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T
�

he

�

pride

�

of

�

the

�

high

�

er

�

realms

�

is

�

the

�

clear

�

vault

�

of

�

the

�

sky,

�

�

�

as

�

glo-

�

ri-

� �

�

ous

�

to

�

be-

�

hold

�

as

�

the

�

sight

�

of

�

the

�

heav

�

ens.

�

�

The

�

sun,

�

when

�

it

�

ap

�

pears,

�

pro-

� �

�

claims

�

as

�

it

�

ris-

�

es

�

    what

�

a

�

mar

�

vel-

�

ous

�

in

�

stru

�

ment

�

it

�

is,

�

the

�

work

�

of

�

the

�

Most

�

�

�

High.

�

�

At

�

noon

�

it

�

parches

�

the

�

land,

�

�

�

and

�

who

�

can

�

with

�

stand

�

its

�

burn

�

ing

�

heat?

� �

�

�

�

A

�

man

�

tend

�

ing

�

a

�

fur

�

nace

�

works

�

in

�

burn

�

ing

�

heat,

�

�

�

but

�

three

�

times

�

as

�

hot

� �

�

is

�

the

�

sun

�

scorch

�

ing

�

the

�

moun

�

tains;

�

�

�

when

�

it

�

breathes

�

out

�

fier-

�

y

�

va-

�

pors

� �

�

    and

�

when

�

it

�

shines

�

forth

�

its

�

rays,

�

it

�

blinds

�

the

�

eyes.

�

�

Great

�

is

�

the

�

Lord

� �
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�

who

�

made

�

it;

�

�

�

at

�

his

�

or

�

ders

�

it

�

hur

�

ries

�

on

�

its

�

course.

�

�

It

�

is

�

the

�

moon

�

that

� �

�

marks

�

the

�

chang

�

ing

�

sea

�

sons,

�

�

�

gov-

�

ern

�

ing

�

the

�

times,

�

an

�

ev-

�

er

�

last-

�

ing

�

sign.

�

�

�

�

From

�

the

�

moon

�

comes

�

the

�

sign

�

for

�

fes

�

tal

�

days,

�

�

�

a

�

light

�

that

�

wanes

�

when

�

it

� �

�

com

�

pletes

�

its

�

course.

�

�

The

�

new

�

moon,

�

as

�

its

�

name

�

sug

�

gests,

�

re-

�

news

�

it-

�

self;

�

�

�

�

�

how

�

mar

�

vel-

�

ous

�

it

�

is

�

in

�

this

�

change,

�

�

�

a

�

bea

�

con

�

to

�

the

�

hosts

�

on

�

high

�

    shin-

�

ing

� �

�

in

�

the

�

vault

�

of

�

the

�

heav

�

ens!

�

�

The

�

glo-

�

ry

�

of

�

the

�

stars

�

is

�

the

�

beauty

�

of

�

heav

�

en,

�

�

�

�

�

a

�

glit-

�

ter-

�

ing

�

ar

�

ray

�

in

�

the

�

heights

�

of

�

the

�

Lord.

�

�

On

�

the

�

or

�

ders

�

of

�

the

�

Ho-

�

ly

� �

�

One

�

they

�

stand

�

in

�

their

�

ap

�

point

�

ed

�

plac-

�

es;

�

�

�

they

�

nev-

�

er

�

re-

�

lax

�

in

�

their

�

watches.

�

�

�
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�

Look

�

at

�

the

�

rain

�

bow

�

and

�

praise

�

him

�

who

�

made

�

it;

�

�

�

it

�

is

�

ex

�

ceed

�

ingly

�

beau

�

ti-

�

ful

� �

�

in

�

its

�

bright

�

ness.

�

�

It

�

en

�

cir

�

cles

�

the

�

sky

�

with

�

its

�

glo-

�

ri-

�

ous

�

arc;

�

�

�

the

�

hands

�

of

� �

�

the

�

Most

�

High

�

have

�

stretched

�

it

�

out.

�

�

By

�

his

�

com

�

mand

�

he

�

sends

�

the

�

dri-

�

ving

� �

�

snow

�

    and

�

speeds

�

the

�

light

�

nings

�

of

�

his

�

judg

�

ment.

�

�

There

�

fore

�

the

�

store

�

houses

� �

�

are

�

o-

�

pened,

�

�

�

and

�

the

�

clouds

�

fly

�

out

�

like

�

birds.

�

�

In

�

his

�

maj-

�

es

�

ty

�

he

�

gives

�

the

� �

�

clouds

�

their

�

strength,

�

�

�

and

�

the

�

hail

�

stones

�

are

�

bro-

�

ken

�

in

�

pieces.

�

�

The

�

voice

�

of

�

his

� �

�

thun

�

der

�

caus

�

es

�

the

�

earth

�

to

�

trem

�

ble;

�

�

�

when

�

he

�

ap

�

pears,

�

the

�

moun

�

tains

�

shake.

�

�

�

�

At

�

his

�

will

�

the

�

south

�

wind

�

blows,

�

�

�

so

�

do

�

the

�

storm

�

from

�

the

�

north

�

and

�

the

� �
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�

whirl

�

wind.

�

�

He

�

scat

�

ters

�

the

�

snow

�

like

�

birds

�

fly-

�

ing

�

down,

�

�

�

and

�

its

�

de

�

scent

�

is

� �

�

like

�

lo-

�

custs

�

alight

�

ing.

�

�

The

�

eye

�

is

�

daz

�

zled

�

by

�

the

�

beauty

�

of

�

its

�

white

�

ness,

�

�

�

�

�

and

�

the

�

mind

�

is

�

a

�

mazed

�

as

�

it

�

falls.

�

�

He

�

pours

�

frost

�

o-

�

ver

�

the

�

earth

�

like

�

salt,

�

�

�

�

�

and

�

ici

�

cles

�

form

�

like

�

pointed

�

thorns.

�

�

The

�

cold

�

north

�

wind

�

blows,

�

�

�

and

�

ice

� �

�

freezes

�

on

�

the

�

wa-

�

ter;

�

�

�

it

�

set

�

tles

�

on

�

eve

�

ry

�

pool

�

of

�

wa-

�

ter,

�

�

�

and

�

the

�

wa-

�

ter

�

puts

� �

�

it

�

on

�

like

�

a

�

breast

�

plate.

�

�

He

�

con

�

sumes

�

the

�

moun

�

tains

�

and

�

burns

�

up

�

the

�

wil

�

der-

� �

�

ness

�

    and

�

with

�

ers

�

the

�

ten

�

der

�

grass

�

like

�

fire.

�

�

A

�

mist

�

quick

�

ly

�

heals

�

all

�

things;

�

�

�

�

�

the

�

fall-

�

ing

�

dew

�

gives

�

re

�

fresh

�

ment

�

from

�

the

�

heat.

�

�
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