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‘One dav, the Earth was feeling very
sad. She sent a message to her birds
all over the world and said to them: "l
need vour help. Please will you gather
together in one place so that 1 can
speak to vou?"

So starts the adventure of The Birds
Who Flew Beyond Time. Birds of all
kinds, from every region of the world,
respond to the Earth’s call. She tells
them thart she is dying = her land and
rivers and oceans are being poisoned
and her countries are torn by war. Can
her birds help her? If they are to do so,
they must set out on a special journey,
They must fly through seven terrible
valleys, overcome the monsters that
live in each valley, until they find the
Great Being who is the life of all life.
Then they must bring back to Earth
the message they are given.

Full of fear but encouraged by their
euide, the Hoopoe, the birds set out
on a journey that is ours as well as
theirs — the journey that transforms
the destructive elements of the soul
and frees it to act on behalf of life.
T'hetis Blacker’s magnificent paintings
and Anne Baring’s richly poetic
narrative combine in an allegory that
shows each of us, adules and children
alike, how we can change our lives and
the fate of the Earth for the better.

The Birds Who Flew Beyond Time is
inspired by the grear Persian poet
Farid ud-Din Artar’s classic twelfth

century allegory The Conference of The

Birds. This magical retelling shows us
how the central theme of Atrar'’s poem
— the need to awaken the heart —is as

relevant and vital today as it always

has been.

ES.99 nET M Uk oMLYy






a

e

Ll
=
i

*
i



BarkrooTrT Books

] l-"'h_

The Barefom child symbolises the human being whose natural invegney and capaciey for action is unimpaired, In chis spinit, Barefoot Books
pubilishes new and traditional myths, legends and fairy tales whose themes demonstrate the pacfalls and dangers thar surround onr passage
through life; the qualitics that are needed w face and overcome these dangers: and the eoual imporeance of action and reflection in doing

sin, Chur intention s to present stones from a wide range of cultures in such o way as to delight and inspire readers of all ages while

honounng the tadioon from which the story has been inhenoed,
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ANotTe oN The Birds Who Flew Beyond Time

T'he grearest myths, stories and Fairy tales are borne hke seeds across the generanons, taking root in a few
individuals and bringing inspiration and soul-nourishment to many. These stones suggest responses w the
challenges of human existence that cannot be conveved as simply or profoundly inany other form. They carry
us with them by enchantment. Through delighe, they relate us to a dimension of the imagination too often
neglected in our evervday lives.

The Berels Whe Flear Bevond Time 1s inspired by the greac Persian poem The Conference of the Birds written
by Farid ud-Din Acar, a poet and Sufi mystic who lived in north-east Iran in the twelfth century. The central
theme of Attar's poem - the need w awaken the heart - is as relevant and viral roday as it was then.

Char story begins with an appeal for help by the Earth o all the birds of the world, She asks them o go
on a special quest to save her life and describes the place they must reach in order to bring back a message for
her from the Grear Being who lives in the House of the Treasure in a garden bevond the edge of ame. The
Hoopoe comes forward and tells the birds that she knows the way and can ace as their guide. She ells them the
story of the Golden Feather chat lies hidden in their hearts. Different birds come forward to express their
doubts and fears but the Hoopoe persuades them to set out with her on the quest. She warns them thar they
will have to cross seven valleys, cach one guarded by an invisible monster whose power must be overcome
before they can find the garden of the Grear Being, “'he birds then ser our on their journey and after many
trials, in which many of them succumb o the monsters” spell and must be left behind, they inally reach the
garden bevond the edge of nme. After explaming the purpose of their journey to the Keeper of the Gare, they
are allowed o enter the garden and the House of the Treasure. 'The birds enter the Heart of the Grear Being
and ask what message they should take back to Earth, The Grear Being tells them that they themselves are the
message for, in breaking the spell of the seven monsters, they have been transformed from helpless, ignorant
birds into birds capable of helping the Earch, The birds return to Earth chrough the seven valleys, rejoining
their friends who, released from the monsters’ spell, are free o Ay home with them. They tell their story o the
Larth who thanks them and appoints them as her special messengers to the children of the world,

T'he journey of the birds is evervone's journey through life; the Hoopoe is anvone's puide; the
monsters represent the desorucove powers of the wounded psvehe, ngid and deadly in s uncomprehending
pamn. "These destructive elements must be transformed before the soul is free to act on behalf of lite. "The Grea
Being is an image of the mystery that alwavs transcends our intellectual grasp, ver which may be imagined,

related o and perhaps one day, when we least expecr it revealed.

ANNE BARINCG G



Li]



THE BIRDS WHO FLEW BEYOND TIME

One day, the Earth was fecling very sad. She sent a message to her birds all over the world and
said to them: 'l need vour help. Please will vou gather together in one place so | can speak to
vou?’

S0 the birds came to listen to the Earth. They came from the north and the south, the
cast and the west. They flew secretly, at night, so that only children and night creatures would
hear the whisper of their wings. As they flew, they called to each other and asked: "Whar does the
Earth want? Whart can the Earth need? Why does she want to speak to us?’

At last they reached the place the Earth had named. It was a mossy glade in the midst of
a forest. High above the trees a circle of snowy mountains glistened in the light of the full moon.

