Cry
It must be winter it’s raining cats and dogs
I pull on my overcoat go out and cut some logs

It should be colder I know it’s much too far

We live and breathe the same cold wind beneath the same cold stars

But you won’t be the one to cry you won’t be the one to cry

No matter what I do no matter what I try you won’t be the one to cry

It must be springtime the crocuses are up

I should be moving but I never know when to stop

I need your blessing and to know you feel secure

I need to tell you darling but I’ll never know for sure

It must be autumn I can feel the red and brown

I can taste the cold of winter come marching into town

I know it’s been a good year there was sorrow there was joy

Now we give it to each other for the girl and for the boy
