
The Cave The cave mouth yawns,
Dark and wide,
Inviting us into its quiet, cool world.
We step in, careful,
The light fading behind us,
Leaving only shadows and echoes.

The walls glisten,
Wet and smooth,
As drops of water plink into hidden pools.
Stalactites hang like teeth,
Stalagmites rise like ancient towers,
Guarding the path.

In the quiet,
Our voices echo softly,
As the cave listens,
Its ancient silence
Holding secrets of its own.
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