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This ýîs night ;-ber mantle gray

She flincs across the brow of day

To bide from mortal ken awhile

The splendour of hîs kingly mile.

But what ma*gic beauties lie

la ber dark and shadowy eye,
When the mon with glory crowned

Checkers oerthe distant ground

Bathing now in floods of light,
Now retreating from the sight,
As the beavy vapoury cloud

Flings athwart îts sable shroud;

Onward as ber course is steerîng,
Now through. broken cliffs appearing,

She shows théý brightness of ber form

And laughs éxulting at the storm

Whilst misty hills and moon-lit plains

Echo far, Jehovah reimus