Here the birds sertled with a great twittering and chattering. "There were so many of
them thart their feachers touched each other and they looked ar one another with interest and
amazement. There were the great crested crane and the pink flamingo from Africa; the tiny,
fragile hummingbird and the golden - crested wren; the bright parrotr from South America; the
tree sparrow from China. "The arctic tern had Hown many miles from the far norch. "1 'he
cormorant had come from the sea-shores and the wandering albatross from the wide oceans. 'The
falcon, the eagle and the grear, gliding condor had come from the high mountains and from wild,
desolate places. There were birds with strange faces, like the owl, and birds which sang
beautifully, like the nightingale and the thrush; magical birds, like the paradise Kingfisher and
the fairy bluebird; and birds evervone knows, like the swallow.

T'here were hundreds of thousands of birds from evervwhere on Earth. When the birds
had rold each other their names and the places they had come from, they ate and drank the food
and water which the Earth had thoughefully prepared for them. "Then they sertled down to listen
to what the Farth had to say.

At first they heard a low rumble like distant thunder, and then from far, far away but so
close that it seemed ro come from inside their hearts, they heard a voice. It was very faint and

weak and it spoke to them gently and lovingly, saving: *Be not afraid of me, my Birds. You have






been part of my hife for millions of yvears and [ have given vou food and shelter during this long

time. But now I need yowr help. With vour wings vou flv everywhere berween carth and sky and
with your eves vou see evervthing, You know more than people or animals because vou are free
to explore every hidden place. And so you know why I am sad.

‘My great seas and rivers are filled wich poisonous wastes which hurt the fish and the
other small creatures that live in my waters; my tall forests are dving or are being cur down so |
can no longer breathe properly. 'The clouds thar are fed with moisture from my forests no longer
gather and rain cannot fall from them to nourish me and all the creatures and planes 1 support,
My sky is torn and the sun’s burning rays injure me. My sea creatures — the whales and dolphins
and turtles — are hunted and killed in my oceans and my animals are cruelly treated or destroved.
Poisons are buried deep in my body. These make me feel ill. If [ am ill, | cannot grow food for all
the life 1 love and the world will wither and die,

‘In many places my people are Killing each other, because they believe their part of the
Farth belongs to them alone. They make weapons from my body to destroy each other. They
tear my body apart with their bombs. Millions of children are hungry and hurt and dying because
of these wars and thev are taught to hate and fear each other as enemies. Few are those who can
hear the voice of the Earth and listen to my cry for help. But vou have seen all chese things and
vou know them to be true. Will vou help me?”

The birds set up a cry like a rushing wind: “What can we do to help the Earch?’ they
asked cach other. "What does the Earch want?® Then together they asked the Earth: *How can
we help vou?”’

The Earth spoke again. This time her voice was clear and strong: *Are vou brave enough
to go on a special journey to save my life? Are you clever enough to find the place that lies east of
the sun and west of the moon, over the edge of nme, bevond the seven vallevs; the place thar is
neither here nor there but everywhere? Are you strong enough to break the spell of the monsters
of the seven valleys? For my sake, will vou dive to the depths of the sea thac is unlike all other
seas and look for the garden where there is a house with a hidden treasure? In that house there is
a Girear Being — one who is never old nor ever young, who is the life of all life. Speak to this
Being, Say the Earth is in danger and has sent vou for help. Then bring me back the message

vou are given,’
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The birds looked ar each other in bewilderment. "They had never heard the voice of the
carth before, They knew nothing about the Grear Being over the edge of time bevond the
seven vallevs, and they had no idea how to reach the garden in the depths of the sea that was not
like any other sea. Some of them thoughr the whole idea was a dream. Others said it was silly to
expect birds from the Earth to fly so far away to find something which might not be there. Suill
others thought they might not have the strength for such a difficult journey and would die on the
way, After a great deal of fiving up and down and dustng of feathers and chatening, the Hoopoe
fHew into the centre of the glade and sectled on a small tree stump. The birds could see the
Auttering of her black and white wings and the beautiful pink crest like a crown on her head. On
her breast was a glowing ruby. On her long, curved beak were strange letters which the birds
could not understand.

‘Dear Birds,” she began, *1 am a messenger of the world invisible. 1 know the way to the
garden bevond the edge of nme. 1 have entered the House of the'lreasure and seen the Great
Being whom I serve and whose name is written on my beak. [ can guide vou to the place that is
gast of the sun and west of the moon. | have lown the lonely and dangerous way through the
seven valleys to the treasure hidden in the depths of thar sea which 1s unlike all other seas. |
have seen through the hundred thousand veils of light and darkness that he berween us and the
shining splendour of the Greatr Being. "To make this journey you will need the courage of an
eagle, the night vision of an owl, the wisdom of a raven and the gentleness of a dove.” Then she
told them a story.

