Milo and the Lost Rain Boot

A SharkBoat Al Storybook



On a puddly path of leaves so bright,
Milo the raccoon trotted in delight.
He heard a tiny “squish” nearby,
And found one rain boot left behind.



The boot was blue with a shiny toe,
It waited by the reeds below.
Milo peeked inside, then said,
“Dear boot, who's lost you?” in his head.



He lifted it with gentle care,
And held it high in brisk, cool air.
Then down the path he softly went,
To find the feet the boot had meant.



PRI ET

A little duck passed by the gate,
And quacked, “l wore a pair today!
One slipped off near the muddy bend;
Could that be mine, my fluffy friend?”



Milo smiled and quickened pace,
He found two tracks in one wet place.
He followed them through maple red,
Till round a bend, the missing boot was led.



There stood the duck, all warm and yellow,
Waving with a cheerful “Hello!”
Milo said, “l found your mate;
Your rainy walk can now feel great!”



The duck slipped on the boot with cheer,
And stomped the puddles, splash and near!
Milo laughed, the sky turned gold,

As autumn’s evening air grew cold.



Together they walked home, side by side,
Beneath the trees so broad and wide.
A found thing shared can shine so bright,
And make a lonely path feel light.



