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The willow weeps its fears away,
The fear of death and dying.
It must accept its act of decay.

A long life it lived basking in the sun’s ray,
Within its warmth, the willow smiling.
Now the willow must weep its fears away.

For all its life, it wanted to delay
Stiff branches, dead leaves—still denying.
But today, it must accept its act of decay.

The day is glum, the skies gray,
The shriveled willow sighing.
It continues to weep its fears away.

The reaper appears, today’s the day
The willow soul’s resigning.
It must accept its act of decay.
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“Make it quick” the willow strains.
The reaper’s scythe comes down, shining.
The willow no longer weeps its fears away,
For it has accepted its act of decay.
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