
THE EVENING HOUR,

h is the hour when from the boughs
The nightingale's high note is heard,«-w
Tt is the hour when îÔver's voivs
Seem - swéet. in gvery whisper'd word;
A4d -entle wind and watters near,

Make 'music to the' lonely ear;-
Each flower the de.ws'ýý have lightly wet,
And. in the sky the stars have set,
And on the wave îs deeper blue,
And on the leaf a browner hue,
And in the heavens that clear obscqre,

Soý. softly dark, so darkly pure,
Which follows the decline of day,

As twilight melts beneath the moon away.

The contemplation of Nature in her various-garbs and
sîtuations, has been ' to m e, from my earliest youth, a
scource of d.eliehf4,fu.1 feeling and enjoyment. In the ten-
der years of ébildhood, as.on a fine still summerýs even.
ing, my sporfive comppion.s were all bustle and gýée inY
ýhe p.rosecution of some favourite game, I woidd steal

away from. the noisy throng to sQme sequestered spgt
where,. rýwînotefùl]y secure eorn. their interruption -and

jýOyoUs tumult3 1 would sit,,ý and gaze for bours. on the.
MO.Oý aý ghe slow1y pursued, ber Ma*eStic cour-se alop Grý
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