Ant
Although each Ant

might have no name,
Although the Ants 

Are all the same,
There is the Ant

will always claim

Don’t stand on me.

‘I can’t impress you 

with my dress’,

An ant seems nothing, 

or even less,
Don’t stand on me.

I’ve found myself a 

giant leaf,
I’ve taken to crawling 

underneath,
I could be underneath a leaf

Don’t stand on me.

If Ants are many, 

I am one, 

If you hurt any, 

One is gone, 

Don’t stand on me.

And yes, we panic, 

when you tread.

We have no names

But we know our dead, 

Don’t stand on me.


If one survives; 

May it be me, 

I’d bear the grief, 

Let it be me.
Don’t stand on me.

You are so big;

You might not see;

Don’t  stand on me.

It’s what an Ant, 

Has done for joy, 

I saw the ice-cream, 

Took a look.

I took a lick.
You took my life.

Don’t stand on me.
The God of Ants, 

denies us breath -
Because of you

And your God death.
We do not stand on human life
Don’t stand on me.
We build the hole that

is our dream,
We work together as a team, 

Don’t stand on me

I question all the world on foot.
Which way to run – I can’t decide

It takes me half an hour to hide!

Don’t stand on me.
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