
Baby It’s Cold Outside

When the temperature drops to 3 degrees
my nose turns blue and I start to sneeze;
Although some say that Winter’s fun
I'm sure that it's not for everyone.

  When I'm out and about I over-dress
  just for comfort, not to impress
  I look like a Yeti; my step is slow
  I'm dressed for the snowfields;
  without the snow

From Autumn's start to Winter's end
the Electric-Blanket is my friend
Then I snuggle down to ease the chill
and I save a mint on my Heating Bill

I make sticky date puddings and hearty stews
and catch the weather report after the news
Then I plan my week to do as I please
to dodge the predictions of an arctic freeze

Sometimes at night I pray for the sun
and I dream of the beach and of having fun.
And I frolic around as I did the days
when I took my board to surf the waves

Then I remember the sunburn; that came with the heat;
and those hot summer days when the sand burned my feet;
of the times when I parked my car under the tree;
perhaps Summer's really not the season for me?

Now as I end this ode, I'm looking forward to Spring;
when the grass is greener and the birdies sing;
when my step is gay and my dress is light
Oh yes Spring is the time...
when the weather’s just right.

Or is it???
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