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Gfxi nhitng con chim dang ¢ trong 10ng. ..

To all birds still in cages...




T6i 1a mot con chim chao mao. Nhirng con sé goi toi thé, chung bao day 1a
tén nguoi ta hay goi téi. Ching ciing bao chung thdy méy con chim twong tu toi rat
nhiéu, va ciing thuong ¢ trong 1dng, giéng nhu toi vay.

T6i khong phai 1a mot con chim hoang da. Vi t6i khong biét thé gidi ngoai
kia c6 nhiing gi. Thé gidi cua toi chi gbi gon sau nhiing thanh gd xinh dep, t6i goi
doé 1a nha.

Nhiing con sé dén nha toi kiém an vao budi sang thuong riu rit dit moi thir
trén doi, vé chuyén cua moi con chim khéc, va ca chuyén cua to6i. Ching bdo t61
dugce nguoi ta dem vé nudi lac con rat nho, nho dén mirc chang biét dugc thé nao
1a bay. T6i ¢ trong 10ng tir luc d6 dén gio, va co 18, ca sau nay nira.

Nhitng con sé nau éy bao t61 1a mot ké khong co6 tu do, vi ty do 1a dugc bay
luon trén bau troi. Toi ciing khong phai 1a mot ké hanh phuc, boi vi khi khong co
duoc tu do, thi lam sao ma hanh phtc?

T6i cham cha nghe nhitng con sé nho xiu riu ra riu rit vé& cudc sébng ngoai
kia, vé cudc hanh trinh cta nhimg con vit troi dén phuong nam; vé ving dat cé
nhimg canh dong c6 xanh mudt va cdy triu qua mong; vé dan chim that 16n 1am
bau troi t6i den ¢ nhitng noi ching bay qua; vé nhitng dong nudc xanh mat, trong
lanh chung ding lai uéng; va vé ca nhimng ddm may bang bac dat 1én d6i canh nau
mau tring mo mdi khi bi bay xuyén qua. ..

T61 x0e doi canh den bong dugc cham soéc ki ludng hang ngay ra nhin va
ngan nguoi suy nghi vé tu do, néu duoc givong canh bay vao troi xanh, toi s& hanh
phuc cht? Toi khong biét. Toi ngo ngac tra 10i. Toi 1am sao ma biét dugc. To6i

song mot cudc doi trong 16ng gd co ma!

I am a crested bird. That’s what the sparrows call me; the sparrows tell me
that’s what people call me too. They also tell me there are many caged birds just
like me.

I am not any kind of wild bird. I know nothing of the outside world. My
world is wrapped inside beautiful, colourfully decorated wooden bars, which I call
home.

Other sparrows come here to share my food and to regale me with tales of
the world outside. Sometimes they gossip of other birds, and I know they tell the
other birds about me, too. They tell me that I was adopted when I was not much
more than a hatchling, not yet even able to fly. Since then, I’ve lived behind these
bars and maybe I will live here forever.

Those brown sparrows tell me that [ am a bird without freedom, because
freedom means to be able to fly into the sky. They tell me that I cannot be a happy
bird either, because how could I be happy when I don’t have freedom?

I listen to these sparrows chirping of life out there; of the migration of the
wild ducks to the south; of the grasslands with all kinds of berries; of great flights
of birds blacking the sky over the sparrows’ nests; of cool and fresh water in plenty
for them to bathe in and drink; of the clouds silvering their wings as they pass
through...

I open my wings and look at them: they are black and preened daily. Now, I
am engrossed in thoughts of freedom. A question: if these wings could carry me
into the blue sky, would I be happier? I really do not know, I answer myself, |

only live a life in a wooden cage!






Nhung rdi t6i nhin bau trdi qua nhitng thanh gd, xanh tham va xa voi voi,
noi lii sé nau thudng vat canh bay 1én va mat hit, noi ching dén v6i nhimg mién
dat xa la ma t6i chua bao gid biét dén, t6i bong thay khat khao manh liét. T6i mudn
bay!

T6i mubn bay!

T6i mubn bay!

T6i mubn bay!

