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“Tell of my harvest festival?
'Tis the happiest time o’ year;
For then | see the fruits and grain—
-=.....' children all appear.
— "It comes In Indian summer time,
When harvest work is done;
‘Tis then | bid my children all
Come round me one by one.

“‘Golden the sheaves they bring me,
With fruits from orchard and vine
Far as the eye can see them
They are marching line on line.

“‘See where they come together,
Now through the smoky haze!

Wheat, Flax, Rye, Oats, Barley,
And there Is my golden maize.

*‘Then there are fruits and fiowers,
—0, the half can never be told—
Purple like skies at sunset,—
Red, or yellow as gold.”
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