
[WVritten for the Mapla Leaf.

REPLEJT ION S.
Autumu,3 with its gathered fruits, its garnered grain, and its

many tinted leaves ; Autumn, with its days of glow:ig sunlight,
wvhen il seems as if Nature was gathering ber forces for one, ]art,
grand display before she l8 wrapped in lier wintrtr shiroud ; anzi,
more than ail, Autumn, vwith its sweet associations, and tear-
bedewed memorles, la hiere.

1 love the Spring with its bursting freshness, and the Summer
tvlth its mausic and sunsbine, but far more do 1 love their melan-
choly successor. In these days my heart is full of the past.
Every falling Ieaf and passing cloud calis up some siveet, though
it may be sad, reminiscence, and 1 live over again the Autumna
of long ago.

As 1 sit by the bright wood.fire my tboughts are wvandering
away to a far off borne, where the first bright years of my life
glided away, witb scarcely a care or a sorrow. T/ziat was the
aSpring, thea came a golden-hued Summer, darkened ever and
anon by storm.clouds, and ahaken by deep-toned thunders. Here
and there, some cberiahed tree, kissed by the bot.breathed light-
ning, withered away, leaving onlv a scetbed and blackened trunk
to tel! what migke have been; but stili it was Sumiwr, and even
aruid ruins the song-bird's voice mnade sîveet melody.

JV'otw the Sping-time la gone, and the Summer, seen frorn the
aiountain i have been climbing, far away in the mist-shroudecf
valley, loo'ssangel.faced. Over that valley warder lovedforme,
and sweet. voices sounding there, wake an echo ia my heartof.
hearts.

But flot aione for ils -associations of the past ia the Autumn
pleasant ta me. It la itself a beautiful ,presen!, and speaks in un;
mistakeable tones of a gloriaus future.

Gathered fruits and garnered grain are true and 'beautiful*
çmblems of the labora and affections wbich crown a gond life,-and,
though Automa, la its tomn, must surrender to, stern old WVinter;
it la ever done with a vieww t the verdant Sprirnr. ime approach-,
ing--just as mian, whea the bleak winî cf lire have swept ow~r-
him, lies down la the winter of the grave, Iooking fbe and
believing ln, the dawn cf an endiesa life.

Mdontreal, October 19, 1854ý.
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