
Tommy, alone, with his nose to the glass,
Watched the boys in the park kick a can in the grass.

He could not understand, how without a new toy,
They were laughing and running and jumping with joy.

Like a statue he stood, just as still as could be,
Then his eye caught a glimpse of the Candy Stick Tree.
Beneath all the treats that hung high off the ground,
Sat two little girls, with a game they had found.


