Sympathy

I know how the caged monkey feels, alas!
As the sweet summer breeze blows through the grass,
And as the sun sits calmly on the steep green slopes,
The rusted gate opens - the monkey loses hope,
The babbling brook trickles like molten glass,
I know how the caged monkey feels!

I know why the caged monkey whips his tail,
Till the blood is red on the cruel cage bars,
For he must crawl back to his lonely ledge.
When the sun sinks low on the horizons edge; 
The moon ascends with bright twinkling stars.
I know why he whips its tail!

I know why the monkey howls, ah me!
When its tail is bruised and its ears are sore-
When he whips his bars and he would be free;
It is not a carol of triumph or glee,
But a song of prayer from his heart's deep core
I know why the caged monkey howls!
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