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AT THE YELLOW OF THE LEAF
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Now the goldenrod invades

Every clearing in the hills; \
The dry glow of August fades, q
And the lonely cricket shrills. '

Yes, by every trace and sign
The good roving days are here.
Mountain peak and river line

_Float the scarlet of the year. i

Lovelier than ever now
Is the world I love so well.
Running water, waving bough,

And the bright wind’s magic spell

Rouse the taint of migrant blood
With the fever of the road, —
Impulse older than the flood
Lurking in its last abode.
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