...november 4, 1985...

red-yellow leaves —
the grey sky pales

- into a backdrop

for the maple trees —

branches curve
into chill winds
with autumn fullness

~ rearranged —

a swarm of sudden
birds and birds
explodes among
the shaking twigs —

chattering

through golden leaves
and wafting magics
on the breeze.

©pamela swanson
www.poetpam.com




