Service for the Evening of
the Day of Etonement.

The Choir.

The sinking sun fast homeward hying

Minds, God, Thy dove to seek Thy tent’s strong
shelter.

Her tender wings have wearied flying,

Sore many wounds both chill and blast have dealt
her.

A nest she craved this whole day hoping

To rest her heart, to ease her desolation.
Throughout the day in darkness groping,
This twilight’s star she hails her consolation.

O may in rosy joy abounding

This dusk wake her to life’s new aspirations!
The sun droops wings as night is rounding,
Thy dove refreshed soars up to higher stations.

The Minister,

Yea, upward, aloft she fain would fly, Thy dove,
the priestly band of Thy chosen ones—upward,
nearer to Thee, O Most Holy One. She hath been
seeking Thee, from this day’s first dawn, and now,
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when the sun is sinking and the shades of evening
are sloping athwart the earth, her longing for Thy sal-
vation and Thy light hath deepened. From early
morn until this evening hour her mournful, her joy-
ous chants have risen unto Thee. And even now she
doth not fold her wings. Nay, she feeleth within her
the quickening glow of strength renewed, of courage
revived; and the most glorious of her hopes hath
grown apace with her fervent longing to worship
Thee. More deeply planted in her heart than ever,
the trust in Thy merciful love filleth her very being
with a new ecstasy. As she listened to the turbu-
lent roar and watched the mad rush of the surging
waves of life, the crested breakers of its number-
less cares and anxieties threatening to engulf the
goul, she became affrichted. With deep sorrow she
noted the many, many stains on her raiment that
had come from Thy hands, pure as gold, and spot-
less as snow. And she went forth to seek Thee, her
eternal Helper and Savior, to learn how she might
escape destruction, to ascertain whether the seeth-
ing, turbid tides were subsiding. She lifted up her
eyes to Thy holy mountain, Thy lofty dwelling-
place, saying in the confidence of her heart, “From
thence will come my help.” Thither she took her
flight—and not in vain. She hath found the olive-leaf,
and her lips, an echo of her heart’s assurance, now
repeat God’s gladsome message: “Thine iniquity is
taken away, thy sin is purged. My dove in the
cleft of the rocks, thou art cleansed of thy trans-
oressions; the luster of thy plumage rivaleth the
glamor of silver, thy wings vie in their splendor
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with gleaming gold. Stand thou always before me
in this fair form, sing thy chants in this sweet voice;
be thou forever mine, as I am thine; the day de-
clineth, the shadows lengthen, O do thou return!
Keep far from whatever might again soil thy purity,
wing thy flight boldly over the mountains that
tower between me and thee, O thou, my chosen
own.” No, approaching night cannot affright us.
If Thou art with us what have we to fear? If we
are with Thee, what can terrify us? Nothing-—even
though we walk through the valley of the shadow
of death. Joy alone now thrilleth our souls; grati-
tude is our evening’s sacrifice, songs of praise and
pious vows. Let this, our offering, find fayor in Thy
sight, good Father! Give power to our weak tongues
to proclaim Thy glory, that the ardor of our heart,
and the fervor of our feelings may leap forth there-
from like a mighty flame, and the word of our mouth
resemble the Seraph that touched the lips of the pro-
phet and purged away the last of sinful impurity.
The Congregation .(—Amen.

T Yo3 pnanw
The Minisler.

O Lord, on Thee I call, when wakes young morn-
ing’s light,

And Thee, I seek, when stars unbolt the gates of
night.

Thy loving-kindness and Thy might would I relate

When new the day, when works at loom the even-
ing late

To weave the net of men’s light dreams.
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As stands a supplicant for mercies at the gate

To Thee in humble praise I raise aloft my hand;

To Thee with ardent love my song I dedicate—

Incline Thine ear, and grant my timid heart’s de-
mand

To light my path by Thy love’s beams.

Not by the heavens’ vaulfing heights art Thou en-
folded,

Not by the heavens’ heavens broad expanse con-
fined.

Yet in the depths of my own soul, as.by Thee
moulded

Thou dwellest, Lord: Thy glorious name therein
enshrined

Reveals Thy presence all-pervading, all-sustaining.

Yea, with hot yearning for Thy grace, my soul is
glowing,

And from my lips my songs of praise to' Thee as-
cend.

Thy wondrous pow’r, I sing in measures overflowing

Until my psalm with higher songs above will blend

Where, earth’s strife ended, God’s sweet peace in all
is reigning.

Y ORY

Lift up, my soul, Thine eyes on high!

On God do think, while life in heart is glowing !

On Him do call, His help is nigh

When broad day shines, when shades of night are
growing.
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To Him Thy songs of praige intone!

Thy staff while thou.on earth thy way art wending,
He is thy hope—yea, He alone

When dust the dust rejoins in this life’s ending.

He doth prepare sweet recompense

At His high throne—the crown of peace unending.
Rise thou, a fragrant frankincense,

My song, with that of all His servants blending !

b R R i 4

Thou in the heavens above art my pleasure,—think I
of Thee is lifted from my breast every sorrow’s
measure.

Infinite is Thy grace, my thanks in clarion notes, I
fain would sing,—yet, I have but my tongue’s
imperfect uttering.

~ The highest heights before Thee dwindle low,—how
shall to fathom Thee my spirit know ?

Let Thy light upon me kindly shine—my will be
taught to submit to Thine.

Look with favor on my song of joy and praise—which
springs from my heart’s shrine, a gacrificial
blaze.

Keep open over me Thy radiant eye—Thy lightillume
my night ; my hopes and wishes purify.

From out Thy plenteous grace unto me provide—
for the number of my sins a cover wherein to
hide:







