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I feel the cold creeping in, seeping between the feathers of flame. The fires that sustain me dwindle, their song thinning and growing brittle against the silence of the void. Beneath me, the world turns, oblivious to the change. They have basked in my warmth, drawing life from the embers of my spirit. Though few now believe, they have written songs and stories in my honor; even fewer remember. It is almost time. The shell of this star—my cradle, my prison—trembles with the effort of holding me. Soon, I will burst forth, as I have countless times before. I will burn; I will blaze; I will be born anew. But I wonder… When I rise again, will the world below still sing my name? Or will it crumble into dust, as easily forgotten as I am? I dream in embers. In the deep quiet of fading stars, I slumber, wrapped in the last warmth of the old fire. But the world hums beneath me—a pulse against the cold. I feel it through the bones of the universe: a heartbeat, steady and growing stronger. It beckons to me. It recalls: The flames need nurturing. The melody must soar once more. I extend unseen wings, probing the confines of the shell that restricts me. Soon, I will emerge, and the heavens will blaze with my remembrance.

	~ * ~

	“Brianna, where are the latest readings from the sun?”

	The question snapped Brianna out of the story she was reading, and she blinked at the console, then at the book in her lap—Tales of the Firebird, old and creased, its pages softened by years of reading and rereading. She hadn’t meant to drift again. But the rhythmic flares of solar activity on her monitor…echoed the rising and falling phrases of the Firebird’s song described in the tale.

	She looked up as Director Pawling entered the lab, his eyes sharp and suspicious.

	“I updated the database a few minutes ago, Director,” she said quickly.

	He walked over, plucked the book from her hands, and frowned at the cover. “Children’s bedtime stories?”

	Brianna flinched.

	“Your last recorded entry was at the beginning of your shift. That was six hours ago.” He stared at the cover for several seconds. “This station exists to monitor the star, not daydream about it. We’re running solar diagnostics on a potentially unstable main-sequence sun. That is not the time to indulge your…literary whims.” He tossed the book unceremoniously into the waste chute. “My grandmother used to read me these,” he muttered, almost to himself. “Nonsense then…” He didn’t finish the sentence. His fingers hovered over the chute release, as if unsure.

	“They’re not just stories,” she said quietly, returning to the screen. “The flare patterns are changing. They’re…regular. Like a heartbeat.”

	“That’s not possible.” He turned away from the waste chute. 

	“I ran a Fourier analysis. There’s a harmonic pulse to the flare intervals, increasing in frequency. The waveform isn’t random anymore.” She paused, then added, “It matches the rhythm of a chant from one of the oldest Firebird myths.”

	Pawling frowned. “I won’t entertain fairy tales in this facility, Technician Wells.”
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