‘Long, long ago,” she said, “in the first days, in the very first days, in the first nights, in the
very first nights, in the first vears, in the very first yvears, the Great Being who is the life of all life
dropped a Golden Feather on the Earch. 1t was as delicate as a spider’s web, as silken as a
butterfly’s wing and as radiant as a star. Every bird carried within its heart the same magical,
Golden FFeather so that each was secretly linked to all the others and to the Grear Being who
gave it to the Earch. Bur soon, each bird made a picture of this feather and began to believe that
his or her picture was different from every other bird’s, and some began to think that theirs was
special and betrer than anvone else’s and so they began to quarrel with each other as to whose
picture was best. T'hey forgor the real feather hidden inside their hearts which linked them to

cach other and to the Grear Being. "T'hey began to fight grear baccles wich each other and forgot

i






that they were all children of the Earth and that without the Earth they would die.”

When the Hoopoe had finished, the birds began excitedly to discuss the Golden Feather
and the journey to the Grear Being, At first thev decided they would all go together. Bur when
they began to reflect on how long and difficult the journey mighe be, and on all they had o leave
behind, they hesitated and, in spite of their good will, they began, one by one, to excuse
themselves.

The nightingale said: ‘1 love to sing all night long to the rose in the gardens of the world.
If I go on this journey, the rose might die without my song. How could 1 leave her for a single
night?’

The Hoopoe said: *What good will your singing be if there are no gardens left and no
roses to fill them? Come with me to the garden of gardens and bring back the message for the
Earth from the Great Being. Open vour throat and sing to the birds as they face the dangers of
the journey. Sing to them of trust and hope and courage and joy so they do not lose heart. "Then
you can sing for evermore to the roses in the gardens of the world.”

"Then, dressed in brilliant green with a ring of gold around her neck, the parrot spoke: ‘If
I left the warm, moist jungles where 1 have lived for thousands of years, how would [ survive in
another kind of place? What is the point of making this journey when [ may not be able to live in
that garden, let alone find my way back?’

The Hoopoe replied: *“Where will you live when vour tall, rich forests are cut down?
Where will yvou find a place to perch and o call to your friends on other trees? Why do you have
so little trust in vourself and so little love for the Earth who has cared for you like a mother for so
long?’

The peacock spoke next, splendidly arrayed in feathers of a hundred thousand colours.
This way and that he turned, showing himself in all his glory to the assembled birds. *I think the
Earth is exaggerating. | am an expert and know better than the Earth what is going on in the
seas and forests, the deserts and cities of the world. 'This Great Being she talks of may be just a
dream. There is no proof that what she says is true.’

The Hoopoe said: *O foolish Peacock whose splendid dress hides a cold heart and a deaf
car. This is the first time the Earth has ever spoken to her birds, We do not need proof. We need

to listen to her voice and trust our heart.”
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T'hen it was the turn of the duck: ' live in the water of ponds and rivers and in them |
find my food. Clear water rushes down from the snowy mountains and hills of the Earth into the
rivers that are my home. But the rivers are no longer bright and sparkling. Poisoned water from
Facrories at their edge pours into them. The fish sometimes die and the water is no longer good
for me. I will come with you for the sake of all the ducks and water birds in the world and for cthe
sake of the Earth.”

‘I'he Hoopoe said: “Thank vou, Duck, for speaking up in this way. Your courage will give
strength to others.”

Now the partridge added his voice: ‘I have been injured in the wars that lay waste the
Earth. My wife is dead, my children starving and homeless. My heart is burnt to ashes with hate
for those who did these things. My only wish is for revenge so that others will suffer as | have
suffered. Yet because of my pain I can understand the pain the Earth is feeling and [ oo will go
with you to bring back a message from the Great Being to help her.”

“I'his journey may heal your heart,” said the Hoopoe,

Suddenly, the hawk, fierce and proud and dressed for battle, swooped towards the
Hoopoe. His talk was always of armies, weapons, victory: 'l don’t know why vou weep and wail
about war. There has always been war and there always will be. It is necessary to Kill one’s
enemies and to suffer in order to win, Why should I face the dangers of the way when there are
more glorious battles to fight here?”

“You stain the Earth with blood,” replied the Hoopoe. *"Why not be a warrior for peace
instead of for war? A warrior can protect life instead of destroving it Is it not foolish to talk of war
between birds when the life of the Earth herself is in danger? If vou are as brave as vour boast,
come with us on this journey.’

Then the all, grey heron stepped forward: *1 am so gentle that no one complains of me. |
stand at the edge of the water, dreaming my dreams. [ am too delicate for the journey vou speak
of.’

The Hoopoe answered: *Dreams can take you away from vour true path in life. Like the
lakes and nivers, dreams may be gentle and pleasant but they may also overwhelm vou like the
raging Hood waters. Come with us to the sea which conrains all wonders, all treasures; then vour

dreams may come true.’






Next the hummingbird spoke, feeble in body but tender in heart, trembling like a Hame
from head to foor. She said: *Do you think thar a viny bird like me, frail as a butterfly, could make
her way to the garden of the Great Being? A hummingbird could never do it

"T'he Hoopoe answered her: "How do vou know what you can accomplish unless vou start
out? Sometimes the weak have more courage and endurance than the strong, It is better to begin
than to give up before the first trial. "Take heart and join us; then what a story vou will have w
tell vour children!”

