The Tale of the Mouse that Wanted to be a Bird
A long time ago, between the tall grasses of a river valley, there lived a mouse. He envied the birds, which soared above him, flying to the tops of the trees. They must know so much, he thought, flying so high above the world. So he decided to make himself a pair of wings. It was an action with awful consequences. The mouse was a fabulous engineer, and managed to make a pair of wings that gave him great pride, for they worked quite well. However, when the other mice saw him, they burst out laughing. “What kind of weird creature are you supposed to be?”  They guffawed. “I’m a bird! Can’t you see?” “Ha! More like a reptile if you ask me!” One of them teased snidely. That’s it, the mouse decided, I’ve had enough. So he flew over to be with the birds. But they were no better than the mice. How did such an ugly creature manage to get a pair of wings?” They shouted. Get away, you stupid, slimy thing!” And so the mouse didn’t belong there either. He had finally achieved his goal, but if anything, he was worse off then when he started. Eventually they named him bat, as a joke, and the name stuck. Ever since, bats have been the only mammals with wings.

