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‘v senEs.] A FAMIL

BY B. J. HOWE.

+The fading giory of the year,
Should bid thee think upon thy

Thou canst not tell, the day how

" That lays thee in thy'silent tom

The beautiful days of the summer h
With all their sweet pleasures, the
and gladness;
Their parting a uloom o’er our pathy
And left in our bosoms a feeling g
Yos—sad the reflection will rest on
As all their sweet mem'ries aro
bover;
Fet who does not sorrow to see then
And sigh with regrct that the sw

"Tis oweet,oh! tis sweet,to look back d
When gay were the scenes in tie
fore us,;
Whea 'round us were springing t
And summer's biight boto beut in |
us,
Those Lues have a!l faded—the flos
No tracaet their beauties the eye
No fluw'ret illamines the paths
strayed,
And sadly we (el that (he sum

\
Thie sweet iittle songeters ran chee
Whoee notes fiiled our bosoms wit
They all have aow flown to a sunni
Oh ! far, tar away 'mid the isles
Mo more shall we list to the murm
Amid the green meadows sr blessc
T katydid clamors no more L t
They atl have deparied—tAe su

The forests that waved in their fuln

When o'er them the breezes of 3t
blowine,

Now tingzed with i* varying colq
Whose 'eaves with the tints of th

No longar at cve, on the listenin ¢
Will comne the 2oy 2ong of the re)

Wte happiest seraen in all the glad
Has gone with its pleasures—!

over.

A lesson of wisdom theze chanizes
Asalent they sperktothe chind
They teach ns thet Lite [+ fast pusy
And transient the boira of ite sy
Thea each shicul! improve them v
Power —
Whiie, "ol 4 gry 8 ones, e
rover;
For Autumn wiii scatier the le
Luwer,
Aud leave Lhn to moarn when
uwer.

*1 Would not Live Aly
BY R. B. THATCHER

Farth is the sj.i. s ravless e
Batlhen, as a bitd soars howme 1o th
‘It the beautiful wood, where ite ned

Ie bonds no more to dweil,

So will its weary wing
Be spread for the skies, when its toj
Anl iw breath flow tree, as a Lird's|
And the sot, fresh gales of

a Oh! not more sweet the e
t '}e dEWY eve of L. ¢ viole «
I'han the dews of age on the o},

When it euters tte eve of y

Nordearer,'miV the £
" -
Dithie tarfl seu, wit its st nay T
82 breath ot bl frou: the unsew

T him that werps e, i

Winga, like « dove, to ;']
tas Lt woth gt feyer s
9 O itsborme in the SPger e

Whed, waea w1} se.te




