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The desert-fields, tho' bleak and bare,
Seem lovely throuch the sun-lit air;

The very shades are, glowing bright
Beneath the golden"ýmellow licrlit.

Rejoicing in their freedom still,
On cultured field and pastur'd hill,
The cattle crops the inff c-rrass,
And bless.flie moments as tliey pass.

The'plo-tighmali and his trusty team
More happy. and conte'ted seem,

From golden rays the fùrrow'd field
A gwolden harvest yet may yield.

From bough to bouch in yonder wood
The squirrel frisks in happy mood,

While searchincr round in hopes to find
T-hat some few n-t-ds are left beliind.

The summer-birds that yearly fly
To yonder Southern sunny sky,
Are hovering round on lincrering wm91
And fancy 'tis rçturninz S-Pring.

While t1lese sweet ho*urs are gliding by-
][Iow'*Cctlmly smiles the solemn sky,
With goýde-n- hues of -radiànce bright
As if it were the cream -of -light.

It seems as if an ancrel's wincr
Had wafied back thebreatli of Sp"in<r
To animate tlie 1ing'ring. breatli
Of Autumu on the bed of e


