Imprisoned in the wooden building day after
Jayl

My freedom withheld; how can I bear to talk
about it?

I look to see who is happy but they only sit
quietly.

I am anxious and depressed and cannot fall
asleep.

Nights are long and the pillow cold; who can
pity my loneliness?

After experiencing such loneliness and

sSOrrow,

Why not just return home and learn to plow
the fields?
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