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AN EVENING SON.G.

Z- And 110W another clay is gone,
* C l'Il sing my Maker's praise;

My coniforts every hour niake
known

- Bis providence and gïace.

But how my cbildhood runs to
waste 1

5-1My sins, how great their
sum

~ f 'ï~'Lord, giv me pardon for the.

W<-And strength for days. to
4 corne.

I lay my body down to sleep, t

Let angels guard my ]iead':
And through the hours of dark-

ness keep,
Their wateb around m'y

bed.

With eheerful heart I close mine eyes,
Since thoù wilt flot remove.; j

And in the morning, let merisýe
R:joicing in thy love.


