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In The Time of Autumn 

~ Minnie Klemme 

 

Now in the time of autumn 

When the harvest days are past, 

When the scarlet leaf grows crisper 

And the golden hours can’t last, 

There comes a time for sleeping 

That the earth may have its rest; 

For God so rules the seasons 

To do what each knows best. 

The birds have ceased their singing, 

The nestlings long are gone, 

A haze fall on the hillsides, 

The frost brings rime at dawn. 

Soon winter will be coming; 

And when the time is right, 

God beds the weary traveler 

With a coverlet of white. 

And in that winter’s sleeping, 

What dreams live ‘neath the snow? 

One day, one day in April 

The grass will let us know. 


