
The Nightingale

The Emperor's palace in China was as luxurious as you could possibly imagine. The walls were
lined with the finest-quality silk. The furniture was made of the most delicate porcelain and the
most aromatic wood, carved in the most delicate manner. In the garden you could enjoy all of the
fragrances in the world and stroll among flowers that looked like velvet. The garden was so, so big
that nobody knew quite where it ended because it then blended into the forest and the forest
reached all the way to the sea. And there, near the sea, a nightingale sang the most beautiful songs
that had ever been heard on earth.

Soon everyone throughout the country was talking about this nightingale's song and the Emperor,
who had never heard it because the nightingale lived far from the palace, requested that the bird be
brought to him.

When the nightingale sang for him, the Emperor found the sound so beautiful that it made him as
happy as he'd ever been. Nobody had ever seen the Emperor so content and they were all very
moved. So much so that they decided that the nightingale should stay at the palace. They ordered a
golden cage to be built for the bird and it was to have everything it needed.

Everyone was very happy that the nightingale was going to live at the palace. Well, everyone
except for
"The Nightingale".

That was the only thing everyone talked about all over China. People walked down the street
trying to imitate the nightingale's song, but some of them sounded more like a snorting pig, or a
tiger, or a crocodile, or a cow, because nobody could sing quite like the Emperor's nightingale.

One day a package from Japan arrived at the palace. The Emperor of Japan, who had heard the
nightingale sing on one of his visits to the Emperor of China, sent him a mechanical nightingale as
a gift. It was like a clock: instead of meat and bones it was filled with gears, wires, springs and
buttons and, instead of feathers, it was covered in gold and precious stones.

The Emperor liked the mechanical bird. The new nightingale didn't sing nearly as well as the real
one, but everyone was impressed because it always sang the same melody, so people could learn it
quickly. All around the country people whistled the tune of the new palace jewel.

So much attention was given to the mechanical nightingale that the real one was forgotten about.
One day, when the Emperor's servants were not looking, the real nightingale slipped out of his
golden cage and flew back to the forest.

Then one day the mechanical nightingale broke down. The springs, pulleys, weights, gears and
levers had worn out. Aside from that, the Emperor was a little tired of hearing the same tune over
and over again.

The wise men were unable to fix that mechanical nightingale but, nonetheless, people in the palace
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and on the street continued to whistle its tune over and over again, thinking that they could make
the Emperor as happy as if he were hearing the mechanical nightingale's song.

The Emperor fell ill. The more remedies he was given, the worse he became. He couldn't get out
of bed and, though he was drenched in sweat, he kept feeling colder and colder. Not a sound could
be heard in the halls of the palace in respect for the Emperor, who clearly seemed to be dying.

But, as the Emperor was lying on his bed, ever-more sadly reviewing his life, and as the bad
memories filled his room with ghosts from the past, he heard the most beautiful melody he had
ever heard in his life. It was the real nightingale. When he found out that the Emperor was sad and
ill, he had come to his window to cheer him up again.

"Nightingale, my friend, you've returned, you've brought happiness with you and
saved my life," said the Emperor, filled with emotion. "Stay by my side always: sing
when you wish and we'll break that mechanical nightingale to bits."
"Don't do that. Save it for what it is: a toy, or a jewel, and let me come to you and sing
at your window when I wish to. I will be your eyes as I fly over your Empire. But you
must promise me that you will tell no one that you have a bird who comes and tells
you what is going on. That will be best for both of us."
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