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AUTUMN FOLTAGE.

Thc forcst leaves are flushied with gold,
And scarlet hues, and crirnson dyes,

And colors rich <and mnanifold,
As sea shelis boasv, or san. set skies.

There>s giory now- on every bill,
And woodcd dcii, and glen, and vale,

And beauty margins lake and ril,
\Vithi green, and rcd, and yellow pale.

Corne w-ith kzeen eye, aind dextrous biand,
With poet's genius, painter's skill,

And fix these scenes that cannot stand
The corning gusts, and rain and chili.

E'en now the wind's Iow mnoan and sigh,
Seen sorrowings over dead ones near-

.And Io those glearns in Nature's c.ye,
Are portents of the dying year.

A w,.y witli eager stops I hiaste,
Frorni stir and strife, to scenes of calrn,

To view the landscapes fair, and taste
The breeze that brings the woodland balrn.

Here I may breathe a liolier air,
And feed life's pulses stronger rise;

And nerve renew to bide and bear,
B3 noting hiow"the foliage dies.

With sucb inspiringr scenes in vicw,
Fiaitb, hope, and courage sturdier grow;

And patience leariis to wait or dio,
Froin nature's glorious dying glow.
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