
The Man in the Cage 

Three days ago he had given himself over to insanity. Not the insanity of the 

schizophrenic or the deranged, but the mindless silence of a man past speaking. How 

long he had been in this cage he could not say. It was since the beginning of his 

remembering. And where remembering began he did not know. He could not see past 

that point. 

At the beginning of his remembering the Enemy had bound his hands and taken him 

deep within the cave. He could not forget the Enemy, fierce creatures of ghoulish 

design, of the earth yet unnatural. They kept their faces hidden from the sun, their 

bodies cloaked in long coarse robes. Only their skeletal hands could be seen. They 

tied his hands with rope and lead him deep into the earth through the cave of the 

mountain. 

He looked up one last time at the sun and blinked against its glare before they lead 

him down to the abyss. He did not know how many days they traveled. It seemed to 

him that the days rolled into weeks as they journeyed through caverns, large tunnels 

and small, past great hidden lakes and through corridors that lead to nowhere till 

finally they reached the center of the earth. 

The Enemy brought him to a cavern as vast as the sanctuary of a cathedral but 

broader. The height of the ceiling seemed to go on forever so that even though he 

strained his neck he could not see the end of it. Yet the one force that engulfed him 

upon entering the cavern was the coldness that took a hold of him with a fierce grasp. 

It was the coldness of death and the grave. 

There before him lay the hole of the abyss that almost covered the entire diameter of 

the cave itself. He felt the drafts of cold despair exhaling from its mouth. They lead 

him around the edge to the other side. There sat two cages, one on solid ground, the 

other hanging precariously in the air over the abyss. They threw him into the cage on 

solid ground and locked the door. Mind yourself they said. You may cry out here but 

no one will hear you. Then he watched as they marched away till the light of their 

torches faded to a dim nothing. He was all alone, the coldness and the silence his only 

companions. 

And so the days went by but were they really days to him? In darkness what is the 

measure of a moment when the day does not chase the night? To him night and day 

blended into a melancholy one, the endless pitch dark ever before him. 



Till finally that single moment came where he could not remember any light or the 

heat of the sun against his skin. He sat up and panicked. He rattled the bars of his cage 

and cried out into the silence but only the echoes of the cavern took notice. He could 

not forget! He had to remember, remember, remember the light! The ray of the sun 

flashed across his mind and was gone. The despair swallowed him till finally he sat in 

silence. For this man it was now eternal night. 

Then one day the enemy returned. He did not get up to greet them but only watched 

their movements with the glass eyes of one who cannot see. Yet in the midst of the 

enemy he saw a pile of rags that reminded him of his own. He did not understand why 

they brought him rags. He had plenty of his own. Then he realized that the rags were 

not just rags but a man. His face was badly bruised, beaten and swollen with pain. The 

man appeared to be sleeping. Or were his eye so swollen shut that he could not open 

them? 

The Enemy pulled on a rope that was tied to the cage hanging over the abyss. They 

pulled the cage to the edge of the cliff and when it was close enough they threw the 

man in the cage. They let go of the rope till it rested over the abyss again. Then the 

Enemy left, their torches fading away and then were gone. 

When they left he sat up and looked out into the darkness. He could not tell if the man 

was alive or, worse yet, slowly dying. And so he sat in silence and watched the man in 

the other cage. He did not know if he was staring at death or watching death happen. 

As he sat watching the man sanity returned to him by taking a slow labored path. 

Maybe it was because he looked at human flesh that brought to mind his own 

humanity. The rags so like his own, the withered hands and feet, the torn flesh. 

Underneath the bruises and cuts of the man’s face he could see the frailty and pain of 

starvation. Was he looking at his own face? This man was so like him. 

“Water,” said the man. He stared back at him. He could not remember how to speak. 

“Water,” the man said again. 

“There is no water here,” he replied. 

“What is your name?” the man asked. 

“I do not know.” 

“You have no name?” 



“I can not remember my name,” he said. “It is before my remembering.” 

“How long have you been here?” 

“As long as always.” 

Then they sat in silence each man deep in his own thoughts. Till finally the other man 

said, “I remember my name. My name is Brother. I do not remember the last couple 

of days but I can remember before that. But, oh, how I wish I could forget! The 

Enemy came without warning. Our entire village was not prepared. They came in the 

night while we slept and they took everything. My family, my possessions, my land. 

They killed all the people of my village and burned everything to the ground. I hid in 

the forest and watched it all, willing myself to look away and yet I could not. I said to 

myself if only I could die right now, at this very moment. I can not carry this memory. 

Then I watched as their leader, the one they call Poison, sat on his horse and laughed 

at the destruction he had created. I died that moment and I shall die until the day my 

breath stops. There is nothing left. No one to return to.” 

As Brother told his story he felt a burning inside his head. Brother’s words were so 

familiar to him. Was not this his story? He felt that he too had lost and suffered. He 

too had watched his everything destroyed. Brother did not need to describe the 

laughter of Poison. He could still hear the echo inside his head. The evilness of it all 

he recalled in a moment. Brother’s story was his story. 

As they talked they noticed that the room became colder than it already was. They 

watched as their fingers turned blue and their breath turned to ice before it even left 

their mouths. The coldness numbed their flesh and settled into the center of their 

hearts like a tape worm. 

