Jessica Scott

Ode to Bacon

You’re so good 

with every meal

I wrote you a poem 

to say how I feel.

You’re red and you’re crispy

and covered with grease

I like you on bread

with slices of cheeze.

Bacon I love you

and you’re making me fat.

I’ve gained forty pounds

in three weeks flat.

But I really don’t mind

cuz you taste so good

I won’t cut back intake

though I know that I should.

My mother is worried

she’s full of alarm,

since I told her I’m moving

to a pork product farm.

Six months later,

my stomach is achin’

I finally did it - 

I ate too much bacon.

