Winter and Spring

I’m sitting in my house, looking out of the window.

It’s warm in my house, outside it’s cold.

The land is covered with brown leaves, blown by the wind.

The trees look sick and dead and the grass is brown.

I’m sitting in my house and I’m thinking of spring.

The windows of my house are open, outside it’s warm.

The land looks completely new and the sun brings everything back to life.

The trees are reawakening from their apparent death and the grass is juicy and green.

I’m sitting in my house and I think to myself,

things often aren’t like they seem to be.

Every beginning needs an end and every end needs a beginning.
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