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The Living Leaf 

 

The sun was bright, but it was cold. As I closed the front door behind me I felt the 

unsympathetic, fall wind shoot up the back of my loose-fitting shirt. I was tired. A quick glance 

outside revealed nothing but a hollow shell of a town. There was not a single person to be seen. I 

wondered where everyone was. Were they all as tired as I felt? Looking down at my cold, 

uninviting front porch I paused. It was a dull concrete slab about eight feet by twelve with a 

single old chair. I was almost afraid to sit in it. The wood looked as decrepit and rotten as the old 

neighbor lady peering out her window at me. There she goes again, I thought. Judging me for 

being on my third beer at 8:30 a.m. Even after living here for three years, she had never realized 

I worked the graveyard shift. My fears were alleviated as I slowly lowered my full weight down 

upon the creaking planks of the accepting antique chair without it crumbling to pieces. 

The oddly slanted roof of the porch, which I had always considered an eyesore, suddenly 

became more appealing as it afforded my weary eyes the sought-after relief from the quickly 

rising morning sun. Though my eyes were protected, the bright rays of the red sun still hit what 

exposed skin there was bringing me warmth and energy. It invigorated and slowly woke me, 

making me feel alive again. It was much different from the white artificial light I had become 

accustomed to through the night. Now able to see, I peered down the almost endless road that the 

crimson sun had also illuminated. Cars started to pour from the side streets, and jubilant, 
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laughing children ran to their waiting yellow school buses. The small town had awoken as I had. 

Still watching the reflection of the sun bouncing off the tops of the cars as they flew by, my mind 

wandered. It was Friday morning, and I had two days to myself. Thoughts of the activities my 

family and I would enjoy, and the mundane tasks I was forced to accomplish raced through my 

overwhelmed mind. I looked down at the cold beer sitting on the equally cold ground as I 

simultaneously reached for it. As I lifted my hand I felt each wrinkle in the ruby colored 

Budweiser label. I need this, I thought as I placed the rounded edge of the bottle to my lips and 

drank. I was awake. The beer was bitter but deliciously smooth at the same time. I noticed the 

shining water droplets forming on the glass. They seemed to swim down the perspiring bottle 

until I swiftly wiped them away in a single movement. They held onto my hand, refusing to let 

go, until I flung them to the dirt just beyond the concrete slab at my feet. The dry earth drank 

them in. The ground seemed to store the liquid in preparation for the upcoming spring, though it 

seemed so far away. After two big gulps, I snatched the pack of Marlboros from my left pocket 

and the Bic lighter from my right. Blocking the eastwardly wind, I brought the red-hot flame to 

the bit of paper hanging just past the packed tobacco. It lit in an instant. I inhaled deeply and 

regretfully. The stale smell of cigarette smoke escaped my mouth and found its way to my nose 

as I scrunched my face is disgust. Why do I do this to myself? I pondered. 

The thoughts quickly escaped my mind as I heard an unfamiliar sound. I looked hurriedly 

to my left, dwelling on something the average man would not even notice. A leaf, a single leaf, 

floated into view surrounded by a circular sea of hundreds just like it. This one was different 

though; it somehow seemed to be alive. Recently fallen from a withering tree, it retained its 

flaming red color. It instantly stole my attention. A leaf? I thought. What a silly thing to be 

thinking about, but the more I watched the less I could look away. I gazed, teetering on the edge 
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of the decaying seat. Nothing else existed. My entranced mind and this leaf were one. The leaf 

moved this way and that, dancing like a marionette. An invisible puppet master pulled randomly 

at the strings, seemingly as intoxicated as I. It moved as gracefully as a trained ballerina on her 

opening night. I thought I knew beauty before this event, but I knew nothing. The instantly 

changing wind lifted it. Soaring into the fall air, it fell just as fast to the frozen blacktop and 

skitted across for a few feet and then spun around-a pirouette! It performed many more dance 

moves that my captivated mind had no way of naming. True beauty has no need of such titles, I 

thought. There was an unforgettable sound as its body was ground against the rough asphalt 

while it moved. The red leaf brought forth thoughts of the similarly colored lighter in my pocket 

and the red-labeled drink at my side, but I dared not look away even for a second, though I 

craved both.  

As I watched I began to feel uneasy. I didn’t know why, though I soon would. I felt it 

before I saw it. An unseen truck made a deep, chest rumbling sound off in the distance. As it 

closed in it became much heavier and staggering. As much as the pickup’s intruding growling 

attempted to take me out of the moment I refused to leave. I watched until the last second, and it 

was pure beauty. The angle of the bushes allowed me to see it for only a second though it was 

indistinguishable. A Chevy S10. Maybe an ’84 or ‘85 I wasn’t positive, but I knew it was black. 

It was old, but there wasn’t a spot of rust on it. It was black. It tore through the leaf destroying it 

as if for sport. I could have sworn it swerved. The shattered pieces of the once living leaf shot 

into the air, immediately scattering into the flowing wind. The matte black pickup sped off, its 

hooded driver unaware of the atrocity he had just committed. Wishing to extend the retreat into 

my mind, I scanned the street for another similarly dancing leaf, but there were none. I had 

witnessed a once in a lifetime event, and my life would never be the same. 
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