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THE E VLEjVlIG BIRD.

WEI da), in silence now is dying,
''ie hovcning br-eezo is softly sighing,

And vesper bouis toit far away,
Fro loify bowers a bird is calling,
I hrough growing shadlows swittly falling,

HeJ rings his Ioud and fearless lay.

0 1 unsoon singer
0f peace. tue bringer,

You hymn of dawn beyond the grave of day.

Not to the cold moon proudly striding
'Mong veiling clouds the shy stars hidmng.

Those tender, thrilling strains ascend;
Nor to the night shades carth investing,
But out unto our stili world resting,

The harmonies in niercy wvend.î
Among God's mratures,
Our hunian, natures

Need aIl the sympathy that I-le inay send.

Tired nmen from ended toit reposing
List to the soothing song, haif dozing

At (Ioorways doniod with trelised vines;
And blighted breasts benumnbed by sorrowv
Surcease of pain and rest can borrow

Froin pleasure born of sweetest rhymes,
May rest be given
By kind Heaven

To eyes that iveep and niinds that sad] repine.
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