The 4 ½ Seasons

1. Something Starts To Fall (First Winter) 

Arms and hands reach up and down

with bony fingers to the ground and sky of gray and bitter cold.

The frost has bitten the trees clear through,

You and me, too.

But something is happening.

Something starts to fall.

The snow is falling to the ground,
The world is quiet crystal sound

That passes into and through

The clear night air.

2. You May Want To Stop and Look Around You (Spring)

The dull, aching rain that chills

Remains, then passes on to farther fields.

And arms and hands reach up and down,

Too numb, cold, and gray,

It will always be that way:

Never-ending older cold and gray.

But you may want to stop and look around you,

For the sun begins to feel a little warmer,

The days begin to stay a little longer,

And you may want to stop and look around you.

And you may want to rise and feel the sunshine,
And breathe the air that warms the world around you,

And feel the green that’s growing all around you,

And listen for the new sounds.

3. Today I’m In Love With The Sky (Summer)
Some days were simply made for running

Through the hills and field,

I’m running up to the sky,

Today I’m in love with the sky.

Lying, watching clouds lazily drifting by,

I’ll do all my running over the clouds,

Today I’m in love with the sky.

Some summer thunderstorms

Coming on a day like today explain

Why there’s still such a lot to be said

For being too crazy to come out of the rain.

Live your life in summer nights,

The gentle breeze beneath the trees,

That soothes and heals,

For summer days are getting quite intense.

4. Even As They Turn (Autumn)

Time to stop and wonder

In a different world of air

As all things pause before

They set the sky on fire.

In gold, in bronze,

And gold, and bronze,

They set the sky on fire,

And even as they turn, they fade, and fall.

And the winds and rains are coming…

In gold, in bronze,

And gold, and bronze,

They set the sky on fire,

And even as they turn, they fade, and fall.

And even as they turn, they fade…

5. You…Now (Second Winter)

It was long ago.

New winters saw me here, then,

But you were nowhere near, then,

And you have found the time, now,

But I do not belong to me anymore,

And it was long ago.

But something crosses over time,

Something moves that I no longer see,

It’s all that’s left to know of me, then,

When I was reaching out for you, now.
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