Will-o-the-Wisp

Through the mists a Will-o-the-Wisp

Is seen sleeping in a weeping willow

He lay out-stretched upon a branch

With a bird’s nest but for a pillow

A lifeless bird on the ground below

That bird did prove an easy prey

And such an unsuspecting host

To its deadly guest who’s venomous bite

Was legendary of this ghost

Thus, why it is feared by most

It’s the possessor of a stick-like body

And adorns two insect-like wings

And glowing eyes and vampiric fangs

It’s quite a ghastly looking thing

But beware of its poisonous sting

Lest ye lie dead and bloated

In a midnight air so crisp

Lifeless and still and ever so chill

Coated with dew from the hazy mist

Fell by the Will-o-the-Wisp

