Autumn.

The leaves are falling, dying
But creativity ignites within my belly
Like second date butterflies.

And although the evenings are darker, shorter
I am more productive, motivated.

Rust coloured leaves fall, forming a red carpet at my feet
I am famous –
Or, at least in my head I am.

I can fly.

There is a magic about this time of year – a promise, a hope
Oíche Shamhna.

When nature dies, she does so with such beauty
Flaming reds and burnt oranges
Lit up in the autumnal sun
bright but heatless
blue sky overhead.

A smile appears
Gratitude.

Because we have made it here, again.
