
She was happy
 

She was happy.

She was mid morning, strawberry covered oatmeal.
She was barefoot, raindrop dancing.
She was crisp, white bed sheets.
She was crystal, glossy wide-eyed smiles.
 
She was happy.
 
She was follow your dreams to nowhere. 
She was jolly mistletoe in the summertime. 
She was sizzling vegetables on an iron pan.
She was pure laughter in the dead of night.
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