Strawberry

By M Torrani

I bite into my strawberry.

It smiles back at me,

With tiny sharp teeth.

Sweet-sour juice

Plays in my mouth. 

Too soon it floats away.

April Rain
By M Torrani

The rain taps, taps me on my head, 

As I walk my dog.

“Wake up!” the rain whispers.

I whisper back,

“Where is Spring?

Will you wake up the flowers too?”
A Rug

By M Torrani

In our classroom there is a magic carpet,

That flies us to faraway places.

Our teacher is the pilot.

She opens a book

And off we go!
