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Thecre's a ].umnous xnist onh the niountains,
Aý Iiglit, 'azuire haze in the air,

As if angels, while hcaveniward softring,
Had left their bright robes floating thiere;

The breeze is so soft, s0 carC8ssing,
It Seoins a nmute token of lave,

And floats to the heurt like a blessiffg,
l'rom 8ome happy spirit above.

These days so serene and so charining,
Awaken a dreamny delight-

A tremulous, fearful eiijoyment,
Like soft strains of musie nt niglit;

We kuow that they'ize fading and fleeting,
That quickly, too quickly, they'I1 end,

And wo wvatclh them with yearning, affectidn,
As at parting ive ivatcli adrfrieud.

Oh! beautiful Indian Sunimer i
Thou favourito child of tho year,

Thou darling, -%vIom Nature cariches
With gifts and adorninents so dear!1

How fain woul -ve woo theq to linger
On mountain and mndoi a-while,

]t or our hearts, like the sweet haunts of Nature,
Rejoice and grow young in tby e mile.

Not alone to the sad fields of Autumu
Dost tI:ou a lobt brighitness rertore,

But thou bringest a -ivorld-wèary spirit
'Sweet dreains. of its. éhildhootl once more;

TIi lovelinwslfils uis with memnories
0f ai that was brightest and best-

Thy peace and serenity offer
Aforetasteof heaveuly rest.
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