Years Gone by, Nature to I 
When I was seven,
 Nature was a symphony
The trees were the background music
Fabulous flowers were the violins
Green grass stepped on was the bass
    And the birds were the singers

When I was eight,
  Nature was a peaceful mini concert
The crickets were cricket chirping here and there
The deer's hooves tapping and rattling as they run
The branches of a tree 
Swiftly moving with the wind 
Alongside a beautiful butterfly
Flying is the bright sky

When I was nine,
The birds were all singing and chirping
They were here
Just so near


[bookmark: _Int_mNesXMpA]At the moment,
Nature has no part in my life, 
“So be it” I say to myself
And yes, I know the impact my phone has on me;
“Okay then, fine, I’ll go outside for a minute” I think to myself, not minding the nature around me

In my future
I know that I’ll ignore the rustling leaves,
[bookmark: _Int_2ffasIrj]I know I won’t even make an effort for it
I know I’ll regret it;
And that I’ll despise myself for it

As I become old, 
I hope I’ll realize;
All that I’ve chosen to leave behind
In my next life
I hope I’ll cherish nature
As I should be







 

