How It Was

by ChickieT

His tortured green eyes, 

Full of salt tears.

One of them,

But a stranger.

Ignored by all around him.

The city of nests and leaves was all he knew.

Smells of the outside was his bouquet.

The trees whispered behind his back, 

While the wind laughed at his hairless body.

He didn't care,

He was strong,

He fought back.

"I cannot change the way I am.

I am me, 

I am alone, 

I am Tarzan."