T'he owl fluffed out her feathers and spoke: 1 am a bird who was old before the Great
I-lood. I have witnessed many things since the beginning of aime. It is o late for us, feeble
birds that we are, to do anvthing. "T'here is no point in trving. 'T'here are too few of us who care.”

"Wise Owl, most respected of birds,” said the Hoopoe, ‘it is never too late, Where danger
is greatest, there is the greatest hope for change. The Earth has chosen #s to help her. As she
trusts us, can we not trust her? The choice you make can change the past and the future.’

After all the birds had had their say, the Hoopoe spoke once more: *If vou lose vourself in
a glass of water, how will you dive to the depths of the sea beyvond the edge of time? If vou
cannot light a tiny flame, how will you reach the blazing fire at the heart of life? If yvou have not
the energy of an atom, how will vou find the strength to help the Earch? For this quest yvou must
have the heart of a lion.”

The birds thought this over and again spoke to the Hoopoe: *It will be a miracle if we
survive this journey. Could vou tell us something about the Great Being who lives east of the sun
and west of the moon, who is neither here nor there but everywhere? Then perhaps we would
find the courage to set forch.”

T'he Hoopoe rephied: *O Birds without memory! You have forgotten the Golden Feather
in your hearts which Hoarts like a song on the breath of the Great Being. If vou love the Earth as
much as she has loved vou, set out with fiery heart towards the goal, making that vour grearest
joy!

Now the birds felt a change of heart. Their love for the Earth lifted them up; the idea of
the Great Being beyond the edge of ime filled their minds with wonder. Evervone trusted the
Hoopoe because she was the messenger of the world invisible and knew the way to the garden

and because the name of the Grear Being was written on her beak. All the birds listened as she
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spoke:

*We have seven valleys to cross and only after we have crossed them all shall we find the
earden in the depths of the silver sea. Have courage and patience, Birds, and trust me to help
vou face the dangers of the way. We have to fly into a great darkness, the darkness of the seven
vallevs. Each valley is ruled by an invisible monster who lives inside a high mountain.
Evervthing in the valley lies under its magic spell. Once, long ago, the monsters were one with
the Greatr Being. But pain and fear came berween them and separated them. They carry a great
wound in their hearts and have forgotten who they are. Because they are wounded, they wound
others. In their loneliness and pain they have become dangerous and ternible and as hard as
stone.

“TI'here are many ways of crossing these valleys and not all birds fly alike. We shall make
the journey together but each must find his or her own path through the valleys. As vou break
the spell of the monster who rules each valley, yvou will discover skills yvou did not have before.
You will become stronger and wiser and more loving. As vou pass through the darkness a
different kind of light will shine and will show you many things vou could not see before. You
will marvel at thousands of bright secrets. You will ind your true friends.”

At last the trembling birds set out. The first to follow the Hoopoe was the goldfinch,
whose wings shimmered in the sunlight. After her came the fairy bluebird. All those who had
spoken and more, many more, were there. So great was their number that the noise of their
wings was like the roaring of waters in spring as they rush down the mountains towards the sea.
As the birds left the Earth and flew towards the darkness of the seven valleys, they looked back
and saw their home, shining in space like a precious jewel, and they wept because it was
beautiful and they loved it and hoped to see it again.

Soon, they saw ahead of them the great darkness of the first valley, the Valley of Doubt.
Panic spread among them and they huddled rogether, drawing in their heads and wings and
wailing piteously. Some sank to the ground in bedraggled heaps and said they did not want to go
on. One of them cried out: *We can’t go on this journey. Our wings and feathers are not strong
enough to carry us through this darkness and we are shaking with fear. We've never done
anything like this before. If we fly into this valley, it is cerrain we will never find our way through

it." And away they flew back to the Earth.
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T'he rest crowded anxiously around the Hoopoe. Suddenly, the nightungale and cthe
turtle-dove began to sing and they sang a melody so sweert that all who heard it were enchanted
and once again took courage. 'T'hey knew the task before them was mighty and the way was long
and difficult but they were no longer so frightened. "They felt they might be able to reach the
earden in the depths of the secret sea.

T'he Hoopoe then said to them: “The magic spell of the Monster of Doubt fills the valley
with a thick, grev fog which has the smell of stagnant water. "This fog will ooze from the
mountain and wrap itself round vou, blinding vou and making vou lose yvour way. It will settle on
vour wings, and they will become wet and heavy so vou can hardly fy. "The invisible monster will
confuse vou with the soft whispering of its voice. At first vou will not be able even to hear it, or
know which direcrion it is coming from, but if you listen very carefully, you will hear these waords
sounding as if they were spoken by vou, in vour own voice: “You are not good enough to find the
treasure; you are not clever enough to break my spell; vou are not strong enough to reach the
garden: vou will not survive this journey.”

‘Do not histen to these whispers. They are not vour own true voice but the voice of the
monster who pretends to be you and will rry to make vou forget vour own voice. Remember the
clear music of the nightingale and the gentle song of the turtle-dove. "Trust vourselves, for thar is
the magic that will break the spell of the Monster of Doubt. Remember the Golden Feather,
racdhiant as a star in vour heares. It is the talisman that will protect vou through all the dangers of
the seven valleys.’

