
“Songbird’s Cry”  

 

The little birdie is grown up, 

He starts spreading his wings and while he tries to fly, 

He pretends to sing. 

Working hard for his freedom, he feels undeserving, 

To lose the love that he preserves is unnerving, 

He keeps observing. 

His perspective on his friends is introspective. 

A collective of defective decisions, 

Reflective of his history of contradictory victories, 

He has an artillery of mysteries in his periphery. 

Bitterly, he cries out chords that strike with pain, 

Imagining a world where his loved ones do not remain. 

He sustains composure, 

Tries to maintain on track, 

While his friends attain goals that he refrains to obtain. 

In his brain, he finds it so clear, 

He’s a meer smear who interferes with his dear peers, 

That he fears will disappear. 

 

Confined to a home he’s had to call his own, 

His cage is the only zone he’s ever known. 

Even though he’s grown, 

He still feels all alone. 

Overthrown by his depression, 
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A constant suppression, 

To overlap his progression. 

It’s his personal oppression, 

To question his every breathing moment. 

There’s a potent component, 

Of atonement to this opponent. 

 

So all while his life continues to go awry, 

And you witness tears form in his eye, 

Don’t be surprised by a songbird’s cry. 
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