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To-D.\y tlie earth lias nut a woi-d to speak.

The snow comes down as softly throiifili the aii-

As liitying heaven to a niartyrV prayer,

(h- wliite •.'rave rosi's to a liloodless eheek.

Tlie footsteps ol' the snow, as while anil meek
.-\s anjrel travellers, are everywheri—
On feneeand hrieraiid up tln' I'uresi stair.

And on the wind's trail o'er the rnoi.rland hleak.

They tread the nigged road as tenderly

As April venturing lier first earess;

They drown tlie old earth's furrowed griefs and
scars

Witliin the white foam of a sonndless sea.

And hring a deeper depth of (|Hielness

To graves asleep heneatli the silent stars.


