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A NIORNING IN JI'NE.

As the sun peeps o'er the hill-crestiq
At early morn in Jâne,
TIhe whole of w~ond'rour. Nature-I#.nd
WVith gladness seeme a-tune.

Trhe woodland choirs their melodies
Pipe forth from bnsh and tree,
The blaekhird, thrush, and linnet,
1'nite in harinony,

And swell t heir choruis to the breeze
That 'vafts u*er bill and dale,
WVhisp'ring tu earh leaf and tlower
IL'e own melod ions tale.

The tluwe4-rs of t lie %voodland tou
ln grandeur meem tu vie,
Nodding each itsa pret ty head
To the iut winis paq-ing 1>y.

Aid uoîeuiug eaelh its dewy eye
To gaze tilouz zble inurn,
WVelenining wvitl p ure tieli.glit
l'he 1beatty oft lie dawn.


