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Travel with me

Travel with me and autumn you’ll see 
Walls of color enveloping.
Flashy skirts whorl over earth’s knees for all their worth.
Like my autumn years, sagacity falls
From planted ideas, or volunteers, 
Some rooted down since ancient years.
Trees, trees, the healer of all
Heal the wounds 
In air, and soil, in sea, and talk
In every living thing and rock.
Autumn knowledge, dust my will 
to hope before the last spill,
and winter’s creep to sleep,
so I may dream of peace.  
 
