The Misadventures Of The Bizarre Little Monkey

By Michael Treatch

There once was a bizarre little monkey,

That acted kind of funky.

He behaved so strange, and did not care,

And had some very peculiar hair.

Deeper and deeper he sat and thought,

Everything thus becoming his fault.

Completely untrainable everyone said,

Maybe his mother dropped him on his head.

Depends on mood was the cause of it all,

Driving round in his sports car, looking proud and tall.

Little monkey snack bag hiked way up high,

Up over the stomach and towards the sky.

Belching out loud, like an elephant seal,

Making all the young girls squeal.

And last but not least,

Quite a dinner, a feast.

A meal unlike no other,

And settling down at the end of the night, 

For a long over due monkey slumber.
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