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Ode to Autumn

The wind sweeps the leaves up, up, and up 
into the air as their colors paint the sky with
fiery oranges and soothing yellows. 
My friends and I take country drives to White House Fruit Farm
for blueberry donuts and homemade apple cider.
[bookmark: _GoBack]Romantic walks in the woods and carving pumpkins 
become couples’ favorite pastimes. 
The smell of fresh cut grass is mixed with 
mud and the aroma of evening rainfall. 
This scent transports me back to Friday nights 
at the football stadium to see Ursuline win.
Pumpkins and orange bows line each porch
in preparation for trick-or-treaters. 
Mother Nature is showing off one last time 
before Jack Frost moves into town 
and encases everything in ice. 
It’s funny how beautiful the world looks as it decays. 
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