EVENING HYMN.

Shrouded in her misty vest,
She sings a drowsy world to rest,
And tells to man, in thrilling strains,

That the Lord Jebovah reigns !

Lingering twilight dies away,
Night resumes her ancient sway,
Round her sable tresses twining
Countless hosts of stars are shining ;
Weaving round the brow of night
A coronet of living light :
O’er the couch of nature beunding,
Their beauteous glances downward sending
A silent watch of glory keeping,
Guard the earth whilst life is sleeping.
Strains unheard by mortal ‘ea.rs,
Echo through the stafry spheres ;
Other worlds awake to sing,

Glory to the eternal King !
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