Cmon

N chis STORY 1T'S WINTERTIME,
(Juiet snowrlakes silver chimes —
Roor edge 1cicles windswepe dripes,

Somecimes hurc on OuR wWay,
So help each ocher everyday.

I ceep mouncaing mesas cUffs.
; (ace night skies sparkic afaR,
People unsh on shooting scars —

ourRe & friend chere's no denying,
Anocher cthing you keep on crying —
Kind co ochers you do your casks,

Notching coo hard ever asked.

]n his cocoon che cacerpillar sighed,
Jusc Uke us he had co decide —
(Uhac co look Uike wiho o be,
(LUhatc he would really Uke co sce.




