
T11E PORTFOLIO.

AUTUMN (. 1.LEANINUS VROM CANAIAN POE'FS.
Proclain- hiirn Royal Antuimn! Poct King!
The Lauireate of the scason, -whose rare sofl46
Are sucli as lyrist never hioped to fliug
On the fine car of an adniiring wvorld.
Auturnu, the Poet, Painter and and truc Ring!
His gorgeons ldcalty speaks forth
]?roui the rare colors of the clianging leaves;
And tie ripe blood th)at swells his purpie veins
Is as the glowing of a saered lire.
lie walksq iith Shelley'-, spirit ou the cliffs
O>f thc Ethercal Caucasis. ouid o'e-
Tithe Surainits of the Emgaucean hlis;
And imeets thc sotil of Wordsworth, iu profouuid
And philosophie rueditation, rapt
lt soute great drearn of love towards
Tite humaui racc. Tice clieery Spriu<s inay cornte,
Andi touch thc dreauiiiia flow'ers into life,
Stimmer cxpaud licr Icafy sca of green,
And wake tie joyful wi1 :erlles-s to Song,
A;Is a faix biaud strikes inusic froin a lyre:
Butt Auturnu, front its davbreak to its close,
Settimg in llorid bcauty, like tie Suni,
Robed withi rare briilitueýss and ethereal fiarne.
IIolds ail th)e year's ripe fruitage in its bauds,
And dies with songs of praise uipon its lirs. Cu.uasSsn1n

'l'ie uloruing sky is white witli uist, the earth
\\'hite with the inspiration of the dew,
Tice harvest light is on thie bills auew,
And cheer in the grave acres' fruitful girth
Only iii titis high pasture is thiere dearth,
WVhcre the gray thistles cr-owd in ranks austere,
As if the sod, close-cropt for rnany a ycar,
]3rouglt oniy bane and bitteruess to birth.

But in the crisp air's ainetlhystiine wave
1Iow tIct hiarsh staiks are waslied wvith radiance now,
Ilowv gicanis the hiarsh turf wvhere flic crickets lie,
1)cw.fresheued lu tlicir burnishied armour brave!
Since carth could not endure iior heaven allow
Aughilt of unloveiy in thc iiioýn's clear eye. -CHARLuES l(OD.IITtS.

Out in the frosty, crinisouting wocds,
Wlien the afteruoons are sunuly,
Iu the sweet opcuiing siitudes


