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“Autumn Leaves” 
Written by:  Emmett D. (Don) Mason, Kentucky Colonel 

The general population in America grew up in an ar-
ea where the four seasons of the year were preva-
lent.  We usually expected the darker days of winter 
to be fierce and cold. The spring seasons with their 
twelve hours each of daylight and darkness are ex-
pected to be gentle, rainy and ready for the new veg-
etation, trees, crops and flowers to begin their 
growth.  Not far behind was the heat and drought of 
the summer solstice as it   spreads the most hours of 
daylight across the nation; giving many Americans 
more opportunity to enjoy the great outdoors.  

The harvesting of crops, the starting of school and the cooler temperatures usually signals 
the beginning of the Autumnal Equinox.  This year the scientific date for the beginning of au-
tumn was 23 September of 2015 at 04:21 a.m. I don’t remember any fireworks or celebrating 
at that time in the morning. In fact, my wife and I slept through the entire event, as I am sure 
most people did the same.  

That day came and went without any great fanfare, at least on my part.  However, many 
things were beginning to happen all over America.   Things that would make us, the populous 
of this great nation, stare in awe at Mother Nature’s creative work.    Yes, the beginning of 
fall normally brings with it the autumn leaves in their entire splendor as they begin to change 
their colors.  The colors can be reds, gold’s, rusts, oranges and other shades of these colors.  
The leaves can be varied and gorgeous, deeply colored spectacles that take your breath 
away.    

Some scientists believe that the leaves are colored with various colors associated with that 
tree type and the leaves are covered in the springtime with chlorophyll giving them their 
green look.  In the fall when the chlorophyll begins to disappear then the real color of the 
leaf is displayed in all its glory.  The biggest impact on the foliage change is water and tem-
perature. Frosty nights that stay above freezing, and sunny, warm days add to the color 
depth.  Leaves turn much brighter under these conditions. 

Leaf color changes are determined by the tree’s species.  Birch, elm, poplar, redbud and hick-
ory trees give us the gold and yellow hues that seem to dominate the backdrop for the reds 
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in autumn’s color scheme. Red Oak, ash, sugar maple, sweet gum, red maple and dogwoods 
give us the beautiful reds, deep purple and magenta. The process of changing leaves begins 
with the absence of chlorophyll to the leaves and clothing them in their inherited colors be-
fore they fall and drift by our windows.  It seems like a simple system and I for one will not 
interfere with Mother Nature.   

Every tree display can be beautiful and awesome and yet different from one year to the next.  
This sequence of events happens every fall across America from the west coast to the east 
coast. However, the new England states seem to reign supreme and stands alone as the best 
area to view this annual event known as the “changing of the leaves” or the “fall foliage”. If 

you like, you can sing or hum the following 
musical lyrics as you conjure up a vision of 
what the lyrics are actually saying.  
 

The falling leaves drift by my window 

The falling leaves of red and gold  

I see your lips 

The summer kisses 

The sunburned hands 

I used to hold 

Since you went away 

The days have grown long 

And soon I’ll have 

Old winter’s song 

But I miss you most of all my Darling 

When autumn leaves start to fall… 

  

The lyrics of “Autumn Leaves” written in 
1945 and later sung by Nat King Cole can bring many visions to your mind.  Were you think-
ing of a lover gone away, a cabin in the woods with a warm fireplace, or the swirling leaves 
blowing in the gentle breeze outside your window? You may be thinking of how long it’s go-
ing to take to rake up those leaves. Then again you might be thinking of wonderful memories 
gone by, never to return again. Regardless of your visions, I’m sure you weren’t hatching up 
images of Chlorophyll departing the leaves and bringing forth the beautiful sights of the 
changing foliage. 

Reds and Golds and Cadillacs                      
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Earlier I mentioned that the New England states stands at the top of the list for viewing this 
beautiful annual event.  Not only is this area noted for its foliage scenery it is also steeped in 
American history including how our nation fought and won the right to be Free. It would be a 
shame to visit the area and not relive the history as well as viewing the beautiful falling leaves. 

Our trip to this area began on 4 October 1997 when we landed at the airport in Hartford, CT. 
Although our trip covered nine days I will attempt to highlight portions of the trip that were 
special to us. 

