Moonflowers for the Night

A SharkBoat Al Storybook



A little fox dug in the ground, so neat and deep,
For moonflowers soft that woke from sleep.
An owl watched close with eyes so wise,
And hummed a tune beneath the skies.



The fox dropped seeds with careful care,
And patted soil so smooth and fair.
The owl said, "Slow things often grow
Into the brightest blooms we know."



They shared a pail, a hoe, a rake,
And watered each row for the flower's sake.
The night breeze swayed the blades of grass,
Like silver song that loved to pass.



The moon looked down from up so high,
And painted pearls across the sky.
"These seeds will dream," the owl replied,
"And glow one day with gentle pride."



By day they rested, tucked in shade,
While warm, soft rain on petals played.
By night they peeked with patient cheer,
To greet each sprout that might appear.



Then tiny stems began to rise,
Like little ladders toward the skies.
The fox clapped paws and cheered with joy,
"Hooray for every growing boy!"



The buds grew round and pale and bright,
And opened slow by moonlit night.
Moonflowers glowed like cups of cream,
In soft, sweet light that matched a dream.



The fox and owl sat side by side,
With hearts all warm and eyes open wide.
"Kind hands," said owl, "and patient care
Can make a little magic there."



