A Bug’s Life

Hatched in a dewy meadow at dawn

Buzzy, the bug, awakens with a yawn.

A fresh scent of lilacs draws him in close

To distribute its pollen to which he will host.

Its springtime and a gentle rain passes by

He hides beneath a leaf floating nearby.

There’s mooing in the distance - Buzzy’s alert,

Oh boy, a fresh pile awaits me in the dirt.

It’s a wonderful life, that of a bug

No responsibilities or heavy chores to lug,

Just lilacs that excite as I rubs it all over

Then a wonderful nap in the May-grown clover.

What’s that lovely smell that fills the air?

A couple on a picnic is camped just over there.

Buzzy gains some altitude for his instinctive attack

To feast on flesh he wets his lips for this abundant snack.

Swat! Ha, ha, you missed me with your whack!

I’ll just fly over this road, Uh Oh! BIG TRUCK! – Splat!
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