
O, how shall summer's honey breath hold out 
Against the wreckful siege of battering days, 
When rocks impregnable are not so stout, 
Nor gates of steel so strong, but Time decays? 
 

- Wm Shakespeare, Sonnet 65 5-8 

Fall Color Report           
September 4, 2013 

Summer is still holding out, but signs of autumn are 
beginning to creep in.  Not so much in the color of the leaves as 
yet, but in the air, in the day length, and in the feel of the woods.  
Bird song is nearly absent as migrants have sensed the impending 
fall long before us humans, and have already departed.  

Thousands of nighthawks were seen winging south for two days in August, and now the air is empty of their evening cries.  Deer 
have changed their feeding patterns, and are suddenly eating the flowers in our yard that they spurned the entire summer.  They still 
have summer coats, but the velvet covered antlers on the bucks are looking close to fully grown.  Nectar eating insects are having a 
last frenzied feeding, and hornets mob people who hold sugary soft drinks. 

 
The leaves themselves, while almost 
entirely still green, show an obvious 
toll from the siege of battering days.  
No longer the perfect leaves of spring, 
each shows signs of wear.  Leaf miners 
have burrowed through the interior of 
most birch leaves, luna moth and other 
caterpillars have eaten their share, fungi 
have caused weird growths and colors.  
This year saw a large hatch of 
grasshoppers, and all of them were 
hungry for leaves.   The leaves are holed, 
scarred, and beaten.  But then, they don’t 
have to last much longer. 
 

Colors, not quite fall, not quite summer, are 
showing.  Purple and white asters are in bloom along 
with yellow goldenrod.  Sarsaparilla is starting to turn 
red, as is bush honeysuckle.  Standing out in the 
green leaves of the moose maple are the hot pink 
maple keys.  The impossible is starting to happen.  A 
healthy forest of solid, seemingly invincible green is starting to change in the face of 
September days.  In as few as five 
short weeks, it will be bare and 
possibly blanketed under the white of 
snow.  Are you ready? 

Superior National Forest 

Flower fly on goldenrod 

Along the Honeymoon Trail  
September 4, 2013 

Wild sarsaparilla 

Moose maple keys 


