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TO
.N AW’w}inter‘ is come with a cold chilly breath
All “‘nd the leaves are all fled from the trées,
2.3ture seem‘d touch‘d by the finger of death,
3 20 the streams are beginning to freeze;

W you gay gallangyouths on the river who slide,

. hce sumiper attends you no more,
hile' with plenty we sit by a good fire side,
‘Can we murmer to think on the poor

- Heress the white feather‘d snow which in fleaks fast
Andso whifeis the prospect allround, [desseads,
Heress the keen cutting winds from the northward
‘Which so furiously sweeps oer the ground ; (is sent,

When the hills and valleys are cover-d with white
Andthe rivers congeal‘don the shore,

Andthe bright twinkling stars all proclaim acold night

Fhats the time to remember the poor.

Now tlie poor hatmless hare to the woodlands gets

_Her footsteps all dinted wjth snow, (tracd,"

And with feetand with fingers and with blood all
The marxs-men a saipe shoetinggo ;  (o‘erlacd,

Now the poor robiu red breast approaches our cot,
While the icicles hang at each door,

And ourdishes are smoaking with something that‘s
That's the time to remember the poor. (bot

aaw should ensue and the waters encrease,
Andthesticams in rude murmer shall flow,
Bach fish from its prison obtain a release,
While in danger the traveller go;

- When the meads are c‘er flown with a proud swell-
And thebridges a1+ used no more, (ing flood.
“While with plenty wg shave every thing that is good,

Can we murmer to think on the poor?

Now the time will sson come when our Saviour was
And we all must agree with one voice, (born

‘Each beurt to contribute to hail the bles¢ morn,
And the earth and allin it rejoice ;

“Tho“death will ensue yet deprived of its sting,
Thegraveit shall triumph no more,

Buot angels and men hal.icﬁijahs ghall sing,

Aud theyich shall rejoice whogemember‘d the poor,
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