I say we because my wife Jean and I were accompanied by our best friends Herb and Betty 
O’Steen from Austin, TX.  Herb always drove our vehicle and I acted as navigator.  Betty and 
Jean were back seat drivers, in charge. We had made many trips with the O’Steens and always 
started our trip with a terrible version of “On the Road Again”.  This trip was no different. 

After landing we drove south to Mystic Seaport a small city and harbor area steeped in history 
of the sea.  Mystic was settled in 1654 and has the honor of being one of the oldest shipbuild-
ing and whaling ports in New England.  It was from Mystic that the vessels began their whaling 
trips to Alaska. 

The sights in and around Mystic Seaport were beautiful and also informative.  We visited the 
harbor area and saw older model ships, building techniques, as well as barrel making and his-
torical information about ships and their captains that had sailed the mighty seas in times that 
have come and gone. 

 The harbor was full of newer sailing vessels that looked beautiful in the early morning rising 
sun light with the wind blowing their sails, as if telling everyone that they are ready and 
waiting for the day’s adventures.  

Being in New England we were always on the alert for the best lobster and clam chowder we 
could find. Betty was the Lobster specialist and Jean was the Clam chowder connoisseur, while 
Herb and I were available to sample everything.  

While still staying in Mystic we made a scenic day trip through the Berkshire Hills which runs 
parallel to the Appalachian Trail.  The scenery was magnificent with the thousands of trees 
with leaves of gold, orange and reds of all shades.  Regardless of where you looked you saw 
these beautiful visions, each looking like a post card or professional photograph.   

Every small town had its own steeple church with the tall bell tower reaching into the sky.  
The sight of the tower leaping skyward from its secluded spot deep in the framework of mil-
lions of colorful leaves was a sight that would stay within your memory forever.  The subject 
of your photograph doesn’t matter.  As long as you framed the trees and their leaves around 
your subject, the picture was going to be beautiful. The picture subject could be a waterfall, 
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wooden covered bridge, or a rustic old car 
sitting in a pasture; they are all spectacular 
when posed with the trees and their limbs 
boasting more colors than you can count. 

 

This area is famous for Corn and Hay mazes 
as a means of leisure entertainment.  So just 
what is a Corn or Hay maze?   Well the Corn 
maze is usually a large cornfield, with the 
height of the corn about 8 or 9 feet tall. In 
good weather it creates a thick, almost im-
penetrable wall of vegetation. The local 
farmer or owner uses his tractor equipped 
with a GPS to cut a pattern into the field.  
The pattern is normally visible only from the 
air, but on the ground it produces a well 
thought out maze.  For entertainment, peo-

ple pay money to be guided to the starting point so they can begin their search for a way out, 
through the paths cut by the farmer.  Most people take an hour to find their way out.  There 
are often clues or puzzles to help you find the right path to the exit.  Some of the mazes are 
open after dark and others are featured as haunted mazes with all kinds of scary things that 
may cross your path in the darken maze.  Hay mazes are different in that they require hay 
fields rather than corn fields. We never took time to visit these sites but they are there for 
your convenience. 

Cold or warm apple cider is a familiar drink and is available almost every place you go.  During 
our trip we must have consumed at least a gallon. Of course if you are visiting some places 
such as Norman Rockwell’s Museum and Mark Twain’s home, you must leave your beverages 
outside. We spent considerable time at these two places soaking up the nostalgia from years 
gone by. Rockwell was 84 when he died and had a long and famous career of painting cover 
pictures for the Saturday Evening Post. At 22 years of age, the Post printed his first painting 
and printed a total of six during the first year.  Over his 47 year career with Saturday Evening 
Post he had 323 covers, many of which are extremely famous.  Each display seemed to bring 
back memories of books that we had read or pictures we had seen in the original magazine. 

 

 

 Town Church and beautiful colors 
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We were so close to Vermont that we ventured into some of the small towns and spent some 
leisure time.  One should never leave Vermont without tasting its famous maple syrup.  Hav-
ing said that, we did the next best thing, which was to buy the syrup and have it shipped to 
our home.  I can truly say that we were tired and ready for bed when we returned to Mystic 
that night.   

