A'mmg Four Walls:

Lnugkter. Footsteps. King!
wat; Ve come far me.
The neigfdmrkaad is AWAKke.

First day of summer.

S}JZMR!

Into the pool.

The days of sharks and minnows, knockout, And sunbathing have
only just hgun.

Like %ra(s, we flack to the SWing set.

“What game are we plasying today?”

Autumn nftemaan.

Whoosh! Screech!

The school bus comes to a stop.

A wave of children flow out.

Backpacks flung in the midst of the street.

In minutes we qather in the yard with rakes.

“Lenf }Jile! ”

We scream like animals as we cannonball Into the leaves.

Flurries of snow the m’g[tt Imfare.

A weekend in winter.

Bundled vip in endless Lavers,

With skis and sleds in hand, we climp the hill.
Vroom! The plow creates a pile of snow for our fort.
Stocked up on snowballs, someone shouts
“SNOWBALL FIGHT!”

With wet clothes and red noses,



It is time far hot chocolate.

&f»ir}y.’ S}Jring has sprung.

Building the qo-kart and plaving Chinese Jumyp rope,
Along with my infameus dance shows.

“Girls versus Bm;s! ? “Rematch!”

Soccer gAmES Consume us.

“Those teams aren’t fm'r! ”

Someone nlumgs quits.

A yawn. Eves close slowly. Sigh!
They've all gone home.
The mzigf&arkaaa( is asleep.
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