Firebird
By Catt Kingsgrave

To catch a firebird, you must know first

That once each was a girl.
That before those eyes burnt amber fierce, they were

Most likely blue, or brown, or grey.

Some guileless hue of cottages and friendly fields,
And roads that never fail, nor lead a maid
In darkly woods astray.

Know that once, that slashing beak could smile like roses;
Lip-soft and bold with joy when all of summer loved her,
Or wrapped in winter, white-fox sly
Before she learnt to burn.

Before she learnt to fly.

Know that she does not care for apples,
Nor for gold, though in such trees her kind is oftenest caught.

It is stories she seeks, and has ever done, since

Before her every tear boiled hot away

In a rush of terror, speed and altitude.
Know that she knows what promises a wolf will keep;

How many times a grey pony's advice might be ignored

Before an Ivan's luck goes lame;

Which sort of egg may best contain a death;

And which seasons may be safely flattered.
The swan-maid and the water-witch are sisters to her now,

And over tea betimes, they share their treasures, tales,
And small biscuits shaped like mortal souls.

Know that she knows, before your net comes down,
What name you bear, which son you are,

And where your sodden bones would lie

Without her throat to sing your tale alight.

Know,  most of all, that you will love her
That the single plume she lets you snatch

Will lead to hunger, greed,
And though you conjure her upon it,

Make your wishes and demands

And set yourself as King above men

Upon her magic's song,

One thing you will not have

One thing she will not give.

One thing she always keeps for herself alone.

And you will burn all your nights

For want of it.

Firebird's Song

By Catt Kingsgrave

    Am                     Dm               C                E
I know when I am wanted, however far removed

           Am                        Dm                   C             Am       E
And though you know it not yourself, I know when I am loved

    Am                  Dm           C                          E
I feel the tug of longing, although you never knew

             Dm                    C                        Dm                 E
When netting down a thieving bird, t’was I entangled you.

     Dm           E                          Am
I know, yes, know when I am wanted.

    Am                         Dm               C                       E
I feel you stroke the feather that I left within your grip

    Am                    Dm             C        Am          E
I hear the name I taught you unsaid upon your lips.

     Am                     Dm                                C                        E
I know you dream about me, though your eyes trace other sights;

      Dm                           C              Dm   E
Of magic, wealth, and power, and Yelena...

         Dm      E                         Am
But still,  I know when I am wanted.

                      Dm                           Am
I turned my amber gaze and you dreamt her golden hair

                       Dm                                   E
You saw me soar and wanted eyes like to the arching air.

                      Dm                                Am 
Her dancing grace, her lily brow, all this you loved from me

    Dm                                                          C
I don’t begrudge your mortal love, but wonder if you see.

         Dm      E                         Am
You see, I know when I am wanted.

     Am                      Dm               C                       E
I know when I am wanted, and I see you know it too

           Am                     Dm                      C                 Am     E
When in your hour of greatest need I brought your wishing true

       Am                       Dm               C                        E
Between despair and terror, you summoned me by name
            Dm                  C                Dm                   E
And I read it in your eyes as I descended in my flame

          Dm       E    Am
You knew...
                           Dm                      Am         Dm                Am
The Deathless dead, his servants fled, my debt repaid in full.

                      Dm      Am                       E        
And I might fly untethered from the weight of honour’s pull

       Dm              Am                  Dm                       Am
Yelena there beside you, tight-clinging to your sleeve,

          Dm                             Am                E                         E7
But I saw you stretch your hand when I arose to take my leave

    Am                        Dm                C                   E     
I know when I am wanted; your longing never dies

         Am                        Dm        C                   Am        E
And when your lady’s sleeping, I hear your strangled sighs

    Am                     Dm              C                    E
I know if I should ask it, you'd offer me your life.

     Dm                     C                  Dm                         E
I know when I am wanted, but I wonder; does your wife?

          Dm         E                         Am
Poor thing.  I know when I am wanted.

