The Magic Box

by P2M

I will put into the box
My baby sister's soft hair,

A cuddle, my puppy's fur.

Hard gem stones, a pom-pom.

A smooth new packet of football cards.

The soft fur of my teddies.

The cosy blanket on my bed.

The feel of sand, some smooth shells.

A hot water bottle, a comfy pillow.
I will put into the box
The bright sun, a snowman, a cupcake.

A cuddly cute rabbit, the colour red.

My mum and dad's wedding ring.

My glitter lamp, fireworks, my brother.

A rainbow, my friends, a picture of my mummy.

My jewellery, a cupcake, yellow butterflies.

I will put into the box
The smell of hot chocolate, vanilla and mint.

The smell of strawberry air freshener.

The smell of roses and poppies.

Strawberry soap, prawn cocktail crisps.

My hamster's hay and my mum's perfume.

The smell of gingerbread and fresh brownies.

I will put into the box
The taste of oranges and spaghetti.

A lollipop to lick.

The taste of sour sweets and licorice,

Fish and chips, sausages and roast chicken.

Apples, chicken nuggets, mangoes.

The taste of Christmas, granola and bubblegum.
I will put into the box
The tip-tap pitter patter of rain.

The sound of an ironing board opening.

The sound of the sea inside a shell.

The sound of the wind and a Little Mix song.

The sound of presents opening.

The squeak when I jump on my bed.

The flicking of pages of a book.

The sound of my bath running.

The sound of breezes on the shore,

The splat of waves, a waterfall, a thunder storm.

The sound of gentle music and rock music.

A football crowd cheering

A McLaren car engine vrooming.

