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Poetic Reflections Upon a Visit to the National Zoological Park in 
Washington DC, on April 21, 2015 

  
 
The King of the Jungle 
 
Elegant and majestic, 
He stands there and watches 
Over the female: 
The king of the jungle. 
 
But heʼs not in the jungle, 
Not the king, 
Not in the wild, 
Not being free. 
 
Heʼs locked in a cage, 
Just lying there all day, 
People coming, people leaving, 
Whatʼs the point of all this? 
 
They forget how to hunt, 
How to take care 
Of themselves  
And their families. 
 
Some of their cubs 
Were born in the Zoo. 
Itʼs normal to them 
Being locked up all day. 
 
But still they seem happy 
Being locked up all day 
Maybe because their still together 
As a family. 

               -- Antonia  
 
Gray Wolf 
 
Walking past with respect and fear 
Looking with curiosity at what walked inside 
It turned out to be two powerful beasts  
But none of their their power could save them 
from the cage 
Kids turning mute at the sight of them 
Partly of sadness partly of fear 
For they truly belong out in the wild 
Howling at the big silver moon 
Fearless as a pack 
No prey is too big for all of them together 
 
 
 

 
 
Except the human in his house 
Afraid of something he cant control 
The only enemy too strong 
For they are the most unpredictable 
Could be friend or foe 
The most unlucky ones however 
Are the ones who survived the rifle 
Only to spend the rest of their existence in the cage 
To be gawked about by the ones how put them there 
Yearning for their home in the trees under the silver 
moon. 
 

-- Florian  
 

The Ying and Yang of Nature 
 

Like Ying and Yang the Black and white Pandas 
roam their enclosure 
They stand at the fence, waiting for food 
I think to myself “Is that really good?” 
They belong in the wild, not facing human 
exposure! 
They belong in the forest, not in some city! 

These animals, like Peace and Chaos  
They are meant to be exactly that. 
Peace, munching on Bamboo in the shade of a 
tree, 
Playing with their young, lively and free. 
Chaos, running around on the hills of the Chinese 
lowland, 
Communicating with each other in their 
homeland. 

But, as sad as it is for them not to be free, 
They seem happy and gleaming with glee. 
Bao Bao, munching bamboo for minutes on end, 
Mei Xiang and Tian Tian are calmly content. 

And with a smile I leave behind, 
The Ying and Yang redefined, 
The black and the white, to all a delight 
The Great Pandas, a wonderful sight. 

                                                       --  Nadine  
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American Crocodile  

We enter the Reptile House, 
The humidity hits us like a blow 
Little kids run around banging on the glass 
I hear one scream 
“Daddy I think heʼs dead!” 
Chuckles fill the room 
We walk by deadly animals, 
Just feet away ready to strike 
Finally I come to the American crocodile, 
He lies on the stone silent as a rock 
His mouth open, his eyes watchful 
A small bird lands on his 3 inch tooth 
I flinch, ready to see the bird devoured, 
Yet the crocodile doesnʼt seem to be bothered 
Iʼm amazed by the calmness of the beast, 
While kids scream at it trying to make it move 
Gradually the families file out of the room, 
The crocodile has its peace once again 
I wonder how it must be having such a boring life, 
With that thought I leave  
 

                               --  Christopher  

 

Captive Grace 

My many petals are among my greatest qualities. 
They're pink, rare and bloom all year round. 
My stems are long, and I have two, 
Unlike other flowers. 
 
I can float peacefully upon water. 
Which many do not know. 
My friends and I swarm the fields, 
With our bright vivid colors. 
 
We all look alike, 
Though I know I am special. 
With my yellow sphere, 
That resemble the sun. 
 
You humans pick me from my home, 
And place me in your bouquet; 
Only to be looked at once, 
Then deserted to rot away. 
 
I am the pink flamingo. 
 
                                          -- Kyra  

 

 

Where? 

It was warm and smelly, 
As we entered the House of Reptiles: 
Looking all around, looking for  
The invisible in the tree 
Where, where, where? 
The Chameleon isnʼt there. 
 
