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I wake up in the early morning,

Feeling heavy and weak,

I pull aside my curtains,

And the landscape looks so bleak.

The trees are not the same,

Stripped of leaves and fruit,
The colours are so dreary,

And the sound is almost mute.

A blanket of ice layers the ground,

Bathed in a winter light,

The sleet beats the window,

And the fog descends at night.

But inside the fire’s blazing,

My mother is sipping tea,

My thoughts then turn to Christmas,

With presents, baubles and tree.
