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THE LIFE BOAT.
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longer look green, and the little
stubble that remains is almost col-
orless. | The stately trees, sv hare,
hold their heads upward. How
rugged are their branches, desti-
tute of fuliage—evérywhere proofs
of the decay of nat:ire. The wind
so keen, so icy, mcans and howls,
as if howling in tones of anguish
the disolation around. The poor
leaves are whirled about in ull
directious by the blast. They can-
not find a resting place. ‘The
éruel wind makes merry. with their
feebleness, and drives them about
in clouds. How like our hopes,
withered, and our desires; the sport
of a remorseless fite.  The moun-
tain is clothed with a sable gur-
raeut, and looks like a large, dark,
grim giant, rising in the distance ;
and mas:es of mists gather around
it. The shadews ure guthoring
very fast, fur the day wanes, aud
night is coming uyace, “ and all the
air a solemu stilluess holds,” save

the ruffling sound of a stream of
water, the dashing and gurgling of

which falls sweetly on my ear.
This, heeding 1:0t the decay around,
unmindful cf the desolation every-
where, }jroceeds on its uninter-
zupted course, pleasin  the eur
with its soft musie, and so it will
contintie to murmur till {rost pene-
trates its Jimpid waters, ond
changes then toc one mass of ice.
Now 1 hear a cart rumbling along,
slowly, very slowly -it proceeds.
The horse, wearied aud lazy.
pushes forward at an inert sluggish
pace, as i the heaviness and dreari-
ness around influenced its motions.
And n.w thadows decpen, and |
must not soloquize any longer, but
hasten homewards. Faindy tle
lights of the city gleam in the dis-
tance, and the pale glimmering is
a relief to me. 1 once more mix
with the *hrong, and bastily pace
the well lighted streets.

I have taken a farewell look at

the country, for who knows but
that snow may change its appeur-
ance when next T pay it a visit.
How much has been said and writ-
ten abeut autumn, so  poetically
and sweetly called the fall of the
year. What food for retlection!
What a theme fur the gifted, the
thoughtfuland the observing mind.
Associating the deeay ol nature to
man’s own crumbling and uncer-
tain existence, the dying year can-
not but make our hearts sad, but
when we know thut all will re~
vive again, the heart is glad.
- Ismore.

TO OUR SUBSCRIBERS AND FRIENDS.

Y, ':;PM HIS number com-

pletes our Fuurth
Volume. In the
circle of the years
our Life Boal has
made another an-
nual jonrney, and
we are npw making
our arrangements
for a new voyage—
laying in a fresh
cargo of plen:ant
stories, useful knowicdge,
pleasant reading, and the
usual quaatity of illustra-
tions—a rich freight, that
we are sure will be wel-
comed by our young rea-
ders, usmonth after month
our B at reaches them laden
with its precious stores. ‘1he
proprictors of the Life Boat
cannot boast of their ten thou-
sand subscribers, but they are
grateful for the encouragement
they have received diring the past vear,
and they trust that their friends will in-
crease their exertions for the new volume
and so make them doubly grateful for their
favors during the next.  Enclosed you will
find our Prospeetns for the {ifih volume—
distribute it well, get the blank left for
names filled, or more if yon can, and scnd
it back to us with the amonnt, as early as
possible, so that we may know the number
to print for the new volume.

There are a few of our Subscribers for
1855 who have not yet remitted their snb-
scriptions. To these we would say send
it along with your subscription for next
volume, at o5 carly a dale as possible, and
you will aid us considerably in carrying
out our phans for the future. ’
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