
 

 

 

You will be back before the leaves are falling 

Again next year and you and I shall go 

Down woodland paths together stilled with wonder 

Glad to watch the autumn twilight turn to snow. 

 

How many days we knew of lonely dreaming 

Each in his own remote and nameless part 

Free in a place long lost from life and laughter 

I in the innocent recess of my heart. 