T'he birds plunged bravely into the darkness of the first valley, the Valley of Doubr. At
once, they were lost in a thick, murky fog that blinded them and weighed down their bright
feathers. They smele the smell of stagnant water. At first, they heard nothing ac all and then, so
Faintly that it was like the fall of a leaf, came the soft, whispering voice of Doubt, speaking with
their own voice: *You are not good enough to find the treasure; you are not clever enough to
break my spell: vou are not strong enough to reach the garden, You will never survive this
Journey,’

But the birds remembered the Hoopoe's words. Even the quail, so hesitant and full of
doubts, remembered. Beyvond the monster’s whisper, she heard the Aute-like voice of the

nightingale and the calm song of the turtle-dove. She remembered to trust herself and suddenly






saw the Golden Feather, clear as the sun, in her heart. She found her true voice and said to the
monster: ‘You cannot fill me with the fog of doubt. I will not listen to vour words. | am good
enough, I am clever enough, 1 am strong enough to reach che Greac Being. [ will overcome the
power of your spell.” As she said these words, her wet, dragging wings grew lighter. Through the
wisps of fog she clearly saw the Hoopoe fiying in front of her and knew she had broken the spell
of the Monster of Doubt. But a few birds could not tell the difference between their voice and
the voice of the monster and their wings grew heavy and could not carry them through the
valley.

T'he birds thatr remained flew on into the darkness of the second valley, the Valley of
False Dreams. The air was thick and sweer and suffocating and soon they could not see their
way. They heard the muffled voice of the monster, speaking from inside the mountain: ‘Follow
me, 1t said, ‘and 1 will show vou a quicker, easier way to the garden of the Grear Being. Follow
me and 1 will give vou a special drink that will make vou brave and strong. Come my way and |
will give vou dreams that will make you forget vour fear and loneliness.’

‘[Jo not listen to this voice,” eried the Hoopoe, "or vou will fall into a deep sleep; do not
drink what the monster offers vou or vou will forger who vou are and vour life will be lost!”

But the birds fele thirsty and weak after their journey through the Valley of Doubt.
Invisible talons held out strange things for them to drink which smelr sweet and delicious. It
seemed safe to taste them. "T'he heron took a sip of the deadly drug. "I'he Hoopoe's warning
began to fade from his memory, He fought hard to stay awake, because the monster’s spell was as
strong as 4 magnet, but he was very weak and called to the other birds for help. 'Then he saw
that they too were slipping away into sleep. He struggled desperately to reach them before it was
too late. As he did so, a breath of clear, fresh air blew through the valley. Now the heron felt
strong once more. With his long beak he tore the drink away from the other birds. He said to the
monster: "We do not want vour False Dreams. We will not stay in vour valley. We love the Earth
and want to help her. We love and trust ourselves and cach other. We will not forget who we are.”
And he broke the spell of the monster and flew our of the valley. But some birds, who had drunk
too much of the drug that tasted s0 sweet, forgot who they were and fell asleep in the Valley of

IFalse Dreams. And they were left behind.,
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Then the birds flew on, on into the darkness of the third valley, the Valley of Envy, At
once they could feel the powerful spell of the monster of this vallev. Each bird longed to be like
some other bird. The hummingbird wanted to be strong like the eagle; the eagle wanted to be
clever like the owl; the owl wanted o be beautitul hke the peacock; the peacock wanted o sing
like the mightingale; the mghtingale wanted o be powerful like the hawk; and the hawk wanted
to be more powerful than all the other birds put together. As these thoughts atracked them, they
fele cheir feathers caughe in the meshes of the monster’s invisible nets, like the nets of the
hunters they feared on Earch.

From inside the mountain, the monster’s shrill voice mocked them, saving: *You are too
helpless and too weak to break my spell. You will not free yvourselves from the nets of Envy
because they are as strong as iron.” The birds thrashed and struggled in the nets, their wings torn
and bruised and their beaks sore from pecking. Even the cagle panicked: "If only T could be like
the condor,” he eried. *IF only | were stronger, taster, braver, 1 could free myself from these nets.”
Then, from far, far away, they heard the Hoopoe's faint voice: "Remember the feather in your
hearts. Remember the Golden Feather, delicate as a spider’s web, silken as a butterfly’s wing,
radiant as a star, which links vou to each other and to the Great Being who is the life of all life,
L.ct go of vour wish to be someone else. Be true to vourselves and the nets of Envy will
dissolve.” The Hoopoe's voice startled them for, in their terror, they had forgorren all abour her.
As they remembered the Golden Feather in their hearts, the tiniest, weakest birds, the
hummingbird and the wren, found a way to cut the threads of the nets and make holes so that
the bigger birds could squecze through them and Hy free. Bur some birds had damaged their
wings bevond repair and were unable to Hy and they stayed in the vallev. And the others who
had to leave them behind wept with pity for their friends caughe in the nets of Envy and wished
they had been able to save them.

The birds who were free flew on into the darkness of the fourth valley, the Valley of
Hate. From far away they saw a voleano belching fire from its cone. A wind like a tornado roared
towards them. Flaming rivers of molten lava lowed down the sides of the mountain, burning
everything in their path. "T'he birds smelr the acrid stink of the monster’s breath as its harsh ery
exploded across the valley, and they trembled with fear: *No one can stand against me,” roared

the monster. "“Where Hate rules, nothing lives, Your wav lies through me and vou will be burnt to
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cinders as you fly.’