Out of the abyss rose the one that they call Poison. And the sight of him broke their 

hearts into a thousands pieces so that they had no courage within them. In his face was 

the torment of a thousand people and around his neck were the shards of the coffins of 

the dead. He had no fingers but the talons of hawk that were stained with the blood of 

the children and women who had fled before him. He smelled of death and all things 

unholy. He was known by others names, Despair and Desolation, but Poison was his 

most common. 

In his talons he clasped a giant key upon which were carvings of that which is 

forbidden, skulls and snakes and all creatures that hide from the light. And words 

were written on the key that no one could read for it was a language not known to 

man. 



He walked over to the cage on solid ground and tied the key to the rope. If you reach 

this, he said, then you are free to go. And as soon as he had spoken these words he 

vanished leaving behind the stench and the coldness. 

And so a frantic sanity returned to the man in the cage. Here was his chance at last! 

He stretched out his hands to reach the key, almost, stretched farther, just a little more, 

there! The key was within his hand. A great joy swept over him. This was what he 

wanted more than anything else. He put the key in the lock— 

“Wait,” Brother cried out. “Please, don’t. Look at the rope. Look up.” 

He looked up to where Brother pointed and saw. His rope was tied to Brother’s cage. 

It was a trap. If he opened the door of his cage Brother’s cage would fall into the 

abyss and he would be lost forever. 

“Please, please don’t. Can’t you see we are connected by the rope? If you open the 

door I will die.” 

He felt a flash of anger surge through his entire body. Wasn’t it his right to be free? 

Wasn’t he given the key for a reason? What could be done for Brother? Nothing. 

Brother would die no matter what, he could not save him. Brother belonged to the 

dead but he! He could return to the living. He hated Brother for his weakness. Could 

not Brother die like a man? 

And then they looked each other in the eyes and both men held the other’s gaze. Now 

was the moment for great things, the moment of light and of sun and of things noble. 

He would stay for Brother, he would. But then the key beckoned and he felt his 

resolve weaken. He had to be free. So he looked away and turned his back on Brother. 

And then he turned the key. 

 

Christian liberty is a doctrine that at times is misused and even abused. It has become 

our “get-out-of-jail” card or hall pass that gives us the right to do those things which 

are not clearly defined by the Bible as good or evil. It has become a blanket under 

which we stuff all the secrets things that we do. When we do these things we say that 

this is my right, it is my Christian liberty to do this. I am strong in faith. I can eat the 

meats that have been sacrificed to idols. 

But here’s the rub. When we use Christian liberty to promote the I above all else and 

assert individualism then Christian liberty is no longer Christian liberty but something 



else. Something that it shouldn’t be in the life of a Christian. After all, what doctrine 

that God has given us would ever promote the individual man at the cost of the 

organic whole? Then the approach to Christian liberty cannot be what can I get away 

with, what is my right, my freedom. Rather it’s a deep understanding of the most 

crucial aspect of this doctrine: what is my relationship to my brother in the church? 

Christian liberty was never meant to be approached at from your angle. The question 

isn’t if you are happy, freely living the life of your choosing, able to do that which 

brings you the most pleasure. If this is your approach that you have missed the mark 

by more than ten thousand miles. 

Look at the man in the cage. Here he sat in this world of sin yet he sat on solid 

ground. You could say he was the stronger man for it. Brother sat in a cage which 

dangled precariously over the abyss, over his death. Both men in the same place yet 

one had something more solid beneath him. Then temptation came to offer the man in 

the cage the key to his freedom. How he wanted to be free! Wasn’t it the most natural 

thing? Why would anyone deny him this? He wanted to escape the cage, to go be free 

as he felt it his right to be. But then he saw (did Brother not cry out to him in 

anguish?) that his freedom meant the death of Brother. At that moment the liberty that 

he thought was his was no longer his liberty. 

See, Brother died and the man in the cage stepped into a different cage. It was a cage 

that was made of guilt and the responsibility for the death of Brother. The only liberty 

he ever had was to protect Brother and that a liberty he did not choose. 

We have to approach Christian liberty from this angle: what am I doing to promote 

the spiritual welfare of my fellow Christians? The life that we live as the body of 

believers is as intrinsic as our very own bodies. One thing affects the other. When you 

have a cold doesn’t the rest of your body suffer as well, not just your immune system? 

That is how fragile our relationships with one another are. We think the things that we 

do affect no one but it isn’t that simple. We live as a whole, we breathe as a whole, we 

die as a whole. When one man sins our whole body aches. When one man doesn’t do 

what he can to promote the body the collective church sneezes as the organic whole. 

Once we prisoners chained so far down to the ground that we could not even free our 

faces to look up. We could only see the mud and the dirt of our own pain and 

suffering. Caged as we were, we could not see the suffering of those around. But now, 

because of the death and resurrection of Christ, we are able to look up and see those 

around us. What a liberty that is! Not the liberty of living for your own pleasure but 

the liberty of sacrificing for each other. Think of it! If Christ thought it no small thing 

to give his life for his people than what is it to us if we give up the things of this world 

for the spiritual benefit of each other? What is it to you to give up your “liberties” if it 



means that the burden of your brother is lifted and together you can encourage each 

other along the way? 

Once you were in a cage. Now you are at liberty. So look up. 

 


