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I.

In a field I stand before a stand of mature
trees,

oak, buckeye, spruce, and maple,

captivated by summer’s last humid breeze;

and I open my soul to your arrival,

as the night air grows chill,

at last, at last—

and with a certain
thrill,

the leaves green up in crowns bold

and out on limbs bent and old,

I yearn to watch them turn en masse to coppery
gold

as if by some alchemical means

or perhaps some painter’s vivid scheme.

And I bid summer’s monolithic green adieu,

while I thank it for its many lush views;

but now I welcome you, Autumn, and your glorious
hues.

By your canopies and panoplies of autumnal fire,

to this poet’s muse, volumes you inspire.

II.

But forgive me, Autumn, if I pepper my poem

with additional asides;

it’s only of admiration of your coppery tides.

A mere mortal am I;

you—an instrument of
Mother Nature and thus divine—

inspire the muse;

your name, with my quill, I’ll try not to abuse:

Here along the countryside,

vegetation and animals symbiotically collide:

weeds, flowers, and trees,

deer, butterflies, and bees.

Oasis from the asphalt jungle.

III.

Now in early October,

the evenings grow long

as the days grow short,

I sense a foreknowing; a prescience is in the
air.

Flocks of birds begin their southerly migration,

and squirrels gather their acorns for
hibernation.

And by the harvest moon,

farmers reap their wheat and corn (planted in
June.)

Over the ground, there arises a damp, old-earthy
smell

and an expectation in the very trees of the dell:

Soon our foliage shall come to turn

to glorious hues that eager eyes burn:

golden yellow to bronze or scarlet or crimson,

ever-shifting, kaleidoscopic prism;

and we shall stand like gods admired

for deeds that bring beauty inspired.

IV.

With nary a flap of an outstretched wing,

an ample crow, hovering, sailing, riding the wind,
establishes himself king of the blue-pastel sky,

as cotton galleons in the backdrop sail on by, sail
on by.

So billowy and white are they;

you forget soon they’ll turn grey.

Somewhere amid the forest, a red-tailed squirrel
scampers

up a tree, gathering acorns in his hamper;

and while he scampers and scampers, another twig to
the moist ground falls;

and in the distance, a crow or a raven caws and caws
and caws.

Time is the great transformative agent

fostering this grand colorful pageant,

and I’m but an awed spectator, and I applaud.

Bravo! Such is the magnitude of this show.

It steals your breath with every episode.

V.

But, O Autumn, as your leaves turn,

you must know how my poet’s heart yearns

to capture your drama with my pen.

But words often escape me,

or is it that you simply defy

all but a chosen few masters’ eyes?

In this spacious dell,

at twilight under your fiery
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