
 

 

      autumn things 

 

now at rest 

in some lee  

or lie 

now scrattling 

yellowed leaves 

lend voice 

to the winds  

of autumn 

air cider-edged 

fragrant  

of dying things 

deep, rich  

ambrosial foment 

long-held pledge 

 

almost touchable moon 

surprisingly low 

on the horizon 

constant friend 

omen of eternity 

quivering                    
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