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Rain on Ground
I am clear, fresh, water and I am light as air
I wonder how I got here so quickly on the soft, sandy, ground?
I hear the sound of a lawnmower buzzing in my ears
I see people walking excitedly on the grey sidewalk
I want to know how long I’ll stay here in my beach hideout? 
I am clear, fresh, water and I am light as air
Snow Falling
I pretend like I’m skateboarding, twisting like a Tornado, through the air 
I feel homesick for my mother, back in Cloudville
I touch the white, fluffy, sky
I worry about smacking into another Cloud Village
I move like I’m dancing the Cha-Cha through the great unknown
I am snow falling through the Big Blue-Eyed sky
