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Autumn Afternoon on Lake Shore Drive 

 

Autumn crept into the city 

last night, leaving 

white lace footprints in its tracks. 

 

It scrambles up the trees 

and tickles the leaves 

until they blush and turn red. 

 

It fractures the sky 

into prisms of blue-grey steel, 

shot through with veins 

of electric cream and atomic rose. 

 

It shimmies across the lake 

and makes the waters rock and roll - 

the last white sails of the season billow on as  

skyscraper shadows  

undulate on the tumbling tide. 


