Sympathy 

I know how the trapped dog feels, alas! 
When the soft breeze sweeps through field and tree,
And the sun is setting on the canyon pass,
When the wild bird sings with careless glee,
While he lies bound where no one can see;
I know how the trapped dog feels.

I know why the dog bites till his jaw is sore
Till his broken teeth in anguish fall;
For he yearns for the one he sees no more,
And he thrusts himself at the kennel wall. 
He strikes at the bars of his narrow stall;
I know why the trapped dog bites.
 
I know why the dog barks till his mouth turns red
Then he barks no more, drowning in voiceless cry
For freedom from the cage where he lies. 
His pain isn't rage, but a plea to be free;
I know why the trapped dog barks.
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