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Time is an old man, some say

He lives in the mountains to the east

His beard is made of pines,

And his breath is the winter wind

Those he loves are wrinkled and withered,

Like dry leaves in a flame

They speak in tongues and know many things,

For time whispers words to them in sleep

He makes the winter spring,

Bringing life in the wake of death

But time is a fickle friend,

And always takes back what he gives

Time is a young man, some say

He rides the backs of buffalo and hollers with glee

He chases after pretty girls,

Stealing their youth and beauty

He makes young children grow to be fools

He confuses the elderly’s minds

He changes boys to men,

And young girls to mothers

Time is a grown man, some say

He guides people through life with a steady hand

Easily angered, his eyes flash in lightning,

And his war cries come through thunder

Bringing gifts of wisdom he comes,

And teaches songs and dances to people

But time is a fickle friend,

And always takes back what he gives

