The surv is setting,
IUuminating the sky
scarlet red,

For some old, folks,

It's time to go to bed.
But there is one smart
scamenger,
Waiting for- night-fall.
Why, you may ask,
Because the moon is its

He, emerges from the,
shadows,

Haunts all the valleys.
Raids all the bins end,
Snmk&ﬂvough’dw albe,g&
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Howls ab the ramen-blacks sky,
Regurgitates o pile: of rodents,
Just to eat again.

He is still, not satisfied,
Because he is dying on the
inside.

The pain spread; to- his heart,
Spreads like wild fire.

Coldness settled, irv him,
waubi&a&dm%a&ﬂ\enighb
that surrounds him.

Hel&ﬂw\stg/&ovlove,
Just somebody to care.
But he is hopeless,
And, irv despair.
Refusing to- give: up.
What o surprisel

He is inv luck...

Al plumped, and, rested.
His mouth is' drawling,
He sneaks’up, (with, nothing to lose).

He hits the jackpot, (catching threel)
What does he do?

He eats and eats and eats.

And, soon comes to- realise,

He doesn't need, love.
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