My Cove

I’m in my cove, I’m in my cave 
It’s not a hovel, it’s my place

Its my den where I can hide 

Do my work and plan my life 

It’s the place where dreams come true

It’s the place where I love you 

Hut concealed on the edge of the field

Unexplored where I don’t yield 

This isn’t lazy or sloth inside 

This is the secret place I hide

This is the tent between two chairs 

Or caravan hammocks and stairs 

Cushioned buildings making forts 

Of which we are the overlords 

This is the treehouse I set sail 

I am a pirate fairytale 

Upon the water, my boat and me 

Better vantage point, I climb the tree

This is the place where I can wonder 

And nurture me in place of thunder 

This is the quiet place I run 

Where touch of ground is soft and fun 

Just like bedside against the wall 

Under blankets I’m ten foot tall 

Safe in here from any danger 

Lies this adventure seeking ranger 

