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Time slips fast away
By NEVYLE SHACKLE FORD

Now comes sutumn - - clad
In gold, scarlet, and burnt um-

ber. The voice of the cicada,
the jarfly, which
the ancient port, called the
" prophet of summer" is no
longer heard in the treetops.
A purple haze softens the broo-

ding peaks of the mountains
and a sense of urgency pre-

vails, a feeling that time is
slipping fast away.

These are days of vagabond-
age, days when, in every li-

ving creature, that deep-seat- ed

instinct to migrate stirs and
beckons to be up and away.
These are the day? of hush and

days of blue skies and
lambent sunshine; days of
leaden skies and dreary clouds,
and of melancholy when leaves
dropping from the maples go
scurrying, drifting with vagrant
winds. Ground squirrels hurry
from log to log in the solitude
of the woods and, from the
somber pines the
river bluffs, the owl sings a
dirge as darkness falls.

The music of the brook is
muted music and the Aeolian
harp strings of the winds are
bated, for now comes autumn
when Persephone must again
return to the nether regions of
Pluto and summer must fade
into cold and the darkness of
winter.

But, despite the bare trees,
dead weeds, and seared grass
that will soon be part of the
landscape, and the wistful
knowledge that summer has
reached a point of no return,
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there is in the brief but glori-
ous flames of autumn the
certainty that the measured
flow of life has not ebbed.
The leaf drifting down from
the tree is mortal, it is true,
but it left behind on the twig
a bud that is immortal. It
will green again when the
daughter of the earth goddess
steals back again from the
land of Pluto and stirs it with
her kiss of spring.

For all the melancholy days
of "wailing winds and weep-
ing woods, autumn is good.
Without the sadness of winter
which it presages, there could
be no wonderful spring song
of the wood thrush or the blue
and pink thrust of the violet
and redbud. The warmth of
summer would become a
monotony and there would be
no variety of the seasons
which is one of life s most
priceless essences.

In the tumultous dawn of
creation, it was ordained
that summer with all its
warmth must pass. There
was, however, a provision -- -a

provision that it must like-
wise come again. So take
heart and know that when the
gold of this autumn has faded
from the trees and the frigid
cold settles down over this
patient earth, this austere sea-
son, too, must pass away.

One day, after a period of
waiting, the cold winds will
depart, the clouds blow away,
and the snow will melt from
the land. Spring, frivolous
and gay, will again keep her
appointment with eternal time
for such is wrUten in the stars.

"...there went up a great mist from the earth
and watered the whole face of the ground...

and a river went out of Eden. "

And the sons of Adam
came upon its banks in their haste
and inhabited it;
and they flourished,
and it became as a land of milk and honey;
and their dwelling places became c ities;
and it was good,
for this was

The River of Life.

Now in time it came to pass
that the people broke convenant
with the river and with the land,
and a great pestilence came upon them
thereof,
and upon their herds and upon their fields;
and fishes died in their waters,
and birds on the wing
dropped out of the sky;
and their cities
became foul with their offal
and with the unsavory discharge
of their doings;
and the air was polluted and darkened
by their evil ways,
so that the people cried out
for breath, for thirst and for food;
and they fell upon each other
in utter confusion and anguish.

For was this not the river
that came out of Eden?

Now consider once more
the river that came out of Eden:

As in the beginning,
it now flows silently Detween its banks;
but thirsting herds no longer i

drink of its water,
nor fishes swirl in its depths,
nor birds on the wing pass over;
all rooted things upon its banks are dead
and its presumptuous cities lie in unknown dust;

for nothing remains
upon the face of the earth
but the wasted land
and the river

out of Eden.

(Reprinted from the Georgetown News)
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"PURPLE HAZE SOFTENS THE BROODING PEAKS
(Eagle photo)


