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and there remains searee a trace of the green hue which made earth <o heantithl

We feel now that
* The melancholy days have come
The saddest of the yenr.”

at least they are presaged by the shadows of Octoher.

But we have the bright fire to gather vound, in the lengthening evenings.
We have the hooks and the work so long laid aside for the dark hours.  We
have had our spun of bright twilights and mooulight rawbles; and it may he
that many welcome the renewnl of those winter occupations, with a fveshened
pleasure for the respite.

October is represented hy the ancients as the month for vintage and revelry
His harvest is gathered in, and he makes merry over his treasures.  In modern
times he is 2 more respectable month, and makes less noise and wassail than
of yore. Qvctoher has no fustivals of importance withus,  The eve of the S1st
day, All-Hallows, was wont to he observed with much ceremony in Scotland
and England, but is very generally disrcgarded in our day.  Burns has left us
an amusing description of' the pastime enjoyed by the ¢ country folk’ at this
festival.  Many of the superstitions connceted with it had great weight, with
the ignorant, and Halloween was looked forward to by numbers as a period
possessing great control over their fortunes and desting.  Matrimony was
more speeially conneeted with its rites, and nuts, in every form and variety,
were symbols by which the order spoke.  Diving for apples was also a fivourite
amusement, and this custom has even prevailed in our own Northern land.
But we have grown wiser than our forefathers, and have discarded, with their
superstitions and absurditics, the harmless frolics in which they indulged on
festival occasions. The birds are taking their flight to warmer lands; pioneer-
ing with unerring care the fumilics they have reared during their summer
sojourn with us. The inscets of every hue and form have left the scene of
their birth and cojoyment.  Inanimate Nature, with its brightness and beauty
has also lef't us, and man stands alone amid the wreek of his former Kden, and
surveys the scene before him. It is well that a bountiful providence has
provided him with a refuge from the desolation ; the bright shelter and cheer-
fulness of home, where children’s voices ring out in laughter, and ¢smiles light
up the hearth.’

Autumn is cssentially the season for reflection and revery. The poet’s harp
has kindled many a stirring lay beneath its enchantment; and its clear
invigorating atmosphere has given birth to many 2 noble thought, which slept
dormant beneath the sultry air of summer.

“ Autumn?! how lovely is thy pensive air,
But chief the sounds from thy reft woods delight;
Their deep low murinurs to the soul imnpart,

A solema stiliness,™

Spring comes with joyfulness and hope,—Autumn with reflection and decay.
As the flowers blossom and vanish,~-as the voices of melody sound and are no
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