
Bare trees line the street,

The winter cold air nips at your feet.

Early morning your car stops still,

The meter runs up on your electricity bill.

The frosted pavement in the star struck night,

Glitters and gives off just enough light.

Sitting staring up at the sky,

Not so many birds fly by.

Looking at the stars up there,

Walking on ice, trying to take care.

A frost filled garden,

A beautiful lake, made to harden. 

