Sympathy

I know what the caged lion feels, alas!
When the red sun appears behind the clouds;
When the wind drifts through the fierce bars,
And outside, like diamonds, in the sky shine stars;
When the first raindrop falls he feels unsure,
And the faint scent of the jungle fades away-
I know what the caged lion feels!

I know why the caged lion gnaws the bars
‘Till his mane is raw and red with blood;
For he must go back to the jungle
And the endless bars are like a puzzle;
And pain still throbs in the old, old scars
And they bite again with a sharper sting -
I know why he gnaws the bars!

I know why the caged lion roars, ah me!
When his jaw is tired and his tail is sore -
When he gnaws the bars and he would be free;
It is not a hint of happiness or glee,
But a prayer that he sends from the depths of his heart,
And a plea, that he would someday be free -
I know why the caged lion roars!
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