The next morning we departed Mystic and headed toward Boston, Ma.  We soon discovered a 
gigantic casino situated out in the boon docks. The facility was originally built in 1986 as a bin-
go hall. It was later named the Foxwood Resort Casino and was billed as the largest casino in 
the U.S.  It was quite a surprise to find such beautiful facilities in a remote area.  We stopped 
to gawk and ended up having a sandwich and played crap for about two hours.  $850 for two 
hours work seemed like a reasonable wage.   In recent years (2007) the economic recession 
took a heavy toll on the casinos receipts and bottom line.  By 2012 Foxwood was fighting for 
its life as it tried to manage its 2.3 billion dollar debt structure.  Since the development of Win 
Star Casino in Oklahoma, Foxwood is now billed as the second largest casino in the U.S., only 
behind Win Star. 

That night we ate seafood at a restaurant which had been recommended by some locals. We 
had trouble finding the place but when we did we were well pleased with the food and atmos-
phere.  The entry into the restaurant was very unique and different.  We had to take an eleva-
tor to the dining room.  So we entered the elevator, pushed the button and begin to feel the 
elevator shake and groan as it started moving.  A few seconds later the noise and movement 
stopped.  The back door of the elevator opened automatically and we were standing in the 
dining room. We stood in awe as we realized that the elevator had not moved at all.  We had 
simply entered the front door and exited the rear door of the elevator. The food was very 
good and Jean gave the clam chowder two thumbs up.  

  A beautiful view of Colors near and far in north Vermont 
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 The following morning with dew still on the windshield and the four of us singing, “On the 
road again” we headed toward Newport, RI.  By noon we were having lunch at the marina in 
Newport.  Herb and I had bought silly hats and wigs and had our pictures taken by the girls, 
doing what we do best, just clowning around.  Pictures are available but dignity overruled. 

After lunch we drove up Bellevue Ave. to see the many famous Mansions that were on the 
shore line. Some of the most famous mansions included Rough Point, the former home of Do-
ris Duke, the American tobacco heiress and the Astor’s Beech Wood that once belonged to 
the queen of American society, Caroline Astor.  Of course, we have to mention the Marble 
House built with over 500,000 cubic feet of marble by the Vanderbilt’s. There were so many 
beautiful estates with picturesque grounds, but time didn’t permit us to visit them all.  

 Our next stop was Plymouth, known as America’s home town because of the 102 weary pil-
grims who disembarked from the Mayflower in December of 1620 and celebrated their first 
Thanksgiving in 1621.  The harbor still holds the Mayflower (2) an exact replica of the 1620 
ship. It was built in England in 1957 and sailed the Atlantic taking the same route as the origi-
nal Mayflower. It’s staffed by costumed pilgrims who explain details of the ship and their Eng-

land to America sail-
ing.  Our party 
roamed the Mayflow-
er for an hour and 
came away scratching 
our heads in disbelief 
that any person in 
their right mind 
would want to travel 
from England to 
America in such ac-
commodations.  
Many areas could be 
seen where a family 
of five or more had 

lived in a cubicle hardly 
large enough for two 

adults.  The ship had three masts and three decks, including the main deck, gun deck and car-
go hold. The passenger living area was about 50 feet by 25 feet and had a roof that was only 
five feet off the floor.   

 

The Mayflower, (Replica) built in England in 1957,  docked at 
Plymouth, MA, near where the pilgrims landed. 
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These tight living conditions were endured for two months because the Mayflower                 
found it difficult to sail against the wind. The first winter was harsh and cruel for the pilgrims 
and their number of 102 plus 25/30 crewmembers had been reduced to 53 souls.  Those miss-
ing had succumbed to outbreaks of Scurvy, Tuberculosis and Pneumonia. In the spring the 
Mayflower made the return trip to England in just one month, half the time of the original 
voyage to America.  Of course, they had the prevailing winds at their back.  

A fact, not well known is that the Mayflower was one of two ships scheduled to make the trip 
to the new country, known as the Americas. The second ship, called the “Speedwell” was to 
rendezvous with the Mayflower and the two ships would set sail.  However, the Speedwell 
sprang a leak and delayed their departure.  After repairs, the two ships set sail to their final 
destination.  They were only 200 miles from England when the Speedwell again sprang a leak 
and had to be left behind.  The Mayflower continued its successful journey to the new lands. 
Many people believed the Speedwells Master had caused the man-made leaks resulting in the 
Speedwells returning to England.  His motive was his fear of starving to death in America. 

