Shy Kitten and Cricket at Dusk

A SharkBoat Al Storybook



At dusk on the porch, the swing rocked slow,
A kitten and cricket began to glow.
The sky turned rosy, the evening grew sweet,
As they shared one small swing and two tiny seats.



The kitten looked down, then peeked with care,
While the cricket hummed a soft little air.
The old swing creaked in a sleepy, light song,
And both little friends felt cozy and strong.



A moth drifted past in a silvery loop,
The cricket gave a cheerful, tiny chirp-soup.
The kitten let out a small, surprised purr,
And the swing made a gentle, comforting blur.



They watched as the first star began to shine,
Like a tiny lamp hung in the dusk so fine.
The kitten grew braver and sat a bit near,
For warm little company banished all fear.



The cricket tapped rhythm with a dainty front leg,
The kitten swayed softly and dreamed without pegs.
Their worries grew lighter, like leaves in the breeze,
As twilight wrapped porch and the old willow trees.



A lantern was lit with a golden-lace glow,
And shadows danced slowly and kindly below.
The kitten smiled shyly, then blinked at the light,
While the cricket kept humming, so tiny and bright.



B EN Y

The moon climbed high and the night felt near,
But on their little swing, all was safe and clear.
With one last soft chirp and a sleepy purr-song,
They leaned into bedtime where friends both belong.



Now hush, little porch, with your crickets and stars,
Your whispers can travel through night from afar.
The kitten and cricket are cozy and sweet,
Rocking in dreams on a swing in retreat.



