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The vole scampered west

to a creek with some moss

his fun did not end
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The chatter died down

as he stood there and listened

at cranky old shrew
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Earlier in the woods

on a day like today

the little vole Arlo
went off to play

He was following his mom
through the forest that day

but fell far behind
for friends and for play...

Voles are small rodents related to lemmings, muskrats and hamsters,
in the subfamily Arvicolinae. There are approximately 155 different
species of vole, many in North America.
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lowers were wild

and singing their song

Their perfume was pleasant

It wasn't too strong

That's as far as | ge
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Arlo said good night and climbed into bed

His mother bend over
and kissed his small head

After reading a story
of adventure and fun

She tucked him in tight
For this day was done
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The beetleignored him |

and just.carried on
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ABOUT THE AUTHOR

John’s career as a public environmental science educator,
anthropologist, archivist, exhibition designer and writer
spans over thirty years. When not complaining about his
back, he volunteers to model orthopedic footwear in his
spare time. John lives in the twenty-first century on the
third planet from the sun, alone and in squalor, in an over-
priced California rental, with a broken bathroom mirror.

He's dreaming of having a home of his own someday with
furniture where he can write, and eventually get a kayak
and a maybe find love. He also dreams of being able to
go to the beach, without having to fend off roving bands
of wooks that steal his hats.

You can contribute to John's simple dreams or find
extras and clues, including a call for fan art
for his other published works
by visiting
www.viralmedicinces.com

He will love you for it
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e played en%ugh there

Just five minutes mo‘tﬁé
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I'd be getting hc:ne Arlo

If | were you
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village he knew
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It was almost his bedtime

'." there would be some concern
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He rolled on the moss

so soft, bouncy and green
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ch way did she go?
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a& you nice beetle
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~ for being polite
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- and have a nice bite
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wenio the west over an hour or so...
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The vole stopped his play

ened this time
', &
I'm heading home now

and promise no whine .

| was not in a hurry
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for little protectors of Earth
in the making

This is a work of fiction. Animals, trees, rocks, plants, locales and
incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used
in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual critters, living or
dead, or actual places or events is purely coincidental.
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END PART TWO
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eating my lunch
you came about
madé me spit up
u started to'shout

Your mother was near
and | know she was here . "I

She said hey, how ya doin? * s
How are ya, my dear?+ G
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You can dream of your friends
as you sleep in your nest

I see that your belly is really quite round
You've eaten well from the gifts of the ground

So go wash your face
and please wash your hands

They're dirty from play
and from running around





