
Il twilight di the depest wood
We've listen'd for llis voice ;

And where the mighty, gleauting flood
'ours diowni inu t huner-n>ise,

We've heard Ili- footsteps passing by,
And listen'd, but He came not nigh.

We've sought anid the starry train
(f' nidnight's solemn sky,

And gazed o'er all the heaven in vain,
fis dwelling to descry

But 'imidst the dim and starry sheen,
No trace of Mis bright home have seen.

Holds Ie his court within the sky
Where twilight builds her bowers ?

Or loveth Ife the majesty
Uf morning's gorgeous towers ?

Sav, vill the ludiau's feéeble prayer
Enter Ilis din pavillion there ?

Or dwells He in Lte far-off west,
Where sky and ocean mueet;

Andi the loud billows, rock'd to rest,
Gleami bright beneath is feet,

Arti spirits of a world unknown
larp, with sweet music, round lis throne ?

Or dwells He in some marble done
Far down beneaih the wave,

Where m1an's proud footsteps never coRe,
Unless, to find a grave

'Midst ruins of a vorld o'erthrown
la silence, buildeth lie bis throne?

The nusie of lis voice to iear
Our souls would gladly bow;

Haste ! the dark lndians home to cheer,
Ie waite.th, Christian, now:

Fron rites ot blood, from error's sway,
0 call his darken'd heart away!
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God of the rolling year! to thec
Our songs shall rise, whose bounty pours

In many a goodly gift, witlh free
And Jiberal hand, our autumn stores;
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