A Bat Poem

By Michael Treatch

I almost got killed by a bat.

Some kind of flying rat.

Don’t you try and suck my blood,

Save it for a cow that’s chewin’ its cud.

Your weird little tongue freaks me out,

Not to mention you’re turned up snout.

Got the rabies now, started acting like a nut.

All those user friendly shots, right in the gut.

I might start acting like a bat myself,

Eating discarded old moths,

 At the back of a shelf.
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