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# Lot me make the ballads of & nation,” says Fletcher of Saltoun,  and I care not who makes the laws.” Revo-
" lutions date in the improvised songs of the peasantry. Religion springs to form from the hearts of the musical seers
of all ages. Musio envelops every surrounding ohject with Xolian vibrations. The leaves, the tips of grass, the
winds, the sunbeams, the very fibres of wood and rock, all things respond. The angels, charmed when sweet
melodies rise like ocean ripples from joyous souls, cannot help approaching us. As our music quiveringly
touches and trembles the finer chords of their souls, we hear an echo far sweeter, and in turn we pause and listen,
the auditors now of heavenly choirs. Thus the songs we produce, however humble, set all the universe ablaze
with melodious light, and, ringing through the hes of h , bless all hearts with new joy.

Conscious of this happy truth, and feeling that the interests of Spiritualism, growing into favor with the people
everywhere, demanded & new musical organ, full of the live thought and song of the age, on consulting with
friends both in spirit and earth life, who urged the undertaking with great earnestness, we ventured out, and
after a year’s close and indefatigable labor, now present to the world our “SPIRITUAL HARP,” believing that
even the angels will delight to hear its inspiring harmonies in all the circles to which they minister in love.

Our poetical friends have lavished upon us their kind tokens of regard, for which we heartily thank them.
‘Words are inadequate to express the gratitude we cherish for the sympathy and assistance of so many co-operators
in our arduous task. Keeping in view the claims of our holy cause, we have almed at justice to all; but owing to
Hmited space, we have been obliged to reject much that is of intrinsic merit. At least one-third of the poetry is
original, gushing with fresh inspiration from the fountain of truth. The selected poetry is also eclectic, being
called with the most studious fidelity, and carefully criticised till every theological taint is expunged, and only such
other changes made as are necessary to the rhythmic construction of the verses. Three-quarters of the music
1s original, which, with the selected, comprises a rich variety of the most attractive character, suited to all cocasions.

Some of America’s most gifted and popular composers, such as Dr. Lowell Mason, G. F. Root, J. G. Clark, and
others, whose inspiring songs enchant all the masses, have brought us under lasting obligations for original and
selected contributions. We acknowledge with equal gratitude the genercsity of the musical publishers, whose
highly appreciated selections we have credited to their respective names.

Spiritualism is scientific religion. With others we have fblt the necessity of adopting such & system in our public
instructions as shall tend to more thoroughly cultivate the religious nature, perfect individual character, and har-
monize soclety. The department of ‘“Spirit Echoes,” original and selected, is designed to meet this growing
demand in a measure at least. The Children’s Progressive Lyceum, inaugurated by A. J. Buvis, has been induct-
ive to a magnificent symbolic education of spiritual lifs. Following its wonderful success, we have, in part,
adapted it to general worship in & new form of “ Silver-chain Recitations.” They can be used by the speaker as &
mdlngenmlu,orlnmformdrupomu,ﬂthorqlthontmm Thealternation of reading by the speaker and
singing by the congregation, thus bringing the two into rapport with each other, and preparing the way for a more
inspirational influx from the angels, must be most hallowed in influence. Let these be used occasionally at least,
that their golden truths may be deeply engraved upon the memory. Asa means to the highest possible inspi-
ration from ministering spirits, tending to avoid all monotony in our religious exercises, and to harmonize our
forces for nobler work, we suggest that speaking and singing be more blended by having short congregational tunes
introduced at intervals during the lecture, as the speaker may request. When the sacred influence of silent com-
maunion at the opening or closing of our meetings, of forms of beauty, and healthful exercises, shall thus chime
with “8pirit Echoes,” speech and song, our worship will be the most attractive ever instituted. In this depart-
ment we have added a few funeral recitations, each brief and full of spiritual consolation.

Myuﬂ:ﬂedthstmcu@ﬁonﬂdnmhmnwum.udienoobomr,.ndhthordbmmmuﬂmcwrythm
quartet or choir singing, we earnestly recommend its adoption in the lect and

Although the second department of this work is particularly mentioned as congregational, t.bere n.ro many
ploces in the first, also in the solo and anthem departments, that may be properly and easily sung by the congrega~
tion, when led by a choir and organ. We appeal to choir-members, not merely to permit the congregation
to sing an occasional slow measured tune, but to heartily encourage all to sing with them every piece that is used
in the religious meeting. Beautiful solo, quartet, and select chorus singers are heard with profit and delight
in the concert-room; but in the religious meeting, let us have the great, throbbing, swelling, mountain voice
of the people. ‘What if it be a little rough, showing its sharp points and deep declivities? Its naturad commingling
of soul, rounded into order by and by, will be all inspiring.

As this work is copyrighted, persons are cautioned against publishing any portion of it without permission.

Trusting that the * Harp *’ will indeed bless millions, as an instrument of inspiration to loftier purpose in life, we
humbly dedicate it to the Spiritualists and Reformers of the warld, in love of truth and progress.

THE AUTHORS.

BosTox, Sept. 1, 1868,






THE SPIRITUAL HARP.

SPIRITUAL HARP.
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SPIRITUAL HARP.

3 come, we come with echoes caught
From the birds of Paradise,

That wing their way through starry worlds,
*Mid pearls beyond all price;

For angel thoughts are the gems that

shine

In the jeweled realms above,

‘Where all the pure, the precious pearls
Are the priceless pearls of love.

3 We come, we come with our harps o'er-

With the flowers that cannot die, [strung

That bloom and wave in the scented breeze
Beyond the earthly sky;

Where lilies mingle their perfumed breath
With the sunlight and the shade,

‘Where fragrance sweet is the music-tide
Of flowers that never fade.

4 We come, we come with our harp-strings
tuned

To the music of the heart, .

Grief's waves to hush in their mighty tide,
When hopes of earth depart;

For ling’ring still on our golden harps
Are the angel songs above,

Whose harps and hearts with their wowgie
Ever thrill with \aye of \ove..
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ALONG THE RIVER OF TIME.
Andantino.
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Harmonies. for Various Occasions.

BEAUTIFUL VISIONS OF JOY.
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BEAUTIFUL VISIONS OF JOY. 4. THR INNER VOICE.

sorrow and grief loose their hold on

3.
LET
your heart,

And hope, brightest hope, blossom joyfully | _

there;
For God in his garden of life gives you part,
And minist'ring spirits there hallow the
air.

3 Oh, think not that heaven is far, far away,
In measureless voids of ethereal space,
‘For your dear cherub boy is still near you
each day,
To soothe and to bless you with gentlest
embrace.

- 4 And free. happy spirits of light and of love
Unfold to his reason the lessons of heaven,
As, dwelling below or dwelling above,
To love-lighted souls. such guidance is
given.

5 Then think of him sweetly and tenderly still,
Your own cherub boy in the realms of the
blest, )
So happy his spirit-life mission to fill,
And lead you at last into God’s holy rest.

b THE voice of an angel
Falls sweet on our ears;
It whispers of goodness
That conquers our fears;
It speaks of a Father,
‘Who governs in love,
‘Who draws all his children
To bright homes above.
3 It makes our souls hopeful,
And joyful our life,
Gives strength to our feelings
To overcome strife.
‘We know that contention,
That pride, hate, and scorn
Will turn to sweet concord
~ In truth’s beauteous morn.
3 We know that truth’s brightness
Shall dawn upon earth,
Sweet flowers spring around us
Of heavenly birth.
Though eager to witness
All things ruled by love,
We wait with calm patience
These gifts from shove.
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GOD KNOWS IT ALL.
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When earth-ly  hope, when earthly re -fuge fails, God knows it all.




Harmonses for Various Occasions. 9

THEN DO RIGHT.
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6. GOD KNOWS IT ALL!
3 AND dost thou wrong thy brother, — deeds
concealing
In some dark spot no human eye can see?
Then walk in pride without one sign revealing
The deep remorse that should disquiet thee ?
God knows it all!
Art thou oppressed and poor and heavy-
hearted, [arrayed?
The heavens above thee in thick clouds
And well-nigh crushed, no earthly strength
imparted,
No friendly voice to say, ¢ Be not afraid ”?
God knows it all!

3 Art thou a mourner? Are thy tear-drops
flowing
Forone so early lost to earth and thee?
The depths of grief no human being knowing,
Which moans in spirit like the moaning
God knows it all! [sea?
Then trust thy God! Pour out thy heart
before him,
There is no grief thy Father cannot feel;
And let thy grateful songs of praise adore
him
By striving every wounded heart to heal !
God knows it all!

. THEN DO RIGHT.
1 WOULDST thou lead a useful life,
Wouldst thou miss a world of strife,
Have thy bark serenely glide
Smoothly down life’s earthly tide,
See the bright and sunny side?
Then do right!

3 Wouldst thou have of men good-will,
Find a good in every ill,
Pass along in goodly cheer,
" Never held in coward fear,
Have a mind and conecience clear?
Then do right!

3 Wouldst thou save thy earthly form
From diseases’ blight and storm,
Prosper without selfish end,

Find in all a brother, friend,
Each a helping hand to lend?
Then do right!

4 Wouldst thou truest friendship know,
Wouldst thou pure and holy grow,
Every tempter wisely scan,

Hold thy passions under ban,
Rise a truer, higher man?
Then do vight\
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BE HAPPY.
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3. Br HAPPY.
t BE happy, be happy! For bright is the| And pathways all pleasant are waiting our
earth, With joys more abundant than tears. [feet,
With sunshine and music and loVe;
Each day it grows richer in wisdom and
And more like sweet heaven above. [worth,

3 Be happy, be happy! who loves the black
clouds,
Which lower in their boding so deep?
3 Be happy, be happy! for fountains most sweet| Tis better to walk in bright raiments than
Are gushing along thd-bright years, . "Tis better to smile than to weep. [shrouds,

.
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Not to the
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one whose pas - sion

9. CoMETH A BLESSING DOWNX.

I NOT to the man of dollars,
Not to the man of deeds,
Not to the man of cunning,
Not to the man of creeds,
Not to the one whose passion
Is for a world’s renown,
Not in the form of fashion,
Cometh a blessing down.

2 Not unto lands’ expansion,
Not to the miser's chest,
Not to the princely mansion,
Not to the blazoned crest,
Not to the sordid worldling,
Not to the knavish clown,
Not to the haughty tyrant,
Cometh 2 blessing down.

3 Not to the folly blinded,

.Not to the steeped in shame,
.Not to the carnal-minded

Not to unholy fame,
Not in neglect of duty,

Not in the monarch’s crown
Not at the smile of beauty,

Cometh a blessing down.

4 But to the one whose spirit

Yearns for the great and good,.

Unto the one whose storehouse.
Yieldeth the hungry food,

Unto the one who labors,

. Fearless of foe or frown,

Unto the kindly-hearted,

Cometh a blessing down..
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THE OLD AND NEW.

The Spsritual Harp.
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10. THE OLD AND NEW.
I OH sometimes gleams upon our sight,
Through present wrong, th’ eternal right !
And step by step, since time began,
We see the steady gain of man.
That all of good the past has had
Remains to make our own time glad,
Our common daily life divine,
And every land a Palestine.

2 We lack but open eye and ear
To find the Orient’s marvels here,
The still, small voice in autumn’s hush,
Yon maple wood the burning bush.
For still the New transcends the Old,
In signs and tokens manifold;
Slaves rise up men; the olive waves
With roots deep set in battle graves.

3 Through the harsh noises of the day
A low, sweet prelude finds its way;
Through clouds of doubt and creeds of fear
A light is breaking calm and clear.

Henceforth my heart shall sigh no more
For olden time and holier shore;

God's love and blessing, then and there,
Are now and here and everywhere.

11. DIVINE PROVIDENOE.

1 HAPPY the man whose hopes divine
On nature’s guardian God recline;

Who can with sacred transport say,
This God is mine, my help, my stay.
Heaven, earth, and sea declare his name;
He built, he filled their spacious frame;
And o'er creation’s fairest lines
His steadfast truth unchanging shines.

3 His justice looks on those who mourn
Beneath the proud oppressor’s scorn;
The hungry poor his hand sustains,

And breaks the wretched captive’s chains.
If weary strangers friendless roam,
Divine protection is their home;

His love relieves the widow’s care,

And dries the helpless orphan’s tear.
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THE BETTER LAND.

>

1 T —F = —1 e —— —1 +—3§ i
hap - py band; Moth - er, oh, where is that ra - diant shore? Shall
s 33— ¥ — ] —_F T
* ) o - L 4 L 5‘ L B
| | | | | | v v r ‘

we not seek it, and

weep no more ? Is it where the flower of the orango blows, And the
> - PP PP See S
1 | B - J {1 @ 1 1T 1 11 i —1 -
L4 ' + —
rl VU ! | v | Vv 11T vV T v
~
~———] 1 m A~
—o—¢ —— F——++4— " X
- s 1»:3—‘-—}5

fire-flies dancethroughthe  myrtle boughs? No, mot  there,

Wﬁrﬂ—gﬂ;"
B S SN 7 - | Z T S —
:r:tizr_.l_ﬁ_l_r T

)

S

no, ot the,rho. %zchﬂd.

