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EVENING HYMN.

-1 of lîght,

SiNiKiiNG now in floods

he-sua resigns the world tp aîght;

When a lingerinS glance he turns,
The glowîng west with glory buras,
And the blushing beavens awhilene
Long retain his parting smile.

Ere gray evening s sullen eye,
17- Bids thoseý tints of beauty die;

Ere her tears bave washed away

The footsteps of departing daY>
îe

N,,-ature from ber verdant bowers

Her last long straîn of rapture pours
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