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Dedication

For every child who has a voice —

may you always know its worth.
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The Singing Sorcerer
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The little brown birds fill the forest with joyful music at sunrise.

A long, long time ago, deep inside a big green forest, there lived hundreds of little brown birds.

They were not bright red like flowers. They were not blue like the morning sky. They were not yellow like the golden sun. Their feathers were simple and brown, just like dry leaves on the forest floor.

But oh, how beautifully they could sing!

Every morning, the little brown birds filled the forest with music.

“La-la-la-la-laaa!”

Their songs floated through the trees like sunshine. The monkeys stopped swinging to listen. The butterflies danced in the air. Even the tall trees seemed to sway gently to the sweet music.

The forest was a happy place because the birds sang every day.
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​The Sorcerer Arrives
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Orono the sorcerer sits beneath a great tree, captivated by the birds’ singing.

One afternoon, a traveler named Orono came walking through the forest. Orono was a sorcerer. He knew many tricks with smoke, light, and shiny stones, but there was one thing he could not do.

He could not sing.

When Orono heard the birds, he sat under a tree and listened.

“What beautiful voices,” he whispered. “I wish I could sing like that.”

At first, Orono simply enjoyed the music. But after a while, a jealous thought crept into his heart.

“Why should plain little brown birds have such wonderful voices?” he muttered. “I am a sorcerer. I should be the one everyone listens to.”
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Orono opens his cloth bag to reveal dazzling colored feathers for the astonished birds.

The next morning, Orono called out to the birds.

“Little birds! Little birds! Come closer! I have something wonderful to show you.”

The birds fluttered down from the branches.

“What is it?” asked one bird.

Orono smiled and opened a small cloth bag. Inside were bright feathers of every color.

Red like hibiscus flowers. Blue like the deep sky. Green like fresh leaves. Gold like the evening sun.

The birds gasped.

“Oh!” chirped one bird. “They are beautiful!”

“I wish I had feathers like that,” said another.

“Our brown feathers look so plain,” said a third.

Orono nodded slowly.

“I can help you,” he said. “With my magic charm, I can make your feathers shine in every color of the rainbow.”

The birds became excited.

“Really?” “Can you make me red?” “Can you make me blue?” “Can you make me sparkle?”
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The birds imagine themselves transformed into magnificent rainbow-colored creatures.

“Yes,” said Orono. “But magic always asks for something in return.”

The birds grew quiet.

“What must we give?” asked the smallest bird.

Orono pointed to a large calabash bowl beside him.

“Only your singing voices,” he said. “Just for a while. You will be so beautiful that you may not miss them.”

The birds looked at one another nervously.

“Our voices?” one bird asked.

“But singing makes the forest happy,” said another.

“And singing makes us happy too,” said the smallest bird.

Orono spoke softly.

“But imagine how lovely you will look. Everyone will admire your colors.”

The birds thought about it. They loved their songs, but they also wanted to be bright and beautiful. One by one, they agreed.

“All right,” they chirped. “Make us colorful.”
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