
Hunting Minibeasts 
Hurt no living thing, 

Ladybird nor butterfly, 
Nor moth with dusty wing, 

Nor cricket chirping cheerily, 
Nor grasshopper, so light of leap, 

Nor dancing gnat, 
Nor beetle fat, 

Nor harmless worms that creep. 
 

 
 

How would you like it? 
How would you like it – 
Supposing you were a snail, 

and your eyes grew out on threads, 
gentle, and small, and frail. 

If an enormous creature, 
reaching almost up to the distant skies, 

leaned down, and with his great finger 
touched your eyes 

just for the fun of seeing you snatch them 
suddenly in 

and cowering, quivering, back 
into your pitiful shell, so brittle and thin? 

Would you think it was fun then? 
Would you think it was fun? 

 
 

 



Hello, snail 
Hello, snail 
how slow 
you go 

such time 
you take 
to make 

your silver 
trail. 

 
Lovely snail 
with curly 

twirly 
house of shell 

as well 
as horns 
and tail! 

 
Busy Busy 

The ants rush around  
From lawn to nest 
They never pause 
To have a rest. 

 
The spiders cast webs 
From flower to bush 
They are never seen working 
Or in a rush. 

 
The dragonflies hover 
Fast and slow 
They never seem sure 
Of which way to go. 

 
The gardener watches  
And wonders why 
They never stop  
To look at the sky.  

 



Bees 
All around the garden flowers 
Big velvet bees are bumbling  
They hover low as they go 
They’re mumbling, mumbling, mumbling. 
 
To lavender and snapdragons 
The busy bees keep coming 
And all the busy afternoon 
They’re humming, humming, humming. 
 
Inside each bell shaped flower and rose 
They busily go stumbling, 
Collecting pollen all day long 
And bumbling, bumbling, bumbling. 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Wasps 
Wasps in brightly 
Coloured vests 
Chewing wood 

To make their nests. 
 

Wasps, like rockets, 
Zooming high, 

Then dropping down 
Where peaches lie. 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 

The cocoon 
 

I found a cocoon 
That a caterpillar made, 
Fastened to a leaf 
Hanging in the shade. 
He barely had room 
To wiggle or wag, 
Like me zipped up 
In my sleeping bag. 
 
I looked each time 
That I passed his way, 
But he never budged 
Until just today. 
Something happened! 
He wagged and wiggled 
And then climbed out 
And carefully jiggled 
Small wet wings 
That grew as they dried. 
He’d turned to a butterfly 
Inside! 

 
 

 


