Seasons

The cold breeze blowing on my face,

The white snow sparkling before my eyes,

The laughing children building snowmen on the lawn.

Out on a journey among winter seasons;

I shan’t be gone long – you come too.

The moist breeze blowing on my face,

The colorful flowers blooming before my eyes,

The useful children planting trees in the garden.

Out on a journey among spring seasons;

I shan’t be gone long – you come too.

The hot breeze blowing on my face,

The blue waves splashing before my eyes,

The running children playing tag down the sidewalk.

Out on a journey among summer seasons;

I shan’t be gone long – you come too.

The warm breeze blowing on my face,

The red and brown leaves falling before my eyes,

The children raking leaves in the yard.

Out on a journey among autumn seasons;

I shan’t be gone long – you come too.
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