for only one 

villain is still a frame. 



 24 

Going with the flow: why we join the line 

Political science and communication research describe several ways people follow 

the current instead of their own judgment: 

• The bandwagon effect. Herbert Simon (1954) analysed how published 

predictions of who is winning can themselves change how people vote. 

Odile's neighbours stopped buying flour not because they were sure, but 

because they expected everyone else to stop. 

• The spiral of silence. Elisabeth Noelle-Neumann (1974) proposed that 

people who believe their view is in the minority grow quieter out of fear of 

isolation, which makes the majority look larger still. The wren spoke once 

and then fell silent; Inès deleted her comment. Each silence was read as 

agreement. 

• Information cascades. Bikhchandani, Hirshleifer and Welch (1992) showed 

that it can be rational for each person to ignore their own information and 

copy those before them. The result is that a long line of followers may rest 

on one early mistake. Every bird who joined Compact Turkey added 

confidence and no new evidence. 

• Conformity under pressure. In Solomon Asch's (1956) experiments, many 

participants went along with a unanimous group's obviously wrong 

judgment at least some of the time. The middle of the line is warm. 

Questions to ask before you pass it on 

1. Did I see this happen, or do I only know someone who knows? 

2. What is outside the frame: before the clip starts, after it ends, beyond its 

edges? 

3. Who told it first, and who gains if I believe it? 
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4. Is anyone quietly asking “wait, isn't this cut?”, and what happened to them? 

5. Am I sharing it because it's true, or because everyone already has? 

6. If I'm wrong, can I gather it back? (You can't. Choose what you scatter 

next.) 

About the sources of the tales 
The Feathers in the Wind is a Jewish folk tale about gossip, retold in many 
versions and attributed variously to the Baal Shem Tov and to Rabbi Levi Yitzchak 
of Berditchev; no single original text exists (see, for example, Unitarian 
Universalist Association, n.d.). It's Quite True! is Hans Christian Andersen's story, 
first published in Danish in 1852 (Andersen, 1852/1949). Henny-Penny, known in 
North America as Chicken Little, is an English cumulative folk tale popularized by 
Joseph Jacobs (1890). The characters Eden, Gran, Theo, Inès, Tomas, and the man 
from Harrow, along with every twist in their lives, are original to this book. 
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