The Wind

Oh icy breeze among the trees you wisp around my aching knees

You stole away the crimson leaves, whose lustre on my mind did ease

They twist and turn and hoover up like a tornado in a cup

Way up into elusive sky to drop and some times blind the eye

Your’re constant like the ebb of time and always there and do remind

Me as a child in fields of corn, still today you blow your horn

To frighten me in bed at night, still be my friend to fly my kite

Up into a sky of blue, I can still remember you

You blast and churn the naked trees that dance and wobble on their knees

To the whistle of the song and whine of pylons whispering to the moon

Whining lines at night would haunt and thoughts of ghosts, my sleep to taunt

t’was not the cold that made me shiver, your eerie voice’s sounding quiver

A rustle in the hedgerows and a rattle of the panes

You’re trying quite politely to spell and call my name

Helicopters smoking pipes of sycamore’d acorn

The call of gonging chestnuts on my bonnet in the morn

To tell me and remind me of Autumn here and past

A sad and blustery notion, that life, it doesn’t last

All’s not lost in early nights when pumpkin’s here the soul to fright

For Winter comes with hope and ice, Oh twinkling memories, Oh Silent Night

Oh icy breeze round Christmas trees, does my love, lie in a sleigh

But bristle round a manger, where God’s love sleeps on hay

You feed the fire to give the warmth, the need of love and light
You are the wind, my Lord’s gift to raise a dove to flight
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