Small red ant


you know naught , 


of life and death ,


death comes easy, 


to be crushed ,


or stamped ,


Or simply eaten ,


Small pleasure derived , 


at the expense of your life ,


Little red ant ,


do you not grow smarter ,


Do you not scurry ,


to flee and run ,


Little one, run, 


I am the bringer of death ,


of my ignorance , 


and of my rage ,


coursing through my veins ,


all the shit , 


making me irate ,


I know naught , 


little one ,


do you blame me?"


