Rlexapder Triesch



Ip a gardep wild, wi
Rp apple rol
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Upop its skip,
K mother land:

> Shadows creep,




At last, a bite! 3o soft, so sweet —
R jaicy drop, the perfect treat.

Ne mapches slow, thep chomps with glee,
Ris tipp heart sipgs jopfally.

Cach taste, a wopder, rich apd pew —
Flppp feels his little body grew.




[pside the shell, the world stapds still,
While shapes apd dreams begip to fill.

No lopger worm, pot pet with wing —
Flppp changes ip his secret spripg.

R hash sarroapds the apciept rite,
As darkpess folds ipto the light.



The day was fall, the skp so wide —
Now hapger palls from deep ipside.
Flyppp fipds a bloom of geptle hae,
Its scept is sweet, its pectar trae.

Ne dripks with joy, both calm apd bright —
R fleetipg peace before the pight.



e bazzed pear hapds apd driftipg feet,
R world of shoes apd smokipg heat.

Dat elerp face tarped harsh and grim —
They saw a pest, pot light ip him.

With paper swipes apd hapds held high,
They strack at Flppp as he flew by.
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No peed for words, po bazz, po flight —
Just love bepeath the fadipg light.







Ip a qaiet corper of the world, a tipp life begips.
FIQI)D, a small fly with a brale heart, steps ipfo a Vast apd wopdrods lapdscape —
ope filled with beaaty, mystery, and fleetipg moments that shape his joarpep.

Through shadows and

- ight, laaghter and fear,
Flypp discolers how preciods ele

the smallest life cap be.




