The Eagle

An eagle soars across the sky,

I gaze up and start to sign.

Majestic bird so wild and free,

I often wish it could be me.

As I watch the Eagles grace.

A lonely tear rolls down my face.

I watch the Eagle stop in flight

He’ll catch a meal, a feast tonight.

He flies again up to the sky.

I watch him go and wave good-bye.

As I turn away to leave

I hear a scream with no reprieve.

A gunshot echoes through the air,

The Eagle falling with despair.

I catch my breath and try to run,

The Eagle dead from one man’s gun.

His tragic death is no surprise

It’s never known when one will die.

The Eagle’s spirit still will soar

Within my heart forevermore.

