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High on a sunny cliff, where the air smelled of warm stone and

wildflowers, lived a young phoenix named Ember. Ember had

soft golden-orange feathers, a fluffy crest, and bright amber

eyes. Her wings were small but growing, with a few red-gold

flight feathers just sprouting. She wore a thin reed anklet on

her left leg. Every morning, she watched the other birds soar

and wished she could fly too.
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Ember's grandmother was an elder phoenix with deep crimson

and copper feathers and silver-white streaks in her long crest.

She wore a soft grey shawl and had kind gold eyes.

Grandmother often sat with Ember on the cliff, watching the

sky. 'Your wings are still growing,' she said gently. 'Soon they

will be strong enough to carry you.' Ember sighed. 'But I want

to fly now!'
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Down in the valley, sparrows and swallows zipped through the

air like tiny arrows. They swooped and twirled without any

effort. Ember tried to join them, but when she flapped her

wings, she only hopped a few steps and fell back onto the

grass. 'Why is it so easy for them?' she wondered. Her feathers

felt heavy, and her heart felt even heavier.
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One breezy morning, Ember stood at the edge of the cliff and

spread her wings as wide as she could. She flapped hard, but a

gust of wind pushed her back. She tumbled onto the soft moss.

'Oof!' she said. Grandmother watched from a nearby rock.

'Feel the wind first,' she said. 'Don't fight it. Let it teach you.'
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Ember closed her eyes and felt the breeze ruffle her downy

feathers. It lifted the fluffy crest on her head and whispered

past her ears. 'The wind has currents,' Grandmother

explained. 'Warm air rises and cool air sinks. Learn to ride

them.' Ember opened her eyes and nodded. 'I'll try,' she said,

and her amber eyes shone with determination.
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The next day, Ember practiced on a low hill. She flapped her

wings and felt the air push back. She wobbled and tipped over,

but she got up and tried again. 'One, two, three, flap!' she said

to herself. Each time, she stayed up a tiny bit longer. Her little

tail feathers helped her balance. Grandmother called, 'Good!

Feel how your wings catch the air.'
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Ember tried every day, even when her wings felt tired.

Sometimes she watched the other birds and felt a pang of

envy. But Grandmother said, 'Every bird learns at its own pace.

Your wings are growing stronger with each try.' Ember looked

at her sprouting flight feathers and smiled. She kept

practicing, flapping and balancing, feeling the wind's gentle

push.
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One afternoon, a strong gust lifted Ember off her feet for a

moment. She flapped wildly and landed in a bush. 'That was

better!' she chirped, shaking leaves from her crest.

Grandmother chuckled. 'You caught the current! Now try to

steer.' Ember practiced turning and gliding, but she still

couldn't stay up for long.

8



Ember began to feel a little spark of confidence. She could hop

and glide a few steps now. 'I'm getting stronger,' she told

Grandmother. 'Yes,' Grandmother said, 'but remember,

patience is part of flying. Don't rush. The sky will wait for you.'

Ember nodded and practiced feeling the wind with her wings

spread wide, learning to move with it instead of against it.
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One evening, Ember watched the sunset paint the sky in

shades of orange and pink. She thought about how far she had

come. She could feel the wind's currents now, and her wings

moved more easily. Grandmother sat beside her. 'Tomorrow is

a new day,' she said. 'Rest now. Your wings need to grow.'

Ember curled up under Grandmother's warm wing and slept.
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Before dawn, Ember woke with a strange tingling in her

wings. She climbed to the top of the cliff. The sky was still

dark, but a faint glow appeared on the horizon. Grandmother

joined her. 'This is the best time to fly,' she said. 'The air is

calm and the sunrise will warm your wings.' Ember took a

deep breath and spread her wings.
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The sun peeked over the mountains, sending golden light

across the sky. Ember felt a gentle breeze lift her feathers. She

flapped her wings, and this time, she rose into the air! She

wobbled at first, but Grandmother called, 'Steady! Feel the

wind!' Ember tilted her wings and caught a warm current. She

was flying! Her amber eyes sparkled with joy.
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Ember soared higher and higher, her golden-orange feathers

glowing in the sunrise. She wasn't as fast as the swallows or as

graceful as the hawks, but she was flying! She swooped and

glided, feeling the wind rush past her crest. Grandmother flew

beside her, her crimson and copper wings shining. 'You did it,

Ember!' she said proudly. Ember chirped with delight.
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After a wonderful flight, Ember landed softly beside

Grandmother. 'I flew!' she said, breathless and happy.

Grandmother wrapped her in a warm hug. 'You did, and you

worked hard for it. Remember, confidence grows through

patience and practice. Doing your best is what matters, not

comparing yourself to others.' Ember nodded, her heart full.
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From that day on, Ember practiced flying every morning at

sunrise. Each day she grew stronger and more confident. She

didn't need to be the fastest or the highest flyer. She just loved

the feel of the wind and the warmth of the sun on her wings.

And she always remembered Grandmother's words: patience

and practice build confidence.
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Ember learned that everyone has their own pace. Her wings

were still growing, but her heart was full of joy. She knew that

with patience and practice, she could do anything she set her

mind to. And as the sun rose over the cliff, Ember spread her

wings and flew, ready for a new day of adventure.
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