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THE SKATER'S SONG.

W on the glist'ning plain we go,%v11 Or aîe
AIwa our steely feet so bright;

dir the north winds keenly blow,
"'iter's out to-night.

Wth
o tthe stirring shout of the joyous rout

On tle Ce.botànd stream we hie;
wellriver's breast, where sonow.fakes rest,'l errily onward fly i

\ fme high ; by their4nidnight gl*r
do b thIweel our way along,

Sallu •hite wo.ds dim, and the frosty air,ring witih the skater's song.

Parew as bold as ever was told
t i and laring deed,

Asya sty Our filight by the fire's red glht,
ore With lightning speed ?

We heed not the blast who are fiying as fast
Asà deer oer the Lapland snow;

When the colI moon shines on snow-clad pines,
And vinîtry breet.es blow.

The cheerful hearth, in the hall of mirth,
We have gladly left behind-

For a thrilling song la borne along
On the frec and stormy wind.

Our hearts beating warrn, we'll laugh at the storms
When it comes in a fearful rage,

'While, with niaiy a whetl on the ringing steel,
A riotous game we'll wage.'

Dy the starry light of a frosty night
We trace our onward way;

W hile on the ground with a spliutering Sound
The froit goes forth at play.


