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I. Who said that gold was all there was in life—  
If you believe these words walk out with me  
And listen to the wind blow in a tree,  
Come out and see a different gold with me.  
Peach blossoms in the silver wind are gold,  
And when frost comes and winds are getting cold 
You’ll find, my friend, the leaves will turn to gold.  
But this is gold you cannot use to buy,  
And this is gold, my friend, hard to be bought;  
It is useless gold poets have sought— 
But you are not a poet, are you friend? 
And peach-leaf gold is not means to an end.  
Therefore, my friends, you do not see my gold.  
What does gold matter when we both lie cold?  
 
II. Now do not leave me, love, for rugged lands;  
Don’t leave me, love, for beauty of the stars;  
And do not leave me, love, for honest toil.  
The food and strength of life come from the land.  
The beauty of the flowers come from the land,  
The land is all—the golden locust soil.  
The stars are things a baby cries to love,  
The white stars in a blue, blue sky above.  
Be with me, love, that I may not forget  
The silver wind, the leaves, the clouds, trees;  
Be with me, love, that I may not forget,  
And if I pray to gods in winds, remember these—  
For such as these, words are the frailest things,  
Frail as a white moth on its air-thin wings.  

III. Spring in Kentucky hills will soon awaken;  
The sap will run every vein of tree.  
Green will come to the land bleak and forsaken;  
Warm silver wind will catch the honey bee.  
Blood-root will whiten on the barren hill;  
Wind-flowers will grow beneath the oaks and nod 
To silver April wind against their will.  



Bitterns will break the silence of the hills  
And meadow’s grass sup dew under the moons, 
Pastures will green and bring back whippoorwills 
And butterflies that break from stout cocoons.  
Spring in Kentucky hills and I shall be  
A free soil-man to walk beneath the trees 
And listen to the wind among the leaves 
And count the stars and do as I damn please.  
 
IV. The call to earth is pounding on my brain,  
I want to walk with my bare feet on earth,  
I want to go back to the earth again,  
I want to breathe of clean air for my breath.  
I want to get right down and dig in dirt  
And get away from man and work and work— 
There’s consolation to be found in dirt,  
And rest comes better after one must work.  
I think life is too easy-sounding mammon call,  
We hearken to this sounding mammon call,  
The call to earth one seldom hears at all.  
But when sap stirs in trees blood in my veins  
Runs swift as flooded water in Spring streams.  
 
V. Oh, don’t you see the willow leaves this Spring  
And bright green finger needles on the fir?  
Birds choose to light among their boughs and sing; 
It’s where the summer jar-flies choose to churr.  
And don’t you love the silver maple leaves 
Upturned by silver winds to skies deep blue.  
And don’t you love the leaves on white oak trees 
And beech tree leaves when winds are blowing through?  
And don’t you love green whispering corn blades 
And wild fern leaf where placid waters lie  
Beneath a tranquil lazy summer sky.  
And don’t you love the smooth-fan poplar leaves 
A-wavin’ in a silver summer breeze.  
I ask these questions and I don’t know why.

- Jesse Stuart (1907-1984)
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