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any years ago, all the birds of the

orld gathered to decide which of them
ould be the king of the birds.

After many days of debate, they decided
that they would hold a contest. Whichever
bird could fly the highest would be the
king of the birds.

On the day of the competition, all the birds
took off into the air. The small song birds
quickly tired, their fragile wings unable

to carry them far. They were soon joined
by the ducks, crows, and many others. In
short order, only the strongest of the eagles
still climbed into the sky.

This eagle climbed higher and higher,
until the last of his competition gave
up and returned to earth. He smugly
congratulated himself, and began his
descent. He was exhausted from the
competition, and needed to recover. As he
as falling, he heard a small bright voice
above him calling “I am king! I am king!”
It was the little brown wren, fluttering
above him. She had carefully, quietly,
hidden among his feathers, and ridden his
back into the sky.

The eagle was furious, but he was too
exhausted from the competition to fly
higher.

When the wren landed the small birds
cried in joy and surprise. They were
sure that one of the larger birds would
win the competition, but had been too
afraid to complain. The large birds were
furious. “You only won through trickery
and cunning, and that’s not fair;” they
complained.

“Eagle would have won through strength
and brawn. Why is that better than
cunning? If you have your doubts name
another challenge and I will win once
more,” the wren replied.

The large birds chatted among themselves,
and came up with a solution. “We have

a new competition. Whichever bird can
swoop the lowest will be the king of the
birds”

The birds began the new competition,
diving down to glide along the ground.
Wren saw a small mouse-hole in the earth
and climbed into it. She called out “I am
king! I am king! I am the lowest!”

The large birds were furious, and decided
that the wren could be the king, but she
would never rule them. They each took
turns standing guard at the hole, waiting to
kill the wren if she tried to climb out.

Days passed, and wren stubbornly
remained in her hole. One night, the

owl was guarding the hole, watching the
wren with large yellow eyes. When the
morning sunlight peeked over the horizon,
it momentarily blinded the owl. The

wren saw this as her chance, and quickly
escaped from the hole.

Whenisthe King of the Bindi— The litle
brown wren is still the king of the birds,
but she is so afraid of the eagles and hawks
that she stays hidden in hedges and bushes.
They will kill her if given the chance,

as they are ashamed that she won their
competitions. All the other birds visit her
for advice, as she is so clever and cunning.

This story is based on a traditional
folktale from the British Isles. The wren is
a small brown bird, commonly referenced
in Celtic folklore, and symbolizes life,
energy, and cleverness.




