
The golden-rod is yellow;
The corn is turning brown;
The trees in apple orchards

With fruit are bending down.
The gentian’s bluest fringes

Are curling in the sun;
In dusty pods the milkweed

Its hidden silk has spun.
The sedges flaunt their harvest,

In every meadow nook;
And asters by the brook-side

Make asters in the brook.
From dewy lanes at morning
the grapes’ sweet odors rise;
At noon the roads all flutter

With yellow butterflies.
By all these lovely tokens
September days are here,

With summer’s best of weather,
And autumn’s best of cheer.
But none of all this beauty

Which floods the earth and air
Is unto me the secret

Which makes September fair.
‘T is a thing which I remember;

To name it thrills me yet:
One day of one September

I never can forget.
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There's a memory keeps a-runnin'
 Through my weary head to-night,
An' I see a picture dancin'
 In the fire-flames' ruddy-light;
'Tis the picture of an orchard
 Wrapped in autumn's purple haze,
With the tender light about it
 That I loved in other days.
An' a-standin' in a corner
 Once again I seem to see
The verdant leaves an' branches
 Of an old apple-tree.

The Old Apple Tree
by Paul Laurence Dunbar (1872 - 1906)

I would hide within its shelter,
 Settlin' in some cosy nook,
Where no calls nor threats could
stir me
 From the pages o' my book.
Oh, that quiet, sweet seclusion
 In its fulness passeth words!
It was deeper than the deepest
 That my sanctum now affords.
Why, the jaybirds an' the robins,
 They was hand in glove with me,
As they winked at me 'an warbled
 In that old apple-tree.
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