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The Flame in the forest
The glow came from high above, hidden between the branches of the trees. It flickered softly against the darkness, moving in a way that made the human believe flames had somehow found their way into the forest.

But there was no smoke.

No crackling.

No warmth.

Only a strange, quiet glow resting among the leaves.

The human stopped walking.

For a moment, they stood completely still, staring upward, trying to understand what they were seeing.

Perched on a crooked branch above them was a bird unlike anything the human had ever seen. 

Its feathers burned orange and copper, glowing like the last light of a dying sunset. Its folded wings were broad enough to cast a shadow across the wildflowers under it. And it had beady golden eyes that watched the human without blinking.

The bird was perched on the branch, resting quietly.

Watching.

The human felt their chest tighten and a chill crawl down their spine.

There was nothing about the bird that looked threatening. It had sharp claws and a pointed beak, but it was not attacking. It simply sat there, silent and still.

And somehow, that frightened the human more.

Because the bird did not seem lost.

It did not seem afraid.

It looked as though it had been waiting.

For a long moment, neither moved.

Then the human took a step backward.

The bird shifted forward on the branch.

The human froze.

The bird tilted its head.

A small movement.

Almost
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