The fag (,eeps on fa[[mg zfoum ﬁarsﬁ[y,
It’s winter time,

No flowers,

No hunt,

No fun,

No sun,

No blue s@

Nothing, to make me fme e
It only maKes me cry. . _Ealinap amees S5 Cuae

 It’s gone the green of the fields,
s gone the eagle of the mountains,
 It’s gone the gry of the hills, -
 It’s gone the water of the fountains. /|

It ﬂas come the mgﬁt

The [y/itmng, P
The thunders, my fear, -
That’s what I feel,
It’s come tﬁe age ofmy tlin[[

_ Loo@’ng 'tﬁfadrgﬁ tﬁé window g[;,gs -
My sorrow mixes with the ram, Sivet rus
- OAk! Lord, what a mess!
, ‘Iﬁe mm, t/ie fag, am{ myp 2in

Loneliness, darkness, and rain, -
All of them I always complain+ onarie o
Emptiness, blindfold, and co[z{ness, -

This is only to explain my pain. .

Under my ragged sheet,
Think about a thick pullover,
Don’t Know how to heat my feet,
Until the winter is over.