T6i mudn tan tai lang nghe cAu chuyén di cu cia nhing con vit troi &
phuong nam xa x6i. Toi mudn ném vi ngot ctia nhitng qua mong chin trén canh cay
chtr khong phai vi bot béo phat ngan danh cho chim. T6i mubn udng nhing dong
nude xanh mat va cam nhan vi ngot trdi vao cudng hong toi. Toi mudn thay nhing
con chim lam bau troi t6i sim khi ching bay ngang. Téi mubn doi canh minh
nhuém mau may troi khi toi bay trong do. ..

Va 61 biét, tht ma t6i mudn d6, chinh 1a ban ning trdi diy ctia méot con
chim. T6i vén di 1a mot con chim, mgt con chim b1 giam caAm. Va tht t6i mudn, 1a
tu do!

La mot canh chim chao nghiéng trén bau troi kia, luét trén nhitng con gié
nhe, hoa véi may va dua gidn v6i bau troi. La mot con chim cét tiéng hot chao goi
ddng loai, chtr khong phai 14 mét con chim dung tiéng hét dé mua vui cho loai
nguoi.

Va tu do, chinh Ia hanh phuc!

Nén t6i chay tron. ..

Mot ngay nang dep troi, nhan lac cira 10ng dang md dé vé sinh méang phan,
t6i nghiéng nguoi, lach khoi ban tay gay gudc cta cd bé hang ngdy chiam séc t6i,

bay vut Ién tro1 xanh.

Through the bars, I look at the sky, which is pure blue and so far away. This
vast sky is home to the brown sparrows -- now having finished their gossip -- flap
their wings and fly away to strange lands that I will never know. I have a sudden
desire: [ want to fly!

I want to fly!

I do want to fly!

I really do want to fly!

I want to see the ducks’ migration to the south for myself; to taste the
sweetness of the ripe berries on the tree branches rather than this monotonous
birdseed, to drink from flowing waters, and feel the freshness in my throat; to be a
part of the great flocks blackening the sky; to see my own wings being silvered by
the clouds...

I know that what I want is the natural instinct of birds, rising from the

bottom of my heart. I was a bird, but now I am a captive. I want my freedom!
I want to be a bird winging my way through the sky, gliding on the breeze,
mingling with the clouds and toying with the sky. 1 want my voice to be used for
calling to other birds, not entertaining my captors in exchange for a gilded
existence.

I finally realize that freedom is happiness!

And so I decide to run away from my past...

It is now a beautiful sunny day, and my cage door is open for cleaning. This
door is small, but I can squeeze through. The voice of the little girl I was a present
for is panicked and she is trying to catch me with her tiny hands, but I am too quick
and too determined for her. In a flash I am through the window, and now I am in

the open sky!



Troi xanh trong gidc mo ti va trong 10i ké cua nhiing con sé ty do...

T6i nghe thay co bé hét 1én, bat ngd va hoang hét, nhiéu nhat 1a tiéc nubi.
Nhung tiéc nudi cta c6 khong dén dugc véi t6i...

T6i nghe thiy ca tiéng cua nhitng con sé nhay nhét, liu lo trén nhitng soi day
dién chang chit ciia phd phuong...

T6i nghe thay tiéng gio rit bén tai t6i, tiéng may trdi lo limg khi t6i 1én cao
hon...

Va toi nghe thay tiéng goi cua ty do, tiéng hat cua hanh phuc, ngay day,
trong con tim nho bé cua toi...

Tbi da tu do 16!

Tu do roi!

Mu6n nam!

T6i 1a mot con chim khong biét bay. Ping hon 12 t6i chua bay 1an nao. Chua
hé! Nhung ngay mot chép mat d6, khi t6i lach minh ra khoi cai 1ong giam giir t6i
bao nhiéu lau dé bay 1én, t6i 1am viéc d6 tron tru nhu thé toi d tip bay hang nghin
14n r6i vay.

T6i da ting lo s¢ néu ¢t lach minh d6 thanh cong ma toi lai khong bay duoc
thi s& thé nao? C6 phai toi s& bi bét lai va lai bi nhdt vao trong cai 16ng d6 hay
khong? Va quéng trdi udc mo xanh trong bén trén rdi ciing chi 1a mo udc co phai
hay khong?

