The Apple-Raid

Dorkaess come sarly, thowgh not yat cald:
Stars were strung on the telegraph wires:
Straet lamps spilled pools of liquid gotd:
The bresze wos spiced with garden fires.

That smell of bumt leaves, the early dark,
¢ an still =xcite me but not a3 it did

5o long ago when we met in the park —
Wyself, John Peters and Donad Kidd,

We movad out of town to the district where
The lucky and wealtiy had their homes

With goroges, gordens, and op ples to spare
Ripely clustered in the trees green domes.

We chase this plocg we meant to plundes
Ard climbed the woll and dropped downto
The secret dork, Apples crunched urder
Qur feet as we maved through the gross and dew,

The elusters on the lowar boughs of the tree
Were eosy to reoch. We stored the fruit

In packats ond jerseys until all thees

Boys were heovy with their tosty Lol

Safe on the other side of the waoll
wie moved bock to town ond munched as we went,
[ wonder i Denvid remernbers ot all

That little adventure, the apples’ fresh scent

strange to think that he's fifty yaors el
That tough Wktle boy with scabs on his kneas;
stronger to think that John Peters lies cokd

Ir an archard 10 France baneath oppie raes.
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