The Christmas Mountains ‘96
This is my place
Dew sits on the pine needles

And winged faeries play

Above the water

The sun shines warm

Through the trees

And it leaves coloured trails

Across my eyes as it

Flows down the sky

This is my place

The only sound is water

On the rocks and birds 

And squirrels leaping from

Tree to tree

It is calm here

I am calm here

My only worry is that

I have to go home

Eventually

This is my place.