Nhung t61 nhan ra néu thét bai rdi thi s& thé nao? Con thé nao nita ngoai viéc
tiép tuc & lai trong cai 16ng d6 va tiép tuc chd doi co hoi dé toi dugce ra ngoai. Co
thé 13 bay ra hodc cling c6 thé 1a chét rdi dugc nguoi ta ném ra. Toi di sdng bao
nhiéu lau trong d6 rdi, séng thém bao nhiéu lau nita thi ¢ sao? Va co hoi dén tu do
ctia toi s& lai dén thém 1an nita trong mdi ngay, mdi khoanh khic toi con sbng.
Hom nay thét bai thi lai c6 ngay mai. Chi cAn ngay mai dén, t6i s& c6 co hdi duoc

tu do.

The sky is as blue as it was in my dreams, as it was in stories of free
Sparrows.

The girl’s cries have shifted to regret, but her voice cannot reach me
anymore...

And now I listen for the chirps of the sparrows, who are dancing and singing
on the poles and wires...

And I can hear the wind whistling in my ears, and feel the clouds floating as
I fly higher and higher...

And then I hear freedom calling me -- the sound of happiness -- right here
and deep in my little heart...

[ am finally free!

Really free!

Long live freedom!

I used to be a flightless bird, having never really flown before. Never
before! But in that one moment I was able to slip past the cage door -- the one that
had jailed me for so long -- and now I fly high, as if I had practiced a thousand
times!

I used to be so afraid that when I got past the door, what if I couldn’t fly?
Would I be put back inside the cage? And would the blue sky above be a dream
forever?

And then what if I fail in my attempt? What will be done to me then? Maybe
I stay in my cage and wait for another chance to escape? If I can’t fly away, maybe
the only way out of here is to be dead and thrown out? How long have I been in
this cage? How much longer can I live here? How many chances to escape will I

have? Even if I fail today, tomorrow may bring another chance to be free.



Toi néi véi minh nhu thé. Va chﬁng co gi co thé nao danh bat lai duoc
nhitng suy nghi d6 trong tdi. Vi né qua dung. Qué ddi dung voi t6i. Va co I8 ciing
that dung voi nhitng con chim dang ¢ trong 16ng gidng toi vay.

Nhung cudi cung t6i da thanh cong.

Thoét ra khoi nhiing song gb va bay vat 1én bau trdi cia toi. Bau troi sau
nhitng song gb quéa dep, qua rong 1én va bao la. To6i thoa thich lwon minh, xoay
vong trén khong. Va t6i hot, nhirg diéu nhac hay nhét tir truée dén nay, diéu nhac
ctia toi trén bau troi tu do. ..

T6i bat dau chuyén hanh trinh ciia minh, dén nhiing ving dat wdc mo trong
cac cau chuyén ké. Toi sa xudng, hoi dudng va tam biét cac con chim sé. Trong
chuyén hanh trinh sdp t6i cua t6i, s& khong co ching, chi c6 minh toi, tu do va
hanh phuc.

T6i bay miét mai, doi canh 1au ngay khong hoat dong cua t6i mét moi, roi toi
ki¢t strc. To1 dap trén mot canh cay 16n c6 nhitng qua dai mau dé xinh dep. Co 1€
day 1a qua dai ma tui chim sé van thuong nhic dén, toi vui vé ngdm liy mot qua.
Qua dai dau tién trong cudc doi to1. Phia bén kia canh cay, cling c6 mot con hoa mi
xinh dep ngam lay mét qua tuong tu, roi toi thiy no dung yén va... toi cling vy.

Chung t6i bi té liét, hoang hot nhin nhau. ..

Va trong nhing gidy phut khong tai nao cir dong duoc Ay, toi bong nhé dén
101 ké ctia nhirng con sé ngay trude: “Khong phai qua dai ndo ciing ngon, cling an
duoc, nhitng qua c6 mau sic cang dep, cang 10ng 13y c6 kha ning s& cang doc.”
T6i diéng nguoi, nhin nhitng qua dai do twoi xinh dep dan hoa minh vao dém tbi,

c0 hong kho khoc khong thot 1én ndi mdt 161 nao.

