
 

 

The flight of the Albatross 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

“All things in this vast 

universe exist in you, with 

you, and for you.”  

Khalil Gibran 

 

 

 

 

 

 

http://www.azquotes.com/quote/867641
http://www.azquotes.com/quote/867641
http://www.azquotes.com/quote/867641
http://www.azquotes.com/author/5491-Khalil_Gibran


 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The flight of the Albatross 

 

The albatross was born early in the morning in a place of rock and 

ice and frozen seas.   It wasn’t winter so the night was not too long 

but it wasn’t summer either.  It was spring, when the sun still sleeps 

the same as we do, and the morning light filled the sky just in time 

to warm his wings as he spread them out beside him for the very 

first time.  And what wings they were, white like the snow and as 

wide and as strong as the wind. 

 

 

 

Albatrosses are among the largest of flying birds and the Great 

Albatross species in particular has the largest wingspan of any living 

creature. 



At first, like all beginners, he found it hard to fly the nest.  He 

walked about the little cliff edge where he had first looked out 

towards the sky and was too afraid to take the plunge.  What if he 

couldn’t do it?  What if he couldn’t fly at all?  But the sun was warm 

and his wings felt good and strong and, suddenly, he jumped and 

knew that he could fly.  He didn’t fall, instead he rode the air, 

skimming the icy water and headed out across the sea. 

The albatross left his nest far behind and flew until his wings were 

tired.  He loved the space and wondered at the wind whistling 

through his feathers and the deep deep sea below him.  He realised 

now it really was far out at sea and he hadn’t seen an island for 

many miles.  Where would he rest?  He had never flown before and 

didn’t know. 

Eventually, after a greater distance than he could imagine, he spied 

a rock.  It wasn’t much and it looked a lonely place but it would do 

to rest his aching wings and spend the night.  It was a deep deep 

sea and calm but by the rock, splashing up and down and side to 

side, was a wave.   

- “Hello” said the wave,  

- “Hello” said the albatross.   

The wave was often lonely by herself and talked and talked, glad to 

have a friend at last.  Comfortably, every so often, the albatross 

would murmur a reply but soon he slept, lulled by the sound of the 

wave and tired from his first flight. 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

For the second time, the sun woke him shining warm on to his 

wings, and he felt ready to fly once more.  He was young and free 

and the long days of summer were approaching.  But before he 

went, he said goodbye to the wave and promised to come back and 

talk again and be lulled to sleep on the little rock in the middle of a 

deep deep sea. 

The Albatross set off, and he flew for days. Sometimes he thought 

of the wave he had met, and thought of how well he had slept that 

night in her company as she murmured in the darkness of the night. 

He had not felt alone and he hoped one day, keeping true to his 

word, he would return and say hello to the wave again. The 

albatross did not know where he was going, but he knew in his 

heart he had to continue, he wanted to know what was out there in 

the world and so for seven more days and seven more nights, he 

continued to fly. 

The albatross had a lot of time to think during his journey and he 

remembered a flock of herons he had passed far out at sea and a 

story they had told him. They were travelling all the way from 

Australia to a special place called home. 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Home could only be found by heading north towards the beautiful 

constellation of Cygnus but, unfortunately, the stars of Cygnus 

were only visible in summer from a beach in a place called Calais. 

To see the constellation, the Albatross would need to time his flight 

just right, to arrive there in time to see the stars which would help 

him find his way. 

On the eighth day, he arrived at a new beach where the wind was 

very strong. It was Calais! The Albatross struggled to stay on 

course, but he had been flying for so long now that he knew what 

to do and he knew he did not need to worry. Calmly he adjusted 

his feathers so that the wind would travel smoothly through them 

and then he used the force of the wind to help him glide. He had 

not done this before, it was exciting and he was enjoying gliding 

along this new place when, at last, he saw someone on the beach. 

The Albatross flew lower and approached the stranger, it was a 

child. 

 

 

 

Herons are long-legged freshwater and coastal birds. The white-faced heron 

also known as the white-fronted heron, is a common bird throughout most 

of Australasia, including New Guinea, the islands of Torres Strait, Indonesia, 

New Zealand, and all but the driest areas of Australia. 



 

 

- “Hello” said the Albatross. But the child did not reply. 

The child had walked to Calais beach that morning looking for sea 

shells, in the same way that the Albatross had also been on a very 

long journey and had also arrived in Calais that morning. The 

albatross was happy to finally have met someone and began telling 

the child how he had met a wave, deep at sea, and how they had 

spoken all through the night until he had fallen asleep. The 

Albatross told the child he had promised one day to return and stay 

and spend another night with her. The child listened with care, 

intrigue and fascination as the Albatross spoke. Then he told the 

Albatross about his own journey to Calais, much of which had also 

been by sea and also by land. This was new to the Albatross, he 

had never heard anyone talk about walking over land.  

The Albatross and the child spoke with each other for five days 

and five nights, they got to know each other and learned all there 

was to know about one another; they soon became inseparable. On 

the night of the fifth day, the child explained how when he had 

travelled by sea, he had looked at the stars and how he had learned 

how to navigate by looking at the sky and the stars. 



This made the Albatross think of the herons and reminded him of 

the reason for his own journey.  He asked the child if he could help 

him find Cygnus amongst the other stars in the sky so that he might 

be able to continue his long flight home. The child smiled, he knew 

well where Cygnus was and he had often looked up at night and 

seen it shining bright above the sea. So, that night, as the sun 

dipped down to the horizon, the two friends waited together for 

the stars to appear. 

The wind which the Albatross had learned to fly had blown itself 

out and now the sea was calm and smooth and the sky was dark 

and clear.  The night had come and the stars had turned on one by 

one and filled the black with little dots of light, connecting into 

shapes and patterns which the Albatross and the child admired 

together.   

- “There is a beautiful shell” said the child,  

- “And there is a rock and a wave” said the Albatross.   

- “And there,” said the child, “is Cygnus!”  

Together they looked and there they saw a huge bird, a swan, 

carrying a little child upon his back.  The bird was flying and it was 

following the brightest star in the sky,  

- “That is where you must go” said the child sadly.  

He knew his friend must go, for everyone has a journey, but he also 

knew not everyone’s journey is the same so he knew the time had 

come to part and he must say goodbye to his friend the Albatross. 

 

 

 

 

 

Cygnus (Latin: “Swan”) is a constellation in the northern sky. The 

brightest star in Cygnus is called Deneb. 

https://www.britannica.com/topic/constellation
https://www.britannica.com/science/star-astronomy
https://www.britannica.com/place/Deneb


But then the Albatross, who had also been feeling sad, jumped up 

and flapped his wings.   

“Look at the bird in the stars and look at the child on its 

back! I have an idea, ride on my back and we will fly to find 

this place together!”  

The Albatross and the child were happy not to have to say goodbye 

and set off immediately, through the night and following the 

brightest star in all the sky. 

They were finally going home. 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

For more information on this story and how you can support the 

work of Help4Refugee Children, please contact: 

help4refugeechildren@gmail.com 
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