You are a poet!

Finish these poems about geology by filling in the blanks.

A rock is like a recipe—

More than dirt and grime.

It’s minerals of many sorts,
Pushed or cooked through

It may have quartz or biotite
(That flat, black, flaky stuff)

Or feldspar—a large family—
Which can be or rough.
Minerals: ingredients.

So many kinds there are!

Mixed and baked until they make
A rock granola !

Do you know the three

Rock types there can be?
Igneous, sandstone, and then
The last: metamorphic

With stripes less or more thick
From squeezing again and
Igneous: from

Hot they come,
Earth’s mantle as trickle or roar.

But sandstone starts cool

Because as a rule

It’s been pressed on the ocean’s deep
So hot, cold, or changed

And oft rearranged,

We even can say that they roam.
Let’s keep learning of them

While walking above them

For the rocks of the earth are our

time/smooth/bar/again/magma/floor/home
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