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Illegal Tiger Poaching

Prowling through the forest,
Listening, always listening.

Rustling in the bushes,

Wondering what animal will die.

Suddenly, man jumps out,

With a long, hollow, shiny log.

He points it at me,

And I know I will die.

I remember my ancestors,

All those years ago.

Man was hunting them all,

Knowing they would die.

Loud bang, bright light,

Terrible pain.

Man yells, jumping,

Knowing I will die.

Man is now afraid of us,

We have learned new ways.

This man will soon pay

For what he has done to me.

He now shares my pain, 

He knows what I feel.

And now he will know and feel

What he has done to me.

This will not help,

As I still will die.

But now he will suffer

For what he has done to me.

