
Moonlight

When children go to bed,

Dreams swirling in their head.

The streets all fall quiet,

but in the woods, there is a riot.

Fireflies come out at night,

Shining really bright.

Owls hoot away,

While foxes stalk their prey.

Bats fly around,

Making a clicking sound. 

Everyone playing their own tune, 

Under the crescent moon.


