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Emberwing was a young phoenix with glowing amber and

crimson feathers tipped in gold. Her copper eyes sparkled as

she looked at the wide world beyond her family's cliff. 'It's time

to build my own nest,' she said. Her parents hugged her close.

'Fly bravely, little flame,' they whispered. So Emberwing

spread her shimmering tail feathers and soared into the bright

morning sky.
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Emberwing flew over tall mountains with snowy peaks. The

wind howled and pushed her this way and that. She tried to

land on a rocky ledge, but the gusts were too strong. 'A nest

here would blow away,' she thought. She flapped her wings

hard and flew on, looking for a calmer place to call home.
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Next, Emberwing came to a thick, green forest. The trees were

full of chattering animals. A red squirrel with a bushy tail

popped out of a hole. 'Hello! I'm Rosie,' she said. 'Are you

looking for a nest spot? This forest is too crowded. Every

branch is taken!' Emberwing sighed. She wanted a quiet place

of her own.
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Emberwing flew on until she reached a deep valley with a

rushing river. She found a big oak tree with strong branches.

But when she looked closely, the branches were thin and dry.

'These won't hold my nest,' she said. She tried another tree,

but it was the same. 'No good branches here,' she thought.

She needed a better place.
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Emberwing kept flying, her warm feathers glowing softly. She

crossed a wide meadow and saw an old, forgotten orchard.

The trees were gnarled and bare, and frost sparkled on their

branches. 'No one lives here,' she said. But something about

the quiet orchard felt peaceful. She landed on a low branch

and felt a strange, gentle pull.
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An elderly woman with a straw hat and a moss-green apron

stood at the orchard gate. She had a silver bun and kind,

crinkled eyes. 'Hello, little phoenix,' she said. 'I used to keep

this orchard, but the frost came and I left. Now I've returned

to see if it can be saved.' Emberwing tilted her head. 'The

frost?' she asked.
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The old orchard keeper smiled. 'Yes, the frost bites the trees

every winter. They need warmth to survive.' Emberwing looked

at her own glowing feathers. They gave off a soft, gentle heat.

'Maybe I can help,' she said. She hopped closer to the trees,

and the frost beneath her began to melt. The keeper's eyes

widened with hope.
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Emberwing spent the day flying from tree to tree, warming

their branches with her feathers. The frost melted away, and

the trees seemed to sigh with relief. 'You have a gift,' said the

keeper. 'Your warmth can protect this orchard.' Emberwing

felt proud. She had found a place where she could make a

difference, and it felt like home.

8



That evening, Rosie the squirrel scampered into the orchard. 'I

followed your glow!' she said. 'This place is lovely and quiet.'

Emberwing showed her the trees and the keeper's little

cottage. 'I'm going to build my nest here,' she said. Rosie

clapped her tiny paws. 'Then I'll visit often,' she promised. The

orchard felt alive again.
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Emberwing chose a strong apple tree with broad branches.

She gathered twigs and soft moss and wove them into a cozy

nest. The keeper brought a warm blanket of straw. 'For extra

softness,' she said. Rosie added a few dry leaves. 'A nest needs

a bit of forest magic,' she giggled. Emberwing's heart swelled

with happiness.
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As winter approached, Emberwing perched in her new nest

each night, her warm feathers glowing. The frost stayed away

from the orchard. The trees grew stronger, and tiny green

buds appeared on the branches. 'You've saved them,' said the

keeper. 'No,' said Emberwing. 'We saved them together.' The

orchard was no longer abandoned. It was full of life and

friendship.
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One morning, Emberwing woke to a sweet surprise. The

orchard was in full bloom! Pink and white blossoms covered

every tree, and bees buzzed happily. Rosie danced along a

branch. 'It's beautiful!' she cheered. The keeper wiped a happy

tear. 'I never thought I'd see this again,' she said. Emberwing's

warm glow had brought the orchard back to life.
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Emberwing learned that starting over can lead to unexpected

joys. She had left her family's cliff, searched many places, and

found a home where her warmth was needed. The orchard

gave her a safe nest, and she gave the trees her gentle heat.

Together, they grew and thrived. And Emberwing knew that

home is not just a place—it's the friends you make along the

way.
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Rosie moved into a cozy hollow nearby, and the three friends

spent their days tending the orchard. Emberwing taught Rosie

how to warm the frosty branches. The keeper baked apple

pies, and the sweet smell drifted through the trees. At night,

Emberwing's feathers glowed like a small sun, keeping

everyone warm and safe.
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Emberwing often thought of her family and flew back to visit.

She told them about the orchard and her new friends. 'I found

my own nest,' she said, 'and it's full of warmth and love.' Her

parents were proud. They knew their little flame had found her

place in the world, and that made them happy.
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And so, the phoenix's new nest became a symbol of hope. The

old orchard blossomed every spring, and travelers came from

far away to see the glowing bird who saved the trees.

Emberwing learned that courage and kindness can turn a

lonely place into a home. She had started over, and it brought

her more than she ever dreamed.
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