Wait for Me 
So thus the gentle rain of springtime falls

Falling from the world of yesterday

Is it then the summer of life that calls

Or just a memory

You walk beside me and you hold my hand

Was it you? Or maybe so it seems

Then you walk into another land

A land I only find in dreams

But when the white clouds fade to eventide

And all the world we see is still.

Somewhere there’s a star on which to glide

To help us climb back on that hill

To hold my hand and walk together again.
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