
THE WIND AT THE DOOR

“ Taking counsel with the lord 
Of the utterable word."

Hark, did you hear some one try 
The west window furtively,

And then move among the leaves 
In the shadow of the eaves ?

The reed curtain at the door 
Rustled ; there’s my visitor

Who comes searching for his kin. 
“ Enter, brother ; I’m within."
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