
Autumn Quotes 

 

Autumn 
Autumn is a second spring when every leaf is a flower.    Albert Camus  
 
A wind has blown the rain away and blown the sky away and all the leaves away, and the trees 
stand. I think, I too, have known autumn too long.  e. e. cummings  
 
There is a harmony in autumn, and a luster in its sky, which through the summer is not heard or 
seen, as if it could not be, as if it had not been!  Percy Bysshe Shelley  
 
Summer ends, and Autumn comes, and he who would have it otherwise would have high tide 
always and a full moon every night.  Hal Borland  
 
I saw old Autumn in the misty morn stand shadowless like silence, listening to silence. Thomas 
Hood  
 
Now Autumn's fire burns slowly along the woods and day by day the dead leaves fall and melt. 
William Allingham  
 

"In the garden, Autumn is, indeed the crowning glory of the year, bringing us the fruition of months 
of thought and care and toil.   And at no season, safe perhaps in Daffodil time, do we get such 
superb  colour effects as from August to November." 
Rose G. Kingsley, The Autumn Garden, 1905 

 
"I trust in Nature for the stable laws of beauty and utility.  Spring shall plant and Autumn garner to 
the ends of time." Robert Browning 
 

"The birds laugh loud and long together 
When Fashion's followers speed away 
At the first cool breath of autumn weather. 
Why, this is the time, cry the birds, to stay! 
When the deep calm sea and the deep sky over 
Both look their passion through sun-kissed space, 
As a blue-eyed maid and her blue-eyed lover 
Might each gaze into the other's face."  Ella Wheeler Wilcox, The End of Summer 

 
"For man, autumn is a time of harvest, of gathering together.  For nature, it is a time of sowing, of 
scattering abroad."   Edwin Way Teale  



September 

 
By all these lovely tokens September days are here, With summer's best of weather And autumn's 
best of cheer.  Helen Hunt Jackson 
  
"Try to remember the kind of September 
When life was slow and oh so mellow 
Try to remember the kind of September 
When grass was green and grain so yellow 
Try to remember the kind of September 
When you were a young and a callow fellow 
Try to remember and if you remember 
Then follow--follow, oh-oh."    Try to Remember, Lyrics by Tom Jones and Harvey Schmid 
 
"The foliage has been losing its freshness through the month of August, and here and there a 
yellow leaf shows itself like the first gray hair amidst the locks of a beauty who has seen one season 
too many."   Oliver Wendell Holmes 
 
"Spring scarce had greener fields to show than these 
Of mid September; through the still warm noon 
The rivulets ripple forth a gladder tune 
Than ever in the summer; from the trees 
Dusk-green, and murmuring inward melodies, 
No leaf drops yet; only our evenings swoon 
In pallid skies more suddenly, and the moon 
Finds motionless white mists out on the leas."   Edward Dowden, In September 
 
 
"By all these lovely tokens 
September days are here 
With summer's best of weather 
And autumn's best of cheer."   Author Unknown   
 

 
"I love to go out in late September 
among the fat, overripe, icy, black blackberries 
to eat blackberries for breakfast, 
the stalks very prickly, a penalty 
they earn for knowing the black art 
of blackberry-making; and as I stand among them 
lifting the stalks to my mouth, the ripest berries 
fall almost unbidden to my tongue, 
as words sometimes do, certain peculiar words 
like strengths or squinched, 
many-lettered, one-syllabled lumps, 
which I squeeze, squinch open, and splurge well 
in the silent, startled, icy, black language 
of blackberry -- eating in late September."    Gallway Kinnell, Blackberry Eating    
  



October 

 
"Even if something is left undone, everyone must take time to sit still and watch the leaves turn." 
Elizabeth Lawrence 
 
 
October's Party 

October gave a party; 
The leaves by hundreds came- 
The Chestnuts, Oaks, and Maples, 
And leaves of every name. 
The Sunshine spread a carpet, 
And everything was grand, 
Miss Weather led the dancing, 
Professor Wind the band. 
 
The Chestnuts came in yellow, 
The Oaks in crimson dressed; 
The lovely Misses Maple 
In scarlet looked their best; 
All balanced to their partners, 
And gaily fluttered by; 
The sight was like a rainbow 
New fallen from the sky. 
 
Then, in the rustic hollow, 
At hide-and-seek they played, 
The party closed at sundown, 
And everybody stayed. 
Professor Wind played louder; 
They flew along the ground; 
And then the party ended 
In jolly "hands around."   Author: George Cooper  
 
"October's the month 
When the smallest breeze 
Gives us a shower 
Of autumn leaves. 
Bonfires and pumpkins, 
Leaves sailing down - 
October is red 
And golden and brown."   Can Teach Songs  
 
"When all the cows were sleeping 
And the sun had gone to bed, 
Up jumped the pumpkin, 
And this is what he said: 
 
I'm a dingle dangle pumpkin 
With a flippy floppy hat. 
I can shake my stem like this, 
And shake my vine like that."    Children’s song 
 
 
 



"The sweet calm sunshine of October, now 
    Warms the low spot; upon its grassy mold 
The purple oak-leaf falls; the birchen bough 
    drops its bright spoil like arrow-heads of gold."   William Cullen Bryant 
  
  
"The clump of maples on the hill, 
And this one near the door, 
Seem redder, quite a lot, this year 
Than last, or year before; 
I wonder if it's jest because 
I Love the Old State more!"  David L. Cady, October in Vermont    
  



November 

 
"November comes  
And November goes,  
With the last red berries  
And the first white snows. 
 
With night coming early,  
And dawn coming late,  
And ice in the bucket  
And frost by the gate. 
 
The fires burn  
And the kettles sing,  
And earth sinks to rest  
Until next spring."   Elizabeth Coatsworth 
 
 
"So dull and dark are the November days. 
The lazy mist high up the evening curled, 
And now the morn quite hides in smoke and haze; 
The place we occupy seems all the world."   John Clare, November 
  
  
"Our Father, fill our hearts, we pray,  
With gratitude Thanksgiving Day;  
For food and raiment Thou dost give,  
That we in comfort here may live."    Luther Cross, Thanksgiving Day    
  
  
"November always seemed to me the Norway of the year."  Emily Dickinson 
  
  
"No warmth, no cheerfulness, no healthful ease, 
No comfortable feel in any member - 
No shade, no shine, no butterflies, no bees, 
No fruits, no flowers, no leaves, no birds - 
November!"        Thomas Hood, No! 
 


