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"The snow had begun in the gloarning,
And busily ail the night

RTad been heaping field and highway
With a silence deep and white.

"Every pine and fir and hemlock
Wore erinine too dear for an earl;Y

And the poorest twig- on the elm-tree
XVas ridged inch-deep witli peari.

"From sheds new-roofed with Carrara
Carne ehanticleer's muffled erow ;

The stiff rails were softened to swan's-down,
And stili fluttered down the snow."

Best of ail> perhaps,-certainly the flnest epic of old-fahliond
wvinter weather ever written,-is Whittier's " Snow-Bolnd."
'< Epic"I may iiot be the riglit word to use, and yet why flot? It
is <l'narrative," and "heroice" adventures are achieved by thie men
anid boys otut-of-doors in meeting the snow.q and the winds;
xvhile xvithin, mother and aunt and sisters weave together a web
of home-life lovelier thian auythingy to be shiown by Penelope or
Helen of Troy.

By sucli a fireside as that desci7ibed in "Snow-Bound," with
the red blaze flashingy up

«Until the old, rude-f arnished room
Burst, flower-like, into rosy hloom,"

.one might well be

«Content to let the north wind roar
In baffled rage at pane and door."

It was worth a great deal to live aronnd one of those dee~
Iog-heaped fireplaces. It waM grand to hear how

«When a louder blaat
Shook beam and rafter as it passed,
The merrier up its roar-»g drauglit
The great throat of the c;hirnney )aughed."

There is also Emerson's indoor view of a snow-storrn

«IAnnounced by ail the trunipets of the sky,
Arrives the snow, and, driving o'er the fields,
Seems nowhere to alight. The whited air
Hides hbis and woods, the river and the heaven,


