Looking at leaves
I see the crimson Zinfandel withering into dormancy 
tawny port-colored oak leaves whirling in the wind
like a connoisseur swirling some wine
and roasted brown walnut leaves
freckled and sun spotted
veins rising out of fragile skin
returning me to my grandmother's bedside
her frail hands clutching a blue blanket
cloudy eyes trying to focus to the coming darkness
this is fall, I hear her say, this is fall.
-John Koetzner