This 1s what I tell myself. And there is nothing that can keep me from these
thoughts. These thoughts are true for me, just as they are true for all caged birds.

But in the end, I could fly, and now I am free.

I am outside the bars, and now soaring in the sky. The world outside the
cage is so beautiful, so vast. I twirl in the air, delighting myself! And I sing the best
music ever, the music of a free soul.

I begin the journey to my dreamland, the one in the sparrows’ stories. I
swoop down, asking those sparrows for directions, and then bid them goodbye.
Where I am going, there will be no sparrows, only me, my freedom and my own
happiness.

I fly so hard that my long dormant wings tire, and I am exhausted. I rest on a
great branch rich with beautiful red wildfruits. Are these the wildfruits in the
sparrows’ stories? I bite into one and suck the pulp, enjoying the first wildfruit of
my life. On the other side of the tree, I can see a nightingale is doing the same
thing. He freezes as it sees me seeing him, and then I am frozen too.

We are paralyzed, staring at each other...

In this long moment, I am not able to move my body, and I suddenly
remember the words of the sparrows, “not all fruits are delicious and edible: the
more gorgeous the fruit is, the more dangerous it will be”. I stand transfixed while
watching the lustrous, poisonous red hues of the wildfruit fade into the dark grey of

the night. My poor dry throat cannot make a single sound.



Bai hoc déu tién cua cudc doi toi vé& nhimg qua dai qué cay dang va tan khdc
ma c6 18 dén chét t6i van khong thé nao quén dugc. D6 1a khi toi va con chim hoa
mi s6 khd 4y dimg bat dong trén canh cdy, thi bdng nhién phia sau né xuat hién
mot d6i mat hep dai dang phat sang. Anh sang cudi ngay 16 mo chiéu 1én lan da
xanh cing bong day vay cta no khién trai tim toi bong chdc nglmg dap. Mot con
ran that 1on trudn dén tir phia sau roi nudt chimg cha chim xinh dep. Téi nghe thay
nhiing tiéng kéu cudi doi tuyét vong cta con chim hoa mi khdn kh 4y phat ra yéu
6t, nhung vang mai, vang mai trong gidy phat cudi ngay le 16i 4nh mat troi cam
héng xinh dep...

Va s& dén luot toi.

T6i bang hoang nghi va s hii vo hinh thit chat liy qua tim bé nho cua toi.
ROi hang loat cau hoi bdng dung hién ra, chat chong trong dau oc toi:

Li¢u t61 di tim tu do nhu vay la dung hay sai? Li¢u t61 bo di noi cho t61 tra
néng, tranh mua; noi cho t61 thirc an, nudc uéng; noi cho t6i dn toan; noi ma moi
ngay khong phai lo nghi gi ca nhu vay 1a dang hay sai? Toi mai mé di tim bau troi
hanh phuc trong nhiing cau chuyén ké dé rdi sap bi an thit nhu vay 1a ding hay sai?

T6i bdi 16i va khing hoang vé nhitng quyét dinh ctia minh. Va ca sy hoang
so khi ma gio day toi s& khong con co hoi dé di tim cau tra 101 nira. Roi toi s& chét.
Chét trong tiéng kéu thé thiét ctia chinh minh. .. nhu con chim hoa mi luc ndy vay.

T6i tran tréi nhin con ran cach minh mét than cay, va no ciing dang nhin t6i.
Troi d3 t6i han, toi thidy d6i mat nd phat sang trong man dém nhan nhat, cai ludi
ché doi the ra thu vao lién tuc nhu dang xac dinh vi tri t61 dang dirmg. T61 ngung
tho, khong phai vi toi ¢d ¥ nhin thd ma vi qué so hai 1am t6i khong tai nao tho

duoc, budn phéi nhu bi bop chdt, nhan nhiim nhu moét to giéy bi vo tron.

