Sympathy

I know what the enclosed tiger feels, alas!
When the sun slides in and out of the bars;
When the breeze rushes through hills of green;
And the rain pours down the walls endlessly; 
When the birdsong chimes through the trees,
And the tiger roars at the leaves swirling by;

I know what the enclosed tiger dreams!
I know why the trapped tiger bangs its head
Till it’s sore and red on the beaten bars;
For he must roar again in the Asian trees,
When he sees the surging birds and bees,
And an old, white scar impairs his jaw;
I know why he bashes his head!

I know why the tiger growls, ah me!
When his paws are burnt out and his tired legs bleed
When he bangs the bars one last time - to be free,
And he dreams with a plea to roam the fields;
I know why the stuck tiger growls!
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