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THAT TIME OF YEAR THOU MAYST IN ME BEHOLD
WHEN YELLOW LEAVES, OR NONE, OR FEW, DO HANG
UPON THOSE BOUGHS WHICH SHAKE AGAINST THE COLD,
IN ME THOU SEE’ST THE TWILIGHT OF SUCH DAY
WHICH BY AND BY BLACK NIGHT DOTH TAKE AWAY,
IN ME THOU SEE’ST THE GLOWING OF SUCH FIRE,
THAT ON THE ASHES OF HIS YOUTH DOTH LIE,
AS THE DEATHBED WHEREON IT MUST EXPIRE,
CONSUMED WITH THAT WHICH IT WAS NOURISHED BY.
THIS THOU PERCEIV’ST, WHICH MAKES THY LOVE MORE STRONG,
TO LOVE THAT WELL WHICH THOU MUST LEAVE ERE LONG.




