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THE LAST LOAD.

F the delights of labors tnishad, poete have sing, and
moralists wiven their disscrtations, The completing of
thie harvest, the assoranee that the Iast sheaf is safely hoveed,
and 4l the hay soenrely muthered, is 8 mament of so much pride:
wnd happitiess to the farmer, that, in ahnost overy country but
our own, we find it eelebrated by banqueting and merry-mak-
ing. Thio Last Load does not, elsewhers than i prosic Amer-
oa, usnally g0 home so solemnly and quistly as cor. ortist Je-
picts it in the sceompanying skateh. Nor do the farm rcq-le
g soberly from their Iabor, with no ontward expreasion of
pleawre in the gathered mﬂ garnered products of the felds
W all knew what a © harvest home ™ was in the merry if not
happy England of the past, when the danes, and the song, and
the toast, wnd o generous hilarity, gave slw vecasion lonor,
It might b well, perlinps, it we of to-day did not, in one it
tor-of businéss way, entircly forget and Tgnore those
methods of celebrating epoths in our yenely tacks. An Amer-
joun farmer i usually n more sobet way of expreshing his
gratitude for a garered hievest, than by wasting his store in
drinking and eating, but pssurcdly sometling graceful and
Poasing might 1% done to memorize the event. Even the
young worrien i Mr. Homer's sketel uro nsensillde tothe poetry
of the ocoasion. IF thelr hearts arc glad, they lack even the
tasto or the art to show their glidness by so mnch as a flower
in their hair or their bonnets. They would wonder, porlinps,
whereln the sienbficance of such in et would exist. The gra
was ripe; it was needed o mow, to dry, o pathar, to _m\.

it; and, these dutios being done, others follow to exnet & ceases |

from their tasks, or'éven to congratulate each other upon the

micodss of their labors.  They feel, possibly, o stubborn sort of
| content In/the fact that the yiehl as becn gond s but theie
hiearts have'tio poctical methods of expressing their pleasure,
“Thex are not in sympathy with the fields they have subdued.
Labor secms to have nothing for them but its sterner and
arsher asports, annd they nre Tgnorant of every means to give it
grace, cleganes, or poetical oxpression.  And yet, the hay-
Rnrvest, almost of all others, ought to inspive wad wann the
sensibilities.  What i move deficious to the senses than the odor
of the new-movwn gres? what more refreshing, fragrant, and
gratefal?  The eleanliness and swectnéss of the libor have ren-
dered it of all field duties alinost exclusively the one of which
onr wonren ean partake; sud fhie fuct slone vught fo- give it
jgroce and beanty, Poets have sung of it again and aguing
there ix indeed, no form of industrial labor that has g0 often
Teen the theme for the versifler,  Children, too, alwnys delight
o the hay-field; they catch an exhllarating glow from the
| spirit of the place, and, burying themselves in the
frrass, or eaping exultingly from the hay-cocks, or climberingup
1o the dizzy heights of the towering win, exhibit o fresh sensi-
bility to thie picturcaque and stimilating conditions of the labar,
This ehildish sest. for haying elings to thoso redidents of the
town whe were bred inthe ety n»l. its recollee-

tons with those of apple-putherings and shings, a8 one
o the few farm dutles that carried with it a sense of ploususe
ruther than of labor.

‘ dess drmlgery,  Thep sannob puuse. to exiract any swectness
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