But the birds, who were led by the partridge, trusted the Hoopoe and held to the course
set by her. The heat of the monster’s lames scorched the air and made them feel faint and sick
as they drew nearer and nearer to the fiery mountain, Clouds of white-hot sparks raced towards
them. "T'he partridge gasped in pain as the sparks fell on his feathers but bravely he Hew on
through the searing fire. Although he had suffered terribly in the wars on Earth, he did not
surrender to the spell of Hate. And his courage inspired all the other birds. *Are you still alive?’
cried the Hoopoe. *Yes!” they chorused. *But our feathers are burnt and blackened.” The Hoopoe
encouraged them, saving: *If vou have survived at all, yvou have broken the spell of the Monster
of Harte. You are amazingly strong and brave birds to have come through this valley and many
blessings will come your way.” But some birds lay dead on the floor of the vallev. And when the
remaining birds saw them, they wept with sorrow for their friends who had died in the fames of
Hate and wished they could bring them back to life.

MNow the birds who had survived followed the Hoopoe into the darkness of the ffth
valley, the Valley of Power. As they flew she told them that to overcome the spell of this monster
they must be stronger than steel yvet more gentle than the fairy bluebird. They saw a landscape
as cold and empry as a dead planet, dried to a white powdery dust. Nothing green or living was
to be seen. The air was so dry and thin that the birds gasped for breach. Fear, like an invisible
iron hand, clutched at their throats. The monster's roar was like an avalanche and they heard it
shout from the mountain top: *1 control everything, 1 know the truth about everyvehing, 1 am
alwavys right. If vou stay in my valley, T will give you all the power, all the control, all the
knowledge vou want, so others will have to obev you. You will never again be weak, helpless,
ignorant birds. You will never again need o suffer.”

T'he birds hesitated. They began to feel paralysed by the black, invisible rays of the
Monster of Power. The peacock was unable to move, He tnied to fan out his tail but could not do
so. He felr his heart growing heavier and colder as if it were turning to stone.

‘Wake up!” shouted the Hoopoe, as she flew frantically back and forch in front of him,
trying to break the spell. *Wake up before it is too late and you have lost vour heart for ever. "T'he
Monster of Power is very, very clever, like the Monster of IFalse Dreams. 1o will persuade you to

stay in this valley and forger vour quest for the Great Being of the world invisible.” The peacock






heard her voiee as if it came from far away, at the bottom of the sea. He flapped his wings as hard
as he could and jumped up and down. But on his own he could not break the spell of the
Manster of Power and he cried aloud for help. At that moment, hundreds of tiny sparrows,
ordinary lictle birds whom no one usually noticed, heard his ery and flew berween him and the
paralysing ray of the Monster of Power. By their desperate efforts to save him, the peacock was
freed from che terrible spell. But other birds could not resist the black rayvs of the monster. They
were turned to stone and could not Ay ourt of the valley.

Now the birds who were left approached the darkness of the sixth valley, the Valley of
Cruelty. The Hoopoe warned them: “The spell of the monster who rules this valley is very strong
and hard to see. You will have to find the courage to face your own crueley.”

“T"hat will not be difficult,” thought the hawk. ' am very brave.’

As the birds Hew into the Valley of Cruelry, wave after wave of winged creatures
screamed out of caves in the mountain to attack them. Half bird, half demon, cach was armed
with cruel talons and stings as sharp as needles. Their venom poisoned the birds so that many
fell to the ground as though dead. 'T'he birds shook with fear as they cowered before these
winged creatures, for they did not know how to fight them. They heard a voice in their hearts
saving: ‘1's all right to be cruel. I%s fun to be cruel. It's brave to be cruel.” The hawk realised he
had never foughe a baccle Like this one and would need every ounce of his courage and strength
to Face these creatures of Cruelty. Suddenly, he saw that some of them were the ghoses of birds
he had killed in barele. He was face to face with his own cruelty which he had never seen before
and hot tears streamed from has eves, But because he was very brave, he called out to the
monster of the valley: *1 will not fight any more. Call oft vour creatures of deach! Release them
from vour spell! Let me be friends with my former enemies. Killing only brings more deach.”

From inside the mountain, the monster answered him: 'O Hawk, do vou think one bird
can break the spell of ten thousand vears? What s vour feeble will against mine? Do vou think
these demon birds will stop fighting because vou invite them to be friends? You may be brave
but yvou are a fool.” But the hawk cried out: *l am now a warrior on behalf of Life. 1 call upon the
power of the holy name of the Grear Being, and the names of all the birds of the Earth, to stand
with me for life against death. Your spell is broken.” Then all the birds gave a grear shout and it

shattered the mountam where the Monster of Crucloy hived, and the ternble spell of Crueloy was
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broken for ever. But in the battle with the demon creatures, many thousands of birds had
penished and cheir corpses littered che vallev. From the mountain pass above the valley, the
pheasant looked back ar them and wept with grief. All at once he saw a golden heart glowing in
the sky and knew thar the love he felt for his friends lost in that battle would one day bring them
back to hfe.

