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214 EVENINGHYMN.

Night,-thy end is hastening fast,

Eternal day will dawn at last

The Sun of righteousness shall rise,

Triumphant through his native skies

And men redeemed from dust shall spring

To haïl the advent of their King;

Till heavenIs wide arch repeats their straîns,

Christ, our own Immanuel, reigns

THE END.
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