)
1
.
L

THE BETTER LAXD.

HEAR thee speak of the better land;

Thou callest its children a happy band;

Mother! oh, where is that radiant shore?

Shall we not seek it, and weep no more?

Is it where the flower of the orange blows,

And the fire-flies dance through the myrtle
boughs?

No, not there, no, not there, my child!

12.
1

3 Is it where the feathery palm-trees rise,
And dates are grown ripe under sunny skies?
Or 'mid green islands of glittering seas,
‘Where fragrant forests perfume the breeze,
And strange bright birds, on their starry

wings, .
Bear the richest hues of all glorious things?
No, not there, no, not there, my child!

3 Is it far away in some region old,
Where rivers are wand’ring o’er sands of gold,
Where burning rays of the ruby shine,
And diamonds light up the secret mine,
And pearls gleam forth from the coral
strand?
Is it there, sweet mother, that better land?
No, not there, no, not there, my child!

4 Eye hath not seen it, my gentle boy!
Ear hath never heard its deep sounds of joy;
Dreams cannot picture a world so fair;
Sorrow and death may not enter there;
Time doth not breathe on its fadeless
bloom,
Beyond the clouds and beyond the tomb;
It is there, it is there, my child!
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WE COME.
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13. WEe Coxm. While golden strings of harp and lute, - --

1 WE come an angel band to greet; -
Who left their fragrant bowers,

To wreathe the weary ones of earth
With love’s undying flowers;

Oh, let the flowers live and bloom
Till, o’er the shining river,

A garland light they’'ll twine for thee
To live and bloom forever.-

2 We come our spirit friends to meet,

Dear sister, darling brother,

To feel the holy presence sweet
Of a loving angel mother;

Oh, let this holy presence hush
All gloomy, .sad repining,

For o'er each weary child of earth
A star of love is shining.

‘4 We come an angel throng to hail,
To tell the thrilling story,
How they have raised the starry veil, -
And filled our souls with glory;

E'er swept by angel fingers,
Send forth their music-echo sweet
That on each sunbeam lingers.

14. SMILE AND BE Cox'rmm
I THE world grows old, and men grow cold
To each while seeking treasure,
And what with want and care and toil,
We scarce have time for pleasure;
But never mind, that is a loss
Not much to be lamented;
Life rolls on gayly if we will
But smiile and be contented.

3 If we are poor and would be nch,

It will not be by pining;.

No, steady hearts and hopeful minds
Are life’s bright silver lining.

There's ne’er 2 man that dared to hope . .
Hath qf his choice repented;

The happiest souls on earth are those .
Who smile and are contented.
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CHARITY.
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3 When grief doth come to rack the heart,

And fortune bids us sorrow,

From hope we may a blessing reap,
And consolation borrow;

If thorns may rise where roses bloom,
It cannot be prevented;

So make the best of life you can,
And smile and be contented.

1 CHARITY.
IF we knew the cares and crosses,

Crowded round our neighbor’s way; .

If we knew the little losses,
Sorely grievous day by day;
‘Would we then so often chide him
For the lack of thrift and gain,®
Leaving on his heart a shadow, .
Leaving on our hearts a stain?

2 If we knew the silent story,

Quivering through the heart of pain,
Would our human hearts dare doom them
Back to haunts of vice and shame? . -

Life has many a tangled crossing,
Joy hath many breaks of woe,

And the cheeks, tear-washed, are whitest, —
This the blesséd angels know.

3 Let us reach within our bosoms

For the key to other lives,

And, w1th love to erring nature,
Cherish good that still survives;

So that when our disrobed spirits
Soar to realms of light again,

We may have the blest fruition
Of unselfish love to men.
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SCATTER THE GERMS OF THE BEAUTIFUL.
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16.

[ SCAT'I'ER the germs of the beautiful !
By the wayside let them fall,

That the rose may spring by the cottage gate,
And the vine on the garden-wall;

Cover the rough and the rude of earth
With a veil of leaves and flowers,

And mark with the opening bud and cup
The march of summer hours.

2 Scatter the germs of the beautiful

In the holy shrine of home,

Let the pure and fair and the graceful there
In their loveliest lustre come;

Leave not a trace of deformity
In the temple of the heart,

But gather about its hearth the gems
Of nature and of art.

SCOATTER THE GERNMS OF THE BEAUTIFUL.

3 Scatter the germs of the beautiful
In the temple of our God,
Of the God who starred the uplifted sky,
And who flowered the trampled sod;
Building a'temple for himself
And a home for ev'ry race,
He reared ev'ry arch in symmetry,
And curved each line in grace.

4 Scatter the germs of the beautiful
In the depth of ev'ry soul;
They shall bud and blossom and bear the
While the endless ages roll; [fruit,
Plant with the flowers of charity
The p3rtals of the tomb,
And truth, love, and joy about your path
In Paradise shall bloom. .
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HOW TO BE HAPPY.
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1 JHOW to be happy? Go ask the flower
That peeps above the ground,
And scatters perfume every hour
On all the plants around,
Dying at last, engulfed in sweet,
Its own pure leaves its winding-sheet.

32 How to be happy? Go ask the bird
In golden plumage drest,
Whose morning hymn of praise is heard,
Uprising from its nest,
Singing as sweet as heav’nly choirs,

Attuned by angels’ magic lyres.
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How 70 BE HAPPY.

3 How to be happy? Go ask the star
That throws its modest light
On myriad worlds afar, afar,
Beyond all mortal sight,
Running its long and bright career,
Yet moves not from its brilliant sphere..

4 How to be happy? Come, let us go
To Nature’s secret care;
Open thy heart to wisdom’s flow,
And lay thy spirit bare.
Like flower and bird and star, thow’lt-find:
The gem thou seek’st is in thy mind.-

-
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BROTHER.
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18. THOU ART GONE BEFORE. 19. ANGEL FRIEXDS.

1 THOU art gone before us, brother,
To the blesséd spirit land;
Thou art gone, and soon another
In thy vacant place may stand.
Oh, thy pleasant smile of greeting
Nevermore shall glad our eyes,
And thy voice, the hymn repeating,
Nevermore with ours shall rise.

3 But thy spirit may be near us
" Sometimes, brother, on our way,
And its happier presence cheer us
In our prayer, or in our play.
Peace be with thee, O our brother!
In the blessdd spirit Jand;
Thou'rt not lost, although another
In thy vacant place may stand.

1 FLOATING on the breath of evening,
Breathing in the morning prayer,
Hear I oft the tender voiges
That once made the world so fair.
I forget, while listening to them,
All the sorrow I have known,
And upon the troubles present,
Faith's pure shining light is thrown;

3 Soothing with their magic whispers,

Calming all my wildest fears,

Thus they bring me sweet submission,
Peace for sorrow, smiles for tears.

Bless you, angel friends, for never
Am I lonely on the way;

Since your gentle teachings ever
Guide and guard me night and*day.
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OH, SING TO ME OF HEAVEN. Permission of Root & Cady,
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OH, STRIKE THE HARP IN NATURE'S PRAISE!

w
|

1%
1. Oh, the bud-ding leaves spring-time, With their love-1ly verdure bright,
P £ o A rr
SEEE —r—%—p—»—*Ff‘—JiPw E=ESE=—t—c—x

| A - -~ ) & 1 ) G ) N

— —
et —

T Ff:  § =—" ] J:Ft
@b:‘:i:‘g:ﬁ:ﬂfn 1 liﬂ—_i—‘—i:a-—“
v b A

Are fill - ing the earth with beauty, And the soul with calm de - light,
—
-l o P 1 = 1
o 1 i | 14
P tél:'zf—z{ = ;
4. ’i 1 1 >y L H
M _ 1 — ) | ] | 1 h L
! I v | I
n | N N | : N
B | 1 1 | o 1 1 1
| - 1 n | E—
o/ - F - -
Are fill - ing the earth with besuty, And the soul with calm de - light.
>~ 9 «'-J- £
O —1 >y | ) - T o
b - —p —1 P I | —F F%E
v I S . . B i i o 1 1 1 1 i
) M —— = i L | ) M M )
14 | |
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STAR OF HOPE.
#
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. Star or Hors.
1 BRIGHT Star of Hope, thy rise we hail;
Our hearts drink’in thy glad’ning rays,
That e'er illume the pilgrim’s way,
And fill the soul with holy praise.

2 Bright Star of Hope, we follow thee;

Herald divine, we catch thy voice;
Thy notes proclaim God's jubilee,
And bid a rising warld rejoice.

3 Hail, Star of Hope! our hearts adore
Thy light, which shines on life’s dark wave
Like the bright guide on ocean’s shore,
The storm-spent mariner to save.

4 Hail, Star of Hope! man’s certain guide
To truth and life by mercy given;
Spread wide thy rays, till all mankind

Receive this richest boon of heaven.

23. On, STRIKE THE HARP I1¥ NATURK'S PRAISE!
1 (\H, the budding leaves of spring-time,
With their lovely verdure bright,
Are filling the earth with beauty,
And the soul with calm delight.
Are filling the earth with beauty,
And the soul with calm delight.
Then strike the harp in nature’s praise
For all things bright and ¢ay,
For soon the autumn days will come,
And the flow’rets pass away,
For soon the autumn days will come,
And the flow’rets pass away.

2 Oh, the roses come in summer
With their fragrance sweet and rare,
A glorious bright new-comer,
‘Whose brilliance fills the air,
A glorious bright new-comer,
Whose brilliance fills the air.

Chorus.

3 But the autumn days are near us
With the sere and yellow leaf;
But golden grains shall cheer us,
And promise earth relief,
But golden grains shall cheer us,
And promise earth relief.
Chorss.

4 It is thus with fleeting hours,
In the life of man on earth;
He comes like the spring-time flowers,
And falls in autumn’s dearth,
He comes like the spring-time flowers,
And falls in autumn’s dearth.

Chorus.

§ But there is a land of beauty,
Of wisdom, love, and truth,
Where in the path of duty
We shall live in endless youth,
Where in the path of duty
We shall live in endless youth.
Then strike the harp in nature’s praise
For all things bright and gay!
For, though the flowers of earth-land fade,
We shall live in endless day,
For, though the flowers of earth-land fade, .
We shall live in endless day.
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THE BEAUTIFUL SHORE.
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GOD IS LOVE.
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25. Gop 18 Love.
1 I CANNOT always trace the way 3 When myst'ry clouds my darkened path,
Where thou, Omniscient One, dost move; I'll check my dread, my doubts reprove;
But I can always, always say In this my soul sweet comfort hath,
That God is love. That God is love.
2 When Fear her chilling mantle flings 4 Yes, God is love; a thought like this
Q'er earth, my soul to heaven above, Can every gloomy doubt remove,
As to her native home, upsprings, And turn all tears,.all woes, to bliss,
For God is love. For God is love.
26. THE BEAUTIFUL BHORE.

1 MHERE'S a beautiful shore, where the loved ones are gone,
'Mid the flowers decked in evergreen bloom,

And we know they have crossed o’er the dark death-wave,
And they dwell in that bright angel home.

They have fought the good fight, and the faith have kept;
And they join in the angel throng;

And the soft, melting note of the chorus above
In beauty is borne along.

2 Oh, that beautiful shore where the loved ones are gone,

And the flowers and the evergreen trees,

‘We shall see when the death-damp is on our brow,
And the breath faintly dies on the breeze;

We shall meet the beloved who have gone before,
And have bloomed in the world of pcace,

When our spirits shall pass to that holier shore,
Where sorrows forever cease.

3 To that beautiful shore where the loved ones are gone,

To the flowers and the evergreen glade,

We shall one day ascend, like the brave of yore,
And repose in the beautiful shade.

‘We must bear the good part,,must not shrink from toil,
Till the pilot shall bear us o'er

To the union of hearts in the land of the blest,
Where parting shall come no more.
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NEW YEAR.
1

The Spiritual Harp.
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SOUL, begin thy mighty quest,
To-day set forth in search of God;
The Infinite shall give thee rest,

The Spirit is thy staff and rod.

3 Yet, soul, not far away He dwells
‘Who is thy promise and thy stay;
Within thee, in thy nature’s wells,
He showeth clear the truth and way.

27.
*0

BALM.

1

NEw YEAER.

3 My soul, another year comes fleet;
Weak wert thou in the race with time,
Did not the Spirit wing thy feet,
And bear thee on to heights syblime.
4 O soul, acquaint thee with thy needs!
To-day re-consecrate thy power,
And let thy ritual be the deeds
To bless thy brother more and more.

28.
b ¢ E come, we come from a land of love,
To dry your tearful eyes,
To tell you of your home above,
Beyond the mortal skies.

.8 We come with power to conquer death,
To break the chains of fear,
To ope the gates of spirit-life,
And show its shining mere;

BaLx.
3 To soothe your spirits bowed with pain,
To answer doubts that sting,
And to the hearts where sorrows reign
A balm of Gilead bring.

4 We come, we come from realms of light,
To lead you to the shore
Where angels dwell in calm delight,
Forv_ever, evermore.
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OUR NATIVE LAND.
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1 OU'R Native Land, our Native Land,

Land dear to every heart!

