The snow

The snow has fallen last night,

Last night during my sleep,

All is nice and all is white,

All is clean, even the street.

Through the window, I can see,

Men and women with red nose. 

I think I am very lucky,

In my bedroom without noise,

Because, I am not cold,

And if I want, I can do,

Like the statue of gold,

Which is in the street too,

I can stand up on one foot,

Without fall like my brothers,

Because I am on a carpet of wool,

Not on the snow like the others.
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