Autumn

If I were a tree I’d stand quite still,
It wouldn’t be fun or be a thrill.
I would have no eyes, no nose and no ears 

And I wouldn’t have any fears.
If I were a leaf I’d be quite small,
And in Autumn I would fall.
I would have no eyes, no nose and no ears,
But I would have some fears!
One would be, being chased by a tree, 

Or a mighty oak falling on me.

Two would be, in Autumn time,

Gliding down,
And hitting the ground.
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