Autumnal

This is not a Ladybird autumn
Drought diminished trees wear camouflage
Burnt-edged leaves in drab brown and yellows
Gold and scarlet tumbling? No;
Only fly agaric has sprung from picture books

Days of rain that dim and decay
Plot treachery underfoot - and 
Opportunity: seized by fungi
They romp over paths and up trees
Flourish in decay; adorn the dead

A bright blue sky day eases
The birches’ contorted limbs
Beautifies their witches’ brooms;
Background of heaven
Leaves finery redundant 

Darkness sidled in unnoticed 
While we dwelt on summer
Now’s the season of ending and loss
But consolations: fire, home, quiet
The caravans flown east for the winter






11th November
Six days of rain
The river full and flat, a shining brown road
Khaki grasses drowned in ditches
Summer’s lanky youth, blurry in decay
The leaves are slime dead; no resurrection for them
A new flush will take their place and praise
Fresh and young; the old forgotten
When Earth wakes, dries her tears and turns on



After Los Sonetos de la Muerte
I will bring you home to me
Liberate you from the locus 
Of your death 
No grave

I will lay you down to sleep 
Hold you to me, an injured child
Earth-cradled
Unseen

I will strew petals and earth
In the secret indigo night
Bind you here
Always

I will leave in certainty
Of your constancy; none other
May find you -
Not 
One 
Soul

