
The Playground

The playground yawns awake each day,
A giant stretching in the grey.
Its chalk-lined smile, its skipping beat,
Its heartbeat echoes under feet.
At breaktime, laughter shakes the ground,
The slide squeals out a joyful sound.
The climbing frame begins to sing,
The roundabout spins like a carnival ring.
When the bell cries out, the giant sleeps,
Dreams of games the playground keeps.
Till morning comes with shouts anew —
The playground wakes... and so do you.
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