
THE SNOW STORM.

Good and bad, together,

Share God's precious gifts
;

Thus, o'er all, the storm-cloud,

Jewels bright, it sifts.

While the storm-birds, gaily

Flitting to and fro ;

Hunting tor their dinner

'Midst the falling «inow.

Chirp and sing so blithely

—

This is thetr delight

;

Gone the birds of Summer
To warm regions, bright.

Fall then gt r^Iy. .now-fUkes !

Warm, t, , diin^, lie !

But yo.: ^iuu ;n' uVening

Grr 1% ;,,_.>;; b\ v'^<-\ by.

So a nu;l .:uv •.UirHv;*:,

Till Iho ^ . i
i J -V;

Wakes it to . . i^uer

Life, that is a'oove.
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