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*A JUNE BLRD-SONG.

BY RtEV. IL WNALTERt NVRIGHT.

INx the break of a blossoiny miorning
0f the ever-glorious June,
languid lay and listened
To the Nvild-birds' v.tried tune.

The lark witli his highi-keyed treble,
The robin's tenor strongr,

The canary's wonted rapture,
Were nin gled in the song.

But niy ear caughit a niote iii a minor,
So richi, so appealing, so cala a,

Lt camne to my hieart like a vision,
It fell on its wounds like balmi.

As one of the long-lost voices,
As îny niother's tised to be,

Lt soothed my fret and worry,
It.spoke to the cliild in nme.

Lt called to a soul that was simple,
Trustful, unselfisli, ftnd free,

Lt ai>pealed to my highier nature,
Lt spoke to the Goci in mie.

I had isen with the lark of ambition,
On passion and beauty hiad smiled,

Forgot that the hieirs of the kingdomn
Have the spirit of a child.

O bird of noble contentinent!
Whatever thy naine naay be,

A voice in the wilderness erying,
A hierald of Christ to mie.

Thiere are voices souîîding froni lieaveai
Across Time's ivlite-capped swell,

Tlîey say witlî tlîaas birdi of the rnorning,
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