An Hutumn dceng

On delicatg wings whitg moths dancg,
{Ind a treg is likg a brave knight’s laneg;
Over a placg where spiders ereep,
Midnight birds wish us to slgep.
Here lives a spirit from timegs of young,
Has arisgn for a feast of fun.

{Ind an orchard treg it sgegms to pass,

Stepping on the autumn grass;

It jumps repeatedly with no mean,
Thinking of thg new spring green;
The cold air froze its gentlg mind:
But really it is very Rind.
Making picturegs with wing red lgaves,
Through trees it decides to weave:
M chocolatg hegdgeghog frignd at last
Ong not from the dgsperateg past
Floating under black, black sky,

M cold bregzg it passegs by.
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