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Once, there was a mountain. 
In the heart of the mountain, there was a cave. 
In the cave there was a Bird, dreaming. The Bird had long 
luminous wings and many-colored feathers. She lay on the 
floor of the cave, listening in the dark to the silence.  
 
One day, the Bird was listening to the silence filling the 
cave, when she heard a beautiful sound. Then, she heard 
another… and another… and another, till the cave was filled 
with beautiful sounds. The beautiful sounds came so close, 
she could feel them breathing upon her. She could see their 
sparkling light. Softly, they caressed her wings. They told 
the Bird, “Through your listening, you have called the song 
of the beautiful sounds to you.” The Bird plucked one of the 
feathers from her breast, to touch the beautiful sounds. But 
as she reached with the feather, the feather fell from her, 
and drifted into the shadows of the cave. And the beautiful 
sounds drew back.  
 
From that day on, though the Bird lay on the floor of the 
cave, dreaming and listening to the song of the beautiful 
sounds, falling more and more in love, longing to be filled 
with the song of the beautiful sounds, she felt more and 
more separate. There was a darkness now, between her and 



the beautiful song. The Bird whispered to the song of the 
beautiful sounds, “My voice is not beautiful like yours. I 
cannot sing. What can I do? What can I do to be filled with 
the beautiful sounds? What can I do to sing the beautiful 
song?”  The song of the beautiful sounds was silent. 
 
But one day, one of the Bird’s feathers fell from her, and 
shone like white fire on the ground. It brightened the cave, 
and for the first time the Bird opened her eyes.  She saw an 
opening in the cave, a door. The Bird rose. She walked 
across the cave and through the opening. She found a 
spiraling path and began to follow it, upwards through the 
mountain. 
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At the top of the mountain, the Bird stepped out under the 
sky. Night embraced her and the moon and stars kissed her 
hello! She heard the song of the beautiful sounds all around 
her. For the first time, she opened her long, luminous 
wings, and let her many-colored feathers be seen.  A little 
fire leapt inside her heart. The Bird whispered to the song 
of the beautiful sounds, “My voice is not beautiful like 
yours. I cannot sing. What can I do? What can I do to be 
filled with the beautiful sounds? What can I do to sing the 
beautiful song?” Still holding on to the earth, she opened 
her wings even wider, and began to grow. The Bird reached 
so high, her long, luminous wings lay upon the tops of 
trees. The moon and stars sparkled on the leaves, and the 



Bird’s many- colored feathers, twinkled. The Bird could 
hear the song of the beautiful sounds all around her. She 
thought, I love listening to the song of the beautiful sounds. 
The Bird was filled with joy in what is, and forgot she 
couldn’t sing. 
  
Just then, a tiny, flying, luminescent being, whirred in front 
of the Bird. She was looking into the eyes of another living 
being! For the first time, the Bird didn’t feel alone on the 
mountain. The tiny, flying, luminescent being smiled into 
her eyes, as if to say… And you thought you were alone? 
 
It was then the Bird forgot, to hold onto the earth. The Bird 
let go. The Bird began to fly.                                                                                                                                                                                                          
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The Bird had never thought of flying. She had dreamed of 
singing, but never of flying! She had used her wings to feel 
small and separate, as she dreamt on the floor of the cave.  
But now, she used her wings to feel free, to feel powerful, to 
open. 
 
Now the Bird was flying. She flew upwards through the 
night sky. She felt herself becoming lighter and lighter. She 
heard only silence, she felt only freedom. Silence and 
freedom filled the Bird, and she flew. 
 



