                        COLORS IN FLIGHT

Look at the leaves rest and see autumn colors blend.


The beauty of giant trees, seasons begin and end.

Oh look one leaf it stands alone, facing toward the sky.


Atop of the mighty oak, if broke loose it will fly.

Autumn gives nature beauty, a gust of wind gives flair.



With the wind so powerful, leaves loosen into the air.

My leaf, the one that sits so high, it finally is a drift.


The wind, it gently lets it float, giving flair, balance, and lift.

I remember paper airplanes I made as a child.


No paper airplane will ever glide that high or with such style.  

Gods leaves are planes of beauty, colors of majesty.


With simplest of dynamics, their flight just sets me free.

Each season has a quality, a reason and a rhyme.


Of all the days of every year, autumn is my favorite time.

