The Lake
Sun-split clouds of autumn mirrored on your glass

Billowing ‘gainst cool, blue heavens of grace.

It’s Highland, this lake its lovers long they last,

Carved there by mammoth glacier past efface.

Cool, clear waters ‘gainst a background of black,

Nourished by babbling brooks the hills surround.

Turn your bounty over for winter ice to crack

Then in spring open waters bring loons that sound.

Shores of sand, rock, an island lilies line

Bring fun, the summer short lest weather breaks.

Trees of oak, birch, maple abound with pine

Forming the perfect picture a postcard makes.
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