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The small brook,

with a small waterfall feeding it,

nestled in the leafy,

tree overhung,

rocks,

there, on the edge of the wood.



Its sounds,

small,

and muffled,

there,

at the edge,

of the forest.



It didn't flow swiftly,

it just wandered there,

minding its own business,

quietly,

but cheerfully.



Home to some small fish,

and some tiny crawfish,

they vied for supremecy,

amongst themselves,

and fought over the food,

as winter approached.



The ducks came by,

but few landed there,

the nearby lake,

was much broader,

and had more food.



None stopped long enough to note,

the tiny morsels,

that quivered,

at the bottom of the pond.



The small waterfall,

masqued their movements,

in the small pond,

at its base.



Gray clouds,

mustering in the Northern horizons,

brought cold breezes,

and small patches of ice,

to the little pond.



But it never froze over,

well, at least,

not often,

it being,

just a distance,

below the normal freezing zone,

of that continent,

too near,

a warmer clime,

than was necessary,

to freeze it solid.



So it and its creatures,

were safe,

mostly.



For they abided there,

in the Fall Waters,

of a small pond.

