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HOW DEAR TO ME THE HoüR WHEN ÜAYLIGHT DIES. 61
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samt one ro - sy smile, She ne’er had left . . his Ione-ly isle.
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smile, She ne ’er had left . . his lone-ly isle.
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samt one ro - sy smile, She ne ’er had left . . his lone-ly isle.
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HOW DEAR TO ME THE HOUR WHEN DAYLIGHT DIES.
(Am—The Twisting of the Rope .*)

Slow, and to he played very smoothly.
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I had not suffioiently considered the structure of this delightM air when I formerly asserted that it was too wild for words of a
regulär metre.



62 Hoff DEAR TO ME THE HoüR ffHEN ÜAYLIGHT DIES.
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For then sweet dreams of o - ther days . . a - rise , And

Mem’-ry breathes her ves - per sigh to thee , For then sweet dreams of o - ther

days . . a - rise , And Mem- ’rybreathes her ves - per sigh . . to thee.
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HOW DEAR TO ME THE HOUß WHEN ÜAYLIGHT DIES. 63

And , as I watch the line of light that plays A - long the smooth wave tow ’rds the

I long to tread that gold - en path . . . of rays , And

lentando.

think ’t would lead to some bright isle of rest , I long to tread that gold - en

path . of rays , And think t ’would lead to some bright isle . . of rest.
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