
Bird's-Eye View 

 

A chirp, a twitter, a flock of little golden-feathered wings flits past. Below them, a pleasant 

breeze slides gently between the translucent flower heads, yellow flowers, and white, downy 

seeds. The grass sways as butterflies drift about between the pink and white roses that wander 

nearby. Clouds float high above in the clear, fresh sky as the clean air inflates the lungs of all 

that sing. 

From her perch in the tallest birch tree, the song sparrow sees all this and more.  

Ah, she thinks as she stretches her wings, it is good to be alive. 

She slides softly off the branch that bears her nest. Singing as sweetly as ever a song sparrow 

did, she glides along about ten feet off the ground. Darting to the feeders someone has hung 

outside their home, she drops to the ground and begins to eat the fallen seed. As she does, she 

keeps her head cocked a little, watching the house. 

There they are! Mrs. Sparrow says to herself. I wonder why they are always there, trapped 

behind an invisible wall. Why, they never see the sun! Isn’t there any way they can get free? 

Every day she watches the great white house. It seems to her like a sort of bright, unnatural 

cave where the humans lock themselves away. Of course, sometimes she sees them outside. Each 

morning, the father opens the mouth of the cave and hurries out to a black box which drags him 

away. It returns him again each evening, and he hurries back into the white cave. Then there is 

the older child, who never leaves the house without a fearful weight on his back. The box that 

drags him away is larger and such a dazzling yellow it quite blinds the little song sparrow, but 

not before she sees that the yellow box has many more children captive, and even one woman. 

After the boxes hurry off in the mornings, Mrs. Sparrow watches carefully for any sign that a 

human has gotten free. Sometimes the mother and the smaller child hurry out and get into a red 

box, which drags them away, but usually they stay in the cave. She sees the younger child’s face 

peering down at her if she comes to enjoy a meal, but he never sets foot outside besides the rare 

days with his mother. Now and then the mother comes out to fill the feeders or perch on the loud, 

stinky green thing which rattles through the lovely grasses and tears them all down, but she never 

stays out long, always hurrying back in. 



The song sparrow turns her back on the unfortunate sight and darts away over the lush 

meadows where the ground birds nest. If it wasn’t for her curiosity about the people, this is 

where she would eat every meal. It is so much more beautiful. The grasses are allowed to stand 

there, growing tall and bearing beautiful, delicious seeds. All sorts of animals can be found in the 

meadow, too, when they choose to be here. Often a deer stops by for a short afternoon chat, or a 

field mouse stays to share a dinner. Mr. Sparrow never dines anywhere else, shunning the area 

around the human cave. She doesn’t blame him. Sometimes she feels the same. It is so sad. 

She shakes her head. She wants to go back to her nest soon, and she really should enjoy her 

flight. She turns and darts through the forest that stands nearby. There is a little less food here, 

and she prefers some of the meadow plants, but there is nowhere where the air is cooler. She 

really loves it, though, because it is the safest place for her babies. Her heart warms at the 

thought of the three little eggs snuggled together in the nest Mr. Sparrow helped her build so 

securely and comfortably. If she had a roof over her head, like the human cave has, she never 

would be able to sit on the nest as long as the eggs need her to. 

Why do they live like that? Mrs. Sparrow wonders as she sings through the air back to her 

nest. Do they have an invisible jailer, holding them captive in the ugly cave with invisible walls? 

It is so sad! She settles back onto her nest and looks her three beautiful eggs over. One has a 

thread-like seam down the side of it. Soon it will hatch. 

Well, no matter. If they are happy to live in such a terrible prison, it is no worry of mine. 

When my babies hatch, they will live like me — free! 

 