They breathe free air, they proudly stand,
‘Who but of thee have part!

*Tis not broad plains, or skies so clear,
Or mountains high and grand;

*Tis liberty that makes so dear
Our own blest Native Land!

3 Oh, land beloved, whose Washington

Toiled nobly for its peace,

‘Whose patriots bled till life was done,
That tyranny might cease!

*Twas Freedom's shrine they sought to rear;
By that we ever stand;

*Tis liberty that makes so dear
Our own blest Native Land!

OUR NATIVE LAxD.

3 Dear Native Land! the world’s oppressed

Turn longingly to thee;

Not for thy wealth, thy might confessed,
Thy noble Unity;

Not for thy wide, embracing sphere,
Thy sons that waiting stand ;

*Tis liberty that makes so dear
Our own blest Native Land!

4 Dear Native Land! dear Father-Land!

May peace within thee dwell!

May bounteous life from God’s good hand
O’er all thy valleys swell!

May right and truth have nought to fear
While heaven and earth shall stand!

*Tis liberty that makes so dear
Our own blest Native I.and!
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LEO.

The Spiritual Harp.
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1 HARK! I hear the angels calling,

'Mid the thunder tones so loud;
Error's throne is trembling, falling;
Truth presents her with a shroud.
Billows roll *mid foaming ocean,
Lightnings flash from pole to pole,
Hearts beat high with wild commotion;
God is speaking to the soul.

3 *Tis no dream of idle fancies,
From the world of spirits brought,
Who are playing games of chances,
That will quickly come to nought.
But 'tis truth from the Eternal
That is winging now its way
Back to earth from worlds supernal,

Changing darkness into day.

3l1.

1

8001AL SCIENCE.
AKEN, toilers, light is breaking !
Morn upon the mountain reigns;

In the dim, propHetic distance,

Lo! a trumpet voice proclaims:
¢ Leisure for the toiling people!

Wealth from nature’s golden store;
Knowledge for the waiting nations,
Herald it the wide world o'er!”

3 Voices from across the ocean,

Wafted from old England’s clime,

Greeted by the Western prairies,
Loud the bells of Freedom chime:

¢ Leisure for the toiling bondman,
Delving in his master’s ore;

Justice, with thy mighty trumpet,
Herald it the wide world o’er!™
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3 Earnest woman, now, is knocking 33. Kizp TEE HEART YOUNG.

At the door of Senate Halls,
Equal rights for all demanding;
She for justice bravely calls, —
Leisure for the working women,
Social evils to explore,
¢ Social science ” for the people!
Herald it the wide world o'er!

4 Then we'll labor till oppression,
In its hydra form, is dead;
Labor till the world’s producer
Dares uplift his manly head;
Till no honest, life-long worker

Lacks a home on any shore;
Justice to the toiling masses,
Herald it the wide world o’er!

1 KEEP the heart young, though the sands
And the silver cord be parting, [ebb low,
Though the wrinkles come, and the roses go,
And the first gray hairs are starting.
Keep the heart young, though the look grow
All its inner life revealing, [old,
And its pulses leap, though theblood run cold,
Like the brook through dingles stealing.

3 As the pearl keeps fair in its sunken shell,
Though the beach be wasting ever,
And the springs still gush in the shady dell,
While the dying day-beams quiver;
_As the leaves grow old on the ivy green,
With the rest in autumn weather, .
Let the links keep bright in their golden
That bind us all together. [sheen,
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AFFECTION.
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33. AFFECTION. One by one thy duties wait thee,
1 THOU hast passed the shadowy portal, Let thy whole strength go to each,
Thou hast borne the mortal strife, Let no future dreams elate thee,
Thou hast left this world of sorrow Learn thou first what those can teach.
For a world of heavenly life;
And our hearfs are grieving for thee, 3 Do not look at life’s long sorrow,
Grieving with intensest pain, . SR
- See how small each moment’s pain;
Grieving that we shall not see thee, .
A ; God will help thee for to-morrow,
Our dear mother, here again. X .
Every day begin again.
3 How we love thee! Ah! we love thee, Every hour that fleets so slowly
Love thee more than words can tell, Has its task to do or bear;
Love thee, not, we trust, unwisely, Luminous the crown, and holy,
Lost one! not, we trust, too well; If thou set each gem with care.
Lost one? No, not lost, for near us ’
In the spirit, still thou art, . .
. . 3 Do not linger with regretting,
And in all o.u r best ‘fﬁ’“““‘ Or for passion hours despond,
Bearest still a precious part. Nor, the daily toil forgetting,
34. OXNE BY ONE. Look too eagerly beyond.
3 ONE by one the sands are flowing, Hours are golden links, God's token,
One by one the moments fall; Reaching heaven; but one by one,
Some are coming, some are going, Take them lest the chain be broken
Strive not thou to grasp them all. Ere the pilgrimage be done.
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COME, GENTLE SPIRITS. -
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35.
t COME. gentle spirits, to us now;
Look on with tender eyes;
Touch your soft hands upon each brow,

Sweet spirits from the skies.

1 Come from your homes of perfect light,
Come from your silvery streams,
Come from your scenes of joy more bright
Than we e’er know in dreams.

; Oh, speak to us in gentle tones!
Our hearts are seeking now

EMMA.

COME, GENTLE SPIRITS.

A beauty like to that which shines
Upon each angel brow.

4 Like holy star-beams on a sea,
Filled bright with happy isles,
Whence sullen storms forever flee,
Where heaven forever smiles, —

8 They come, and night is no more night,
Pale sorrow’s reign is o'er;
For death is but a gate of light,
And gloomy now no more.

™
Leads one we love be-yond the tomb To hec_:en'l serener land.
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38. BUDDING LIFE.

t WHEN. in the hours of vernal bloom,
Some unseen angel’s hand
Leads one we love beyond the tomb
To heaven’s serener land;

3-The shadow of that angel’s wing
Falls darker on our way,
That midst the budding life of spring,
‘We look not for decay.

3 She whom we mourn, while hope was bright,
And life was fresh and fair,
To the celestial fields of light
Hath passed from earthly care.

4 In the soft rest and sweet repose
Of that fair realm of bliss,

Her gentle spirit waits for those
She loved and left in Wnie.
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EVENING,
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37. THIXE GENTLY OF THE ERRIWE.
1 THINK gently of the erring one,
And let us not forget, *
However darkly stained by sin,
[ He is our brother yet;
Heir of the same inheritance,
Child of the self-same God,
He hath but stumbled in the path
Which we in weakness trod.

" 2 Speak gently to the erring one,

For is it not enough

That innocence and peace have gone,
Without thy censure rough?

It sure must be a weary lot
That sin-crushed heart to bear,

And they who share a happier fate
Their chidings well may spare.

3 Speak kindly to the erring one;

Thou yet mayst lead him back,

‘With holy words and tones of love,
From misery’s thorny track;

Forget not thou hast often sinned,
And sinful yet may be;

Deal gently with the erring one,
As God has dealt with thee.

38. EVENING.
1 GENTLE twilight, softly stealing
O’er the busy scenes of earth,
Brings a beautiful revealing
. Of the spirit's holier worth, —
Sweet revealing
Of the spirit’s holier worth.
3 Filled with meditative-musing
Sits the calm, communing soul,
Stars of twilight soft diffusing
Evening incense as they roll, —
Soft diffusing
Evening incense as they roll.

3 Brightest of the orbs there beaming,
Heavenly lamps hung out above,
Shines the lamp of truth redeeming,
Star of God’s unfailing love, —
Truth redeeming,
Star of God’s unfailing love.

4 Holy star, so mildly shining,
With thy pure, celestial ray,
Let my heart, its love entwining,
Feel the dawn of heavenly day, —
Love entwining,
Feel the dawn of heavenly day.
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39- TRUST.

1 WHEN in Despondency’s dark path
My weary feet were found,

And scarce one gleam of hope or faith
Lit up the gloom profound;

3 And when my spirit depths were stirred
To keenest agony, —
I then this sweet assurance heard,
“Thy Father leadeth thee.”

.

WE ARE ALL REJOICING.

3 Then I will trust Hxs guardian care

Who, with unmeasured love, _
‘Would draw my wandering heart to where
Its treasures are, — above.

4 And though the way still darker grow,
And I no rift can see

Within the cloud, I still shall know,
My Father leadeth me.

v
1. Lo, we allare re - Joic-ing to - day, In the l!ghtﬂneu - ln-m!nenour ny.
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For the spirits of those whom we love
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They are those we’ve thought absent for

And they come with a joy all divine [years,|:

Round our hearts their fond loves to entwine.

WE ARE ALL REJOICING.
3 MPHEY are those whom we lost'mid our tears, |3 Lo, they come in the glory of light,

And they come in the stillness of night,
And they lead every heart to adore,
Till the tearful are weeping no more.
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“SHE SLEEPS HER LAST SLEEP!”
From “CORONET,” by permission of Root & Cady.
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Sor-row-ful moumw- er, sl-lent-ly weep,— Weep, for thy loved one sleeps her last sl

4 And their light hath dispersed the gloom,
While a halo encircles the tomb,
And fair hope twines a chaplet of bliss
‘To unite their bright world unto this.

§ Oh, let smiles then illumine each heart;
Bid its sorrows forever depart;
Take the hand that pure angels extend,
And be guided to joys without end.

41. “SHE SLEEPS HER LAST SLERP.”
1 SORROWFUL mourner, silently weep!”
Weep, for thy loved one sleeps her last
sleep;

Gaze on the form where beauty once bloomed,
Now in the dust it must be entombed.
Sorrowful mourner, silently weep,—
Weep, for thy loved one sleeps herlast sleep.

e - ?ﬁ‘:&%
1 1 0 1

F:P_‘t o I ) ]

| v v

3 Come to her couch, draw quietly near,
Think of her soul in Love’s happy sphere,
Check then thy sorrows, death is the hand
Bearing her on to yonder bright land.
Sorrowful mourner, silently weep,—

Weep, for thy loved one-sleeps her last sleep!

3 Bear her away, friends, to her last home!
Peacefully lay her down in the tomb !
Lightly, tread lightly, round the low bed,.

- Sweetly now sleeps the beautiful dead.
Sorrowful mourner, silently weep,—
Weep, for thy loved one sleeps her last sleep >

4 Beautiful song-birds, sing round her grave!l’
Gently, ye pine-boughs, over her wave!
Blow, ye soft breezes, sweet breath of spring!.
Musical rill, your lullaby sing.

Sorrowful mourner, weeping no more,

Meet her upon yon beautiful shore.
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42. PEACE.
1 GLORY_ to God, and peace to men,”
Once rung o’er wide Judea’s plain;
Angelic hosts sung gladly when
The Prince of peace was born to reign.

3 How sweet that heavenly chorus rose
O’er hatred’s harsh, discordant sound;
How pure its peaceful anthem flows,
To charm the earth’s remotest bound.

3 The morning stars together sung,
The hills rejoiced,.the valleys smiled;
The bow of hope in heaven was hung,
Arched o'er the manger of the child.

4 And ever peals that heavenly song,
“Glory to God and peace to men,”
As rolling years the strains prolong,
And angel hosts are come again.

43.
1 THERE is a land mine eye hath seen
In visions of enraptured thought,
So bright that all that lies between
Is with its radiant glory fraught;

3 A land upon whose blissful shore,
There falls no shadow, rests no stain;

4

HeAvEX.

There those who meet shall part no more,

44

-

S—

And those long parted meet again.

3 Its skies are not like earthly skies,

With varying hues of shade and light;
It hath no need of suns to rise,
To dissipate the gloom of night.

There sweeps no desolating wind
Across that calm serene abode;

The wanderer there a home may find,
Within the paradise of God.

. HOME OF THE ANGELS.
1 BEAUTIFUL home of life and light,
Thy glory beams upon our sight;
Thy anthems ring from dome to dome,
Home of the angels, happy home.
3 Over thy radiant bending skies
The hues of morning float and rise;

Gently as breathes the voice of prayer,
Songs of the sinless fill the air.

3 Beautiful home of love divine,
Our deepest hearts around thee twine;
Unto thy summer bowers we come,

Home of the angels, happy home.
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SHALL WE KNOW THE LOVED ONES THERE?
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sphere,

45. SHALL WE KXOW THE Lovrp OXzs THERE?
b ¢ AND shall we know the loved ones there,
In yon bright world of love and blies,
When, on the wings of ambient air,
" Our spirits soar away from this?
Or must we feel the ceaseless pain
" Of absence in that glorious sphere, [vain
And search through heaven's bright hosts in
The sainted forms we've cherished here?

2 Will not their hearts demand us there, —

Those hearts, whose fondest throbs were

To us on earth, whose every prayer [given
‘Petitioned for our ties in heaven?

‘Whose love outlived the stormy past,
And closer twined around us here,

And deeper grew until the last, —
Say, will they not demand us there?

3 Will they not wander lonely o’er
Those fields of light and life above,
If spirits they have loved of yore
Respond not to the call of love?
And though the glory of the skies,
And seraph’s glittering crowns they wear,
Though heaven’s full radiance greet their
eyes,
Still, will they not demand us there?