In the glass box, where it should be 
A crowd around it, 
All wanting to see 
The invisible in the Tree 
Where, where, where, 
The Chameleon isnʼt there. 
 
A small kid right behind me wanting to see 
Whatʼs in the box? 
Some kid saying “Canʼt find the invisible in the 
Tree “ 
Where, where, where, 
There . . . there ! 
The Chameleon is there. 
 
A long tongue catching Insects, eating them in 
one, 
There it is, finally found  
On the small tree, hanging upside down 
Looking kind of dead not moving 
The invisible in the tree 
There . . . there! 
The Chameleon is there. 
 
                                                     -- Philo  

 

A Forest in the Zoo 
 
As I head up the stairs, almost up halfway 
I leave the smell of fish and stingray. 
There stands a sign:  
ANIMALS ROAM FREE HERE! 
-keep your voice low 
-stay on the pathway 
-do not encourage the animals to come to you 
 
I look about... and there itʼs she, 
The famous, humongous Kapok tree! 
From root to…ceiling? 
Itʼs too big, they cut it.  
Did it stop growing? 
I guess it quit. 
 
It is humid and wet, 
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The visitors sweat. 
Ground to ceiling, 
 
Green plants cover the walls. 
From the rocks, water falls. 
 
We walk along the pathway,  
And I see fish and stingray. 
As I look over the fence,  
The ones from downstairs. 
 
Itʼs the underwater world, 
under us, from above. 
“Look mom you can see everything!” 
Says, the girl with gloves. 
 
We continue to walk, 
then I hear a squawk! 
“Woah! That scared me!” 
My classmate says, 
A bird, flew up to the fence. 
 
With itʼs flat beak, 
in itʼs pink feathers it seeks. 
For food? A bug? 
Or is it giving itself a hug? 
 
The tourist gather around, 
without making a sound. 
They take pictures, of the bird. 
I think it likes the attention. One asks: 
“Isnʼt it gonna bite me?” 
Or so I heard. 
 
Behind the new celebrity, 
I spot a turtle, 
hiding under a tree. 
Heʼs shy donʼt mind, 
thereʼs plenty more to see. 
 
Like, the bright red Heliconia flower, 
Oh, itʼs wonderful air power. 
It smells wonderful! 
It stands of 4-12 sectors, 
So all humming birds, can take from its nectar. 
 
And the sandbox trees root, 
with thorns all over.  
The sign says: 
 

“Donʼt get to close, or itʼll bite!” And then itʼll be 
over. 
 
As I overlook, this world once more 
I hear a spritz, my friends run to the door. 
“We need to get out of here!” 
The sprinklers are on to refresh this great place. 
The bird of fame “tiptoes” away onto a log,  
he needs his space.  
 
I want to stay, so very, very much. 
but the visitors are heading home, the  
turtleʼs in his shell, the birds have left  
and so must I.  Iʼll miss it a bunch. 
 

                                             -- Morgan  
 
Love Behind Walls 
 
I entered through heavy steel doors, 
The scent hit me strong, like a wave.  
Glass wall after glass wall, and behind that  
Human-like faces with thoughtful eyes. 
As I looked into these brown eyes,  
I couldnʼt help but wonder how they felt deep inside. 
Do they feel free? Or maybe even trapped? 
Are the animals lonely and wish for some more   
     company? 
A pair of orangutans sat together in their lonely  
     enclosure. 
Carefully cleaning one another, 
Like lovers that forgot the rest of the world, 
Totally ignoring the noisy questions of little children 
And the snapping of the cameras, 
Focusing only on their feelings. 
I have never seen animals quite so smart,  
With so much love in every movement, 
With real emotions on their faces. 
These two orangutans taught me that love  
Can be found trapped behind glass walls 
And in situations one thought they were alone. 
As I stepped outside through the heavy steel doors, 
Opening my eyes,  
A curtain rose for the second act .  
 

                                                      -- Victoria  
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Flamingo Flight                                          PINK its 
                                                           Color and bright its eye, 
                                                         With sublime yellow beak -- 
                       Does it smile, laugh, or cry ? 

