autumn

people bemoan

the passing of summer
wishing for longer days
sun kissed skin

and cotton dresses
always a joy to wear

yet whose heart is not
turned by autumn
crisp air coaxing

a healthy glow

ink black skies

bright with stars

autumn can be messy
misty murky mornings
make driving hard
wet mulchy leaves
slippy underfoot

this is nature’s way
of stripping back
shedding old

to make way for new
a cycle as old as time

trees aren’t sentimental
they let go

because they must

you can’t make ready

for new beginnings

whilst holding onto the past

before the rot sets in
fallen leaves are glorious
reds and yellows

with a trace of green
their shapes intact

their colours bold

like so many dreams
I’ve let go

in the autumn of my life

there’s no room for regret
shedding past hopes and fears
is one of life’s lessons

a gift in disguise

all that’s gone before
forming rich compost
ready to fuel
new dreams
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