The night sky was becoming brighter and brighter. The Bird 
crossed into a circle of spinning light, a many-colored, 
light. From the light came the song of the beautiful sounds, 
and the Bird could feel, the darkness between her and the 
beautiful sounds was gone. The many-colored light spun in 
luminous layers of infinite gentleness around her. She 
found she could alight on a beam of the spinning light, and 
feel steady as if on a shining jewel. 
                                                    
In the circle around the Bird, stood seven radiant beings, 
each a different color, each emitting colored light. These 
radiant beings smiled at her and sang, their voices filled 
with the song of the beautiful sounds, “We are the Seven 
Stars who dance beyond the moon. You have called to the 
Seven Stars for the song and it has been given to you. It has 
been opened to you. You have called upon us and we have 
come. All you desire is given to you. All is opened to you. 
You are healed, you are whole, you are in the light, you are 
the light! You are the song of the beautiful sounds!” 
 
Through luminous layers of infinite gentleness the Bird 
sank, carried by the love of the Seven Stars, and she felt 
loved for the first time. And she thought, I feel loved by a 
love I don’t need to do anything to receive, a love that just is, 
a love flowing through me, and I am home. She sank deeper 
through the luminous layers of infinite gentleness and felt 
her heart beating with the infinite radiant heart of the 
Seven Stars. 
 



It was then the Bird heard for the first time, the song of the 
beautiful sounds deep inside herself. Deep inside herself, 
not outside herself, as she had always heard before. As she 
listened she was filled with more and more of the song of 
the beautiful sounds. And it was the most natural and 
unstoppable of things, when she opened her beak and 
began to sing! 
 
From that moment on, the Bird and the Stars sang together 
in the circle of spinning light. They sang and they sang for 
many days and nights. And the Bird learned more and more 
from the Seven Stars. 
 
One day, the Bird saw a jewel shining from the heart of 
each of the seven radiant beings. She knew these jewels 
reflected the infinite radiant heart beating deep inside each 
Star. She gazed lovingly at these seven jewels shining from 
each heart.  As the Bird gazed at the jewels, the Seven Stars 
took the jewels from their hearts, and gave them to the 
Bird. She received the jewels in joyful gratitude and the 
Stars sang to her, “Plant these jewels in the heart of the 
Mountain. They will grow something wondrous for you.” 
The Bird folded the jewels lovingly into the warm feathers 
around her heart.  
 
The circle of spinning light began to open. Sky River 
appeared, lapping at the circle’s edges and the Seven Stars 
sang, “We shall return now, to the lands beyond the Moon.” 
The Bird and the Stars embraced. Then, the seven radiant 



beings stepped into Sky River, and the Bird watched them 
go. 
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From the circle of spinning light, the Bird looked far below 
and saw the mountain. She spread her wings wider than she 
ever had before. With the seven jewels folded lovingly into 
the warm feathers around her heart, she flew from the 
circle of spinning light. 
 
Down into the night, she soared.  The moon and stars sang 
upon her wings. She flew into the opening at the top of the 
mountain, down through the spiraling path, towards the 
heart of the mountain, and into the cave.   
 
As she stood in the doorway of the cave, she saw something 
she had never seen before. There in the center of the cave, 
was a small opening in the floor. The Bird walked to it and 
looked down. She saw a deep darkness. But as she looked, 
she began to see a glistening, bluish color, and she began to 
smell, the sea. And she knew, this was a portal.  
 
The Bird sat beside the portal. She took the seven jewels, 
and lay them beside her. She began to sing. Her song filled 
the cave with the song of the beautiful sounds. The seven 
jewels rose slowly into the air above the chasm. They 
danced to the song of the beautiful sounds. They painted 



the air with their colored light. The seven jewels danced, 
and the Bird sang. Then, the jewels began to descend into 
the portal, into the deep darkness. The opening grew larger 
and the jewels illuminated the darkness. The Bird saw, the 
jewels were sinking into a breathing, glistening, bluish 
substance and thought, These jewels will grow something 
wondrous. As all the jewels sank, the substance began to 
tremble, to swell and swirl around the jewels, it began to 
turn into waves. The waves became lighter and lighter, 
clearer and clearer, becoming sparkling, crystalline waves. 
Then, the waves became still and there before the Bird, lay 
a clear, seemingly bottomless spring sparkling with many- 
colored jewels.  
 