Very near the anchored Mayflower replica is the actual Plymouth Rock, protected by a pillared 
monument standing nearby.  Across the street from the Rock is Cole’s Hill where the pilgrims 
buried their dead at night so the Native Americans couldn’t see the dwindling numbers of res-

idents. Nearby is a reconstruction of the 
original pilgrim settlement, known as 
Plimouth Plantation. All the workers at the 
plantation are dressed in Pilgrim’s clothing, 
going about the same chores using the 
same means and tools as used by the in-
habitants of 1620. Seeing the actual work in 
progress makes one wonder. Could we, the 
people of today have lived and survived in 
those conditions?   We marveled at the te-
nacity of our forefathers. 

The following day we ventured into down-
town Boston where visitors with cars 
should not tread. The traffic is terrible and 
locating parking spaces is always a problem. 
It was like magic as our car was drawn to 
the old State House and the burial ground   

for Hancock, Adams, Revere, Ben Franklin Pilgrims working at the Plimouth Plantation 
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and many of the old patriots that led the fight for independence and freedom. I think Jean 
was willing the car in that direction as she thrives on old cemeteries and the names and dates 
they contain. We visited the nearby Old North Church from where the predetermined signal, 
of “one if by Land and two if by Sea”, was flashed.  Paul Revere lived close by in a small mod-
est home with his wife and their sixteen children.  I am sure his entire home could fit into the 
living room area of today’s modern home.  Very close by was the Kings Chapel which dates 
back to 1749 and had been used as a meeting place for George Washington and helped trig-
ger the famous Boston Tea Party.  

When lunch time came we enjoyed the hospitality of the Union Oyster house, billed as the 
oldest continuously operated restaurant in the United States.  Lunch was made more enjoya-

ble when we were told that our booth was 
the favorite booth of John F. Kennedy dur-
ing his frequent visits.  We noted the small 
copper plaque on the wall as testimony of 
the story. As proof, we made a pencil 
etching of the plaque. Everyone enjoyed 
lunch and Jean gave the clam chowder 
three thumbs up.  She borrowed one of 
mine, of course, which explains why my 
typing is so messed up. 

A visitor should never leave Boston with-
out visiting the Bull & Finch Pub, the bar or 
pub that inspired the “Cheers” TV show, 

featuring Ted Danson.  The pub has since been renamed “Cheers” and is a place “Where eve-
rybody knows your name”. We enjoyed the character and ambiance as well as the spirits that 
we consumed.  We were disappointed that Sam, Carla, Norm and Cliff were not there to make 
our visit complete. They were the only four characters that appeared in all 271 shows over its 
11 year duration (1982-1993). To penalize them for that, we swiped several of their “Cheers” 
printed napkins as our way of getting even.   

Our time in Boston was limited; as a result we missed some of the city’s inspirational and his-
toric sites such as the Freedom Trail and the Faneuil Hall Marketplace that dates back to 1742.  

Tory Row, a historical street is so named for the mansions of the seven famous colonial resi-
dents that continued their loyalty and support to King George during the revolution.  The yel-
low mansion belonging to the 19th century poet, Henry Wadsworth Longfellow was one of the 
most famous.  This house also served as headquarters to General George Washington.    

Everybody knows this bar  
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Sports lovers should never pass up the opportunity to visit Fenway Park, the home of the Bos-
ton baseball team since 1912. It is considered to be America’s most beloved baseball stadium.  
The Boston team went by many names in the early years.  But when Fenway was opened in 
1912 they used the name Red Sox and have continued to do so. 

The fact that it is haunted or cursed doesn’t keep 
the fans away; who knows, you might even see 
the ghost that haunted, cursed and jinxed the 
Boston Red Sox team for 86 years from 1918 to 
2004. In 1918, Boston sold one of its players 
called the “Bambino” (also known as Babe Ruth) 
to the New York Yankees. Following the sale of 
Ruth, the Bostonian’s had a terrible streak of luck 
and soon everyone became convinced that the 
team had indeed been cursed by the sale of Ruth. 
This streak continued for 86 years until Boston 
fans celebrated breaking this cursed fate by win-
ning the World Series by beating the St. Louis 
Cardinals in 2004.   The Bambino went on to 
make his own history with the Yankees.  In fact, 
in 1927 he hit 60 home runs in the season and set 
a record that stood for many years.  Ruth was 

born and named George Herman Ruth Jr., but was mainly called “Babe” and on occasion “the 
Sultan of Swat”.  His record of 714 career home runs reigned for years. The story says that the 
owner sold Ruth to get money to produce a musical play.  As luck would have it, the play had 
to wait five years before it was presented and then it was a flop.  The owner sold his owner-
ship of the Boston Red Sox. 

