
?The Crisp Chill o f A u t u m n Air"

The cr isp chill o f a u t u m n air

W h e n the w o r l d is turn ing h o p e f u l

A n d the sunset leaves u p o n the grass

The sky is turn ing pu rp le

The viv id colors o f a u t u m n trees

A w a k e a n e w b e g i n n i n g

A n d the first days w h e n schoo l lets o u t

A n d all t he bells are r ing ing

The s w e e t l a u g h t e r o f ch i l d ren

Running w i l d o n t h e grass

A n d w a t c h i n g the sun set o v e r t he l a k e

Is this t rue l o v e a t last?

The dusky sky o v e r the trees

The air is g e t t i n g c o l d e r

A u t u m n fe l t l ike it w o u l d last f o r e v e r

But w in te r ' s g e t t i n g b o l d e r

The first s n o w falls o n the g r o u n d

A n d n o w the trees a r e b a r e

There will b e m o r e a u t u m n s to c o m e

As l o n g as h o p e is t h e r e


