The Merry Band

Kare Strong

In a misty far-off land, faeries dance in Autumn’s hand

To the ground gold dust floats, from their brightly shimmering coats
The dust is filled with songs and lore, from the faery days of yore

It falls upon a heaping mound, of nuts the squirrels hid in the ground

Chorus

A golden glow in the twilight hour, settles upon each stone and flower
They leave gold dust everywhere. Faeries love so much to share

Winter comes and they can’t find, the tasty food they left behind
The squirrels search here and there, but faery dust is everywhere
Then from the dust comes a lilting song. It draws them to where they belong
They dig and dive and find their mound, beneath the gold dust on the ground

Chorus

“Skiddle-ey winks!” they all shout, as they scurry all about

“There are sparkles in our seeds. It’s delicious!” they all agreed
Feasting underneath the tree, their tummies fill with melody

and plump on faery lore they grow. Lots of stories now they know

Final chorus

If you come upon this land, you will meet a merry band
squirrels with soft fur of gold, dancing to the songs of old

In a misty far off land, faeries dance in Autumn’s hand
To the ground gold dust floats, from their brightly shimmering coats
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