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A Gentle Greeting
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If you've read books before that I've carefully made, The focus was often on shadows that played. The news and the justice, the difficult fight, The complex hard subjects of darkness and light. The poems were honest, the purpose was clear, To face the harsh truth and diminish the fear.

But this volume is built for a different delight, A gentler instruction that shines ever bright. We step from the paper, the headlines and gloom, And enter a much more educational room. We turn to the world that is walking and grown, The creatures whose facts are completely well known.

We visit the jungle, the stream, and the sky, The animals gathered that wander and fly. The soft, careful reader whose appetite's light, Will learn of the world from the morning till night. The facts are the focus, the rhymes are the tool, To look at the science and follow the rule.

So welcome, dear friend, to this volume of ease, To learn of the creatures that constantly please.

(ABOUT THE AUTHOR)

A YEAR TO WRITE

There came a year of 2025

And my mind would race and cry

I had no anger on my face

And no tear from my eye

An uncle died that February

And anger dared i feel

But would not tell the others

How the paradox was real

I understood we have the reaper

Who must harvest people for the space

To allow the others to be born

And continue the human race

But i never understood the reapers choices

When the terrorists can be found

The reaper took a family man

And left murderers in town

It seems a fairness to the liberals

That nobody was immune

But i saw the evil with long lives

And great men taken too soon

And the month of March befell me

With my father passing on

A Marine who only cared for everyone

His spirit lifted past the moon

then it was the month of May

A thumb shaped tumor raised on my face

I had it tested for diseases

And tried to attend funerals with grace

That was the month my aunt died

And i tried tv to escape

And watched the announcement that Ozzy was gone

And I silently closed the drapes

I avoided friends and family

If nobody got close then i wont break

Because one day they too will die

And it wasn't something i can face

October third my kitty died

And anger i became

Not simply felt the anger in me

But ANGER became my spirit name

And i took to shadows in the dark

Sleeping through the sun

And writing everything i know

Before my days are done

I smoke so my organs are useless

I have no wealth to leave behind

But i was determined to tell the world information

Whatever came to my mind

And my first attempts to publish were errors

Some rough drafts might have made it to print

But i am not immune to mistakes

Thats the reality that i am in

So i wrote 6 books but the stores claim nine

I do not know which drafts made it through

As if they were separate books

But mistakes are also honest and true

And i wrote the poems about news

Or basic current events

And sometimes about my family

And where my years were spent

And GEMINI served as an assistant

Checking facts of every case

I didn't want to say the wrong name

Or get confused about their space

I tried to cut out the hoaxes

I tried to spell names correctly

And GEMINI corrected my errors

So politely and so intently

But in the end i never did learn

Which of the volumes were drafts that slipped away

And i face ridicule later its true

But i have been called worse in my day

Worse than a novice i tell you

I have been called so much worse

And i lowered the price of the volumes

So it cannot break someone's purse

And in 500 years it might be helpful

For people who ride drifting drones

To learn what life time could offer

In the middle between drifting and stone

A REASON TO WRITE

As a child i wanted to write stories

And ask what if about all

What if the earth had no trees

Would early mankind need to crawl

What if earth had no mosquitos

What would froggys need to eat

And i assumed there were 600 earths

Because no creation by itself was complete

God never made one boulder

There are millions of boulders around

Nor did God make one salmon

There were always many to be found

So i reasoned there were 600 earths

And i reasoned they differ in some way

As two tigers look alike at the circus

But the tamer knew which was elderly and which will play

God knew which planet needs mosquitoes

God knew where to put the lash of the eye

And i made up stories about a girl named Raven

One day she was a mermaid

Another day she could fly

My mother got tired of the raven stories

My father taught me how pencils can work

So my mother could fold laundry without incessant stories

And i developed a rhyming quirk

As the years went by i’d forgotten

Until SLIDERS came on the screen

Someone had the same similar thought

They just never forgot their own dream

And i remembered the reason i was writing

When i was sixteen or ten

Or five or fifteen or thirty

And i was writing again
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🦁 Nature's Classroom: Gentle Rhymes
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1. The Lion

The Lion is king of the tawny, dry plain, Where sun bakes the earth and the grass holds no rain. The savanna is home, where the thorn trees will stand, The powerful hunter that rules the whole land. He walks with the pride, where the challenge is met, And feeds on the zebra and fast antelope pet.





2. The Penguin

The Penguin lives cold where the icebergs will float, He wears a black jacket and a crisp white coat. The Antarctic shore is the home he must keep, Where deep in the ocean the fat fishes sleep. He dives in the water, so quick and so deep, And feeds on the small fish and tiny krill sweep.





3. The Elephant

The Elephant stands with the great, heavy foot, The largest on land, rooting down to the root. The African forest is where he must roam, The massive gray giant who makes it his home. He uses his trunk for the water and might, And feeds on the bark, the fruit, and the leaves that are right.

4. The Anteater

The Anteater walks with the long, pointed snout, And seeks out the mounds where the insects will sprout. The South American forest is where it must go, To find the small dinner it certainly must know. The tongue is quite sticky, the method is fast, It feeds on the termites and ants that are cast.





5. The Salmon

The Salmon is built for the struggle and swim, A difficult journey that tests every limb. The ocean is home, but the river is sought, Where life first began and the great lesson taught. It leaps from the water with silver and might, And feeds on the small shrimp and other fish light.





6. The Lizard

The Lizard is quiet, a master of heat, Lying still on the rocks to warm up its feet. The desert is home, or the tropical tree, A challenging region for all that we see. Its tongue darts out quickly to capture the fly, It feeds on spiders and bugs passing by.

7. The Wolf

The Wolf is defined by the sharp, social pack, They hunt through the deep woods and never look back. The forest is home, whether cold or quite deep, Where secrets and silence the wide mountains keep. They work as a team to take down the large prey, And feed on the moose, deer, or elk every day.





8. The Brown Bear

The Brown Bear is massive, a powerful sight, Who rises from slumber with morning's bright light. The mountain is home, or the woods near a stream, A challenging habitat, straight from a dream. He uses his paw to strike fish in the water, He feeds on the berries, the roots, and the trout he has caught her.





9. The Polar Bear

The Polar Bear lives where the snow never ceases, Where water is frozen and habitat freezes. The Arctic is home, where the ice cracks and moans, A master of cold on the beautiful zones. He waits by the hole where the breath he can see, And feeds on the seals and the whale that will be.

10. The Grizzly Bear

The Grizzly Bear stands where the mountains grow tall, A powerful animal that watches us all. The dense northern forest is where he must stay, And hunt through the twilight and rest through the day. He catches the salmon in fast-flowing stream, And feeds on the berries that fulfill his sweet dream.





11. The Iguana

The Iguana is famous for sitting quite still, A tropical lizard that sits on the hill. The dry Caribbean island is where he can roam, A colorful lizard who makes it his home. He basks in the sun and is patient and slow, And feeds on the leaves and the fruits that will grow.





12. The Alligator

The Alligator waits where the water is black, A powerful reptile that never looks back. The southern slow swamp is the place he must keep, Where deep in the moss the soft creatures will sleep. He opens his jaw with a fearsome, wide snap, And feeds on the fish, turtles, and creatures that trap.

13. The Wombat

The Wombat is known for the powerful dig, A short, stocky creature, both sturdy and big. Australia is home, where the land is quite dry, He sleeps in the tunnel beneath the clear sky. His teeth are like rodents', designed to gnaw, And feeds on the grasses and roots without flaw.





14. The Panda

The Panda is colored in black and in white
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