4 It must be so; for heaven is home,

Where severed spirits reunite;

And from the basement to its dome,
Are altars sacred to the rite;

And joy doth strike her golden strings,
And holier seems that home of bliss,

As some reft heart from earth upsprings
To meet in that the loved of this.
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48. THE MysTIC BARK, 2 But a mystical voice that the soul-life hears

1 "THE river is dark and the waves are cold,
The boatman is pale and the bark is old;

*Tis the burden that's breathed from the lips
of clay,

And the spirit shudders to launch away,

To ungrapple the chains from the shores of

~ Time,

With an outward bound for an unknown
clime;

To loose its grasp from the realm of real,

And be drifted away to the dim ideal.

Would scatter such doubts and would banish
such fears;

It talks to the soul in a different way,

And it says the rays from the realms of Day

Give warmth to the waves that we dream are
cold, )

And the river's glinted with glimmers of
gold;

That the ripples are bronzed by a brilliance
bright,

Unswept by the shadows that darken Titne"
flight.
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3 And it says that the bark, tho’ of fairy form,
Is a masterpiece of the heavenly Norm;
And though light as a cloud in the ether

blue,
And clear as air, it is strong and true.
And bright angels’ wings are the sails that
bear
‘The longing life to a land so fair, [bliss,
And the music that drifts from the world of
Makes the spirit forget all the music of this.

4 And this is the way our bark shall ride
O’er murmuring waters in musical tide;
And a convoy of souls on the other side,
So pure and fair, and so glorified,
With anthems of rapture shall welcome in
Another life from the land of sin;
And the spirit released here shall nevermore
Regret its change to the fadeless shore.

47

1.

IMMORTALITY.

WHEN our wearied eyes shall close
On the toils, the cares, and woes,

Which create a stream that flows

Darkly through life’s realm,

Joys and hopes to overwhelm, —
Then the soul ascending
Lives where all joys blending,

Bide unending.

2 There the soul shall still live on,

As unnumbered cycles run,

Till each planet-circled sun
Pales and fades away,
Knowing sorrow nor decay,

Higher still progressing,

Purer joys possessing,

Onward pressing.
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48.
SOI"TLY evening shades are stealing,
Where a lovely cherub, kneeling,
Lisps her little prayer,
And a look, almost of heaven,
To her angel face is given;
Trusting hope is there.

3 Heavenly Spirit, far above me,
Though I cannot see, I love thee,
For your kindly care;

UNCERTAINTY.

INFAXTILE DEVOTION.

Tell me if dear father, mother,
And my little smiling brother,
In your heaven are.

3 For around me when I'm dreaming
Come their faces, happy, beaming,
And [ know them well;
When they come, sweet songs are ringing;
_ Are they in your presence singing?
Blessed angels, tell.
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THE SPIRIT BUGLE.
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5 Thou knowest me;
Thou knowest how I now in darkness grope;
And Oh! thou knowest that my only hope
Is found in thee.

60.

THE SPIRIT BUGLE.
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49.

1

UNCERTAINTY.
FATHER, hear!
The way is dark, and I would fain discern
What steps to take, into which path to turn;
Oh, make it clear}
My faith is weak;
I long to hear thee say,”* This is the way;
. Walk in it, fainting soul; I'll be thy stay;”
O Father, speak!

Let thy strong arm
Reach through the gloom for me to lean upon
And with a willing heart I'll journey on,
And fear no harm.

3

I wait for thee

As those who, watching, wait the com'ing
dawn:

Pant, as for water pants the thirsty fawn;
Oh, come to me!

4

I THE splendor falls on churches’ walls,
And steeple-summits old in story;
The long light rains adown the chains
Of black cathedrals lit in glory,—
Blow, bugle, blow! set the truth-échoes flying!
Blow, bugle; answer, echoes — dying! dying!:
dying!

2 Oh, hark! oh, hcar! how thin and clear,
And thinner, clearer, farther going!
Oh, sweet and far from cliff and scar
The music-angels faintly blowing!
Blow, bugle, blow ! set the truth-echoes flying !
Blow, bugle; answer, echoes —dying ! dying!
dying! '
3 O love! they fly from bending sky,
We hear their blast across the rivert
Our echoes roll from soul to soul,
And grow forever and forever!
Blow, bugle, blow! set the truth-echoes flying!
And answer, echoes; answer —dying! dying!
dying!
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61.

1 'WE gather them in, the bright green leaves,
With our scythes and our rakes to-day,

And the mow grows big as the pitcher heaves |

His lifts in the swelt’ring bay.

Oh, ho! afield! for the mower’s scythe
Hath a ring of destiny,

Sweeping the earth of its burden lithe,
As it sings in wrathful glee.

2 We gather them in, the nodding plumes
Of the yellow and bended grain,

And the glancing light of our blades illumes
Our march o’er the vanquished plain.
Anon we come with the steed-drawn car,
With the car of modern laws,
And acres stoop to its clanging jar,

As it reeks its hungry‘ jaws.

80XG OoF THE HARVESTERS.

3 We gather them in, the mellow fruits,
From the shrub and the vine and tree,
With their russet, golden, and purple suits,
To garnish our treasury;
And each has juiciest treasure stored
Of the nectar we will bring
To cheer the guests at the social board
In our festive gathering.

4 We gather it in, this goodly store,

But not with a miser’s gust,

For the great All-Father that we adore
Hath giv'n it to us in trust.

Our work of death doth preserve our life
In the wintry days to come, —

May blessings fall on the reaper’s strife,
As we shout opr harvest home !
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OcxAx Lire. And blunt the thorns of care.
RE is a loneliness Go forth with earnest zeal,
mn the mighty deep; Nor from the duty start,
urried thoughts upon us press, Spesak to them words of gracious love, —
mward still we sweep. Blest are the pure in heart.
ere is hope and joy, 2 Go forth among the sad,

:rever we may be;
'r nor death can e’er destroy
trust, O God, in thee.

Lest their dark cup o'erflow;
They have on earth a heritage
Of weariness and woe.

wherefore should we grieve, Tears dim their daily toil,

vhat have we to fear? And sighs break out from sleep;
h home and friends and life we leave, Change darkness into holy light,
Gosl is ever near. Blest are the eyes that weep.

» mighty ocean, sweep; 3 Go forth through all the earth,

vinds, blow foul or fair;
irits guard us on the deep;
home is everywhere.

There waiteth work for you,
The harvest truly seems most fair,
But laborers are few;

FREELY GIVE. With tireless, hopeful love
forth among the poor; -Fulfil your lofty part,
Chy pathway leadeth there; And yours shall be the blessing too, —

gentle voice may soothe their pain, Blest are the pure in heart.
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STRIKE AWAY.

.
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54- NATURE'S NOBLEMAX.
t AWAY with false fashion, so calm and so
chill
‘Where pleasure itself cannot please;
- Away with cold breeding, that faithlessly still
Affects to be quite at its ease;
For the deepest in feeling is highest in rank,
The freest is first in the band, [frank,
And Nature’s own nobleman, friendly and
Is a man with his heart in his hand!

i Yet fearlessly honest, and gentle yet just,
He warmly can love without hate, [dust
Nor will he bow down with his face in the
To Fashion in her false estate;
For the best in good breeding, and highest in
Though lowly or poor in the land, [rank,
Is Nature’s own nobleman, friendly and frank,
Is the man with his heart in his hand.

; His fashion is meekness, sincere and intense,
His impulse of soul ever true, [good sense,
Yet tempered by judgment and taught by
And cordial with me and with you;
For the purest in manners is highest in rank;
O man, it is you who can stand,
Is Nature's own nobleman, friendly and frank,
Is 2 man with his heart in his hand.

| 5

o/
STRIKE AWAY.

5.
1 WHAT though clouds are o'er thee,

Strike away!
Darkness lies before thee,
Comes the day:
O’er the misty mountain
Breaks the light;
Morning’s crystal fountain
Cheers the night.

3 What though foes defy thee,

Strike away !

God is ever nigh thee,
Ever pray;

With an earnest spirit
Labor on;

Crowns you shall inherit,
Bravely won.

3 In the midst of doubting,

Never faint!

Never hath a coward
Made a saint;

In the paths of duty,
Clear the way!

Great will be the beauty:
Strike away!

o/
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CRYSTAL WATERS.
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66.

CRYSTAL WATERS.

1 I COME, I come from the spirit world, where sounds of sorrow cease ;
The crystal waters of truth I bring, whose waves are pulsing peace,
To gladden the soul with holy springs that gush in summer lands,
And freshen the germs of the beautiful along life’s dreary sands.
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3 I come, I come on the music-drifts that play beyond the skies,
To trill the heart that’s cold and dead with joys of paradise;
With tears to pearl hope’s withered flower that's touched by the hand of death,
To bloom again with sweets ensphered in a healing angel's breath.

3 I come, I come with forgiving grace to soothe each wounded breast,
And deep in the bleeding soul to pour the balm of heavenly rest,
Till all the wells of thought shall throb with minstrelsy of love,
And passion’s fire shall blend with songs of seraph choirs above.

4 I come, I come with flashing light death’s portals to unseal,
To roll the stone of doubt away and long-lost friends reveal,
And break immortal mornings o'er the river of the free,

On whose pure sunny tides we'll float to heaven’s eternal sea.

MORNING LIGHT.
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Hark ! from &c.

‘RISE, O man! the morning light
Is dawning on thy mental night;

iod breathes o’er Nature’s drowsy throng,

tnd wakes her thousand tongues to song.

ark! from the spheres where loved ones

Vhat tones of joy their anthems swell,[dwell,

Sehold your dead are risen again !

~«t mortals shout the glad amen.

’roud error yields her hapless reign;

{er valiant hosts are ‘'mong the slain.

MORNING LIGHT.
2 Truth mounts again the royal throne,

And milllons haste her power to own.
With radiance science gilds the tomb,
And man emerges from its gloom;

Nor creeds, nor priestly rule again,
Hath power the free-born soul to chain,
God wields no more the tyrant’s sway;
His love shall light the pilgrim's way,
And make the shining road appear
With every mortal’s footprint there.
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DREAM OF HEAVEN.
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will steer my bark where the waves roll dark,

1 will cross the stran-ger

68 DrEAM OoF HEAVEN.
1 I WILL steer my bark where the waves roll
I will cross the stranger sea, [dark,
But I know I shallland on the summerstrand,
‘Where my loved ones wait for me.
There are faces there divinely fair,
That earth lost long ago,
And spirits bright whose curls lay light,
Like sunbeams over snow.

3 There are sunny eyes like thine own blue

Sunny eyes I’ve seen before, [skies —

Will sparkle bright as the stars of night,
When I near the welcome shore.

There are little feet I loved to meet,
When earth was sweet to me,

I know will bound when the rippling sound
Of my boat comes over the sea.

3 Ever beautiful land, I dreamed of thee,

When the summer moonlight fell

In its silvery showers on the nestling flowers,
Sleeping on the greenwood dell.

And I know I'll see thee oft again,
When fitful hours have fled,

When flowers lie low, that used to blow
*Neath the western sky so red.

59- MEessENGER.
1 71 COME, I come from my spirit home,
Like a bird in early spring,
To the beautiful here, whom my heart holds
Gentle words of love to bring. (dear,
The heavens are wide, but cannot hide
The loved whom truth makes free;
The green old earth, the land of birth,
With s homes, is dear to me.
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When Freedom, with her praiseful songs,
Shall cancel all of slavery’s wrongs,

And echo through immensity

Their own eternal victory.

2 Press on until those truths are born,
Life promised at the early morn;
Faint not, nor weary by the way,
But gather courage day by day.
What though you tread the tangled thorn,
Or brave the world's malignant scorn?
What though the Pilates crucify,
Or dangers darkly multiply?

3 Is life not worthy all the cost?
Is not more gained than can be lost?
Is immortality a dream,
And truth = transient, fleeting beam,
As sunshine on the silver stream?
Will hope and truth and love but seem
Bright angels of the summer hours,
Winged for heaven’s immortal bowers?
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1 OH, not through seemly forms or creeds,
By man, with skilful thought, designed,
To me he comes, the Primal Good.
The Sov’reign Force, the Central Mind.
The tidal pulse of Nature’s heart
He buds and blooms in summer hours;
He comes in autumn’s flush and fruit,

In winter's crown of hoary flow'rs.

2 He floods the morn with orient tides;
| ijs golden glory noon unbars;
In sunset’s flamy car he glides;
He wheels through night, in pomp of stars;
He moves along the storied past,
A power to will, to plan, to guide;
He works throughout the world to-day,
To animate, inspire, provide.

3 Oh, heart of love! — to me he metes

This fleckered life of good and ill;

And all its tangled paths are sweet
With golden glimpses of his will.

In death he comes, to bring my soul
Through aisles of shadow, vague and dim

To golden stairways, bright with bliss,
Forever winding on to him.
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LOVE ON.

62. LovE ox.

2 LOVE on! love on! though death and
earthly change
Bring mournful silence to a darkened home,
The trusting heart rests where no eye grows
strange,
‘Where never falls a shadow from the tomb :
Love there! love there!

