‘Winter is here’
The towns become all quiet
The snow had killed the sound
Looking also blissful
Snow on open ground

Blizzards across the sky
Thunderstorms are in
Cities down and empty
The weathers on a win

Sledging on the hills
Making the most of it
Fingers numb and noses red
I think it’s time to quit

The snow has now stop falling
The paths of grueling ice
Slipping, Falling, Sliding
Of which I have done twice



