The end of October

You turn right, past the gate, onto the narrow village street that runs along the brook. After the rains, its waters glow like an emerald on a piece of dirty cloth. Most of the houses are old, wooden, their verandas glassed in. Whenever someone slams a door, they ring like an old sideboard. Hidden in the weeds of the bank, tiny wooden bridges lead to the houses on the other side. Mountains poke out between the trees. Their distant and essentially decorative presence lend the little street the air of a picturesque health resort. There’s an infant school at its end, small children filling it pavement to pavement, a black and white dog watching over them all. On sunny days, the street winds between shade and a faint green glow, in which golden light dissolves as if in water, the air itself becoming visible. The line between it and objects and people softens, in what seems like a primitive stab at proving that all things are indeed one. 


But with the end of October, everything changes. It’s enough to leave home, take a few steps and instead of light air, instead of the whisper of old trees, there’s fire, columns of flame and burning bushes. It comes up from the earth, through the thick trunks of sycamore, linden and chestnut and explodes into the sky in plumes of angry colour. If there is wind, the air is filled with glowing shards. Even the dark, polished coal berries of the black elder light up, as if their moist insides held crumbs of ember. Leaves spin, fall into the water with a hiss and turn to ash. After the first frosts, wild ivy reddens and flows down the walls of houses like blood. 


At eight in the morning, on a Tuesday, penance creeps from everywhere. A cigarette tastes the same as ever, children tumble like colourful balls, tin milk containers ring in the cool air on delivery. Everything as it ever was. Yet it seems as if the soul is no more than the construct of the mind, itself a mere attempt to equal the mystery of the visible world. But it’s all in vain. Even thought falters in the burning aura of morning. The sky is blue, distant and cold. Sparks dance along rusting wire fences. Yellow bursts, purple, melting, slanting beams dissolve into thin air like golden wax, magma and lava, fear and friction, the fame and renown of matter itself, its red tongue licking clean the bones of everything. 

