
-' THE I AR'dJ TE kIEVIEW.

AN EVENING NYMN TO TUE VILGIN.

lii .1. 'WtttM Fiscili.

S t),weet and low, so sweet And low,

O)ur whimpered worii. to henven flow

The last simb eani bas kimmed tlie bine

Anrd fat t Lhe iglit eiiitt stealinig throtogh.

A~nd Mother, now, we' hend our knee

And rai..e our thottglt, awlule tAo thee

Though night Ihe dark we do font fear

For thon art near ;for thon art near.

We scenm bo feel thy presence rare,

Th:, song contes stealing on the air,

Its wordt. are met in tone4; of lov e,

llreutiaed front above ;breathcd froin above.

Conte, titn, and bles tlty wayward child,

The shades of rtiglt lcom dark atnd wild

And oter the pathway mhadowq ttroitg-

The way is long ;the way ie long.

And now, in joy, wv' offer xweet

Our deedq to-day with love teplete

Andýbeg thee througbi te %eary yct-S

To dry otir teansr; to dry our teart4.

And 0 fond Mother, wltile, we sleep

I>ray let thy love a vigil keep

And guard ui safe tili tnorning's liglit

For il ie; niglit ;for it is night.
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