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The Hues of the Hill

It’s sunset,

And I’m with my pet.

Sitting on a bench at the top of the hill,
Looking at the smoke produced by the mill.

While admiring the Oak, Fern and Willows,

I enjoyed some chocolates and marshmallows.
Clouds surround the snow-covered mountain,
I think the rain will pour like fountain.

The sky went orange to grey,

Still the flying bird waiting for its prey.
Little raindrops on the Pine,

On my pet and me, it’s fine.

When the thunder strike,

I thought to go home on my bike.
The cafe on the hilltop,

Was forcing me to stop.

Hot coffee and raindrops on the window glass,
Reminds me of my piano class.

After hours of downfall,

The rain finally stopped and blessed all.
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