Sympathy

I know what the caged croc feels, alas!
When the sun gleams on the glittery sand
When the crystal-clear lakes look like glass
And the water shines on the top tips of grass 
As he watches the trees leap up from their roots
And the birds fly free in the sky above
I know what the caged croc feels!

I know why the caged croc roars, ah me!
When his tail beats hard on the metal bars
And the blood runs deep in the shallow pond
As the cuts reopen from their scars
When the flies swarm thick round his horrid wounds
And he knows that he will never be free
I know why the caged croc roars!
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