T'hen the few birds who had survived flew on, on into the darkness of the seventh and
last valley — the Valley of Despair. The Hoopoe said: *Do not fall under the spell of the monster’s
voice speaking in your heart, for if you do, you will forget yourselves and die from fear. Listen
carefully for the voice of the nightingale and look out for the ruby on my breast. Come, my
valiant Birds; this 1s vour last trial and the most difficulr, for this monster has the deepest wound
and is more terrible than all the others.”’

I'he birds could see nothing, The darkness was as black as a raven’s wing. The monster’s
breath squeezed them like a python, It made them feel numb and cold and so weak and weary
that they longed to die. The owl felt the power of the monster seize her like the tentacles of an
octopus, pulling her deeper and deeper into an ey blackness colder than the coldest water she
had ever felt on Earth. But she was stronger now for she had broken the spell of the other six
monsters. She did not forger the Hoopoe's words and listened very carefully for the evil voice in
her heart. "Then she heard the monster, speaking with her own voice and saving over and over
again: “You have failed the quest; vour journey is useless. There is no point to anything. You will
never leave this valley for there is nothing beyvond it. Now you will never reach the garden.
T'here is no garden. There is no treasure. There is no Great Being over the edge of time. There
15 no message to bring back to the Earth, You will disappear into darkness for cver.”

The monster’s voice made the owl feel sick with horror, but just as she fele herself on the
verge of slipping into darkness, she heard the soaring voice of the nightingale ring our, clear and
rue: ‘I sing of joy and light and colour and beauty. 1 sing of the bliss of following the way of the
heart through the seven valleys. | sing to help vou defeat the spell of the Monster of Despair; |
sing to help vou trust vourselves, to help you remember, remember, remember joy.’

And the Hoopoe cried aloud to all the birds: *‘Come on! Remember the Earch for whose
sake you have travelled this far. Close your eyes and you will see a beam of white Light, powertul

as a laser, pouring into the valley from the garden of the Great Being. It is dissolving the






darkness. Follow this brilliant beam of light and vou will break the spell of the last monster.” And
as she spoke, the ruby on her breast glowed like a pulsing heart in the darkness. And the bards,
though nearly overpowered by Despair, remembered the Earth and their love for her They
closed their eves and saw the bright beam of light. Led by the owl, thev began to Hy along it

As they few, they sang a song to the Monster of Despair. Each one found his or her true
voice and sang a special song. Together the birds made a song of such power and wisdom and
beauty that, in spite of itself, the monster fell under their spell. They sang of their love for the
Farth and the beauty and wonder of life. They sang of their happiness because they were able to
Hy through the sky ver rest on the Earth. Thev sang of their trust in the Grear Being who was
the life of all life and they told the monster abourt the garden in the depths of the sea. As they
sang, their fear vanished and the monster, who listened to every word, began to sing too. As it
sang, the terrible wound in its heare was healed. Slowly, slowly, the birds saw the darkness
dissolve and the light become stronger and stronger, untl it was as bright as the sun ar middav.
And because the birds had healed the monster, none of them staved behind in the Valley of
Despair,

T'he healing of the Monster of Despair had given the birds new strength and courage.
Even so, they wondered if they would be able to reach the garden and the Grear Being over the
edge of time. They hoped their journey would not take so long thar they would be too late to
save the Earth, And so, keeping close to cach other for support and comfort, ver at the same time
finding their own special way, they came at last to the edge of time and the shore of the grear sea
that is unlike all other seas. They were very frightened of diving into this sea for they thought
they might die and never wake up. But the paradise kingfisher, gleaming in his brilliant blue-
green plumage, said he knew how to dive into deep water and begged them to follow him
withour fear,

So, holding their breath, they dived to the depths of those silvery warers which reminded
them of their dreams. The waters caressed them gently and the birds found thar they were partly
Hving and partly swimming through this sea. It was neither as light as air nor as heavy as water,
burt elear as crystal, like dew in sunhght. As they went deeper and deeper, it lay like a cloud over
their heads. All of a sudden, just as chey felt they had reached the end of their strengeh and

could go no further, they saw the garden, shimmering and glimmering like an emerald at the
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bottom of the sea.

OF all the hundreds of thousands of birds who had started out on the journey, only a few
reached the garden. Many had lost their feathers and their bodies were scarred with burns and
cuts from their journey through the seven valleys. 'They could hardly recognise each other. 'They
had just enough strength to lift their heads o look around them at the garden. The nightingale
was the first to see that it was full of the most beautiful trees and flowers, including his beloved
roses; roses fresher and more fragrant than any he had ever seen or imagined. He cried aloud in
wonder to the others. The ground was soft with warm green moss and covered with wild
strawberries. Cascades of flowers hung from the trees and their blossoms scented the air with
delicious perfumes. Waterfalls sparkled and everywhere they heard the humming of bees as they
rathered honey. In the middle of the garden was a mound and they saw a flight of steps leading
up it to the House of the Treasure. The house was lic up as if the walls were transparent. A great
hight was shining inside it

Suddenly, the door of the House of the "Treasure opened and they saw a tall and majestic
figure, dressed in a robe like a rainbow. It looked at the huddled birds and said wich grear
renderness: “Where have vou come from, O Birds, and what are vou doing here? Whart are vour
names? O vou who have left evervehing behind you o follow the quest through the darkness of
the seven valleys, where is vour home? Why have vou come here? Whart do you want and what
can | do for vou?’