3 Loveon!loveon!the voice of; grief and wrong
Comes from the palace and the poor man’s

cot;
[y

Bid proud ones bend, and bid the weak be
strong,
And life’s tired pilgrim meekly bear his lot :
Give strength! give peace!

4 Love on! love on! and though the eveping
still
Wear the stern clouds that veiled thy noon-
day sun,
With changeless faith, with calm, unwaver--
ing will,
Work, bravely work, till every duty’s.
. Love God! love man! [done::

THE SACRED SEAL.

1 THE dead are like the stars by day,
Withdrawn from mortal eye,
Yet holding unperceived their way
Through the unclouded sky.

3 For death his sacred seal hath set
On bright and bygone hours;

And they we mourn are with us yet,
Are more than ever ours; —

3 Ours, by the pledge of love and faith,.
By hopes of heaven on high;
By life, triumphant over death,
In immortality.
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DO THEY LOVE US STILL!
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64- DO THEY LOVE US BTILL ?

1 WHEN night, advancing queenly,
Her starry mantle throws

O’er the earth lying serenely
In quiet, soft repose,

Down from those realms of splendor
Do not blest spirits go,

Winged by remembrance tender,
To loved ones yet below?

3 Do not bright forms surround us
Though veiled from mortal sight?
Clings not the old love round us
As a coronal of light?
Do they not hover nigh us
To comfort, guide, and keep,
‘When sorrows sorely try us,
When bitterly we weep?

3 Oh, mother-love! deep, yearning
In tenderness and care,
At death’s dark threshold turning
To breathe cn us a prayer;

Oh, father-love! that strongly
Kept our young life from harm,
Checking steps that wandered wrongly
Till death unnerved the arm.

4 Oh, sister-lovel that brightly

Shone on our childhood’s day,

Whose young life passed so lightly
Along the starry way;

Oh, brother-love! so smiling,
That sunned our path with joy,

Till angels him beguiling,
He passed to their employ.

5 These loves so deep, so cherished,

That gave to life its light,

Oh, have they, have they perished
In the grave's long, gloomy night?

No! they live, more brightly glowing
Than in their earthly prime,

Still brighter, stronger growing
‘With the lapse of endless time!
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MOTHER'S DREAM.
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3 This surely is no dreaming,

A form seems hov -’'ring nigh.
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It must be more than seeming,

For now the sunlight in her eyes
Dispels my soul’s dark sadness,
And brings, in tones of gladness,

These whispered answers to my sighs,

6b5.

MOTHER'S DREAN. A

1 WHILE on my lone couch sleeping,

2

In dreams sweet vigils keeping,
And night-winds moan along the sky;

In shadows dim before me,
Now lowly bending o’er me,

An airy form seems hovering nigh,*
A form seems hovering nigh.

Is this some idle vision,
Or fancy’s bright elysian?
Come nearer, angel, speak, oh, speak!
Now softly near me stealing,
And by my bedside kneeling,
I feel her warm breath on my cheek,
Her warm breath on my cheek.

These answers to my sighs.

4 *Dear mother, I am near thee,
My presence now shall cheer thee,
Thy darling child can ne’er forget.
Henceforth to thee 'tis given
‘To know the loved in heaven, —
Watch o’er thy path and love thee yet,
Watch o’er and love thee yet.”

5 Now softly she is going,
One tender look bestowing,
Now vanished o’er the purple sea;
No longer am I only
Sad, desolate, and lonely;
My darling lives and comes to me,
My darling. comes to me.
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66. GARDEN OF THE HEART. '67. Loxe Ago.

3 SO in hours of deepest gloom,
When the springs of gladness fail,
And the roses in their bloom
Droop like maidens wan and pale,
We shall find some hope that lies
Like a silent germ apart,
Hidaen far from careless eyes
In the garden of the heart;

3 Some sweet hope to gladness wed,
That will spring afresh and new,
When grief’s winter shall have fled,
Giving place to sun and dew;
Some sweet hope that breathes of spring,
Through the weary, weary time,
Budding for its blossoming,
In the spirit’s silent clime.

1 THERE are moments in our life,
When are hushed its scenes of strife;

When, from busy toil set free,
Mind goes back the past to see:
Mem'ry, with its mighty powers,
Brings to view our childhood hours;
And with never-ceasing flow

. Come the hours of long ago.

»

2 Oft when troubled and perplexed,
Worn in heart and sorely vexed,
Almost sinking ’neath our load,
Famishing on life’s high-road, —
How hath sweet remembrance caught
From the past some happy thought,
And, refreshed, we on would go,
Cheered with hopes from long ago!




Harmonses for Various Occasions.

SPIRIT SUN.

53

BES

3.

I\RUE Sun! upon our souls arise,
Shining in beauty evermore,
And through each sense the quick’ning beam

Of the Eternal Spirit pour.

Confirm us in each good resolve,
And calm the passions that betray;

TCurn each misfortune to our good;
Direct us in Truth’s holy way.

BRIGHTER VIEW.

SPIRIT SUN.

3 Oh, ever with the opening dawn
May saintly purity attend;
Faith sanctify the mid-day hours,
Upon our souls no night descend!

4 O Giver of each perfect gift!
This day our heav’nly bread supply;
While from the Spirit’s tranquil depths
We drink unfailing draughts of joy.
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[N darker days and nights of storm,
Men knew thee but to fear thy form,

And in the reddest lightnings saw

Chine arm avenge insulted law.

n brighter days we read thy love
n flowers beneath, in stars above;
\nd, in the track of every storm,

Jehold thy beauty’s rainbow form.
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BRIGHTER VIEW.

3 E'en in the reddest lightning’s path
We see no vestiges of wrath,
But always wisdom, — perfect love,
From flowers below to stars above.

4 See, from on high sweet influence rains
On palace, cottage, mountains, plains;
No hour of wrath shall mortals fear,
For pure angelic love is here. .
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70. ETERNAL SPRING.
2 ’T S sweet to hear an angel sing
In music to the listening ear,
‘ Hope on, sad heart! eternal spring
Is almost here, is almost here.”
Then angels burst the bars of doom;
Then vernal flowers adorn the waste;
Then sunshine gilds our mortal gloom,
And heavenly friends with welcomes
haste.
3 For every tear there comes a smile;
A joy for every pang is given;
And angel guides appear the while,
And gently lead us on to heaven.
And yet 'tis when it mourns and fears,
The laden spirit feels forgiven;
And through the mist of falling tears
We catch the clearest glimpse of heaven.

71. My BIRD-CHILD.
1 FROM morn till evening’s purple tinge,
In winsome helplessness it lies, :
Two rose-leaves with a silken fringe,
Shut softly on her starry eyes.
The pulse first caught its tiny stroke,
The blood, its crimson hue from mine;
This life which I have dared invoke
Henceforth is parallel with thine.

2 A silent awe is in my room, —
I tremble with delicious fear;
The future, with its light and gloom,
Time and eternity are here.
Doubts, hopes, in eager tumult rise,
Hear, O my God! one earnest prayer;
Room for my bird in Paradise,

And give her angel-plumage there.
4
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ROCK OF LIBERTY.
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72. ROCK OF LIBERTY.

3 (\H! thou stern old Rock, in the ages past,
Thy brow was bleached by the warring
blast,

But thy wintry toil with the wave is d’er,
And the billows beat thy base no more;
Yet countless as thy sands, old Rock,
Are the hardy sons of the Pilgrim stock,
And the Tree they reared in the days gone by,
It lives, it lives, and ne’er shall die.

3 Ever rest, old Rock, on the sea-beat shore;
Thy sires are lulled by the breakers’ roar;
*Twas here that first their hymns were heard,
O’er the startled cry of the ocean bird;
*Twas here they lived, 'twas here they died;
Their forms repose on the green hill’s side,
But the tree they reared in the days gone bya
It lives, it lives, and ne’er shall die. ;
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CHRISTMAS BELLS.
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YE UP HIGHER.
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CHRISTMAS BELLS. 74. Cox® UP HIGHER.

[ST, in the heart of the heavens so long,
ok’st thou not down in wonder,

3 the tread of the brilliant throng,
ching the earth far under?

r thy sweet sake, beloved of men,

ne, who art pure and holy,

iing, for aye, in thy paradise when

nu wert a mortal lowly.

8.

thou dream’st when in Galilee,

1ing by Jordan’s river,

in the future would ring for thee,

r the broad land forever. .

for thy teachings, and thorns for thy
row,
se were the gifts which cumbered ;
nds the fairest are wrought thee now,
it of God’s sons thou’rt numbered.
13

1 IT was early night, and the moon’s soft light
Shone on a dying pyre,
While angel glees were borne on the breeze
To soothe an aged sire,
Singing, “Higher, higher, higher, higher,
Come, come up higher!”

2 Soon the deep-toned bell of a sad death-knell
Rose on the trembling air;
A wail of woe was heard below,
Wild accents of despair,
Sighing, ¢ Father, father, father, father,
Oh, oh my father!”

3 Then the angel-band left the cold earth.
For starry homes above, [strand
And bore away to regions of day
The brother of their love,
Singing, * Higher, higher, higher, higher,

Come, come up higher!”
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EQUAL RIGHTS.
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2

E('lllﬂ rights, equal rights, clear the way!

EQUAL RIGHTS.
QUAL rights! equal rights! equal rights!
equal rights!
Equal rights! clear the way!
Don’t you hear the thunder of the coming day,
When all nations shall be welcome to free-
dom’s holy fane,
And the hoary, slave-trod earth with joy grow
young again!
Equal rights, equal rights, clear the way!

3

Equal rights! send it round!

How the Old World trembles as she hears the
sound!

For where throughout our borders all men
are truly free,

‘We will shake hands with nations, not with
kings, across the sea.

Equal rights, clear the way!

Equal rights! once again!
Woman! listen to the cry through your un-
shared pain;
For when your sons have freed themselves
From error’s blinding curse,
They shall break your bonds and crown
You queen of the universe!
Equal rights, clear the way!
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LITTLE BIRDIE.
Not t0o fast.
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76. LrrrLE BrRpIE.
3 'WHAT does little baby say
In her bed at peep of day?
Baby says, like little birdie,
¢‘ Let me rise and fly away.”
Baby, sleep a little longer,
Till the little limbs are stronger.
If she sleeps a little longer,
Then she’ll ly away.

77. WATCH, MOTHER.*
1 OTHER! watch the little feet
Climbing o’er the garden wall,
Roaming through the busy street,
Ranging cellar, shed, and hall.
Never count the moments lost,
Never mind the work they cost;
Little feet will go astray,
Guide them while you may.
# Observe small notes with this plece.

2 Mother! watch the little hand

Picking berries by the way,

Making houses in the sand,
Tossing up the fragrant hay.

Never dare the question ask,

¢ Why to me this heavy task?"”

These same little hands may prove

Messengers of love.

3 Mother! watch the little heart
Beating soft and warm for you;
holesome lessons now impart,

Keep, oh, keep that young heart true,
Extricating every weed,
Sowing good and precious seed!
Harvest then as rich as gold
Gather hundred-fold.
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LAMENT OF OUR RED BROTHERS.

And thelr ea - gle- eyes are - ing, ‘While they muse up - on their wrongs,
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78- LAMENT OF OUR RED BROTHERS. 79. EcHOES OF LoNG AGoO.
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2 FROM the valleys and the mountains, A:rIN’lI‘ and w&ary t::e eafr:.h's children,
Where our fathers made their home, Seek'o ! n;g “tl; ¢ ste P t:k me,
From our sparkling rills and fountains, Li 1:13 el P © ::s ™ foken, hime :
We are driven forth to roam; | W }:i ening .:r e mormfntgc ime;
They the race we hailed with pleasure, ;',l ni’ wal mg,ft;.ver waiting
Coming o’er the eastern waves, . or.t € voice of long ago,
With its soft, melodious accents,
Rob us of our only treasure,

Drive us from their sacred graves! Soothing every human wo?.
2 Know they not the star has risen,

3 Love we not the quiet rivers And its glory gilds the earth?

Winding through our native vales? ' Hear they not the song of angels

Dear is ev'ry leaf that quivers O'er this glorious second birth?
Shaken by autumnal gales; Waiting, waiting, etc.

Dearer far are shadows streaming 3 “Peace on earth! good-will from heaven!”
O’er our fathers’ lonely graves, Sing the white-robed angel-band,

Than the glorious sunlight beaming, ¢ Peace on earth! good-will from heaven!”
On the vast Pacific waves. Echoes over all the land.

‘Waiting, waiting, etc.
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THOU ART GONE.

. Andante. R | . ) . A
1 4\ n W & Nl 1l + 1 1 | |
R e _
1. Thou art gone! Thou art gone to a h’n_d more  fhir; Thy
- — >
‘_2:52 1 11 1 T 1T—1 ) —
);h — - L& L ) W —— L.
v v

: } N  — + | | Fr—+— t T3
— 1 T‘_i':!:f__ﬁ;ﬁ
AR &

. - ‘
Iake to a bright l- er shore, Walit-ing us there, wait-ing us there.

