[ll. Autumn lullabye

(October Suite)

Your hands are so small | can't believe the size of them.
Someday they will pick milkweed seeds and hold them to the wind.

Your hands are so pale, almost translucent.

Someday they will gather bright autumn leaves and fallen sycamore balls.
Your hands are tiny clenched fists.

Someday they may comfort a tired child.

Quite slow, with a very flexible rhythm
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Autumn Lullabye
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