T'hen the exhausted birds Auttered into life and spoke, their voices faint with awe: *Our
guide, the Hoopoe, has led us here from the Earch far, far awav. It has taken us a lifetime to
reach the garden. We have come to bring a message from the Earth to the Grear Being who is the
life of all life. The Earth 15 very sad and she has sent us to ask for help. If we are nor allowed
through the door, what is there left for us to do? We cannot return to the Earth without bringing
her the message from the Grear Being,”

Then the Keeper of the Door, having tested their hearts and found them true, gently
invited them to enter the House of the ‘Treasure. And now, as they climbed the steps, the birds
began to tremble, for they stood at the threshold of the Majesty that no one can describe, that no
one can imagine, On either side of them, flowers blossomed as they looked at them and filled the

air with heavenly perfumes. Overcome with joy and wonder, they saw in a blaze of glowing light,
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a radiant glory through the doorway of the House of the Treasure. There, before them, was the
Grear Being they had come across all the worlds o find.

T'he birds crossed the threshold of the House of the "Treasure and entered the Heare of
the Great Being. [t was as if they entered a room of a thousand dazzling mirrors, each one
reflecting a light so brilliant chat ac first they were blinded. Then, slowly, as their eves grew
accustomed to the lighe, they saw retected in the mirrors the innermost seeret of creanon, hight
streaming into all the forms of life. As they gazed, lost in the splendour of cheir vision, they knew
they were inside the Heart of the Grear Being, And each of them knew they were, at one and
the same time, themselves and each other. They were at once the Great Being and every single,
tiny, shining particle of thar life. In thart instant, they saw through the hundred thousand veils.

Thev saw thousands of dancing suns cach more glorious than the other, thousands of
moons and stars all equally resplendent. Thev saw that each one was a universe and thac all
these worlds blossomed inside the Hearr of the Grear Being,

Then the voice of the Great Being spoke to them: *In the first days, in the very first davs,
in the first nights, in the very first nights, in the first vears, in the very first vears, when
evervthing needed was brought into being by me, the life of all Life, 1 gave to the Earth a Golden
IFeather, delicate as a spider’s web, silken as a burterfly’s wing, radiant as a star. | knew that after
many millions of vears that feather would bring vou to me in the world invisible, to my garden in
the depths of the sea. You listened to the Farth. You tollowed the Hoopoe, messenger of the
world invisible, bevond the edge of nime to find me ac the heart of Life. You have asked me for a
message o take back to the Earth.

“You yourselves, as vou are now, vou are the message. You have broken the spell of the
monsters of the seven vallevs. You have scen the vision of the Treasure. You are no longer
helpless, weak, ignorant birds. Now vou Know vour true nature, the divine heart of vour being.
You know that I am the heart of each one of vou and vou are within my Heart for ever. Now vou
can return to the Earth knowing that every atom, every stone, every leaf, every tree of Earth is lic
with the one secrer, blazing Light chat streams trom me.

“Wherever vou are, vou have only to imagine me and | wall be wich vou, If ever vou are
anxious, | will give vou strengeh and wisdom. If ever vou are afraid, vou have only to imagine mv

light and it will stand shining before yvou. You have flown beyond the edge of time so you know






there is no death bur only one eternal hife. "Tell all cthe children of the Earch what vou have seen
s0 they will not fear death. Go now, my beloved Birds, and tell vour story to the Earth.’

And the birds, with glonous new plumage, and with the Golden Feather shining in their
hearts, set out for the Earth. The journey that had taken so long now flashed by in a second and
they saw that each of the seven valleys had become as beautiful and richly alive as the garden,
"T'he land thar had been frozen and blackened and poisoned and scorched by the monsters™ spell
was restored ro life, And, best of all, the birds who had fallen under the spell of the monsters
came alive and flew with their friends towards the Earth. Together they saw the jewel-like
beauty of their home coming closer and closer towards them, unol suddenly they were at the
Meeting Place of the Birds. Once again they felt the mossy ground beneath their claws, but now
it was strewn with flowers glowing like tiny stars. They were welcomed by all the birds who had
not made the journey, Then, quietly, they told the Earth their story.

The Earth listened to them, and when they had Anished, she said in a gendle voice: "Dear
Birds, vou have saved my life. How can I thank yvou for what yvou have done for me and all my
life held under the spell of the monsters of the seven valleys? You are all my special messengers:
tell vour story to my children. If they listen to vour voice in their hearts, they will know what to
do for me. They will love and protect me for my sake and for the sake of cheir children and their
children’s children. They will not fall under the spell of the seven monsters. One day, cach of
them will make the journey to the garden in the depths of the sea. And you will be their guide as
the Hoopoe was vour guide. You will lead them to the House of the “Treasure and the Great
Being who is the life of all life. Like the Hoopoe, vou now are the messengers of the world

invisible, and the Golden Feather will shine for ever in vour heares.’
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