This lesson of the wildfruits is so bitter and devastating that it will stay with
me until my dying day. While the nightingale and I motionlessly perch on the
branch, I can suddenly see two narrow, slitted eyes glowing in anticipation. I can
see the twilight glinting on green scales, and my heart skips a beat. A huge snake is
slithering up behind the nightingale, and in one moment of pure horror, he is
swallowed whole. His final weak cries of desperation echo in my mind as the last
light of dusk is extinguished.

Now it must be my turn.

Fear grips my tiny heart. In my final moments, I uselessly question my
predicament:

Was it worthwhile for me to seek my freedom, to leave my shelter from the
sun and the rain, where each day I am given safe food and water? I never had to
worry about where my next meal was coming from. And where did my yearning
for freedom lead me?

No amount of frenzied thinking will change what is happening to me - and
there is no time to think any further. Soon I will die, with my own pitiful cries, just
like the nightingale.

I am staring at the snake, and the snake stares back into me. The snake’s
eyes are intense, and his tongue is flicking back and forth, seeking a way to get to
me from the other side of the tree. I am too scared to breathe! My lungs feel as if

they have crumpled under the heaviest of weights.



Nhung rdi con ran bo di, mang than hinh dai ngoan truon xudng dat, nhin
phan bung phinh 1én tron tron cia no, t6i chac chian d6 1 noi ma chii hoa mi xau s6
kia yén nghi. Téi khong hiéu tai sao né lai tha cho t6i. C6 1& 1a mot phép mau.

Man dém cham chap lui vao thinh khong va anh sang mat troi cudi cung
cling xuat hién. Chat doc tir thir qua dai chét choc ay cudi cing ciing tan hét va toi
da cir dong lai dugc, toi 1ap tirc bay di va khong bao gid ngoanh dau lai. Khoanh
khéc khi roi khoi than cay dinh ménh do, t61 da khong con 1a mot chii chim vui vé,
vO tu, khong suy nghi nhu ngay xua nira...

T6i dung trd mua dudi mot tan cdy nho trong mot ngay mua that nhidu.
Nudc roi vao ngudi toi x6i xa nhu dang tréu dua toi ngu ngde. Con toi, chi biét
givong mét nhin ching ac y dua gion t6i. Toi dudng nhu nghe thdy ching hoi toi
c¢6 héi han khong? C6 hdi han vi di bo noi 4m ap d6 ma di hay khéng? Pi bo noi
ma mua tirng chi 1a nhiing giot nudc dap vao mai hién, noi ma nhiing ngay duy
nhat toi bi wdt 1a nhitng ngay hé néng nuc t6i tu 1am w6t chinh t6i?

Toi1 khong trd 1oi. ..

To61 bay gio 1a con chim don doc va lac duong. To61 chgt nhan ra toé1 khong
biét noi nao 1a phwong nam. Va tdi ciing khong biét rang nhitng dong nudc mat
lanh khong phai chi c6 minh t6i udng, tham chi t6i con bi cac con chim 16n hon
dudi di. Ciing khong phai qua ngot cr thé thoai mai an, vi qua ngot déu 1a cua con
ngudi, con ngudi trong ching va dem ban, nhitng qua ngot ma toi timg ché dng
ché eo khong thém an bay gio quy gia va kho kiém vo cung.

Nhung t61 cting hoc dugc viéc nghi chan trén nhiing canh cdy mong va nho
hon, nhitng canh cdy ma khi c6 mot sitc ning nao 16n hon trong luong co thé toi

thi 1ap tirc odn xudng, bao hiéu cho toi bay di.

And then the snake turns away, his long body slithering down the tree’s
trunk. I can see a lump in his belly, the grave of the poor nightingale. And then the
snake just leaves! 1 cannot believe my luck! 1 have no idea why the snake ignored
me; it 1S a miracle!

The night has now become day, the wildfruit's toxin has worn off, and I am
able to move again. Finally, I launch myself off this ghastly tree into the sky. I am
no longer the naive bird I was yesterday.

I miserably shelter as best as I can from today’s rain under a sapling, while
the cruel raindrops taunt me for being so stupid. All I can do is look up back at
them, just as they look down upon me. I can hear them asking me if have ever
regretted leaving my safe, warm cage, where the worst the rain could do was patter
and splatter on the roof, and the only time I was wet was when I chose to bathe
myself in summer.

