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Once there was a land where the sun was hot, the fields were green, and the rivers full 

of water. At dawn each day the people awoke to the sound of birds, and they went to 

bed with bird-song in their ears. The sun at mid-day was so hot that everyone rested 

indoors. Even the birds rested, and for an hour or two it was quiet everywhere. 

  

Living in that land was good, and most people tried to see that it stayed good. But it 

was not perfect: many people liked throwing stones at the birds, and every day many 

birds died. 

  

One day, when the sun was really hot, and the people were resting as usual, the 

silence was broken by the song of a single bird. “Lfigd-lfigd: life is good!” she sang: 

“Dinna-st dinna-st: don’t throw stones!” Someone said, “It’s the Jesus-bird”, but 

people were annoyed. “That bird’s a nuisance,” they said: “she’s interrupting our 

rest!” So they gathered stones and threw them at the Jesus-bird, and she fell to the 

ground. “Thank God”, the people said: “now we can have some peace.” And they 

went back indoors. 

  

But there was no peace. The rivers dried up, and the fields turned brown. The dawn 

choir and the evening chorus fell silent. The sun was hotter than ever, and at resting-

time everyone was unhappy, and they moaned.  

  

After a while, some friends wanted to remember the Jesus-bird. They painted pictures 

of her, they built a bird-table, they made a nesting-place place high in a tree. Then 

they tried to remember her song, but they couldn’t recall it at all. “It’s because we 

liked throwing stones”. So they went away sadly by themselves. 

  

But one day they heard it again: the song of the Jesus-bird. They looked all around, 

but they couldn’t see where it was coming from. It seemed spooky, and they felt 

nervous. And the song got stronger and stronger: “Life is good – don’t throw stones! 

Life is good – don’t throw stones!”  They could hardly believe their ears: it seemed 

the Jesus-bird had come back to life.  



 And then they heard where the song was coming from. It was coming from them, it 

was bursting out of their hearts. It was as if someone had switched a light on. The 

Jesus-bird was singing again, but in each of them, in everything they said, in 

everything they did. The fields turned green again, wells filled up, and rivers flowed 

once more. At dawn and sunset birds sang their heads off; and at resting-time there 

seemed to be Jesus-birds everywhere. 

  

So the friends held a party, and everyone came wearing bright colours. And they sang 

their favourite song Lfigd-lfigd-dinna-st dinna-st! Life is good-don’t throw stones! 

Life is good-don’t throw stones!  

  

But not everyone joined in. Some thought throwing stones would be more fun. And 

every day, at morning and evening, and in the middle of the day birds fell to earth, 

and the Jesus-bird fell with them. But her song never stopped. It never stopped at all.  

 

Some say that’s what makes the world go round.        

  

  

  


