Summer Evening Toast

Gales a blowin', batten down the hatches.

All about the harbor and the sound

people are lightin' candles with their matches,

as the rain upon the roofs does pound.

The storm sent the winds a howling

whirling, leaf filled, and wild.

Now the weather is a fowling.

Gone, the warm breezes blowing mild.

Our creek out back is pregnant swollen.

Sailors out front do sail with care.

Even my beloved, with face a sullen 

sits idly by the window and stares.

The storm has set the sky a fountain

scattering every bird from low to high

until everyone crouches, even the mountain.

She beside me lets out a saddening sigh.

Autumn with her gold and scarlet comes

to part the leaves with cold winds a proddin'.

It's goodbye to the daisies, hello to mums

as the trees wave 'so long' with a noddin'.

Water from the morning dew

has filled the glaucous fruit just so.

And when they turn the perfect purple hue,

it's to the presses they quickly go.

Let's finish summer, what is left so brief,

with the fruit of green and deepest burgundy.

By taking of the vine and turning leaf,

let us enjoy the vineyards bounty.

Let us drink of grief, for summer's passed

and, of our golden skin and hair of light.

Let's dream the next, that it might ever last.

Let us raise a toast, with the red and white.  
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