A VAGABOND SONG

Thete is something in the autumn that is native to my blood —
Touch of mannet, hint of mood;

And my heart is like a thyme,

With the yellow and the purple and the crimson keeping time.

The scatlet of the maples can shake me like a cry
Of bugles going by.

And my lonely spirit thrills

To see the frosty asters like a smoke upon the hills.

Thete is something in October sets the gypsy blood astir;
We must rise and follow het,

When from every hill of flame

She calls and calls each vagabond by name.

[TECHb BPOAATU

Ectb y ocenn Takoe, 4TO B KDOBH H Y MEHS —

CruAb, HAMEK, TOHAABHOCTD AHS. ..

1 puchmyer ceparre B Aan,

4 IyPIYPHBIM, KEATBIM, AABIM PUTM AUKTYET AUCTOIIAA,

1 kaéHa AncT OarpAHBIH — Kak AAABHIH IIAQY POIKKA,
I B3apornyaa pyka...

AyX Tpererner, OAUHOK, —

S1 BIIKY — XOAM KPBIA O3f0IIIX ACTP MOPO3HBIH CMOT.

Ectb 1 B OKT0pE TaKOE — TO IIBIFAHCKOIT KPOBH XMEAD
K Geperam nHbix 3emeAs,

K maamenerommm xoAmam

30BET, 30BET OPOAAT 11O HMEHAM.



