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Cangdg.-i.\ltoxr;u.\' Susstary 3 Educational lmclﬁgcncc.—Scicmiﬁc Intclligence.
Statistical Intelligetice. : Though the bird’s sweet song that the summer long
Hath thrilled melodious and clear,
Through the cool dim shades of our forest glades,
No longer entrances the car,
As ;vitching 2 spell that “;jll c(llmrm as well

3 U 1 As his glad notes may -be foun
LITE BRAT R . In the solemn hush, or the leaves’ soft rush,

As they thickly fall to tho ground.

Vainly they tell of bright Summer’s farewell,
Or of coming decay and doom,

romETRY. Of stormy wild cloud—of cold snowy shroud,
— Of approaching winter's gloom,
The beart must yield to the charms that wield

Alike tender, soothing, gay,
‘The beauties that gleam and that reign supreme
In our woods of an autumn day.

(Written for the Journal of Educalion.)
Our YWoods in Early Autumn.

By Mes. LEpronox.

1 bave passed the day mid tho forest gay WHAT DO WE LIVE FOR?
In its gorgeous autumn dyes,
Its tints as bright and as fair to the sight JENNIE E. HAIGHT.
As tho hues of our sunset gkies,
And the sun’s glad rays veiled by golden hazo What do wo live for?
Streamed dowa neath its arches grand, Ts Iabor so lowly,
And with magic power made scene and hour Toil su ignoble, wo shrink from its stain?
Like & dream of Faierie Land. Thiok it not—labor
Is Godlike nnd boly ;

The emerald sheen of the Maple green Heo that ig idle is living in vsin,
Is now turned to deep ricl: Ted,

And the boughs entwine with the crimson rino What do we live for?
That is climbing overhead, Creation is groaning,

Whilst like golden sheaves, the broad saffcon leaves Her desolate places arc yet to be built ;
Of the Sycamore strew the giound, The voice of the years

Neatb Birches old, clad in shimmering gold, . Swells deeper the moaning,
Or the Ash “with red berries crowned. As time rolls along the dark tide of guilt.




