The Sparrow

Through the open sky, birds fly. They flit about, trilling their merry songs, as they glide and soar, with the wind whistling through their little wings. These sparrows faithfully attend to the proper business of bird life: chirping and flying, perching and pecking. Taking off in a flurry of brindled brown wings, they carry straw here and twigs there. 

These industrious little birds are always in a hurry, for there is so much to be done. There are nests to be built, chicks to be fed, and other birds to be chased. And so, the sparrows always fly quickly, so that they may finish the day’s tasks before nightfall. There is no flying in the dark, and so all matters of sparrow life must be completed in the light of the day.
One particular sparrow was once in a spectacular hurry. He pressed on through the clear air with such haste, that…

Thud!
Stunned, the poor fellow dropped to the ground. What he’d taken to be open space was in fact, not. The ruffled bird stared, nonplussed. Whatever had stopped his flight?
That question, however, would have to wait for another time, for the poor bird did not understand windows, and likely never would. He now had matters more important than windows on his mind: namely, sparrow business. The sparrow had already paused too long, and now the pressing issues of bird life required his attention. He quickly forgot his confusion, for songbirds have little time to ponder things. The disgruntled bird turned from the unseen obstacle and flew, slightly off-kilter, towards the nearest tree.