With one full day left on our vacation we decided to venture into Maine and taste their fa-
mous lobsters. Along the way we made a small detour to visit Salem which is famous for its 
1692 Witch hunts and trials. Salem was in the Massachusetts Bay Colony and was still under 
British Law which stated that those who were accused of consorting with the devil were con-
sidered felons, having committed a crime against the government.  The punishment for such a 
crime was hanging.   Charges were brought against numerous people and they were tried.  
The end result is that fourteen women and five men were hanged and a sixth man was 
pressed to death in the fields. We were disappointed that the Witches homes and Museum 
were closed to the public that day.   
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Resuming our trip into Maine we soon reached a small city that was situated on the coastline.  
We spotted a lobster shack that hit our fancy so we stopped for lunch.  They had just finished 

serving lunch and were preparing 
to close, when Herb with his pow-
ers of persuasion talked the own-
er into serving lobster to four 
starving Texans. It was neat to 
have the whole restaurant and 
bar at our disposal. The bread 
and appetizers were great, the 
spirits refreshing and the gener-
ous supply of lobsters rated a two 
thumbs up by Betty.  Before we 
left, we invited the owner and his 
staff to Texas and as a Kentucky 
Colonel I also extended an invita-
tion to visit my home state the 
Commonwealth of Kentucky.   

All things considered this was one of the best lunches of our whole vacation. The return trip to 
Boston was scenic but nothing compared to what we saw in New Port, Mystic Seaport or on 
the trip to Vermont.  Our scenery on this trip was even more unbelievable because many of 
the homes and towns were decorated in the Halloween theme which was approaching in the 
next couple weeks.  The photo below shows one of the towns, its people and the displays. 

                      

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 Betty O’Steen devouring her Maine Lobster 

A picturesque scene in a typical New England town 
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The West Cornwall covered bridge is the back drop for thousands of pictures.  Americans 
seem to love to take pictures of covered bridges and other pieces of our history. The town of 
Cornwall, and its few residents, are located in Litchfield County and were incorporated in 
1740.  Most of the town and bridge area sits in the Mohawk Forest.  

                                                                               

 

           

 

 

 

 

 

 

                 

 

The following morning, with the musical notes of “On the road Again” we headed to Hartford, 
CT. for our flight home.  As navigator, I noted that we could bypass the freeway and take a 
country road to Hartford, giving us a great opportunity to see more beautiful scenery.  It was a 
decision that put the icing on the cake, so to speak. This vacation spot can be recommended 
to each and every American having the desire to know more about the early years of our 
country and still enjoy the beauty of the “Autumn Leaves” in New England. 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 The West Cornwall covered Bridge built in 1864 
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Prologue 

My heart is heavy with emotion as I write this short prologue. Betty O’Steen recently confided 
to us that our friend Herb had been diagnosed with Alzheimer’s and the disease was rapidly 
manifesting itself.  Betty herself was showing the signs of strain and stress that usually occurs 
with care givers. 

In the short nine months since we saw them in Shreveport, the fire in their lives and ours have 
dimmed and will never again be rekindled.  We recently learned that Herb and Betty had both 
been moved to an assisted living facility in Austin.  Herb with his Alzheimer’s is confined to the 
secure area and Betty is nearby, but not secured. They each live there in body but their spirit 
still lives with their family and many friends. For some reason the doctor kept them apart until 
Herb became adjusted to the facilities.  For obvious reasons we don’t know all the details sur-
rounding this part of their lives, leaving us to draw our own conclusions.   

If I could make a final Toast to them, with Herb having his vodka with a little splash of tonic 
and Betty with her Jack Daniels and branch water, this is what I’d like to say. 

“Betty and Herb, Our family has thoroughly enjoyed sharing the last 45 years with you and 
your family.  We shall never forget the good times and memories we have shared. We will miss 
you most of all when the autumn leaves begin to fall.  God Speed and We can’t wait to get on 
the road again”. 

Betty and Herb Osteen with Jean and Don Mason at Mystic 


