Sympathy

I know what the trapped bear feels, alas,
When the sun shines bright on the bluebells’ back,
When the breeze sweeps through the fresh-smelling grass,
And the land’s all theirs where none could pass,
When the river rushes with trout on their track,
And the quick-footed hare flies fleet on her heels,
I know what the trapped bear feels!

I know why the trapped bear growls with rage
Till its bloody saliva drips from the bars,
For he must escape from this cruel cage
When his hope depletes and begins to fade, 
And an ache he feels deep in his scars,
And his heart is torn by his endless prowls,
I know why the trapped bear growls,

I know why the trapped bear cries, ah me
When his paws bleed slick and his sad eyes sting,
When he roars and roars that he would be free,
It is not a song of delight or glee,
But a beg he sends from deep within,
And a prayer that upwards to heaven flies, 
I know why the trapped bear cries!
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