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Yesterday I was inclined to be sad. Threatening clouds hung low overhead, while the 

north-wind, raw and cold, sent its penetrating blasts far into the southlands. I knew full well that 

Indian summer is still to come with its warm and pleasant days before the full blast of winter is 

upon us. But it is equally certain that every march of the north wind will be another triumph, 

gaining more ground each time it comes, and each time bringing colder weather with it. 

Cold rains lashing the trees and beating down the tender plants: crisp, cold nights that 

make the fireplace inviting: hoar-frost on the fields, sleet, ice and snow; harbingers of winter, 

grasping every living thing in their icy hand of death. The wilted flower, black, lifeless plants, 

the yellow cornstalk, all so many mute testimonies of the power of death. The glory of spring 

and summer has faded, life has succumbed before an irresistible power. Soon fields and trees 

will stand naked and stiff as symbols of that power. Who but poets speak of the beauties of 

autumn? 

Not long hence, and “time” shall be no more! 

Last night the harvest moon drove the clouds away and shone in a golden brightness that 

faded out the stars. There was that familiar, crisp feeling of frost in the air. This morning I 

noticed as never before that the trees were donning a multi-colored cloak. Every leaf a beauty of 

its own, adorned with the richest hues that no artist’s brush can duplicate. Autumn’s splendor has 

spread itself profusely over the fields. And the farmer is out early to gather his abundant harvest. 

Can this be death? Can such glory spell defeat, a hopeless succumbing before a power too 

strong to resist? Can this serve as token merely of sin and curse and judgment?  

I took the reprimand. Fool that 1 am, and slow of heart to understand. Must not all these 

things be? All flesh is as grass, and all the goodliness thereof is as the flower of the fields; the 

grass withereth, the flower fadeth, because the Spirit of God bloweth upon it. 

There is triumph for us even in the march of death, victory even in the passing of the 

summer. For we are saved in hope, and the whole creation is busily laboring to share that hope 

with us. Creation, too, must be delivered from this bondage of corruption and share in the 

glorious liberty of the sons of God. 

Old things must pass away. All must be made new. Already we see from afar a new 

heaven and a new earth, where sin shall dwell no more, nor death, nor curse, but righteousness 

shall abound forever. 

Day unto day uttereth speech, night unto night showeth wisdom. 

Let the winds blow, the frosts of winter come. Let the snow spread its pure white garment 

over the fields. Summer and winter, spring-time and harvest will come and go, onward on their 

steady, unfaltering march toward the ever- certain goal. . . . 

Eternity! 
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