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Tiger, tiger shining bright 
In the forests of the night;  
What never ending paw or glare 
Could they frame thy 
 fearful stare? 
 
In what far misty,life  
Could get cut with a knife 
What creature shall he desire 
In a flame of fire 
 
And what color what art, 
Could save the prey from their heart 
And when thy heart began to beat 
Thy king pounced on  his feet 
 
Where can he break free, 
From the desert filled with trees 
One pounce one death 



Seced the great beast 
 
When the stars created this animal 
Dose damage at maximal 
Did he sob or did he cry 
Swept thy single fly 
 
So would you pounce on a tiger 
Or sleep like your with a bicker 
Would you lose an eye  
Or act like a spy 
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