BLUE BIRD

As the old man cleared his throat; he said “Let me tell you a story of a small boy who lived in the forest with his grandfather in a cave cut into the golden hills.”

  As they gathered around the birch tree, he continued, “One day, he went out as usual to gather berries when he heard the most beautiful sounds, like music.  But where was it coming from?  What or who was making such wonderful music?    
He followed the music to a large birch tree but he didn’t see anyone.  He kept searching and the music seemed to be following him.  Yet, no one was there.  Finally, back at the birch tree, he looked up and there on a branch was a small, delicate, blue bird.  He reached up and it flew into his hand singing even more beautifully than before.  The boy, enchanted by the music, sat down under the tree.  The day went by, and the boy got hungry, so he ate a few berries. The bird stopped singing and hopped close to the berry basket, so the boy gave the bird a berry.  And so it went, berries for the boy, a berry for the bird until all the berries are gone.

The boy headed home to the cave and his grandfather saw the empty basket.  

“Where are the berries for dinner” asked the grandfather.

“I fed them to the most beautiful bird, grandfather.  Wait until you hear its song, it’s more beautiful than your flute, “said the boy.

Grandfather scolded the boy, “I can’t eat music.  Go out and get more berries.” 
So while the boy gathered more berries in the forest, the bird followed him singing beautifully all the time.
 When the boy came back with the basket full of berries, he called out,
“Grandfather, here are your berries and I’ve brought you something else, too!  Can you hear it?  The beautiful bird is singing to us both.”

The grandfather grabbed the basket and began to eat.  

“I hear no beautiful music.  Just a blue jay begging for berries, “said Grandfather.  

“Here, I’ll show you.” 
And so, the boy held a berry up in his hand and the bird swooped in, ate the berry and started singing. 

“The berries are for us, not the bird.”
“But his singing is so sweet, and we have plenty of berries for all of us, grandfather.”

Time passed and the boy and the bird continued to share their wealth with each other.  The bird sang and the boy gathered food.  One day, he sent the bird back to the cave with a branch of berries for grandfather.  Before the bird could leave grandfather grabbed it in his old, gnarled hands and killed it.  Then he pulled off all the blue feathers, put it on a stick and roasted it over the fire.  

The boy kept filling his basket and listened for the music but all he heard was silence.  Finally, he went back to the cave. 
  “Grandfather, he asked, “have you heard the bird today?  I sent him back to you with a gift but I never heard him return.”

“I received no gift, “said grandfather. 
“Are you sure you didn’t see my bird today?  Do you know if something happened to him?”
“I saw no bird.  I only saw my lunch,” said the grandfather.  
“I don’t know what I will do without music,” sighed the boy.

“You don’t need music to eat berries, my boy. Let the bird go.”

The next day, the boy sat outside the cave waiting for the bird to return.  Again, the day was silent with no bird and no music.  At dinner, the boy couldn’t eat.  
“Without my bird’s music, I’m not hungry anymore.”

“Without food, you will die.  So eat,” scolded grandfather.

But food wasn’t enough for the boy; he was hungry for the beauty of the music.  Without eating, he went to sleep.   In his dream, the sad boy saw his bird in the smoke rings rising from a fire.  He saw his grandfather strangle the bird and roast him on a stick.   A sudden sound roused him from his dream, his grandfather was holding his throat and coughing, choking, gasping for air.  As the boy moved towards his grandfather, he saw a mound of blue feathers.  He gathered up the beautiful feathers and put them in a box.  
Then the old man bent down to uncover a box beneath the tree, “These are the feathers I saved to remind me to tell others the lesson of my grandfather’s death, he said, “that there are two kinds of food and both are needed to live.  Food for the body and food for the spirit.” 