THOU art gone! ' 4 “Thou art gone!
) Thou art gone to thy peaceful rest; | Thou art gone, yet why should we mourn?
Sweet wild flowers fragrantly bloom o’er thy |  Oh, why should we sigh o'er the dark pall of

grave; . death? ing breath,
Gracefully drooping branches the willows | We shall meet thee, where cometh no blight-
Over thy breast. [wave In that bright bourn.
Thou art gone! s Thou art gone!
Thou art gone where no sorrows come; Thou art gone to a land more fair; [of life,

Where voices of censure forever are dumb; And when we have passed through the valley
And the flowers of love shall immortal bloom | And are freed from its sorrow, its care, and
In that blest home. We'll meet thee there. [its strife,

LIGHT.

;1- LIGHT.
NGELS! oh, break the error-night! 2 Shine on us God's primeval light!
Gladden with music-light! Changing the wrong to right;
Give to the bond in slav’ry’s might Roll on the mind’s bewildered sight

Justice from Freedom’s height! . Love-waves of pure delight!
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THE CASKET.
Slawly, tenderly.
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83. THE Casker,
1 UNTO the Friend that has clothed itand fed |2 Tenderly ’neath the protecting sod lay it,
But think not in sorrow its mission is
We gently consign this pale casket of clay; o’er.
Lo, 'tis a bridal! to Nature we wed it, Endless its spirit is, death cannot stay it,
Whose love has sustained it by mght and Or make it less useful to life than before.
by day.

PLEYEL.
| 1 &‘ | ] . A R —
% :4 = —
— -
’ 1. Wol-oome, an - gull, pure and bright, Children of the liv - l} light,

3 Come ye from the realms of light

1 WELCOME, angels, pure and bright,

Children of the living light,
-Welcome to our home on earth,
Children of the glorious birth.

32 Welcome, messengers of God,
Teaching not of anger's rod;
Love for all earth’s weary throngs

Zs the burden of your songs.

Where the day knows not the night,
Where the gems of love alone
Are around your spirits thrown.

4 Oh, we joy to feel you near,
Spirits of the loved and dear;
Chains of love around us twine,
Gems of beauty all divine.
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I AM NOT OLD.
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AM not old, though years have cast
Their shadows on my way;
I am not old, though youth has passed
On rapid wings away;
For in my heart a fountain flows,
~ And round it pleasant thoughts repose ;
While sympathies and feelings high
Spring like the stars on evening’s sky.

84.
'1

3 Iam ngt old. Time may have set
‘ Hie signal on my brow,”
And some faint furrows there have met,
Which care may deepen now;
Yet love, fond love a chaplet weaves
Of fresh young buds and verdant leaves;
And still in fancy I can twine

1 OUR earth is green with martyrs’ graves,
On hill and plain and shore,

And ocean’s great engulfing waves
Sweep over thousands more.

For us they drained life's bitter cup,
And dared the reformation’s strife.

Where are they, Death? O, render up
The holy secret of their life!

2 Lo! how the viewless air around
With quick’ning life is stirred,
And from the silences profound-
Leaps forth the answering word,—
¢ We live — not in some distant sphere
Life’s blessed mission to fulfil;

[mine.
Thoughts sweet as flowers, that once were

But, joined with faithful spirits here,
We love, we love, and labor still.
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ISLE OF THE BLEST.

— —oi N 8 .
e B IN] L -
o L3 ﬁ‘ ¢ g
1. A dream sub-lime of a sun - ny climé, Where balm - fest breez-es blow;
. P — 2 . Ul ol e -
: e s e e
1 O [ O - 1 o I B i 14 4 } 4 J I
ke 3 . r | o A 1d . | B d ) — vl - 1
v v B y ‘ v v |
p N I NN N
= a° 1 O a »! -

() - . . ' | ' -
Where moun-tains loom and land-scapesbloom In A God’s e - ter - nal glow!
) . P B 1 N . La

N
PT.
o

v
Oh! vi - slon grand, of the sum - mer-land, I'm fhint-ing in de - light!

. — r ] . c___’ . P
i
Lt 1__1g i/ = ’i i L + 1
o e e e Aty |
— b3 0 0 > 0 . !
the

m
-

A\ ¢

A\X
AN

A

Y

-

Oh! vi - slon grand of sum - mer-land, I'm fiint-ing in de - light!
. L] ‘
[ I
b o 7 B | — 1
e :
d v v ¥
0 Ch.or‘u.s ] s . i K N -
: : s : =
- ]' *
SN
My  hap - py home, my spir-it home, Bweet spir - it home.
P . 0 9-° 9 2 —
e o 2o lg ) 6 O 0 D
SREESSEEZEE e
L e T ] e S S 3
v A T T '




Harmoties for Various Occasions. 65
AMERICA.
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IsLE OF THE BLEST.

38.
‘ A DREAM sublime of a sunny clime,
Where balmiest breezes blow; [bloom
Where mountains loom and landscapes
In God’s eternal glow!
Give me my lyre! I feel the fire,
Unseen by mortal sight:
Oh! vision grand, of the summer-land,
I'm fainting in delight!

1 A sunny isle, like woman's smile,

Blooms on a silvery sea;

And from its groves of angel-loves
Swells music wild and free.

O God! those strains, those grand refrains,
What harmony divine!

And hark! I hear, in accents dear,
The voices of lang syne.

3 'Tis this that wakes, and almost breaks,
My yearning, mortal heart;
To think that there our friends so dear
Shall meet no more to part.
Prefigured here, in marriage sphere,
~ We catch faint gleams of bliss, —
Of sweet control of soul o’er soul,

When sealed by God’s own kiss.
5

4 Oh, hark! again I hear that strain

That fills my soul with light;

Whose music rare doth thrill the air
With strange and wild delight!

There’s concord sweet in all we meet,
With no discordant jars;

There all things move in perfect love,

Like marches of the stars.

87.

3 MY native country, thee,
Land of the noble free,
Thy name I love. -
I love thy rocks and rills,
Thy woods and templed hills;
My heart with rapture thrills
Like that above.

AMERICA.

3 Let music swell the breeze,
And ring from all the trees
Sweet freedom’s song!
Let mortal tongues awake,
Let all that breathe partake,
Let rocks their silence break,
The sound prolong.

4 Our fathers’ God! to thee,
Author of liberty
In realms above,
Long may our land be bright
With freedom’s holy light,
Protect us by thy might,
Great God of love.
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88. HEAVENLY DAY.
2 AND, ’mid the splendors of the noon,
When od’rous winds are hushed and calm,
Or murm’ring in a slumb’rous tune,
I feel soft hands of blessdd balm;
And softer voices whisper me,
¢ Q child of sorrow, care, and pain,
Be tranquil on life’s stormy sea,
We watch, and guide to heaven again.”

3 And when the shadowy night descends,
And folds her wings above the earth,
The souls of dear, departed friends
Will mingle in my grief and mirth;
In hours of waking and in dream,
Through all the night and all the day,
They, by their angel-plumage gleam,
Lead me to truth, and light the way.

2 Knowest thou not some burdened soul

A 4
et

89. SOMETHING STILL TO DO.
I THOUGH sunny day has nearly past,
Repose not down with idle hands,
But labor while the hours shall last,
While flowing are life’s golden sands;
For life is changeful, ever brief;
Oh, then improve each fleeting span,
Turning each day some brighter leaf,
And measure time by deeds to man.

That’s fettered by disease and pain?
Direct him to the heavenly goal,

Bidding him rise and strive again.
Knowest thou not a drooping heart,

Sinking beneath misfortune’s blight?
Go thou, and friendship’s warmth impart,

And give to him a ray of light.
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¢ WAITING, ONLY WAITING.”

[ AM waiting, only waiting,
For the dawning of the day,
Vhen the joys of life relating,
I shall walk the heav'nly way;

Then, no longer sadly waiting,

I shall sound the joyful lay;

Then, no longer sadly waiting,

I shall sound the joyful lay.

am waiting, hoping, trusting, .
That the future fair and bright,
w'ry wrong and ill adjusting,

Shall announce the rule of right;

Then, no longer sadly waiting, -

I shall see the joyful sight;

Then, no longer sadly waiting,

I shall see the joyful sight.

3 I am waiting in the twilight
Of a morning yet to be,
When upon my fading eyesight

Angel forms shall come to me;
Then, no longer sadly waiting,
Heav’nly glories I shall see;
Then, no longer sadly waiting,
Heav'nly glories I shall see.

4 Thus we all through life are waiting

For the coming of the morn,

When, life’s pleasure reinstating,

‘We shall be as angels born;
Then, no longer sadly waiting,

We shaH hail the glorious dawn;

‘Then, no longer sadly waiting,

We shall hail the glorious dawn.
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CRADLE SONG OF THE POOR.
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CRADLE 8oxG oF THE POOR.

1 T{USH! I cannot bear to see thee
Stretch thy tiny hands in vain;
Dear, I have no bread to give thee,
Nothing, child, to ease thy pain!
When God sent thee first to bless me, * -
Proud, and thankful, too, was I.
Now, my darling, I, thy mother,
Almost long to see thee die.
Sleep, my darling, thou art weary;
God is good, but life is dreary.

2 I have watched thy beauty fading,
And thy strength sink day by day;
Soon, I know, will want and fever
Take thy little life away.
Famine makes thy father reckless;
Hope hath left both him and me;
We could suffer all, my baby,
Had we but a crust for thee.
Sleep, my darling, thou art weary;

3 Better thou shouldst go thus early,
Starve so soon, my darling one,
Than in helpless sin and sorrow
Vainly live as I have done.
Better that thy angel-spirit
With my joy, my peace, were flown,
Than thy heart grow cold and careless,
Reckless, hopeless, like my own.
Sleep, my darling, thou art weary;
God is good, but life is dreary. '

4 I have wasted, dear, with hunger,

And my brain is all opprest;

I hawe scarcely strength to press thee,
Wan and feeble to my breast.

Patience, baby, God will help us;
Death will come to thee and me;

He will take us to his heaven,
Where-no want or pain can be.

Sleep, my darling, thou art weary,

God is good, but life is-dreary.

God is good, but life is dreary.
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CRADLE SONG OF THE POOR. Concluded.

Chorus for each stanza. )
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2
TEMPTED souls, they bring you succor;
Fearful hearts, they quell your fears;
And with deepest consolation
Chase away the falling tears; -
Tender heralds. tender heralds,
Blest is he their word who hears!

3

HEAVENLY AOCCENTS.

Holy angels, hov’ring round us!
Waiting spirits! speed your way,
Hasten to the court of heaven,
Tidings bear without delay,
That our spirits, that our spirits,
Glad the message may obey.
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REAPING.
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REAPING.
b4 , mortal, and act while the angel of light
Melts the shadows before and behind thee!
Shake off the soft dreams that encumber thy might,
And burst the dark fetters that bind thee!
Soars the skylark, soar thou; leaps the stream, do thou leap;
Learn from Nature the splendor of action;
Plough, harrow, and sow, or thou never shalt reap;
Faithful deed brings divine benefaction.

2 The red sun has rolled himself into the blue,

And hath lifted the mists from the mountain;

The young hares are feasting on nectar of dew,
The stag cools his lips in the fountain,

And the blackbird’s sweet glee rises from the deep elm,
The river is sparkling and leaping,

The wild bee is fencing the sweets of his realm,
And the mighty-limbed reapers are reaping.

3 To spring comes the bud, and to summer, the blush,

And to autumn, the happy fruition;

To winter, repose, meditation, and hush;
And to man, ev'ry season’s condition.

Lo! he lives, buds, and blooms both in action and rest, _
As a thinker and actor and sleeper,

Then withers and wavers, chin drooping on breast,
And is reaped by the hand of a reaper!
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1. Peace! the wel - come sound pro - claim,
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2 Breezes, whisp’ring soft and low,
Gently murmur as ye blow,
Breathe the sweet celestial strain,
¢ Peace on earth, good-will to men!”
3 Ocean’s billows, far and wide,
Rolling in majestic pride;
Loud, still louder swell the strain,
¢ Peace on earth, good-will to men!”

4 Pilgrims, who its promise seal,

04.
1 PEACE! the welcome sound proclaim,

Goon-WiLL TO Mzx.

Dwell with rapture on the theme;
Loud, still louder, swell the strain,
% Peace on earth, good-will to men I”

And its inspirations feel,
Loud, still louder swell the strain,

4 Peace on earth, good-will o men\”
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MORN AMID THE MOUNTAINS.
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95. MORN AMID THE MOUNTAINS.
1 MfORN amid the mountains, 3 Now, the glad sun, breaking,
Lovely solitude! Pours a golden flood;
Gushing streams and fountains Deepest vales, awaking,
Murmur, * God is good.” * Echo, ¢ God is good.”
Murmur, etc. Echo, etc.
3 Hymns of praise are ringing 4 Wake, and join the chorus, :
Through the leafy wood ; Child, with soul endued; !
Songsters, sweetly singing, God, whose smile is o’er us,
Warble, “ God is good.” Evermore is good.
Warble, etc. Ever, etc.

WORDS AND ACTS OF KINDNESS.
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Harmonses for Various Occasions.

WORDS AND ACTS OF KINDNESS. Concluded.

