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Sced-lime and harvesl, has relurned again,
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he fst low of th pl

8 fove the season sell,
When foreak glades are teeming sith bright foums,

Non dark and manyfolded clouds forelefl

From the earth's focsened mould
Fhe aapling drans its suslenance, and thaives;
Shough slricken Lo the heart with winker's cof2,
Fhe drooping lree redies.

She softly-saibled song
Comes from the pleasant soods, and colored winga
Slance quick in the bright sun, that moses afong
Fhe foreot openings.
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@2 wide the upland glosie.

@nd when the eve io born,
Sn the bl lake the oby, o'erreaching far,
8o hollowed out and the moon dips her how,
@2 tainkles many, a olar.

Snserted in the tide
@2 the fain trees fook over, aide by side,
@ see themaelies Befon.

Swcet @peill many @ thought
8o 196333 unko thee, ao frearts are sed;
Do chall they fail, tifl, Lo it awlumn Brought,



