
THE OWI,

AAV ANGEL ARTISI.

HE airy etchings of the Frost
Clear cut 'gainst heaven's blue hyaline,

Relievo's white, the hili tops deck,
An angel artist's drearn divine.

Thiere stately cedars, side by side
With graceful firs and poplars thrown,

Consort with weeds and tangled brush,
Growths decay'd and shapeless stone.

But nowv ail wear die sanie white robe,
Thie sanie fair grace; in virtue sure

Thie vestal, Frost, hath touch'd theni al:
Pure, ar-e ail i/liigs 7111o lle pitre.
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