Michael Plasmeier

5/1/2004
P.D.:1/2

A river

One day I stumbled,

Upon a brook.

Down I tumbled,

I rolled down the hill.

The fish jumped above,

Heading down stream.

Then a bird flew past, a dove,

He was going down river.

I wonder were he went.

Then came a bear,

A brown growling creature.

Like the one over there!

Run far away!

I followed the river,

Down stream I went,

Then I found a Indian Giver.

He gave me a present,

And took it right back.

Then I came to a dam,

A big concrete rock.

If I were a clam,

Now I would hate that dam.

Next up was a pipe,

A brown, rusted thing.

It was of metal type,

It seemed blocked up,

By a few leaves

After that I saw a turtle,

A green-spotted one.

He said his name was Yertle,

Yertle the Turtle.

The river got wider,

It expanded to the side.

Then I saw a spider,

His web couldn’t reach across.

The river was to wide!

Then I saw a rabbit,

He was running along side.

He probably had a bad habit,

Of running across a road.

Then, the river turned to a lake,

My journey was over.

Then I saw one last snake.

And to think this all started,

When I stumbled upon a brook.







