


Birdie Nuthatch’s chicks 
chirped from tree to green tree;

the pond brimmed anew 
where Harry Bass swam with glee.

Golden sparkles of sunlight kissed the flowers 
as HoneyBee made pollen cakes 

fresh from the showers.

She felt sad,
though the day twinkled pristine;

and all last night, 
rain washed Newman Forest clean.

Butterflies wakened from their shedding cocoons;
gray squirrels played tag 

with black-masked raccoons.
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The forest fairies 
all played hide-and-go-squeak; 

the breeze lit up with their sweet, tiny speak.
Even George Rabbit, the neighborhood grump, 
had a skip in his hop and was out of his slump.

While the sun smiled brightly, 
Petalwink pouted.

Her friends’ spirits soared sprightly 
                             . . . but she doubted. 
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