
Ode to a Young Tree in Fall 
By Glenn Currier 
 
I see the ebb of your small life 
preparing for a new season 
you have turned amber gold  
as you fly on the wind 
luminescent in the morning sun 
as you join your tiny breath  
to the great murmur of earth 
sweeping across the landscape  
here in the december of this sad year. 
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