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Low, low in the darken'd sky the crescent moon is drooping,
And ail the soiemu, mystic heaven about our boat is stooping;
OnIy a littie light cornes dowri, thougli myriad stars are gleaining,
The sunset wind has fallen asleep ; the silent sea is dreaming.

IDeep, deep in our riven hearts we ponder ail the story
Of Hlir wvho sailed this sea with us, and changed its gloom to glory;
And born of love-taught faith in Him, a solemn gkadness fills us,
And -.nteriVoven with the joy, a tender sadness thriIIs us.

Slow, slow in match majestic the stately hours are tteading,
The while we work, and wa c«ch, and wait, our empty mesh es spreading;
No sil'er glistens in our net, though day will soon be dawning.
Wbat hope we for ? The land and sea and sky await the morning.

The stars are dim, they fade away,
The nighit recedes, and in its stead,
A growing glory overhead

Proclaima the coming of the day.

T.he sp]lendour ;fails on land and lake,

.An4;gilds tho sea-bid's fiashing %ving:
And scent and song the breezes bring.

From.flpwers that bloom anal birds that wake.

An.d teoOur ears a voice je borne,
And on the shining wave-waehed strand
We see a lonely wàtcher stand-

Why cornes Reî here at break of morn?

He speaks, and mighty is* Ris word!
toe jiere ie ail we need, and more;
Our nets are full, our hearts brirn o'er,

We Irnow Him for our rison Lord.

And un the shore a feast *is spread;
Hia Joving care is stiil t•e 'Saine,
Who-met the people when they carne,

Tolà them of God, and gave them bread.

Behôldllirn King below, above!1
Ris worde are, kind, Hia, smile is sweet;
He stoops our lowest need to meet,

And satiefies oux souls 'with love.
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