
In the heart of emerald halls, where shadows
dance, There lies a realm untouched, in verdant

trance.
 A canopy of ancient giants, towering high, 

Whispers tales of earth, reaching for the sky.

Within this haven, secrets softly breathe, 
In every rustling leaf, a story beneath. 

A symphony of life, in every hue, 
Where each creature plays its role, tried and true.

Through winding trails and streams that softly
flow, 

The forest weaves its magic, a timeless show. 
Mysteries lurk in every shadowed glen,
 As light filters through the leafy den.

In twilight's embrace, the forest sighs, 
Underneath the moon's enchanting eyes. 
A sanctuary where souls find solace deep,

 In the embrace of nature's silent keep.

Beneath the boughs, where time stands still, 
A symphony of silence, a tranquil thrill. 

Here, in the heart of nature's grand design, 
We find our souls entwined with the divine. 

In every rustle, every gentle breeze,
 We're reminded of life's profound mysteries. 
For in this forest, where dreams take flight, 

We find our sanctuary, bathed in nature's light.
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