Spindle Tree
Mountains in May a secret place

To share this morning

And as we walk and talk and dream

We are seeing a picture of things too seldom seen

What a sight to behold wild flowers unfold

The waterfall is splashing

Washing away all the soil we had gathered

To get to this place

Stand beneath the spindle tree

I’m leaning into you

And you’re leaning back into me

I sing a song to you of falling

You sing a song to me of standing

‘Neath the spindle tree

But one thing is sure

As we descend this mountain

Seasons will change and so will we

Summer will fall into winter

Where does that leave Me

Chorus

Why does it have to be Falling

It’s only falling if one chooses not to lean

I’d like to think that we are standing

Standing ‘neath the spindle tree

Nature cannot turn time

And summer cannot change back to spring

And for me with you the same is true

But I don’t want to fall

Not even into love

Chorus

