Nature Lullaby
Silk among the cornfields out there in the night,

Listen to them whisper as the breeze blows by.

Dewdrops on the meadows, star-drops in the sky…

Look at how they twinkle, out there in the night.

Hear the cricket choir out there in the night,

Singing, ever singing wordless lullabies.

“Whoo?” would dare intrude here,

And never wonder why?
Heed the message hidden in the hoot-owl’s cry.

The music of the wildlands is a simple, haunting sigh.

Many people miss it, out there in the night.

But every nightly chorus and every night-bird’s cry

Is woven in the cloth of nature’s lullaby.

In the night you’ll find your freedom, 

In the night you’ll find your peace.

In the night you’ll find the things you want to do.

In the night you’ll find a magic world

Of shimmering, sparkling wonders…

And things you thought impossible are true.

In the night is the time when you’ll find you.

Help keep it here so the next generation can hear it too.

