
Grieve not the passing of the seasons, 

The birthing of Spring, 

The fullness of Summer, 

The harvest of Autumn, 

The solitude of Winter. 

For such is the way of all Life’s seasons. 

Now as trees shed their red and gold raiment, 

Lifting bare limbs to the heavens in surrender, 

And fields lie ready for the harvesting, 

So too, let us sing in gratitude for blessings, 

Given in wild abundance by the gracious God of all our seasons. 
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