The Leaves of Time

(By Barry L. Lyons)

I watch through your empty limbs the twilight of my life.

Each event fell one by one as leaves fall in autumn.

There is no need to stir them as they lay.

Each leaf had its moment.

Some were beautiful. Some did not completely form.

Some were not very pretty. But, each leaf had a personality of its own.

The tree was full and rich with promise in springtime.

Then came summer.

The heat and wind took their toll.

Some leaves withered and fell prematurely.

Others became strong with the passage of time.

These withstood the tests of life.

Then came the fall.

The leaves that were left were quite beautiful.

These are the leaves of children to be proud of

And grandchildren that bring so much joy!

Family and friends that are appreciated and remembered…

Soon, winter will come.

But, I am not sad.

May the leaves of my passing make richer the soil

For the next generation of saplings.

