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Every night up in their beds, 

pillows fluffed beneath their heads, 

chicks are tucked beneath the sheetd. 

“Go to sleep, now,” Mama tweets. 

Mama kisses each dear child, 

but when she leaves . . . 
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 those chicks 

  run 

   wild! 

First they wiggle and they jump. 

Then they giggle and they thump. 

Playing, swaying in pajamas 

when they hear their tired mama. 
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All at once, the noisy riot 

disappears, and soon there’s quiet. 

Mama peeks inside and sees 

baby chicks, all catching zees. 
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But she catches feathers moving. 

Mama glowers, disapproving. 

Then she sighs. “Please close your eyes!” 

And she says her last good-byes. 
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One more kiss for each dear child, 

but when she leaves . . . 

 those chicks 

  run 

   wild! 

They count ONE, TWO, THREE, and FOUR! 

Then do cartwheels on the floor. 

When they somersault and leap— 

someone sees they’re not asleep. 
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Mama roars, “You’re all in trouble! 

Back in bed now, on the double!” 

Wings on hips, she warns those chicks, 

“No more games and no more tricks!” 

One quick peck for each sweet child, 

she slams the door . . . 
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 and chicks 

  run 

   wild! 

They begin a pillow fight 

in the middle of the night. 

As the feathers fill the air . . . 
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They see Mama standing there! 

“Baby chicks!” yells tired Mama, 

“Look at all this chicken drama. 

I would like an explanation. . . . 

Where is Mama’s invitation?”  
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Baffled chicks stare at each other. 

Should they dare invite their mother? 

Does she really want to play? 

“Come and join us!” they all say. 

Mama dances with each child. 

In the night . . . 
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 they 

  ALL 

   go 

    WILD! 
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In a squall of fluffy feathers, 

all the fowl sashay together. 

Mama shows them how to prance 

and how to do the chicken dance. 
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When the chicks begin to yawn, 

Mama clucks, “My dears, come on!” 

But the chicks fall to their knees, 

moaning, “Bedtime, Mama, please!” 
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Mama sees that they are weepy. 

Her sweet chicks are finally sleepy. 

So she puts away their things, 

holds her babies in her wings. 
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Chicks get tucked into their beds, 

pillows fluffed beneath their heads, 

cuddling underneath their sheets, 

no more stirring, no more tweets. 

One last kiss for each dear child. 

She leaves the room . . . 
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 And Mama runs WILD! 


