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Season of Reflection 
 

This is the autumn of my life– 
A bountiful, colorful season; 

I’m reaping the harvest of busy years 
Spent somewhere ‘mid rat-race and reason. 

 

There’s glorious beauty everywhere 
The spicy air is so cheering; 

Then whistling wind reminds me again 
That winter’s ice is nearing. 

 

So I reflect on the days of youth– 
The spring with its turbulent pleasures; 

And I rejoice in that season of life, 
Its many quests and its treasures! 

 

My summer is filled with labors of love, 
And moments of ease and renown; 

And questions of what it was all about– 
Was I prophet or priest or clown? 

 

But now I see in the lovely leaves 
The beautiful City of Gold; 

The fruits of the earth reveal to me 
God’s blessings and favors untold. 

 

And life ever changing goes on and on, 
All different and yet without end; 

For the seasons are symbols of better things, 
As I walk with my Father, my Friend.  

 

                                                  Trudy Clare 
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