
By the Aurelian Wall

I would sleep, but not too soundly,
Where the sunning partridge drums,

Till the crickets hush before him
When the Scarlet Hunter comes.

That will be in warm September,
In the stillness of the year,

When the river-blue is deepest
And the other world is near,

When the apples burn their reddest
And the corn is in the sheaves,
I shall stir and waken lightly
At a footfall in the leaves.
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