MRy —
[ Q‘;’,- '\;\, . . I ) I
\%"" AR & o R Lot . .
LA B i R ) s L LT ’ 2~ .
‘. .

Y

Fb

o 4

The Last Load <

By Richard Burion

So warm a-work they wers, they hardly knew Fiutes once, and then agam. the crispy hay
The sun was westering, and now, lehold, Breathes odors out, dewntonched . the hories lift
The horizon a5 @ blaze of transient gold, Long sensitive :ars. as haply they have sniyfed
And ail the awr i3 prerccd and molten tirough dua earnd reward f oats, and grudge aelay o
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Wuk that~strange peace the twdlight brings, the dull Then, bronzed and vred, do the hasers haste !
Aud sullen monowgung of tup heat To moxnt the wam, tic last ivad shaken dowh
Groies {raaliy loly, ol and stocet, And so sway eredbing tiweard Ve Lt eren
Bereailse a thrioh ‘whose note 15 spiritual Whaso dearths o~ =wept Iy wom.n pleasant-faced,
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