
A tissue of frost laces the ground,

Out in the street there isn’t a sound,

I walk on down the street,

All I can hear are the leaves under my feet,

Bare trees,

All around,

There is not a wild animal to be found,

Animals hibernate,

Birds migrate.

Winter Days, Winter Days.

The icy wind nips my skin,

All the elderly are bullied in,

The frozen canal has a layer of ice dense, thick and cold,

Surely this must have been the coldest day ever.

So I’ve been told.

Winter Days, Winter Days.
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