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9th Month.]

SEPTEMBER.

[30 Days. |

SEPTEMBER.

See now the well-taught pointer lead the way,

The sceut grows warm ; he stops ; he springs the prey ;
The fluttering coveys from the stubble rise,

And on swift wing divide the sounding skies ;

The scattering lead pursues the certain sight,

And death in thunder overtakes their flight.

The trout season’s open, and sportsmen now look
For a chance to betake them to some purling brook,
Where the fish, so they say, quickly jump at the hook,
Though where it may be—well, really, you see—
They don’t like to give it away.

With one little fish they return home at night,
And for reasons quite prudent they keep it from sight,
But tell of the rize as leviathan, quite—
No doubt it is so— but somehow, you know—
They don't like to give it a weigh.
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