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Jvna, hiiy Jnna,

Here 10 aoon I

See her dminty, dimpled hand held aloft,
Dropping diamond, on each flower and blade of«««,WhUe die breathe, a morning «,ng low and K>f

t

To Aurora and her maidena t. they jmn
Gem* of dew,

SparkUng genu,
How thej glisten on the soentwl—TTifnui 1

Jnn«^ glorious June,
Here so soon I

AUthe songsters of the woodland and the vale_Chant theirtreble. .nd their trills from joyous threats,TiU the music from the flower-sprinkleddile
Meet, the music of the wood in happy note.-

O'er the fields

A chorus sweet
From the orchestra of Nature grandly floats.

MOTBBSS LOTS.

Tm far cerulean depths of rammer side.
Can ne'er be reached by sight or wing of doveNo more can the pure depths of a wom«.'s lor^Be measured by our fickle human eyes.

Good mothers are but angels in disguise •

When, earthly work all done, they res! in heaven.We yearn to press tho» lips and daim a«ainThe love which we too Ute have learned topriw.


