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IN THE MEADOW.
Tis merry maiden je making the most

of the holidaye. What a picture of healtb
and content she i8, as crowned witb wild-
tiowera, and half-buried among the grass,

Work while you work,
And play while you play,

This je the way
To be happy and gay.

little atreams of water tan acrosa the
way, but ail was dry and hot, and the
sun's raya scorchod him How ho wiahed
for a cooling cloud. fur any thing to screen
himn trom the hotgbeams.MRi& face gtew

ah. rests ber dimpled cheekcs upon ber A LOCK IN A WEARY LKND. red, bis breath came short as he panted on
bands and looks at us witb such a raucy A missio.NÂ,RY had a long way to walk. bis way.
smile. No thouglit of bocks cr study or It was not over grassy fields, or through At last he ce.me to a tall rock that stood,
cires, for is not this the holida a ? Ptigbt pleasant shady woods, but along a stony ini the rnidat of the plain. One aide tf the
you are, My M"rr Maid- path where were no grasa nor ahide, No rock leaxied over the patb. and under it, as
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