              And the neck is wobbly-- 
                                                                           Long-- 
 
                          Thin--    

 
                Nar- 
 
                   row-- 

                                                 
                         and--  

                              
                                                                       . . . Ravishing 
                                  
                                                                     As I can never be 
                                                   Though I once dressed in a pink tutu, 
                                             And the neck on my shoulder was thin, too, 
                                          And with long legs I once classic ballet danced. 
                                 I felt like in Fantasia when the flamingos to Saint-Saens pranced. 
                                        Just like the flamingos, my childhood memories flying 
                               Before me:  School trips to this zoo!  Riding the carousel flamingo, too! 
                   The animals in the zoo feel free in their own sort of way -- 
                 That kind of freedom I knew in childhood now seems pulled away! 
                                And instead of my dreams flying like the flamingos and enjoying                             
                                                                               Poetry and Trust 
                                                                                      I   just 
                                                                                 A                A 

                                                                                 N S             N S 

         A T            A T 

         L  U            L U 

         Y  D            Y D 

          Z  Y            Z Y 

          E                E   

          .  .              .  . 

          .  .              .  . 

                                                                                  .  .              .  . 

                                                                                                           

-- Cordelia  
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The Otter Calling  
 
There I stand at the cage 
The cage that contains my soul, 
My soul that belongs to an otter, 
The otter with the prettiest eyes, 
The eyes to get lost In, 
To get lost into a trance, 
A trance so deep, 
Deeper then the ocean, 
The ocean where he should live 
Living instead in a cage, 
A cage so big, 
So big as his heart, 
His heart that filled with a lot of love, 
A lot of love he shows, 
He shows the otters and me, 
Me who stands and stares, 
Stares at the cage, 
The cage that contains my soul, 
My soul that belongs to an otter, 
The otter with the prettiest of eyes, 
Eyes I wish I could stare at, 
Stare at forever, 
Forever he will contain, 
Contain my soul, 
My soul that belongs to an otter, 
The otter with the prettiest eyes, 
prettiest eyes have the deepest stares, 
Deeper then anything, 
Anything you can imagine, 
Imagine the love that otter could give, 
Give with those pretty eyes, 
Pretty eyes and deep stares, 
Stares into your soul forever,  
Forever it stares.                    
                              
                                          -- Franziska  
 
Suricata suricatta 
 
Are those voices of excitement I hear? 
“Oh wow! Look there! I found another one!” 
“Oh boy, just look how fast they are!” 
What could it possibly be, that got people to 
cheer? 
Hurry! Come, look here!” 
Is it big? Maybe itʼs small? 
I guess Iʼll have to find out for myself after all. 
So many people surrounded around the animal of 
mystery,  
yet so many walk by as if thereʼs nothing to see. 
On the tip of my toes I stand, 

In order to catch a tiny glance. 
These little fellas popping out from underneath, 
just like whac – a – mole, 
Giving me déjà vu, itʼs Timon! But where is 
Pumbaa? 
Observing this specie makes me wonder, 
Donʼt they feel trapped? 
Do they know there is a brighter and bigger world 
to see? 
How come so happy, in a cage so small? 
I guess they enjoy our company and are grateful 
after all. 
It looks like there is one lesson for us all to learn,  
Be thankful and happy for what you are given, 
because for all I know, 
You could be that Meerkat trapped behind that 
glass wall. 
 
                                                       --  Simonne  
 
To all who feel 
 
From here I watch longing and sit,  
Behind the wire cage.  
I tremble at the staring faces  
As they observe me on the stage.  
  
They put me here, but I have hope; 
their conscience will shine a light. 
My life is planned for their pleasure.  
I'm captured at the end of that kite. 
  
I traveled a long bumpy road,  
From jungle my home to cage my jail.  
We remain palace of our fate;  
The almighty against the frail.  
  
The lucky ones will never know;  
To miss the beautiful wild.  
But the rest of us stay craving,  
The memories as a child.  
  