I am not giving these damned raindrops their answer...

I am now a lone and disoriented bird. I have discovered that I don’t know
which way is south. The waters are no longer mine alone to bathe and drink, as I
am driven away from them by stronger birds. Sweet fruits that I would have wasted
before are now precious and hard to find, as they are either poisonous, or they are
grown and sold and defended by the humans.

But on the other hand, I am learning to rest on the smaller and thinner
branches; these will immediately buckle under the weight of other animals, which
1s my cue to fly away.
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T6i hoc duoc cach hoi nhitng con chim 1an can nhimg quéa c6 thé an dugc.
Poi luc chiing s& chang chi cho toi, nhung toi ¢6 thé len 1én nhin ching an qua gi
roi dn qua do. Va t6i ciing hoc duge cach uéng nudc ¢ nhitng viing nudc nho, dé
khong c6 mot con chim 16n nao dudi t6i di khi t6i uéng nude trén dong séng 16n
cung ching.

Nhung hon hét thay, t61 hoc dugc cach tim ban déng hanh. T61 hoc duoc
cach tan tinh nhimg cd nang chim chao mao dom dang, va rdi khi co dugce ban
dong hanh cta minh, toi s& xdy mot to 4m nho giita mau xanh cia nui ring xinh
dep.

Va ban hoi t6i c6 hdi han khong?

T6i s& rat nhd, nhd nhitng song sat dep dé toi timg & trong d6, nhd mui thire
an béo ngdy cua bot ngii cdc va long do trimng ga, nhd mang nudc trong lanh t6i
udng mdi ngay. Toi nhé ca chiée xich du danh cho chim ma t6i thudng nhay 1én d6
roi hot 1iu lo. Nhé ca nhitng bong hinh d3 ting di di lai lai trong cin nha nho toi
ting &, nhimg lac ho tha trai cdy vao mang an cua toi rdi t6i lai nhit ra dé day
khong thém an... T6i s& nhd tat ca. ..

Nhung t6i s& khong hdi han.

Vi diu cho cudc séng ngoai ndy c6 nguy hiém, c6 khé khin va kho cuc, bau
troi phia trén d6 van ludn 1a cua toi. La noi cho t6i dugc dang rong doi canh nho bé
cua minh, ty do bay lugn, ty do chao minh, xoay vong va hoét ra rich. Toi s€ khong
héi han vi lya chon tu do ma chi c¢6 thé hdi han khi t6i dd khong di tim bau troi tu
do cua minh sém hon. Béi vi chi khi tim théy tu do, t6i méi c6 thé hanh phtc lam
mét con chim troi. Néu cho toi thém mot 1an duoc lya chon nita, toi van s& chon
cho minh 1a mot con chim bay lugn gitra bau troi xanh éy. Vi & noi do, to1 duoc la
chinh to61!

Con ban, ban di sin sang thoat khoi cai 1ong ctia minh chua?

Hét.

I ask the local birds which fruits are edible; sometimes they will not show
me, but I can usually sneak a peek at what they eat and then eat the same. 1 also
learn to drink water from the small puddles, which do not interest the larger birds.

Above all, I am learning to make friends, and especially the beautiful red-
whiskered bulbul females. When I find my mate, I will build my own nest right
here, between the green trees and the majestic mountains.

You might ask, do I have any regrets?

I will never forget the warm, safe shelter of my cage; the delicious smell of
cereal flour and chicken-egg yolk; the fresh drinking water provided each day; the
bird swing I used to jump on while chirping; the coming and going of the people,
and the fruit they offered that I would ignore. I miss everything, despite it all.

But no regrets.

Life in the wild is difficult, dangerous and tough, but the sky above is mine.
I can spread my wings, to fly and glide as I please, and sing my favourite songs. I
will not regret choosing freedom, only that I didn’t do so sooner. Only when I have
my freedom can I be happy to be a bird -- and I will live no other life. In the
middle of the vast blue sky, I am myself!

And how about you? Are you ready to leave your cage?

The end.
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