THE KEY
Shut the door take the key and turn.
Spring is windy, wet, grim and cold.
But when the sun shines we shall earn
Gaia adorned with cloak of gold.

The flower’s scents waft on the breeze,
Perfumed air assails the nose.
Trees gently sway on the green leas
Singing quietly as the wind goes.

Entrenched in the home, warmly clad,
Locked from such sights and sounds.
No scents or colours to be had.
Safe from the baying of Hell’s hounds.

But key unlocks so many things,
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