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HEAVILY rolleth the wintry clouds,
And the ceaseless snow is falling, falling,

As the frost king'stroops in their, icv shrouds,0 pirits calling.Whistle and-,bo1výl, like'l'st s

But a warm luxuriantly furnishèd-,roo',
Is an antidote to, the wild night è Prm,

Lamplight and firelight bânish the àloom,1
No poverty stalks there with cold gàunt form.

Yet there seems a shadow, yes even there,
Where all is so peacefully grand and still,

No fair young face with its shining hair,
No voice of love with its musical thrill.

One reigneth alone in that mansion grand,
And his -day of life ha'é-long past its noon,

The wanderer of many aforeign land,
Rests, calmly waiting Heaven's final boon.
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