
The Tale 
     of the Sands



LIST OF IDRIES SHAH CHILDREN’S BOOKS

The Onion
The Ants and the Pen
Speak First and Lose
After a Swim
The Man, the Tree and the Wolf
The Horrible Dib Dib
The Fisherman’s Neighbour
The Magic Potion of Oinkink
The Rich Man and the Monkey
The Boy With No Voice and the Men Who Couldn’t Hear
The Tale of Melon City

The Tale of the Sands
by idries shah



Dedicated to the sense of imagination which lives within us all.

Text Copyright © The Estate of Idries Shah

Illustrations Copyright © Daby Zainab Faidhi
Layout and Design: Rachana Shah

ALL RIGHTS RESERVED

No part of this publication may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, 
electronic, mechanical, or photographic, by recording, or any information storage or retrieval 
system or method now known or to be invented or adapted, without prior permission obtained in 
writing from the publisher, ISF Publishing, except by a reviewer quoting brief passages in a review 
written for inclusion in a journal, magazine, newspaper or broadcast.

Requests for permission to reprint, reproduce etc. to:

The Permissions Department
ISF Publishing
The Idries Shah Foundation
P. O. Box 71911
London NW2 9QA
permission@isf-publishing.org

ISBN: 978-1-78479-340-1

Published by The Idries Shah Foundation,
In association with
The Estate of Idries Shah

First published in this Illustrated Edition, 2019

THE IDRIES SHAH FOUNDATION



A stream, from its source in far-off mountains …



… passing through every kind  
and description of countryside … 



… at last reached the sands of the desert. 



Just as it had crossed every other barrier,  
The stream tried to cross this one.



But it found that as fast as it ran into the sand …

...its waters disappeared.



The stream was certain that its destiny was to cross this desert.     And yet there was no way to get across.



And then, a hidden voice, coming from the desert sand itself, whispered to the stream: 
‘The wind crosses the desert, and so can you.’

Cried The Ant.



The stream grumbled that it was racing towards the sand 
with all its might, but that it was only getting absorbed.

It pointed out that the wind could fly, and this was why it 
could cross a desert.



‘By hurtling at things in your usual energetic way you will 
not get across,’ cooed the voice of the sands.

‘You will either disappear.

Or become a marsh. 



‘But how can the wind carry me?’ sobbed the frustrated stream.You must allow the wind to carry you over to your destination.’



‘You can be carried but only by allowing yourself to be absorbed into the wind.’ 
The sands whispered.

The stream did not like the idea of being swallowed up by the wind at all. 



After all, it had never been absorbed before. 

It did not want to lose its individuality. 

And, once having lost it,  
how was it to know that it could ever  
find it again?



‘The wind’, said the voice, ‘Can help you.  
It takes up water, carries it over the desert,  
and then lets it fall again. 

Falling as rain, the water again becomes a river.’



‘But how can I know 
that this is true?’ 
moaned the stream.

‘It is true,’ said the voice.



 ‘And anyway, if you don’t listen to me,  
the best you can hope to become is a quagmire … 

and even that could take you many, many years … 



And being a quagmire isn’t nearly as good as being a stream.’



‘But I just want to stay the same as I am!’ wailed the stream.

‘Whatever happens, you can’t stay exactly the same as you are 
now,’ the voice said.



‘But if you act now, the wind  
will carry your most important  
part away, so that it can re-form you  
into a wonderful new stream.’

When it heard this, a shadow of a memory 
flitted across the thoughts of the stream.

Dimly, it remembered a state in which it,  
or some part of it had once been held in the 
arms of the wind. 

It also remembered that way back then, 
allowing the wind to swallow it up  
hadn’t seemed like the most obvious thing, 
to do either.



So with a whimper of fear, the stream raised his vapour into the welcoming arms of the wind.



And the wind gently carried 
his vapour up, up and away.

Letting it fall softly, as soon 
as they reached a mountain, 
many, many miles away. 

And because it had been so worried 
about what would happen,  
the stream was able to really appreciate 
its new home.

And with a sigh of relief it realised  
that it now knew what it really meant  
to be a stream.



And back in the desert, the sands smiled to themselves, saying:  
‘We knew all along that the stream would be just fine. 

Stretching from the mountains to the river as we do,  
we see this sort of thing every day.’



And that is why it is said that the ‘Stream of Life’ is written in the sands.