In the wild we live to graze and hunt,  
We are born strong and gritty.  
But here those duties are taking away,  
And were forced to sit and look pretty. 
  
"Please do not tap on the glass." 
But the sign does not assure.  
The sound of hands knocking haunts me,  
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As I lay on the concrete floor. 
  
They add another but I can't fight.  
I just stand and shake my head.  
One more life is wasted,  
Nothing more can be said.  
  
They claim we need them to stay alive, 
That the endangered need a helping hand. 
But I must ask: "Are we really living, 
Trapped in the midst of the urban land?" 
  
They can help,  
It just takes some time.  
To use their voice,  
For I can't use mine. 
 
                                          -- Kyra  
 
The Snake 

When I entered the Reptile House  
And realized how smelly it was 
I thought to myself: “Man does this place smell!”  
Soon I and the snake were looking  
Eye to eye at each other 
The snake kept trying to find away 
Out, trying to find a way to get 
A bite at his prey (me)  
Then all of a sudden a kid  
Is banging on the glass saying: “Look 
Daddy, look at the big snake!” 
The snake slithered back a little bit 
Looking very scared, but then the snake  
Tries with all his force to bite the kid! 
 
                                                   -- Shai  
 
King 
 
When I went to the zoo, 
I couldnʼt wait until  
I see him.  
 
So there I was standing  
Five feet away from him. 
His paw was bigger  
Than my Hand,  
His eyes looked sharper  
Than I can. 
      
His teeth can break a bone 
And he sits down like heʼs on a throne. 
His seven lionesses are waiting for him, 
And they have a competition on 
Who is getting him. 
So he wakes up and 

starts to walk  
and his females are bold  
because they love they lord. 
 
King of the animals they call a lion. 
Because he is so strong he can even 
Break iron. 
 
                                              -- Raphael  
 
But why? 
 
When I saw the children 
Looking at the animals 
Behind the glass 
I thought 
 
But why do we like to look 
At animals who are caught 
And put behind glass or 
Fences 
 
Like the turtle 
Who is caught and 
Was forced to life in 
A too little glass cave 
 
But why do we like to look 
At animals who are caught 
And put behind glass or 
Fences 
 
Ore the Tiger who 
Can't run more than a snail 
Because he is and will be caught 
And not free... but way? 
 
                                             -- Konrad  
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Theyʼre Gone 
 
In fifth grade, I listened to  
Stan Jonesʼs songs about  
Legends of the Wild West  
With its gunfighters, prospectors, 
Sheriffs, caballeros, frontier wives,  
Indians, and Chinese laborers. 
 
“The buff-a-lo, buffalo!”  
Began one recording, 
“Theyʼre gone from the plains of Montana; 
Thereʼs none left in old Idaho; 
The Prairie windʼs trying to tell of the dying;  
Theyʼre gone. The buffalo.” 
 
I dreamed of dry deserts,  
Rolling tumbleweeds, 
Waving prairie grass, 
Wild mustangs, longhorns, 
Coyotes, prairie dogs, 
And herds of buffalo. 
 
Now, five decades later 
I stop near the bison exhibit  
At the Zoo in Washington. 
The enclosure is empty: 
“Nobody home,” reads the sign. 
Theyʼre gone . . . 
 
Thirty-five million once 
“Darkened the whole plains,”  
Lewis and Clark observed. 
Thoughtless bravado 
Reduced them to four hundred. 
Theyʼre gone . . . 
 
There are those photographs: 
Gentlemen aiming rifles out 
Railway coaches, killing 
One hundred animals 
In forty minutes and standing 
Next to mountains of skulls. 
 
An American legend: 
We see the bison in metal  
Silhouettes and on posters  
At the Zooʼs entrance.  
But we ignore them when we 
Spend a nickel. 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
Hornaday, a specialist in the dead,  
Resurrected Montanaʼs buffalo in 1889.  
So now let the American Prairie Reserve  
Make the wild absent bison, Wilma and Zora, 
Founders of a new herd, a renewed nobility! 
Let no one have to say, “Theyʼre gone.”  
 
                                -- Peter Dreher 
 