1 LI’I‘TLE words of kindness,
How they cheer the heart!
What a world of gladness
Will a smile impart!
How a gentle accent
Calms the troubled soul,
‘When the waves of passion
O’er it wildly roll!

SLEEP, LITTLE BABY, SLEEP.
Slowly, tenderly.

‘WORDS AXD Aors oF KINDNESS.

8 Little acts of kindness,

Nothing do they cost;

Yet, when they are wanting,
Life’s best charm is lost.

Little acts of kindness,
Richest gems of earth,

Though they seem but trifles,
Priceless is their worth.
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SLEEP, LITTLE BABY, SLEEP.
1 SLEEP, little baby, sleep!
Not in thy cradle bed,
Not on thy mother’s breast
Henceforth shall be thy rest,
But with the quiet dead.

3 Yes, with the quiet dead,
Baby, thy rest shall be!
Oh! many a weary one,
Under life's fitful sun,
Would fain lie down with thee.

3 Flee, little tender child!
Flee to thy grassy nest;
There the first flowers shall blow;
The first pure flake of snow
Shall fall upon thy breast.
" 4 And when the hour arrives
From earth that sets me free,
Thy spirit will await
The first at heaven's gate,
To meet and welcome me.
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THE SPIRIT ARTIST.
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. THE SPIRIT ARTIST.
2 HANDS whose glad clasp we greet,
Cheeks carmine dyed,
Hearts whose warm pulses beat
Love’s gushing tide,
Bosoms that overflow,
Tongues ever true,
Souls where warm friendships glow,
Songs ever new.

3 They are not lost to us;

Death’s gloomy pall

Hides but their earthly dust;
Them we recall!

Over the eidolon’s
Measureless tide

Still smile the loving ones
From farther side.

4 Touched by a mortal hand,

Guided by one

Of a blest angel-band
Bright as the sun,

Ever they lift the veil
That hangs between,

And from the canvas pale
Smile they serene.

Lips that ne’er scorned, Fore - heads whose mar - ble white Bright wreaths a - dorned.

5 Oh, ever glorious art,

99.

Undreamed before,
Glad’'ning the mourning heart
For evermore!
Forms that have passed away,
Bringing regret,
Smile on us still to-day;
We see them yet.

S80NG-BIRD OF THE SPIRIT LAXD.
I BIRD of the brighter land,
Unbar thy notes;

Over the spirit-strand
Melody floats;

Singing in happy band,
Come from on high;

Angel-bird, angel-bird,
Welcome is nigh.

2 Bird of the realm of flowers,

Come, let us hear

Scngs from the spirit bowers,
Giving good cheer,

Charming our weary hours,
‘Where'er we roam,

Angel-bird, angel-bird,
Sing of our home.
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SUMMER DAYS.

1. Oh, the mer ;ry sum - mer days, When the flelds are dressed in green,
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3 Bird of a purer sky, 100. SUMMER DAYS.
Peal through thy lays 1 (\H, the merry summer days!
Hopes that shall never die, When the fields are dressed in green,
Lighting our ways, And the smiling sunny rays
Guiding where ne'er a sigh Rest upon the verdant scene,
Wakes o'er a pain, Dancing o’er the flowry hedges,
Angel-bird, angel-bird, Where the bee for honey strays,
Loud swell the strain. Crowning hill-top, gilding valleys,
In the merry summer days.
4 Bird of the higher life, 3 Oh, the merry summer days!

- Sing to the throngs, When the woods with life abound,
Make the earth’s welkin rife ' Warbling birds with joyous lays
With heavenly songs, Pour a flood of music round,
Quelling all mortal strife, Now a tender little love-song,

Peaceful as love, Then a lofty burst of praise;
Angel-bird, angel-bird, All unite to swell the chorus
Guide us above. In the merry summer days.
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NEVER SAY FAIL,
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' 1 SHALL trees live for ages, and garnish the
101. NEVER SAY FAIL. ground, [abound?
3 WITH €ye ever open, In greenness and beauty, and giadness
And tongue that's not dumb Yet man who is noblest of earth, sea and skies,
And heart that will never The upright, the thoughtful, the god-like and
To sorrow succumb. wise,

You'll battle and conquer,
Though thousands assail;
How strong and how mighty,

Who never say fail!

3 Shall he, like a flawer, but live for a day,
Unfolding in summer, then wither away?
Or dance, like a bubbfe, awhile on the wave,
Look joyous a moment, then sink in the

3 Ahead, then, keep pushing! grave?
And elbow your way,
Unheeding the envious, 3 Oh, no! the Eternal doth call him his son;
That would you betray. His circuit of glory he ever shall run;
All obstacles vanish, The wide heavens present him their infinite
All enemies quail store;
Before the strong-hearted, The years of the Highest are his evermore.
Who never say fail ! . 4 Released from the body, the immortal shall
4 In life’s rosy morning, rise, [skies;
In manhood’s firm pride, Till earth floats beneath him, a speck in the
Let this be your motto, The bright stars of even shall golden steps be,

Your footsteps to guide; And he shall ascend to the realms of the free.
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3 Thou need'st not launch thy bark
Upon a shoreless sea,
Breasting its waves to find the ark,
To bring this dove to thee.

4 Ce;se, then, my soul, to roam;
Thy wanderings all are vain;
That holy word is found at home;
Within thy heart its reign.
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3 What sweet and patient grace,
E’er beaming true and kind,
Of suffering borne, rests on her face,
So pure so glorified!
4 Angel! behold, I wait,
Crowned for life’s weary hours,—
‘Wait till thy hand shall ope the gate
And change the thorns to flowers.
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106.

1 SWEET darling of the mother’s heart!
Look forth from out thy heaven,
And tell her with thy starry eyes,
Thy presence still is given;
Look forth! and tell her God is great,
That he has opened heaven’s gate!

PORTAL o HEAVEX.

3 Fair maiden! fading in thy spring,
Laid darkly in the tomb,
Beam like a star from thy bright home,
Or flower in summer bloom;
Beam out! and say that God is great,
That he has opened heaven’s gate!

3 Loved mother! passing into night,
To leave thy darkened hearth,
A shadow resting in thy place,
For those thou left on earth,
Look down! and say that God is great,
That thou dost wait at heaven’s gate!

—
S
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4 Young bride! grown sudden chill and cold,
To one who loved thee well,
Who keeps thee treasured in his heart,
Still binding with a spell,
Burst forth! and teach that God is great,
And pass to him through heaven's gate !

108. BEAUTY OF HEART. .
1 THE sun may warm the grass to life;
The dew, the drooping flower;
And eyes grow bright and watch the light
Of autumn’s opening hour;
But loving smiles are far more true,
And brighter than the morning dew.

3 It is not much the world can give,
With all its subtile art;
And gold and gems are not the things
To beautify the heart;
But tenderness of angel-love
That glows within like heaven above.
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)ME TO THE WOODS.
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O Cam—

And the wor -ried, & - gile hare

Swift-ly darts from fern - y lair,

6on TO THEE WOODS.

E to the woods, come to the woods, !

>me to the woods, heigho!

:to the woods, come tb the woods, where
ingling wild-flowers grow,

he worried, agile hare

y darts from its ferny lair.

. to the woods, come to the woods, come
» the woods, heigho!

to the woods, come to the woods, come
» the woods, heigho!

to the woods, come to the woods, when
immer glories glow,

he laughing, loving sun

tly shines through shadows dun.

to the woods, come to the woods, come
o the woods, heigho!

3 Come to the woods, come to the woods, come

to the woods, heigho!

Come to the woods, come to the woods, come
from the haunts of woe,

Where the cheering, tuneful song

Of the throstle tells no wrong.

Come to the woods, come to the woods, come
to the woods, heigho!

4 Come to the woods, come to the woods, come

to the woods, heigho!

Come to the woods, come to the woods, with
health your cheeks shall glow;

Come, oh, come, from dusty town,

Come from dreamy beds of down.

Come to the woods, come to the woods, come
to the woods, heigho!
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108. NEW BrrTH. '
1 DEATH is the fading of a cloud, 3.Death is the mightier second birth,
The breaking of a chain, - Th’ unveiling of the soul;

The rending of a mortal shroud
We ne'er shall see again.

3 Death is the conqueror’s welcome home,
The heav’'nly city’s door,
The entrance of the world to come;

"Tis freedom from the chains of earth,
The pilgrim’s heavenly goal. )
4 Death is the.close of life’s alarms, A i

The watch-light on the shore,
The clasping in immortal arms

*Tis life for evermore. Of loved ones gone before.
RAINBOW OF PROMISE.
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109.

1t TJOPE'S rainbow in life’s crvstal dome,
That spans the flowing tide,
Doth bridge the way to that bright home,
From earth to angels’ side. '

2 On us the tempest-cloud below
Falls stormy fatal breath,
. But those who cross that shining bow
Have no more pain or death.

RAINBOW OF PROMISE,

3 Built there by strong immortal hands
From showers of love and tears,
All beautiful the archway stands
Through silent lapse of years.

4 O spirit-friends! we’re nearing fast
Your home on the fair shore,

We'll cross the rainbow bridge at last
And live for evermore.




Harmonies for Various Occasions. 81

HO! HILLY HO!
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HEAVENLY UNION.
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111, HuAvENLY UNioX. , o, J
3 TWO crystal summer currents 3 Oh, what a heavenly union, .
Flow softly in their course, In bowers of delight, '
Their waves in music dancing, Where ministries of angels
To join in silent force; Inspire with holy light;

How beautiful through banks of green,
While dimpling eddies play between!

Two souls one life, two hearts one loye,
As sweet and pure as heav’n above.




v And d-lentwﬁ on-ly prayers.
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113. NATURE'S TENPLE.
2 Y choir shall be the moonlit waves,
When murm'ring homeward to their
‘Or - when the stillness of the sea, [caves,

4

E’en more than music breathes of thee!

TRIUMPH.

3 I'll seek some glade with beauty fraught,
All light and silent, like thy thought;
And the pale stars shall be at night
The only eyes that watch my rite.

4 Thy heaven, on which ‘tis bliss to look,
Shall be my pure and shining book,
Where I shall read, in words of flame,
The glories of thy wondrous name.

§ There’s nothing bright, above, below,

From flowers that bloom to stars that glow,

But in its light my soul can see

Some feature of thy Deity.

=1

.
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1u3. Tarvxrs or Love
3 NEAMS of the shining skies
Shall lighten ev'ry land;
And they who dwell in angel-courts
Shall the whole earth command.
3 No war shall rage, nor feuds
Disgurdb those peaceful years;

To ploughshares men shall beat their swords,
To pruning-hooks their spears.

4 No longer host *gainst host

Shall crowds of slain deplore;.
They'll lay the martial trumpet by,
And study war na more. .
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114. CROWN THE PROPHET.
1 NOT in vain the large-eyed prophets
Saw the days of evil told,
Heard the anthems of the nations
From the harps of Freedom rolled.
‘Who can mock their glorious visions ?
Hark! already ev'ry hour
Falls some chain, and man arises
To his natural, sacred power.

2 Mercy walks with broader symbols;

Justice lifts a stronger hand;

Love tends more and more her flowers,
Sown by God in ev'ry land.

Science more and more is breaking
All the olden mystic bars,

Stands on mountain-tops and waves her
Rod amid the vassal stars.

3 Art is grander, brighter growing;
Ev'ry moment is her shrine

At the will of thougit’s true ang®ls
Beaming more and more divine.

Nations, lift, lift your Triumphal,
Lamped no more by wavering moon;
Crowd the temples; crown the prophets;

Not in vain they sung the noon.

116. NATURE'’S LEssoxs.
I QUMMER in the lap of autumn
Pours her rich and golden store;
Bursting buds proclaim the spring-time,
When the winter storm is o'er.
So upon life’ s toilsome journey,
Like the circling round of years,
We may trace the deep emotions
Moving us to smiles and tears.

2 Grandly Nature tells her story,

As the seasons glide along,

Full of symbols, hints, and warnings,
That to every age belong.

Hers a quaint and ponderous volume;
Every page is lettered o'er;

Such as this needs no revising 3
Earnestly its truth explore.
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ARGOSIES OF LIre.

many lonely hours we see 3 Then what are argosies of clouds,
iile journeying along! If light break sweetly through?
any days when griefs and tears And what are all earth’s cumb’ring cares,
1 the sweet lips of song! With heaven. our home, in view?
1any times the breaking heart, Our fading hopes bloom fresh again,
ary, wounded dove, Our weary hands grow strong,
of ev’rything on earth, While spirits lovingly declare
ores angelic lovel ‘We shall not suffer long.
|olv peace, what quiet cheer, 4 Balm-bearers from the better land,
e silent angels bring! Stand ye along our way,
ng in their ministries, And purify us from all sin
iouls vault up and sing. By your angelic sway.
the beauteous summer land And when the fennel’s bitter leaf
bowers of fadeless green, Dips o’er our goblet’s brim,
elting hills and banks of flowers, Still let us in our darkest hours
singing streams between. Hope on, though sad our hymn.
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117. How T0 LIvE. 18 Sux or TRUTH.

