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Early morning skies, pinkish clouds overhead;

I keep thinking about home and my bed.

A voice breaks the silence, someone shouts with glee:

“I just found a crinoid plate. You all come and see.”

A brachiopod here, a gastropod there;

People are finding stuff everywhere.

So why is every place I look so bare?

I did not see it. Someone else did.

A three-inch trilobite, complete with head.

Cheryl is walking where I just walked;

She grabs up a cephalopod as I watch in shock.

I look under rocks; I look around rocks;

I even stop for a moment to pull rocks from my socks.

I can’t, for the life of me, see what they see.

And Adam, just now, gets a pyritized shell next to me.

I slip on a rock, lose my chisel in a hole;

While digging it out – well, what do you know!

Three perfect fluorite cubes – the sparkly kind.

Most amazing of all – they are all MINE!!!

“How’d you like your first trip?” someone asks in a while.

“Oh, I liked it just fine!” I say with a smile.

* * * *

The thrill of discovery, where to begin?

Suffice it to say . . . just count me in!

