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We honour Aboriginal and Torres Strait Islander peoples’ continuous connection to Country, 
waters, skies and communities, and we pay our respects to Elders past and present.

We celebrate Aboriginal and Torres Strait Islander stories, traditions,  
education practices and living cultures.
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Every morning Maggie Magpie looked for food for  
her three hungry chicks. 

She flew high. 

She flew low. 

She flew up and down,  
and all around. 

She brought lots of food back to her chicks,  
and they grew and grew and grew.
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One morning Maggie Magpie had exciting news.

‘It’s time to learn to fly,’ she said to her chicks. 

‘Yay,’ said the first little chick.

‘Let’s go!’ said the second little chick. 

And they both jumped out of the nest … 
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The two little chicks flapped their wings. 

They flapped and flapped and flapped,  
until at last they were both flying.

They flew high. 

They flew low. 

They flew up and down,  
and all around. 
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Then Maggie Magpie turned to the third little chick. 

‘Come on,’ she said gently. ‘It’s your turn.’

The third little chick shook his head.

‘I’m too scared,’ he said with big, sad eyes.  
‘Can I stay in the nest and sing?’

‘OK,’ Maggie Magpie smiled. ‘We will try later.’







13

From that day on every morning the first little chick  
and the second little chick went flying with Maggie Magpie. 

They flew high.

They flew low.

They flew up and down,  
and all around.
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Every day the third little chick stayed safely in the nest, 
singing his song.

He sang and sang and sang. 

He sang high, he sang low.

Before long he had the most special  
and amazing magpie song in the whole bushland. 

No other magpie could sing like the third little chick!
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One day the first little chick and the second little chick 
asked the third little chick to fly with them.

‘Come with us,’ they pleaded.

The third little chick shook his head. 

‘I don’t want to fly,’ he said. ‘I just want to sing.’

‘Singing is silly,’ said the first little chick.

‘Singing is boring,’ said the second little chick.

And they laughed as they flew away with Maggie Magpie. 

The third little chick sat all alone in the nest and sang.
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Later that morning the clouds rolled in.

The sky turned dark,  
the wind blew fiercely, and rain began to fall.

The third little chick stopped singing. 

He was worried. He wished Maggie Magpie 
and the other two chicks would come home soon.







21

Time went on and Maggie Magpie and her two  
chicks were still not back.

The third little chick wondered if he should look for 
them, but he couldn’t fly … or could he?

The third little chick took a deep breath. 

He closed his eyes. 

And then, he did the bravest thing he had ever done –  
he jumped out of the nest and frantically began 
flapping his wings.

At first the wind and the rain pushed him backwards, 
but he kept flapping his wings and before long he  
was flying through the stormy sky.
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The third little chick looked for Maggie Magpie  
and the two little chicks.

He flew high, he flew low. 

He flew up, he flew down and all around.

But it was too dark to see anything.

‘I know,’ he thought. ‘I will sing. If they hear my  
singing they will know where I am.’

So the third little chick began to sing his special  
and marvellous magpie song.

He sang as loud as he could as he flapped his  
little wings.
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And then, out of nowhere, Maggie appeared with her 
two chicks close behind her.

‘We were lost,’ she called. ‘Can you show us where the 
nest is?’

The third little chick turned and flew back to the nest 
with the others following behind.

They landed exhausted in the safety of their nest.
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The next morning the sun was bright, and the air was still.

‘Thank you,’ said Maggie Magpie to the third little chick. 
‘You were so brave.’

‘Your singing saved us,’ said the first little chick.

‘Your singing is wonderful,’ said the second little chick.
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And from that day on, the third little chick loved to fly, 
but singing was still his favourite thing to do.
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Are magpies special?
Of course! They are one of the most playful types of birds in the 
world. They love to roll around, breast bump, play fight, chase  
each other and hide from each other. 

But they can be special in other ways.

Magpies are found in many parts of Australia and may have 
special significance to Aboriginal people in your community. 
Specific animals, birds and plants are totems for Aboriginal 
peoples who share the land with them. 

Animals and birds will have differing cultural/spiritual meanings 
depending on whose Country they are located. They will form  
part of stories handed down through each generation.






