A cage went in search of a bird.
Franz Kafka

Originally published by Nefeli publishing, Greece (www.tsalapeteinos.com)
] Text copyright © 2014, Rodoula Pappa
[llustrations copyright © 2014, Célia Chauffrey

o L T

g

P

Translation rights: rights@tsalapeteinos.com

www.tsalapeteinos.com

the tale of
Rodoula Pappa

Célia Chauffrey | |

NEFELI



|
se1m ]
STURRNALRY [
NCE N} __\L_ Jl\l \\ r“ | H'a
upon a time \ | \ ‘u 1 |
there was a cage. Fhael '_ \ k

A cage not unlike most other cages. It was neither very big
nor very small, had a seed feeder; a cup for fresh water,
and on one of Its sides hung a Iittle swing made of a twig.

T was indeed a cage about the same as any other,
with one difference: inside lived no canary, goldfinch,
parrot nor any other bird. It was an empty cage.
And for that reason, a very unhappy one.

50, one day It decided to set off In search of a bird,




The first bird it met was a swallow. The cage was delighted.

"Hello, bird!" 1t said. "How pretty you arel VWould you like
to come live inside me! I'll open the door for you and then
close 1t tight,

Oh, how happy you'll bel You'll have fresh water and the
tastiest seeds, you'll spend the summer in the shade and
the winter by the fire. You'll never be thirsty or hungry
again. You'll have a home of your own. You'll be safel

50, what do you say?"”




The swallow was carefully arranging a Iittle twig
and a plece of mud In its new nest.

"That's certainly kind of you, cage,” the bird said
finally. "But to me, nothing In life compares to building
your own nest, even If It's hard work; or to travellng
the world, although you never know what awarts you
N every new place,

You'd better ask the sparrow, as he's always looking
for something to eat and a place to stay.”

And the cage in search of a bird set off to find
the sparrow.




