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of tatkiug titat whiei te Alinigbty gave for the
lise of IL

Our adolitod country bas yct to (Iofl a garmieut
worn by somne of the coutities of 'Merne Enig-
land at tItis season. Our fields ]lave yct to
clothe thienselves with the nioddinIg bonours of
Vie htop lt:rvest. ILowvitt, spcalzizig of titis Cul-
tivation, observes, "lwe cza"utot bonst of our
vîneyards; but ive question ivhether Italy
itscif eail show a more beautiful or pictitirsqite
scene titan an Enghish io01 garcicu in, pickiiug
thttie." This featture iviil not, bowevcr, bc long
wantingr iu our Candianl liudscipo, aind Soule
future Canitahn poet nuay then be able to dwcl
on all the beauties of bis, or lier, n-ative land
as swcetly as Mary ilowîtt duoes, conceruhtoe au
Engii Auguist, .l bier Lays of the Seasons

Arise, thon citild of nature, risc!
Arourse lI sîubnit spirit now!

The Auutiti sheaves are on te iII,
Aîtd solouin arc lte woods antd sîill,

Willh elusleriug fruits on every bouigh.

There's înrry iaughtcr in the fteld,
Aud ltarnuless je st and lftolic touit;

And the last litarvest-%vaiît gocs by
Witlh ils tustluîg load so p)!Ca:z-axtl1y

To lte glad aud clamorous itarvest shout.

Tiere are buisy glcaners iii tho fied-
The oli, whloSe wVork is nover done,

Aud cager, lauighing, childishi bauds,
t~u h eu et ars iniiteir 11111e hatjd-s.

Aud ritîging 'necatit the attturiiunl.

There arc pensants int fie haniiets iow,
Bits-ed amont, lheir otchard-Irces,

WVhere the pdcasaîtt apples are red aud gold,
Like loken frils of thiose of old,

lu the gardetîs of lhe Ilesperides.

Aîtd boys are bitsy lu Ilte woods,
Gatherng te ripec nutis, bright and brovn ;

lu1 shady lattes lthe citildren stray
Looking for blackberries litrough the day,

Those beruies of such oid reîtowu!

-Grey misis at niorn brood o'er the earîh,
Sltadowy as tioso ou nortern scas:

Thte gossamer's Atiuy workz is (loue,
Like a wvel by rnooufiih fainies spîtu,

Atnd left Io mbiten ut te bt-ceze.

The suri butslss forlh-tto distant bis
Shine out, aud splendid is lte day-.

A sombre radiance crownis cacli tee,
Afading giory solemiily
lIafgs on cachi leaf in ils decay.

Go to tite siletît autuimu wvoods!
Tiere lias --goîe forth a spirit st1cm;

Ils Nving lias Nwavcd iutrlnumiph itere,
lThe Sp14rgs grecet tender leaf is sere,

Aud wvitherincg itangs the sutatuer ferui.

Now Io Ilte mouintains turm fume ove.-
Illow shiue they lhrouîgh the buruisbced air!I

The litll floeks, likec drifts of sttow,
The sîtepiterds' siciiing grcy and iow,

Thout scest temr iii lteir beauly there.

Ohi o lie dowii iu wvilds apart,
Wltcrc mari is seldom scen or iteard;

lit slill atnd aucictit foresîs, wvierc
MoSws not bis scythte, plougis ttot bis share,

'%Vithli te shy deer aîtd cooitxg bird!

To go iniiteamniness ofmiood,
O'er a loue hoath, titat spreads arotind

A solude like a siletît sea,
Whrlere riscs tiot a but or tree,

Tite xvide-ctnbraeing sky ils boud!

Oh! beautifîtil those Nvastes of letcah,
Slretling)- foi- miles bo lunre the bec,

WVhore the wvild-bird, on pinion slrong,
Witeeis round attd pours bis pipiîxg sont,

Attd tiniid crealuires waxtder free.

-Far sa is the 1thislic's hoary dowi;
Ail summoer llowct-s have passed awvayý-

Titis is the appoitd lime for seed,
Frotu the l'orest-oak Io the meanest iwed,

Alime of galhing atxd decay.

But go nott t0 he auttimil bis,
Stantd ual beuoaîb tiîe aîltmu trocs,

If thy tncltaslcr.ed spirit brook
No wvarniîtg voi ce, no st1cm rebukze,

For lhy life's ccascless vanities!

Nowv lift thine cyes, wvcakz chiid of pride,
.Aîd Io! bcbiîtd yon b)rznchixg pitte,

llroad, red and likec a burnittg suit,
Cornes up the giorious autîtmtn-i-ooit,

God's crealture, like a thing divine!

It is not, as oxîr cltildbood decmced
Tite îtigitly mnoou,. a silver sbieid,

Borne out somoe viewlcss w~arrior's breast
li baîîh' from the cast to w-est,

Aiong, the bluc cîherial field.

Oit higbi magnificence of ove!
Thns silent in lty poînp of ligbt,

A wvorid scif-baianced liîou appcarest,
Au ark of fire, Iliou onward sîeerest

Tity upward, glorious course aright!


