[ he Changing C olours of Autumn

Fink is the sunrise I'xicling behind the trees, subtle and shimmcrg.

Fink are the leaves Fa”ing down from the wizened, old tree,
translucent and Iacg.

Fink is my mother's old Patchcd-upjackct hanging on the washing
linc, worn but loved.

And, Pinl( when J'm embarrassed because | know J'm in the dog

house!

Yc“ow are the wellies that l wore on Mondag, a wet and muddg
c:lay.

Yellow are my mittens warming up my cold hands, Hugg and warm.
Yellowis my favourite Plate covered with warm delicious cookies,
inviting and familiar.

And, gc“ow when ]’mjogFui, cuc{c”ing my pets, Fcc]ing safe and

warm.

Brown is the hot chocolatc, warm and yummy, hugging me from the
inside out.

Prownis my hair b]owing in the cold wind, dark and mgstica[.
PBrown are the conkers Fi“ing mg Pockcts, smooth and shiny.

And, brown when | dor’t feel well, sore tummy and headache, tired
and achg,
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