AT THE YELLOW OF THE LEAF

Did I once pursue your way,
Little brothers of the air,
Following the vernal ray ?
Did I learn my roving there ?

Was it on your long spring rides,
Little brothers of the sea,

In the dim and peopled tides,
That I learned this vagrancy ?

Now the yellow of the leaf
Bids away by hill and plain,
I shall say good-bye to grief,
Wayfellow with joy again.

The glamour of the open door

Is on me, and I would be gone, —
Speak with truth or speak no more,
House with beauty or with none.
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