November

Text: Elizabeth Gmeyner
Music: Elizabeth LeBret
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Gold - en light is turn - ing grey, mists  be - gin to rule the day.
Through the field  the far - mer goes, seeds of ri - pened corn he sows;
For he knows that warmth and light live there hid - den from our sight;
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Bare the trees their bran - ches lift; clouds of dead leaves  earth - ward drift.
Trusts the earth will hold it warm, shel - ter it from cold and harm.
And be-neath ' a shel - tering wing, deep be-low  new life  will spring!
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Deep - be-low, deep be - low new life will spring.



