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Justin Beck
We are not crickets of light,

Nor are capable of any such thing as flight,

But in a moment of great distress,

We take to the air in a leap or a bound,

Distancing us far from the ground.

We thrive on darkness,

 As we scuttle along a cobweb ridden floor,

Along the broken patterned shadows,

Into the blessed blackness,

Where we dwell,

To us, heaven,

To others, hell.

Shaped much like a lima-bean,

Attached with legs,

Like six giant claws,

Gripping the ground.

Pale and translucent,

We fester in the blooming of sunlight,

We cringe away from the sun,

Like drunks sleeping off a hangover.

But in the house of the giants,

Soothing warmth from the infernal cold,

The large one with the four-eyes comes,

Holding aloft a huge club dripping,

 with the blood of crickets.

Roaring angrily in some harsh tone.

The mallet descends,

And then, SPLAT!
But then, what’s one cave cricket,

More or less

