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Cicada’s Lament

Photo and poem by: Ariel

A cicada I saw whilst walking in the shade.

Though he was dead,

I wept for him in the everglade.

I saw his body in the midst of his shed.

I thought ‘Oh woe the poor things gone,

never again shall he tread.’

Never shall he be free,

nor can he ever take flight.

Can never see the beauty of the tree,

for his freedom was never in sight.

‘Dear me, weep no more,’

I said as the tears did hit the floor.

Never shall he see the flowers from the canopy,

or feel the touch of the rain on his shell.

Yet for him I feel an agony,

for he never heard the cry of a church bell.

For I have seen flowers so fair.

I did have a broken heart to now bear.

Never shall the cicada make his plea,

For the rains that water the land.

Can you come to see,

as his brethren make their cry?

While feeding on the gum trees,

I can’t feel the pain as I’ve given in.

Never shall he ever again be,

a cicada that has fallen to the ants so black.

They act like little reapers,

their jaws snapping back and forth with no slack.

Ripping maliciously they do into his back,

and do so complete the cycle back.

Woe are we,

to not see what we have.

To take for granted all that we were given to see.

Year after year,

Day after day what we pass by,

We don’t take the time to see.

What does it take for us to notice God’s beautiful earth?

A death of a loved one, or millions?

The death of someone grand,

Or of something small as an ant?

Does it take the extinction of a species to remember why we are here?

Or can you find true beauty from someone very near?
