November's sky is chill and drear,
November's leaf is red and sear.

Late, gazing down the steepy linn, “
That hems our little garden in, He satd L am ose Of the o

Low in its dark and narrow glen, : who do not forget their ow :
You scarce the rivulet might ken, Child's Garden he has told us m

So thick the tangled greenwood grew, bered about his childhqed
So feeble trilled the streamlet through; v :

Now, murmuring hoarse, and frequent seen
Through bush and brier, no longer green

An angry brook, it sweeps the glade,
Brawls over rock and wild cascade,

And, foaming brown with doubled speed,
Hurries its waters to the Tweed.

— Marmion.
and Bryant s lines in Autumn Woods may be
compared.

“The rivulet, late unseen,
Where bickering through the shrubs its waters run,

Shines with the image of ttugouenmeen
And glimmerings of the sun.”

Bryant's poem, Lampmans’ .
in N. S. Reader IV) and Lon
are suitable for study. The htele m '
learn Stevenson's Awutumn Fir

I’ suppose that nearly every p
has a copy of 4 Child’s Garden of
Christina Roseetti’s Sing Sou

‘ 5) and J. C.°




