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T1E %SEASO.\NS.

The changing seasons, as they pass o'cr earth
Rearing bloom, briàlhtuess, beaîity, and dlecay-

The Winter's chili, the Suiimcir's festive mirth,
The Autuniu's sadiess and Spring's verdure gay;

These ail are ixnagcd lin the inner %vorld,
In thie nind's uinknowui depthis their shiadows lie,

As a clear lake, by a careless breeze iiiicuvled,
lieflects the changes of the varying sky.

Hope is the Spring-tiirne of thc soul, when life
Wakes into beauty, blossonts seent the air,

And gives the Promise of a svason rufe,
WVit1 Nnture's choicest botinties rich ani rare,

Joy is thec Sumimer, w~hen th- hope fulfilled,
Gladdens the mmnd, and bids ail care dcpart,

fleams in the eye, and with rieli ileasUie thrilled,
Sunisliine and mnusic oveirflov the heart.

M1emory is Autumn, shieddin g softened liit
O'er the dear scenes of other happy years,

Rohing e'n sadiiess in a vesture brighit,
And deckiing inirth i ith hialf regretfui tears,

Sorrow is Winter, wlhen the ilowcrs die,
The Icaves arc scattered by tlic w'ind's rude breath

And whlite and pure tlie fallen snow-flakes lie
O'er field and vaiiey, like the robe of death.

It xnay be thiat so 'me tender flowcerct hides,
In its warm covert, 'îîeath the mrautling snow;

Thine cye perchance soine straying sunbeama guides
To look on highi, from these dreur realms brlow

Thus sorrowv keeps some germ of future good,
To bloomn in beauty at some happier day;

Thus liglit from heaven, in thy glooiny mood
Sheds o'er thy spirit its inspiring ray.

And as the sunsiiiine meits the Winter sixow,
So hope's briglit rays revive the drooping heart;

As Spring's young buds in fresher beauty gliw
So joy awakes, and grief and care çiepart.

And if not here the Winter's chairs are riven,
There Is a land where they ivili meit away-

Ferpetual Spring and Summer dweii L ichaven,
À,ud Autun'ris brightness freed from. its dccay..


