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“Beats me how they did it ... | got the ; TO STAR

whole thing at a garage sale for five
bucks — and that included the stand.”

e e

POETRY

While sitting under the spruce tree, I listen to the sound of the leaves
moving in the wind.

Over to my left, a young bird calls out happily.

Just beside me a small red maple leaf floats down from the sky and settles in
mixing with the other colours. I watch as a bumble bee passes by, looking for

the flowers that used to be there.
Everything looks so beautiful. Far in the back, I hear a power saw cutting

wood before the snow starts to fall. From under the tree I reach for my camera
for just beyond me there is a little bird on a tree.,

The ground looks so colourful soon to be only one colour.

In the air there is a slight chill; but the air is so fresh that the chill doesn’t

matter.
From behind the tree the sun sends out its rays. Casting the shadows of the

mid October days.
As I walk home I watch the leaves fall; there one, then another. Look how

beautiful the ground is as these leaves lay not moving for all is still, the wind
has stopped.

Soon the ground will be zll covered and you'll no longer see many
wonderful colours or see the animals and smell the trees. As I'm sitting

under the spruce tree, I thank the Lord God who made all this for me.
Carolyn Chiasson




