There is something about the leaves turning into fire and the days becoming shorter that I love.  
At night, as I lay on my patch of hay, I hear Miss Winnie whispering to Miss Clarice about “Moses.” 

The next night, as the last embers of the fire are dying out, I hear a strange brushing sound at the door. 

I lift my weary legs over the side of my bed and put my blistered feet on the cool, dirt floor. 

Clarice silently shakes her head no and Winnie stands. 

I hold my hands to my chest to muffle the noise, and Winnie and I follow the woman to the edge of the farm. 
I walk along the line of maples, and bless my mother for teaching me about trees. 

He turns his broad, open face to me and covers his mouth to stifle his laughter. 

Grabbing hold of a wooden support, I lower myself below the bridge and begin my dance. 

I don’t feel any pain, though, until I see the blood. 

I smell the warm bread and the beans from the kitchen. 

