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In the midst of this barren Iand rises a grea

The farther we walk the path to the hill, the more - ¢

"
At the foot of the hill, just where the road begins climj

a large crowd has gathered.

It feels like being at a big fair or a market,

with booths selling food and souvenirs

makeshift tents and place

From b he hill.

EMOpP, on a throne - sits — the greg

Ever since people have been telling stories — he is there
unmoving, and yet very much alive.

His eyes gaze into the infinite distance.




the visitors stay safely in the dwellingé at the<fog

Once again a thunderstormllo.oms.in the disfnce.‘ .
Dark menacing clouds build up on the horizon,

lightning flashes across the sky, thunder rolling frQ

The path is quiet and deserted. Completely dg

Two figures are struggling up the hill leg gthe

An old man with a young , walking be

0 almost reached the end of his days, he finally tak
&Y his most fundamental questions before the Eagle
heretofore familiar to him only in legend.
Having reached the top of the hill he spreads his small r

and sits before the great being,




Gratefully he rises, bows with great care and-sgg

-

\2.
He turns to his granddaughter ready to return to the g

younger somehow, almost like a child.

that leads them back down the hill.

The wind is howling in his ears and tearing a

He notices his grandchild standing a li

her gaze turned up toy

and Sf ear.
getiorrarises within her

on that has been waiting to be heard for a long time:

"Great Eagle," she cries out, "tell me: What is Love?"




"That, too, is love — love rejoices when someone follg

"But what if | want him to never go away and alWay:
“Then what you feel is fear and fear is never love. 5
Recognize Love in everything,

feel it and share it, and love shall set you free."

While the old man siane
his grg
e path.
fle is left confused — something stirring within him, he
e utters a cry towards the heavens,
"Great Spirit, for a long time | have been serving, as was
To every question the humans bestow upon me, | know

| see everything, | know everything —




As he touches the ground he transforms into :

But he is a being with a penis and breasts,
his body a blending of both male and a female aspe
Three birds with differently colored feathers beag
For a long time he simply gazes at his new,
then learns to walk and move g
feels hunge
nands
es, feels the pain of his sore skin,
the sweetness of some fruit, the bitterness of others.

And he sings and dances with his birds.
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Sadness fills his soul

pain lines his face and bends his formerly uprig

but still he continues his search for people who are \?:

and recognize his true essence.

On the side of a road: farmers tending
At first sight, they rup.z
But thg d seen so much,
0 them.
y the most courageous of them approach the creature
0 make sure they were not mistaken:
that this really was a harmless, crazy disfigured being.
They begin to taunt him,

to mock his appearance and his crazed way of speaking
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- They throw rocks at them, but the birds simply swes/é

and carry on circling over the Eagleman unharggg

-

near the village there is a rrieédow with a pit' i the*
These people have a cruel tradition of throwing anim
to gloat over their victims' fear.

And thus it happens to the Eagleman.

For food he is thrown some leftovers

and occasionally they.lg

Over {j

grd that he is the Eagle,

ey have heard about in the old legends,

Upon hearing his words they laugh and say,

"If you are an Eagle why don't you just fly away?"




she is overwhelmed with compassion' for this+bgi

-

She views the birds that are circling above

and then she hears the Eagleman talk to the birds.
She has heard this voice before!

And even though back then it was a lot loude

0ld this happen to you?"
he Eagleman lifts his gaze up to the woman — their eye
and he recognizes a kindred spirit.
All hopelessness, despair, anger and hate leave him.

He lets out a scream, and the scream becomes a tone, I¢
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their hairs transform into feathers, the faces...

until they finally rise from the ground '

-

and lift out of the pit, gliding' hi.gher and highér in e‘

{i.
accompanied by the three birds.

Their voices still heard chanting together,

They are — 2 EAGLES.




