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A Gentle Snow
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Looking out the picture window at the snow-covered street,

On a quiet Friday night in Elliot Lake, so serene and sweet.

The world outside is hushed, under a blanket pure and white,

As snowflakes gently fall, sparkling in the lamp light.

Each flake a tiny dancer, twirling from the sky,

In the glow of the street lamps, they shimmer as they fly.

They blanket the world in silence, tucking it in tight,

Under a quilt of diamonds, glistening in the night.

The trees stand tall and regal, in their snowy crowns,

And the world is transformed, as the snow comes down.

It's a scene from a dream, or a holiday card,

A moment of peace, in a world that's often hard.

So here's to the gentle snowfall, on this Friday night,

To the beauty of winter, under the soft lamp light.

In Elliot Lake, where the snowflakes play,

We're gifted with this tranquility, at the close of day.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Snow On A Lazy Tuesday
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The last sweep of March, when winter's touch still lingers,

A lazy Tuesday unfolds, with snowflakes on its fingers.

They dance and twirl in the frosty air, a ballet so grand,

Painting a white canvas on the sleeping land.

The trees stand brave, adorned in lacey flakes,

Silent witnesses to winter's last embrace.

The world is hushed, under a blanket so pure,

In this moment, time seems to endure.

But March, like a lion, begins to roar,

Shaking off the snow from the days of yore.

The winds whirl and twirl as it blows,

Whispering tales of spring's glow.

The snowflakes quiver, their dance grows slow,

As the lion's breath begins to glow.

One by one, they bid adieu,

Vanishing in the morning Dew.

The lion roars, then starts to retreat,

His mission in the realm of winter, now complete.

March, once a lion, now a lamb so mild,

Welcomes the dawn of spring, like a newborn child.
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The Illusion Of Tomorrow
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In the realm where time's a hollow, 

Lies the enigma of tomorrow. 

A land unseen, a tale untold, 

Where the future's secrets unfold. 

Yet, as we chase the morning light, 

Tomorrow slips into the night. 

For when we greet the dawn's soft ray, 

Tomorrow has become today. 

In the quest for time unseen, 

Today is where we've always been. 

And as the sun dips in the west, 

Today becomes our yesterday's guest. 

So we journey, in this endless swirl, 

In a dance, as the stars twirl. 

Chasing a day that's never in sight, 

In the soft glow of the moonlight. 

Tomorrow, an illusion, a phantom's jest, 

In the present, we truly rest. 

For when we arrive, it fades away, 

Tomorrow is always a day away. 

So here's to now, our truest friend, 

In this moment, let's transcend. 

For in the magic of today, 

We'll find our path, we'll find our way.   
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The Wolf, The Raven and The Wizard
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A tale of a man, a wolf, and a raven, 

In a town, their presence a haven. 

A man in a robe, a staff in his hand, 

With a wolf and a raven, an odd band. 

The townsfolk, they whispered, they feared, 

For the trio was strange, it appeared. 

Yet for twenty long years, they've been near, 

No harm from them had anyone to bear. 

"Friend Wizard," said the wolf, "they talk of us." 

"Yes, old friend," said the wizard, "they discuss." 

"But is it not rude?" asked the raven, 

"Very rude," said the wizard, "their manners, a haven." 

The wizard could talk, the animals could not, 

Their language was different, a challenging plot. 

Yet they understood each other, a magical bond, 

In their silent conversations, they were fond. 

A petition was raised, by Mrs. Slighe, 

The mayor dismissed it, with a sigh. 

For the man and his pets, though strange, it's true, 

Had caused no trouble, as everyone knew. 

"My paws grow sore," said the wolf one day, 

"My time draws near, I may not stay." 

The raven cawed, the wizard sighed, 

Their friend was old, his strength had died. 

"Let's cross the river of the abyss, 

And travel in the spirit world, in bliss." 

At the stroke of midnight, under the November moon, 

They decided to leave, all too soon. 

The wolf would howl, the raven would soar, 

The wizard would separate his spirit, forevermore. 

Their spirits would meet, in the moon's glow, 

Off to wander eternity, they would go. 

Two old men, on a bench, they sat, 

Heard the wolf's howl, saw the raven's flight. 

The wizard was found, by the river, he lay, 

Beside him, the wolf and the raven, in the moon's ray. 
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The Wolf, The Raven, And The Wizard

The Apprentice 
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In the town where the trio once dwelled, 

A new tale of magic is to be unveiled. 

A young man, an apprentice, eager to learn, 

To the old wizard's abode, he would return. 

"Master," said the boy, "teach me your craft, 

Show me the way of the wizard's path." 

The old wizard smiled, his eyes full of mirth, 

"Patience, my boy, prove your worth." 

In the forest deep, under the moon's glow, 

The boy met the spirits, the wolf and the crow. 

The wolf, strong and silent, a spirit guide, 

The raven, wise and watchful, always at his side. 

The boy learned to listen, to understand, 

The language of animals, the song of the land. 

He learned to harness the power of the earth, 

And so, the young wizard came into his birth. 

The old wizard presented him with a staff, 

Carved from an ancient oak, it was no laugh. 

"Take this," he said, "it's more than a tool, 

It's a symbol of power, not a mere jewel." 

The boy, now a wizard, stood tall and proud, 

His spirit friends beside him, their presence loud. 

In the town, they whispered, they stared, 

But the young wizard, he never cared. 

For he knew the truth, the magic within, 

The bond with the spirits, under his skin. 

The wolf, the raven, and the wizard, they stand, 

In the town, their presence, a magical band. 
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