
In the quiet forest deep, where ancient trees their secrets keep.
Branches reach with silent grace, echoes of this hidden place.

River flows, a silver stream, reflecting stars that softly gleam.
Deer appear, their steps so light, dancing in silver light.

Sun descends with golden hue, casting shadows, day is through.
Nighttime falls, a velvet shroud, stars above, a tranquil crowd.
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Internal RhymePOETRY:

Directions:
Read this poem. Underline the words that rhyme within each line.  Write
the rhyming words you find in the box below. 


