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If this puddle could 

talk, I think it would tell me 

to splash my sister. 

 

Mosquito lands on 

my cheek. I try to slap her,  

but I just slap me. 

 

From underneath the 

leaf pile, my invisible 

brother is giggling. 

 

How many million  

flakes will it take to make a 

snow day tomorrow? 


