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PREFACE
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There is a month that does not ask permission to be beautiful.

It arrives without announcement, turns the world amber and crimson and gold, and then — before you have finished looking — begins to let it all go. October is the most honest month. It does not pretend that things last. It shows you exactly how magnificent something can be in the act of ending.

This book was born from that honesty.

Thirty-one days. Thirty-one images. Thirty-one poems. One for each day of a month that has always known something the rest of the year pretends not to — that beauty and loss are not opposites. They are the same gesture, made slowly, in changing light.

The images in these pages were painted in the tradition of the great Romantics — Turner, Monet, Constable — artists who understood that nature is not a backdrop but a language. The poems were written in the spirit of Keats, Hopkins, Dickinson — poets who knew that melancholy, handled with care, becomes a form of grace.

October moves across the whole world in these pages. It burns in a Japanese village and glows in a Tuscan hilltown. It howls across Patagonia and whispers in a Norwegian fjord. It lives in the eyes of a fox, in the wings of a murmuration, in a single candle on the last night of the month.

Wherever you are reading this, October has found you.

Let it.

KARMEN-ITA, 2026
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Day 1
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The forest breathes its amber out at dawn, and every leaf that falls has learned to trust the ground below — that cold, receiving dust that holds what summer loved and autumn's drawn.

No wind announces it. The light comes slow, a painter's hand that blurs the oak and air, and what was green grows gold beyond repair, and what was ours begins to let us go.

The mist moves through the trees like something old, a memory the morning cannot name, and every branch stands still inside the flame of dying light that turns the world to gold.

October does not mourn. It simply turns its face away from what it used to be, and in that quiet, patient letting-free, it shows us how to lose what no longer returns.

— October, Day 1
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Day 2
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The river holds the sky without a sound, and copper trees lean in to see their face, as if the water were a holy place where dying things could finally be found.

The willows trail their fingers on the glass, and every ripple opens like a door to somewhere underneath the river's floor where all the lost Octobers slowly pass.

The light retreats. It does not say goodbye. It simply thins, the way a voice grows small when words run out — and there are none at all left worth the saying underneath this sky.

And still the river moves, indifferent, deep, carrying the colours of the trees through darkening air and cooling evening breeze, into the long and necessary sleep.

— October, Day 2
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Day 3
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The field does not remember being green. It stands in its own silence, dry and wide, and lets the wind move through it like a tide that carries off whatever might have been.

The grasses bend and rise and bend again, obedient to something without name, and every stalk that breaks is not to blame — the wind was always stronger than the plain.

Above, the clouds assemble without haste, and pale light falls in columns, cold and thin, as if the sky were trying to begin a conversation with the empty waste.

The hills beyond are burning, rust and gold, and somewhere in that distance, something ends — not with a cry, but as a candle bends before it goes, and quietly grows cold.

— October, Day 3
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Day 4
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The village disappears before it wakes, swallowed by a fog that has no edge, and every rooftop, every window ledge dissolves into the white that morning makes.

The trees stand half-erased against the sky, their branches reaching into nothing much, as if they'd grown accustomed to the touch of air that will not let them fully dry.

No footstep breaks the silence of the lane. The world has been reduced to what is near — a gate, a wall, a breath, and then the fear that what was lost may not come back again.

But fog is not forever. It just stays long enough to make you understand that nothing solid lives at your command — and some things only clear in their own ways.

— October, Day 4
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Day 5
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The orchard keeps its secrets in the fruit that hangs too long and darkens on the bough, and no one comes to gather anymore now — the season's work has reached its final root.

The apples fall without a witness there, each one a small surrender to the ground, and in that soft and unremarked-upon sound is everything that autumn has to share.

The earth receives them, patient, dark, and wide, and pulls them slowly into what comes next, as if decay were just another text in which the living and the lost reside.

What ripened once will not return to green. The sweetest things are those that do not stay — they give themselves completely, then give way, and leave the branch more honest and more clean.

— October, Day 5

[image: ]

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Day 6
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The lake this morning holds its breath and waits, a mirror for a sky that cannot choose between the rose it keeps and grey it loses, and neither one relents, and neither breaks.

The boat is tied and has been tied for days, it rocks in nothing, patient as a stone, and wears its stillness like a thing alone that has forgotten all its former ways.

The birches on the shore have let their gold fall quietly into the water's edge, each leaf a small and unrepeated pledge that beauty keeps, even as it grows cold.

I stood here once when everything was full. Now only the reflection stays to say that what we loved does not entirely fade — it just grows still, and distant, and more true.

— October, Day 6
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Day 7
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The stones have learned to carry names with grace, worn smooth by rain and decades of neglect, and what was once a life becomes an effect of light on moss, of time on any face.

The cypress trees stand guard without a word, indifferent to the grief that came and went, and all the prayers that rose and all that meant so much to someone — none of them were heard.

Or perhaps they were. Perhaps the ground below holds everything that ever mattered here, and what we call the end is just the clear beginning of a language we don't know.

The violet sky fades out above the lane. A leaf lets go. A name grows hard to read. And somewhere in that slow, deliberate creed is something almost close to peace again.

— October, Day 7
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