Autumn, October 12th 2003 (first draft?) For Kelly


She is Autumn. Green green eyes, like a cats, only memerable. Her hair is wild, the colour of leaves that have lain on the forest floor for just enough time. It smells so good. I bury my fingers in it and inhale deeply. She bats at my hands, my face, irritated with my sniffing, but she is smilng. Her smile is Fall, itself. Its cool (no, not cold) mornings, bright sunlight, frost and warm fires. 





"Whatcha doon?"





I peek over her shoulder, she swats at me like a fly, and I retreat to a corner of the room, sullen. Time passes breifly, before she runs towards me and throws herself on me, covering my face in happy kisses. 





"I'm trying to write and all you do is harass me!"





She sounds angry, though she giggles. She lets me poke her cheek a few times, before biting my fingers. Hard. She is my visible breath in early morn. Later, on the streets, she loops her arm through mine and chatters exitedly about a song thats moved her. I smile, shes animated. We don't care that strangers might think our friendship more than that, we just are. Are.





We sleep side by side on a matress without a frame. She may be lovely, but she kicks in her sleep. She claims she doesn't, but oh, I'm the one who would know. Sometimes she lies awake, stares at the ceiling. I try to fight Nod, to see how long she can stay up, but I always loose. 





"You're an animal" I laugh at her, she is pacing the room again. Anxious. She can't write, thought's jumble her nerves so bad. They spill out, and she throws a book against the far wall. She is feral, green green eyes Wild. She belongs outside our concrete zoo, populated by Dark humans, and pale eyed Punks (a forests wolves and cougars). Shes in love with technology, and loathes it all the same.





She tells me she's leaving. I love when shes whimsical. "Where you goin?" I ask, curious where I'd follow her next.





"I haven't decided yet, somewhere warm."





"Why?"





"I hate fall" 





"You would."





She smirks at me, all familiarity and years. She slowly leafs through a pile of papers. Handwriting litters every inch of both sides. Sometimes I imagine she has earings, a set of inspiration, anouther of talent. The rest just silver. They whisper in her ear, and she creates, complains, dissmisses. I save the things she throws out. Their poetry, truth. I wonder how Autumn thinks, It should be just like her.





She snuggles my leg, her eyes on an old Television Set. I pet her hair, enamored with the gold and the fragrance of it. Her desire to leave has passed, but I know that wont last untill spring. It's already Winter, but she carries Fall on her shoulders like dragonfly wings. She is restless, but will wait to go untill she finishes whatever it is she paused in this city to start. I've painted the walls of the loft bright splashes of colours, and I watch her eyes dart from the T.V. to them. She likes colours, and monochrome. She is colours, never black and white. We wait for the seasons to change, and I tell her "Your autumn"





She looks back at me, the television forgotten. She nibbles my hand on her nose, and turns back to the screen, forgetting what I'd said, though she would mull over it later. "You're not?"





"No" I shake my head. Of course, No. Only she could be Autumn. 


