POEMS IN PEACE AND WAR.

A MORNING IN JUNE.

As the sun peeps o’er the hill-crests
At early morn 1n June,

‘The whole of wond’rous Nature-lend
With gladness seems a-tune.

The woodland choirs their melodies
Pipe forth from bush and tree,

‘The blackbird, thrush, and linnet,
Unite in harmony,

And swell their chorus to the breeze
That wafts o’er bill and dale,
Whisp'ring to each leaf and Hower
It’s own melodious tele.

The tlowers of the woodland too
In grandeur seem to vie,
Nodding each its pretty head
To the suft winds passing by.

Aud openiug each its dewy eye
To gaze upou the :orn,
Welcomng with pure delight
The beanty of the dawa.
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