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&n tbe plain.

My cabin cowers in the pathless sweep
OF the terrible siorfhern Blost;

Above its roof the wild clowda leap
And shriek ar they hurtle past.

The snow-waves hizs along the plain,
Like spectral wolves they stretch and sirain
And race and ramp—cith hissing beat,
Like stealthy tread of myrind feet,

I hegr them poss; wpon the roof

The icy showers swirl and ralile;

At times the moon, from storma aloof,
Shinea white ond won within the room—
Then swift clouds drive asross the light
And all the plain ds lost bo sight,

The cabin rocks, and on my palm

The sifted snow folls, cold and ealm.

God ! What a poiwer 18 in the wind |

I loy my cheek to the cabin sda

To feel the welght of Ms glant hoands—

A gpeck, a fiy i the blasting tide

Of sireqming, mittless, toy sands;

A single heart with ity feeble beal—

A mowse G the on's throalb—

A mrimmer al sen—a sunbsam’s mole

In the grasp of a tempest of hail and slest |
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A LITTLE NORSK.

CHAPTER L

HER ADOPFIIVE PARENTE.

i N8, the next time you twist hay
i3 f'r the fire, I wish't you'd
dodge the damp spots,” said
the cook, rising from a pro-
longed serutiny of the stove and the bread
in the oven. His pose was threatening,

“Cooks are always grumblin’,” calmly
remarked Anson, drawing on his gloves
preparatory to going out to the barn;
“but geein' ’s this is Chris'mus, I'll go
out an’ knock & barrel to pieces. I want
them biscuit to be 0. K. Bee?"

“Yes: I see.”

“ Bay, Bert!"

“Wellp”



