
Trinity Devotion 5 

Week of August 16
th

, 2020      Kara Young 
 

I know why the caged bird sings  
Maya Angelo  
 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

  

 A free bird leaps on the back 

of the wind and floats downstream  

till the current ends and dips his wing  

in the orange suns rays 

and dares to claim the sky. 

 

But a BIRD that stalks down his narrow cage 

can seldom see through his bars of rage 

his wings are clipped and his feet are tied 

so he opens his throat to sing. 

 

The caged bird sings with a fearful trill 

of things unknown but longed for still 

and his tune is heard on the distant hill for 

the caged bird sings of freedom. 

 

The free bird thinks of another breeze 

and the trade winds soft through 

the sighing trees 

and the fat worms waiting on a dawn-bright 

lawn and he names the sky his own. 

 

But a caged BIRD stands on the grave of dreams 

his shadow shouts on a nightmare scream 

his wings are clipped and his feet are tied 

so he opens his throat to sing. 

 

The caged bird sings with 

a fearful trill of things unknown 

but longed for still and his 

tune is heard on the distant hill 

for the caged bird sings of freedom. 
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Are we free or caged? Does it all depend on how we view our circumstances?  Is there still joy to 

be found in the captive singing?  Or does the sound stand as a plaintive cry?  I love the line “and 

he dares to claim the sky”.  This bird is not talking about what he wants and needs, but living, 

“being” each moment.  The free bird is busy, being a bird is his existence.  The caged bird is 

struggling to exist and needs something to fill his time, his days, his heart.  His song is a lament of 

all he has not seen or done, but dreams of.  He knows there is more than his current existence, 

just as we often long for God and know there must be more than the everyday routines.   

Often we long for the freedom to move beyond the self-sustaining barriers and claim something 

wild and gigantic.  What keeps us from moving forward and leaping those walls?  Are we afraid of 

what we will find or of losing ourselves to grab for the unknown.  It is easy to stay safe and keep 

moving forward slowly in the path we’ve worn away so it is smooth and familiar.  It is a risk to leap.  

Pain, falling, loneliness may be the only things on the other side and we are so fearful of those 

possibilities.   

 

Those fears are easy to conjure up; it is flying that is beyond our grasp.  We can’t even begin to 

imagine what it is like for the ground to leave our feet and the well-worn path to be no more than a 

memory.  It is scary and new to feel the wind and see things for which we have no name.  Maybe 

the same is true of society as well, we are fearful of different and things which we can’t readily 

name.  It is much more comfortable to have uniformity.  What feels safe may actually be stifling us 

all and keeping us from becoming the people we were meant to be, not caged, but flying, daring, 

dreaming and free. 

 

 

 

For Consideration  

 Set a timer for 5-10 minutes.  Select a line from the poem or commentary and write about 

whatever comes to mind when you read it again.   

 

Prayer: Holy God, expand the wings of my imagination and prepare me to take flight.  Amen.  

 


