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What the Woods Wish 

 
A gentle breeze, 

The murmuring stream. 

The whispering trees, 

And the sun's soft beam. 

 

The oaks wonder, 

Where are the children?  

Nobody plays under,  

The branches like back then. 

 

No one plays cuckoo,  

Or hide-and-seek. 

No one plays peek-a-boo,  

Nobody fishes in the creek. 

 

The trees and the birds say,  

That nothing is the same. 

Kids these days rarely play,  

Who is actually to blame? 

 

They all stay indoors,  

Addicted to the screen. 

Chatting and eating s'mores, 

Forgetting the great green. 

 

The coconut trees swish,  

And the nightjar calls. 

Oh, how the woods wish,  

The kids play outside walls. 
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