Jessica Scott

Ew, gross

It creeps, it crawls,

it comes too near.

I want to tell you

of the bug that I fear.

Its pretty and sweet

some people boast,

but of all of the bugs

I hate it the most.

I don’t mind spiders

with hair on their back,

but this bug is red

with spots that are black.

I cover my head

and let out a cry

when it opens its wings

and begins to fly.

You don’t understand,

you dismiss me with shrugs,

but I’m telling the truth:

I hate ladybugs.

