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I’m not sure whether to welcome or fear this time of year.  Come autumn, emotions change here on the tree.  We all know what happens to us from the stories we’re told as budlings, but it’s a mystery because nobody knows exactly what becomes of us afterwards.  I mean, we fall, but it seems like there’s a lot more to it than just falling.  We go through changes in color, and what were once sturdy stems are now just brittle lifelines between ourselves and the tree.


The fall looks like fun, and from what I’ve seen; the drop is so slow we couldn’t possibly get hurt upon landing.  It’s more of a flutter than a fall, actually.  Every leaf that has fallen so far this season has been okay.  We hear them talking all the time, but they don’t speak to us or each other; they talk to themselves.  Just the other day, my friend Larry fell in a gust of wind.  He was right next to me on the branch and he was the nicest guy I’ve ever met.  As he fell, he was mumbling some gibberish I couldn’t understand, and when he landed I asked him how he felt.  He couldn’t answer.  He just laid there, talking to himself.


What I think happens is you go through some emotional and spiritual changes.  When I fall, I’ll understand what happened to Larry and the others, and maybe we’ll be friends again.  


