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‘Hi...I’m Igneous, most of the other guys around here are rather Sedimentary.’



The stone pile was a 

ragtag razzamadazzle of

different shapes,

different sizes,

different colours

and different characters.

‘Let me tell you what it was like back in the Jurassic days.’  Yawn...’Oh really.’



Some stones were smooth,

some were hard,

some were f lat,

‘You’ve a heart of stone!’



some had chips on their shoulders,

some had 

rough edges

and some were 

a little cracked.

‘You can’t get blood from a stone!’



But they all got along 

pretty well.

Like a big family in the 

stonemason’s yard.

‘Stone the crows!’



Until the day the big architect came.

‘Let’s beat a path to the door.’



‘You’ve got rocks in your head.’



‘I want you to build me a wall with

only perfect stones,’ the architect said.

The stonemason scratched his head.

All his stones were important.

He had collected them 

from all over the world.

‘OK,’ he said slowly,

‘I will build a wall

with only my

BEST stones.’

‘Dr Livingstone, I presume?’



‘I feel depressed.      I wish I could be a little boulder.’

But now all the stones wanted the 

stonemason to think they were the best.



They put their best faces forward.

They hid their ugly bits.

They tried to climb to 

the top of the pile.

‘I’m just a stepping stone.’



‘A stalagmite reach the ceiling one day...

They formed into gangs who argued:

‘Square stones are

the neatest.’

‘Flat stones are easy to lay.’

and a stalagtite has to hold on really tight!’



‘Triangles look zany.’

‘White stones are 

the most beautiful.’

‘My mum was a volcano.’    ‘Who cares? Mine was a meteor.’



‘Hi...I’m a chip off the old block.’

The stonemason started work but 

the stones had become a rabble of rubble.

As each stone was selected one by one, 

a stony silence descended.



‘It’s carved in stone.’



‘I’m  thick as a brick!’

One stone began to feel very lonely.

He was a strange shape.

He was odd.

He didn’t seem to fit anywhere.



‘It’s just a stone’s throw from here!’



The stonemason worked fast.

Soon the stones started to see that

there was a place for everyone.

Except the wrong stone.



‘It’s Rock ‘n’ Roll.’

‘He is too fat on top.’

‘His sides slope.’

‘If he stands on his bottom 

he will fall over.’



‘I’ve hit rock bottom.’

The wrong stone felt bad.

He knew the others were 

laughing at him.

‘The stonemason thinks 

I’m useless,’ he thought. 

‘It looks like the crusher 

and the end of the road for me.’ 





‘He’s off his rocker!’



‘Sedimentary, my dear Watson, sedimentary!’

But then, miracle of miracles...

the stonemason picked him up!

‘I’ve been saving you for 

the perfect spot,’ he said.





‘Must be the minerals.’

‘It’s your job to keep the whole wall together.’



‘I’m  well balanced, I’ve got a chip on both  shoulders!’

The wrong stone had become the very right stone!







All the stones could see there was a perfect spot for each of them.
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I have learned a lot from stones. I have learned that stones can be very beautiful. They have different personalities. 

Generally, they are very forgiving and patient. They are good listeners and when I am tired and grumpy and fed up 

with people, stones can be really good to talk to.

When building with stones I have learned that it is easy to take them for granted; to think that all stones will It just where 

we want. Stones need to be respected. Sometimes when I am careless in how I position my stones, they will move and a 

section of wall collapses. All stone walls need tender loving care and the occasional bit of maintenance.

I have also learned that there is a place for every stone; that all stones are important. There are some big stones whose size 

alone makes them important. Uluru in Central Australia is the most impressive stone I have ever met. Millions of people from 

all around the world come to see it—and walk on it—which is really sad because to the Aboriginals who have been Uluru’s 

custodians for thousands of years, it is a sacred place and not meant to be climbed.

But little stones are important too. Just ask Goliath. Well, you can’t because he was killed by a tiny 

stone. Or think about what our houses, streets and cities would look like if we didn’t have little 

stones to put into concrete.

There is a lot about stones we can contemplate and appreciate, which is why I am proud to 

be called a ‘rock hugger’. I enjoy hugging rocks. I also enjoy hugging trees and hugging and 

being hugged by people I love. Many people don’t seem to be able to Ind space in their 

lives for hugging. 

Perhaps you could hug a rock today. Find a special stone, one that reminds you 

of what is truly important in this world; one that reminds you that 

you are important; that there is a special place in the world for everyone.

Russell Deal




