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There was once a Persian merchant who loved to hear the nightingales sing. 

That’s why he had a nightingale that he held in a cage. 

The nightingale, poor bird, was unhappy in its cage, 

but the merchant overheard the unhappy tones of the bird’s song. 

One day he was going out on a journey, 

and he would pass the bird’s home. 

So he asked the nightingale if there was any message 

he should give to its brothers and sisters in the woods. 

The nightingale replied: Just tell them everything is fine and ask them if they have a message for me.
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The merchant did as he had been told, and when he returned home 

he told the nightingale about his encounter with its siblings: 

I asked one of your sisters and brothers if they had a message for you, 

but all it did was fall to the ground and lie still among the flowers. 

I picked itup, but it still didn't move, so I thought it was dead. 

So I laid it down carefully and was about to walk, 

when it suddenly struck its wings and flew high into a tree. 

I called it again to hear if it had anything to say, but it ignored my prayers. 

I think your brothers and sisters have forgotten you.
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This seemed to make the nightingale sad. 

It stopped eating and drinking. 

And the next morning, the merchant found it dead in the cage. 

With tears in his eyes, he took it out and laid it in the grass, and then he left. 

When he turned to look at it one last time, 

he saw its brown wings trembling, its beak opened and 

he heard a joyful whirlwind of another world. 

It flew up and cried out to him, as it flew away: 

Thank you for the message from my brother, it’s the best message I could have received.

James Lee, unsplash


