Me and My Father

My father could be sweet,

Sweet as a laffy taffy.

We sit in the car for minutes;

It feels like seconds.

Air is blowing through the window,

I can smell the grassy air.

The birds are flying, kids are playing,

We are talking.

Playing kids feel the woodchips,

I feel sticky;

Sticky from the candy,

Candy from my father.

The sky is blue, the sun is bright,

Time is flying.

The bell has rung,

I have to go to my kindergarten class.

I give my father a hug,

And go on with my day.
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