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Sumnmer days are gone and over,
The fields are bare where the bluejay sings,
And the xnullein stalks where the browu bird ciings;
And dragon flies and late bees hover
In lush swanip grasses and sun-dried, clover,
Haunt of the Kilideer and the ployer.
Pipe of snipe, and blackbird's whistle,
Hips and haws, anid down of thistie,
Shepherd's purse, and plantain seeds
Ripen for the sinall birds needs.
Now the clamberinig bitter sweet
Opens fiarne-red bernies out,
Where wvith nixnble bands and feet,
And many a ringing laugh and shont,
In hazel trees and hickories brown,
The schoolboy shakes the russet treasures dowu.
Bine the haze Tests on the bill.
Wave and sky look far and dim,
Fleecy cloudiets sal and swvit,
Autuinu days are sof t and still.
Autunin harvests gathered in,
Golden apples in the bin,
Fruit and corn and yeUlow wheat
Make the farmer's store coruplete.
Shiaro.eyed gleaners ln the path
Of the ox*cart's rustling bheaves,-
Reapers of the aftermath,-
Bnrrowers among the leaves,
Where the spider nightly weaves
Ropes of pearls in jewvels set,
Fit for Tita-lia's atnilet:
Tiny harvesters are merry
Gathering stores while skies are fair,
Scarlet leaf and rnsset berry,-
Motley is the unly wear.
Hawthorn apples sweet and sound.
In suinhi cellars underground,
Keep the long cold winter round.
Mossy cells in field and wvood
Shield the bumnble bee's young brood.
Ready with the winds of spring
To visit every blossozning thing,
And in the tueadowv grass of june
To sing again their Iulling tnne.
M orning airs are crisp with rime,
Fields and woods are brown and sober,
But this is the round world's resting tinie,
And the sweet of the year is gray October.
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