
7//r fiilloii Im/ liiif.s litre irrilltti hejiire dresK^ng

titic Dcmiihir itiiininnj njirr a .sirrjilt.ss nitjht durivff
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NKiHT AM) DAY

Tlu" .stifling .silfiico of the glotimy night,

Coiitra.sling strongly with the hours of h :ht.

Is hke unto the Angels Death and Life.

The (hirkness slowly gathering dark and drear.

Is like life's end, death drawing near,

The man departs in |K'aee, above.

Then once again the dawn wlie!i hright it breaks

Is like a new-born child when first he wakes,

And growing as the brightness, quickly grows to

man.
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