She heard a pulsing sound coming from the spring’s depths. 
As she listened, the sound grew louder and louder. Then, 
the waters were filled with light and the Bird watched, as 
the branches and trunk of a dancing Tree emerged! The 
pulsing sound was the sound of the Tree’s heart beating. 
The song of its beating heart filled the cave. The dancing 
Tree twinkled and glowed and twirled. It caressed the air 
like melted stars. The Bird was filled with love for the Tree. 
“Come!” The Tree sang to her. And the Bird flew into the 
heart of the Tree.  
 
In the heart of the Tree, she was carried upwards on the 
fiery currents of a rushing, surging, stream. And the Bird 
and the Tree danced, and the Tree grew. With its roots  
deep inside the spring, the Tree rushed through the ceiling 



of the cave. It surged pulsing through the earth. It coursed 
like a river of melted stars through the mountain. And the 
Tree reached the top of the mountain and burst into day!  
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The sun kissed the Bird and the Tree hello! The Tree spread 
its branches in the air. The Bird flew up into its branches, 
and the Bird and the Tree danced, and the Tree grew. The 
leaves on the Tree opened, its flowers blossomed, its fruits 
appeared, and the Bird and the Tree danced and the Tree 
grew.                                          
 
One morning, the Bird sat in the Tree, among its leaves, its 
flowers and its fruits, when she saw something sparkling 
inside the petals of a flower. She stepped closer, and saw, it 
was a jewel. She reached out with her long, luminous wings 
and touched the jewel. It was warm, soft, alive, breathing. 
The Bird moved closer, drawn into the jewel. Then, all she 
saw was light. 
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When the light fell away, the Bird found she was sitting in a 
nest made of jewels. She had fallen into light and emerged 



as from a bath. All her senses had been washed. Then, in 
wondrous amazement she saw, she was not alone. Sitting 
around her, on every branch of the Tree, were other Birds. 
These Birds were looking in wondrous amazement at each 
other, and at her. They too had long, luminous wings and 
many-colored feathers. They too sat in jeweled nests.  
 
“Who are you?” The Birds asked each other, their hearts  
beating loudly with a joy they had never dreamed of. For a 
while, the Birds looked deeply into each other’s eyes. Then, 
they began to smile. Then, to laugh. Then, to cry. For, all at 
once and together, they realized, We have always known 
each other, we have always been travelling side by side, 
dreaming in the cave, falling in love with the song of the 
beautiful sounds, feeling a darkness between ourselves and 
what we love, desire and dream, rising from the cave, calling 
out to the Seven Stars, flying higher and higher in the sky, 
crossing into the circle of spinning light, singing for the first 
time, learning with the Seven Stars, planting the seven jewels 
in the heart of the mountain, we have always known each 
other, we have always been travelling side by side, but not till 
now could we see each other, not till now have we become 
visible to each other! 
 
The leaves of the Tree began to tremble, its flowers and 
fruits to quiver, and the Tree grew even bigger, as it sang to 
the Birds, “You are healed, you are whole, you are in the 
light, you are the light! You are the song of the beautiful 
sounds! ” 



 
The Birds spread their long, luminous wings and many-
colored feathers. They stood wing to wing in their jeweled 
nests. And it was the most natural and unstoppable of 
things, when they opened their beaks and began to sing, 
with each other and the Tree! 
 
The song of the beautiful sounds filled the air. It showered 
the mountain. It flowed everywhere. It was then the 
mountain heard for the first time, the beautiful song deep 
inside itself. Deep inside itself, not outside itself, as it had 
always heard before. Now, the mountain heard the song of 
the beautiful sounds deep within its flowers, its trees, its 
stones, its streams, its seeds, its darkness, its roots, its 
caves, its countless living beings. It heard the song of the 
beautiful sounds inside its own heart, its jeweled spring, 
and the mountain began to sing with the Birds and the 
Tree! 
 
 
 
Aja Dematerra           
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

                  


