It begins with the sheen of a hoary frost,
A silvery coating that signals fall is lost.
Temperatures dip, the north wind blows,
Ice clings to trees as daylight slows.
Clouds hang heavy, laden with moisture,
Now Old Man Winter is a grim rejoicer.
So the wind bows, then bellows and howls,
Snow commences, Old Man Winter growls.
What once was green now becomes white,
This change of seasons, all feels quite right.