3 BE thou in truthfulness arrayed;
Hold up to earth thy torch divine!
Be what thou prayest to be made;
Let steps of charity be thine!
Fill up each hour with what will last;
Buy up the moments as they go:
The life above, when this is past,
Is the ripe fruit of life below.

3 Sow truth if thou the truth wouldst reap;

‘Who sows the false shall reap the vain;

Erect and sound thy conscience keep;
From hollow words and deeds refrain.

Sow love, and taste its fruitage pure;
Sow peace. and reap its harvest bright;

Sow sunbeams on the rock and moor,
And find a bharvest-home of light.

1 O RADIANT Sun of Truth divine,
Thy rays through boundiess nature shine;
And from the earth in glory rise,
To meet the brightness of the skies.
Wide let thy glory be displayed,
In one bright day, without a shade,
And thus may we supremely prove
The nameless, endless joys of love.

»

Be darkness known on earth no more,
But truth dispensed from shore to shore,
Till men of ev'ry land shall see

Its glorious brightness, and be free.

*Tis done! the Sun of Truth appears!
The shades withdraw, the morning clears!
Its rays flow over land and main,

And one eternal day shall reign!
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119. Tes ProPHET.
3 JOY to the world! the prophet speaks

The love that gladdens heaven! [breaks,)
Through Fear’s dread night the morning]

And Error’s veil is riven!
It rolls away Death’s icy shroud!
And lo!" an angel’s shrine!
The God in nature shouts aloud!
The human grows divine!

3 Joy to the world! the angels come!

That prophet is To-day;

Foretelling Superstition’s doom,
And Love's celestial sway.

Let Freedom lift her joyous voice!
Let Reason burst her bands!

Let Truth be glad; let Right rejoice!
And Justice clap her hands!

120. SPEAK XO ILL./
1 NAY, speak no ill; a kindly word
Can leave no sting behind;
And oh, to breathe each tale we’ve heard
Is 'neath a noble mind.
Full oft a better seed is sown,
By choosing kinder plan;
For if but little good be known,
Still speak the best we can.

3 Give me the heart that fain would hide,

And others’ faults efface;

How can it pleasure human pride,
To prove us all so base?

No; let us reach a higher mood
In estimate of man;

Be earnest in the search for good,
And speak the best we can.
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121. THE GREAT WORSHIP,
2 THE green earth sends her incense up
From many a mountain shrine;
From folded leaf and dewy cup
She pours her sacred wine.
‘The mists above the mountain rills
Rise white as wings of prayer;
The altar-curtains of the hills
Are sunset’s purple air.
3 The winds with hymns of praise are loud,
Or low with sobs of pain;
The thunder-organ of the cloud,
The dropping tears of rain.
‘With drooping head and branches crossed,
The twilight forest grieves,
Or speaks with tongues of pentecost
From all its sunlit leaves.
4 The blue sky is the temple’s arch,
Its transept earth and air,
‘The music ofjts starry. march,
The chorus of its prayer.
So nature keeps the reverent fame
With which her years began,
And all her signs and voices shame
The prayerless heart of man.

. MATERNAL Love.
2 NIGHT'S ample folds were twined around
The pillars of the morn;
And fair aurora’s splendors crowned
The hour when light was born.

The angel of the day-beam swept
The earth with pinions gay,

And starry dews, the night had wept,
By him were kissed away.

3 The sky-lark’s silvery lute was strung

O’er meadow, vale, and hill,

And myriad tiny insects hung
Light dancing o’er the rill.

In this enrapturing hour I walked
Forth from my slumb’rous bed,

And with a radiant being talked

* Whom I had long thought dead.

3 “ Where is thy blissful home?” I asked, —

““Say where dost thou abide?”

She turned her beaming face unmasked
And answered, ‘‘ By thy side.

Ever with thee in sun and storm,
In sorrow or in joy,

I guide thy steps, thy heart I warm,
My own, my darling boy!”

4 Such is a mother’s love; it dies

Not, neither can it die;

My soul with gratitude shall rise
To Him who dwells on high,

That over all this checkered scene
Of life, her loving hand

Shall lead me with a joy serene
Up to the summer land.
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123. THE SILENT LAXD.
1 TNTO the Silent Land! 43 Into the Silent Land!
Into the Silent Land! Into the Silent Land
Ah! who shall lead us thither? Of holy meditation,
Lead us thither? Lead us thither!

Clouds in the evening sky more darkly gather,| Whither inspiring fountains flow to rivers
And rhattered wrecks lie thicker on thestrand| In waves of loving sweetness o’er earth’s sand,

Who leads us with a gentle hand To make it fair, as summer land,
Thither, oh, thither, Breathing its fragrance
Into the Silent Land? Into the Silent Land!
3 Into the Silent Land! 4 Into the Silent Land!
Into the Silent Land Into the Silent Land!
For all the broken-hearted ! ‘Where all the boundless regions
Lead us thither! Are perfection, [brighten

Where the mild herald by our fate allotted, Where the sweet tender morning visions
E’erbeck’ning with inverted torch, dothstand.]| With beauteous souls of holy pledge and
To lead us with a gentle hand, Who in Life’s battle firm shall stand, [band;
Thither, oh, thither, Bearing Hope's blossoms
Into the Silent Land! - .Into the Silent Land!
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124, INCENSE OF
1 0 THOU, to whom, in ancient time,
The lyre of Hebrew bards was strung,
Whom kings adored in songs sublime,
And prophets praised with glowing tongue,
3 Not now on Zion's height alone
Thy favored worshippers may dwell ;
Nor where, at sultry noon, thy Son

THE HEART.
3 From ev’ry place below the skies,

The grateful song, the fervent prayer,
The incense of the heart, may rise
To heaven, and find acceptance there.
4 To thee shall age, with snowy hair,
And strength and beauty bend the knee;
- And childhood lisp, with reverent air,

Sat weary by the Syrian well;

Its praises and its prayers to thee.

. VOICE OF PROGRESS. | Fine.
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THE HEARTS DEAD.
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1. Rat - tle the windows, wind!
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. VOICE oF PROGRESS.

EAR ye not now the voice of God,
From the great people’s heart resounding ?
: ye the light that is abroad,
>roud rulers of the earth confounding?
r world is waking from her dream,
lo snap her creed-forged chaink asunder,
outing with voice of fire and steam
deep chorus of progressive thunder.

:ak hearts may falter in the shade,

Aay count the gloom of buried ages,

t live men will not be dismayed,

3y phantoms dug from dusty pages.

e living, not the dead, are ours, [us,
Nhose voices blend through death to cheer
tile heaven reveals the human flowers
Chat bloom upon her borders near us.

3 Poor toiling millions, meagre fed,

Are standing now at Freedom's portals,
While daylight blossoms overhead,

With sweet words from the dear immortals!
No more shall bigotry enshroud

Qur dearest hopes in endless terror,
For light long hid behind the cloud,

Breaks o'er the gloom of ancient error.

4 Kings, priests, and conquerors no more
Shallchain our souls and steal our guerdon,

For bloody blades shall fall before [den.
Strong arms that share our common bur-

Earth’s song of peace is on our tongue;
Archangels lean from heaven to hear it;

| Mind is our king whosc name is sung

In deeds, and tyrants must revere it.

126. THE HEART'S DEAD.
3 (ARAY ocean heaves and heaves,
Rolls, rolls on the sand;
And the blasted limb of the churchyard tree
Solemn shakes like ghostly hand.

3 Silent the dead are there,
'Neath grassy wild waves;
But we have more dead in our hearts to-day

Than the éarth in all her graves.
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LAND or BLiss.
2 LAND of fruit, that hangs so rich
Upon thy bending trees,
Oh, when shall I beneath thy shade
Inhale the swelling breeze?
And with these rapturous eyes behold
The white-robed angel band,
And drink the flowing landscape in,
_ The sweet and dewy land?

3 And with me,-too, the beings loved

Find all of sorrow o’er?

When shall these tearful partings cease
On life’s retreating shore?

And by those living streams may pluck
The amaranth and rose,

And drink the nectar from the streams
Where deathless water flows?
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. FLOWERS.
ACH tiny leaf unfolds a scroll
1 Inscribed with holy truth,

A lesson that around the heart
Should keep the dew of youth;
Bright missals from angelic throngs

In ey'ry by-way left,
How were the earth of glory shorn,
Were it of flowers bereft !

3 They tremble on the Alpine height;
The fissured rock they press;
The desert wild, with heat and sand,
Shares, toe, their blessedness:
And wheresoe'er the weary heart
Turns in its dim despair,

The meek-eyed blossom upward looks,
Inviting it to prayer.
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O'ER BILLOWS BLUE.
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1. I'm sall-ing  o’er life’s sun-ny seas; T'm sail-ing 'ncath bright cloud-less skies;

And with sach  guards and lights as these, How swift each gold-en mo-ment flies!
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29. LIrx’s SUNXY Sras. 130. ‘WHEN LAUGHING JOY.
M sailing o’er life’s sunny eeas; 1 WHEN laughing joy makes glad our way,
I'm sailing 'neath bright cloudless skies; | And mirth invites to harmless play,

And with such guards and lights as these, More fair than eve’s bright stars appear,
How swift each golden moment flies ! OQur angel guards are hov'ring near.

My heart is light, my glance is bright, They bover near, they hover near,
While crowned with joy the ficet hours are ; Our angel guards are hov'ring near,

In light canoe o’er billows blue, More fair than eve’s bright stars appear,
I'm gliding to a land afar! Our angel guards are hov’ring near.

I've launched my bark from sullen shores, |3 When dark despair doth rule the hour
Where angry waves have lashed her sidess] And make us feel its gloomy power,

And far from surge and rush and roar, Our guardians come in sympathy
I float along on peaceful tides. To set us from our bondage free.

Chorus. Chorus.

There greets me now a spirit-hand, 3 With blessings to each earthly home,
And borne along on gentle breeze, These messengers of heaven come,

I catch the sweets of fairy-land Inspiring thoughts of higher life,
That woo me over sunny seas! Free from all sorrow, fear, and strife.

Chlorus. Chorss. . :
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131. SPIRIT GREETIXG,
1 WE give you joyous greeting,
Friends of our noble cause, -
Who have lit the torch of reason
By light of nature’s laws ;
We give you joyous greeting,
Ye toilers in the field,

vV vV

Who, the right with patient working, =

Will never justice yield.

3 We give you joyous greeting,

Workers so bold, so free,

To unite your scattered forces
In ranks of harmony:;

We give you joyous greeting,
Inspired with powers abave

To demolish ancient error
By might of truth and love.

I vV I

132. Tar HEABT.
1 ’TIS bright where'er the heart is;
Chain nor a dungeon dim

Ne'er can check the mind’s aspirings, .
Or spirit’s pealing hymn;

The heart gives life its beauty,
Its glory and its power;

It is sunlight to its rippling,

" And soft dew to its flower.

2 Sweet is the summer nectar,.
Circling around.the rose, .
But far sweeter where the heart is
Imparting calm repose;
Oh, welcome its kind pulsing
To soothe thy troubled breast; .
Ever keep the,loye that nestles

Therein a sunny guest.
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1. The pure, the bright, the beau - t - ful, That stirred our hearts in youth;
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THINGS THAT NEVER DIE. -
timid hand stretched forth to aid
srother in his need,
tindly word in grief’s dark hour
t proves the friend indeed,
rlea of mercy softly breathed
:n justice threatens nigh,
rrow of a contrite heart, —
se things shall never die.

iem’ry of a clasping hand,
pressure of a kiss,

11 the trifles, sweet and frail,
t make up love’s first bliss,
1 a firm, unchanging faith,

| holy trust and high,

se things shall never die.

sthing pass, for ev’ry hand

it ind some work to do;

not & chance to waken love}
irm and just and true;

all a light that cannot fade :
m on thee from on high,
mgel voices say to thee,

we things shall never die.

[met, |
hands have clasped, those lips have

134

THE 80UL’S PROPHECY.

Death-damps behind us lie;
Before us dawns progressive day
Whose beauties never die.
The Eden with its angels bold,
With flowers and rivers free,
Is less a mystic story told
Than growing prophecy.
3 Within the spirit’s perfect air,
Where love is pure and kind,
In innocence from selfish care,
The Eden we shall find.

So when the soul to sin hath died,
True, beautiful, and sound,
Then all our earth is sanctified,

A paradise around.
3 From spirit lands of peace afar
Disturbing force shall flee;
Impatient toil nor wrong shall mar
Immortal unity.

When childhood’s holy heart,” -
With head of wisdom’s golden age,

Shall love to man impart! - .

1 BEFORE us heaven invites the way;

Oh, welcome day of saint and sage, -
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Its glory flamesin stars

135. NATURE'S REVELATION.
1 GOD of the granite and the rose!
Soul of the sparrow and the bee!
The mighty tide of being flows [thee.
Through countless channels, Lord, from,
It leaps to life in grass and flowers,
Through every grade of being runs,
Till from creation’s radiant towers
Its glory flames in stars and suns.

3 O ye who sit and gaze on life

With folded hands and fettered will,

Who only see, amid the strife,
The dark supremacy of ill, [ers,

Know that, like birds and streams and flow-
The life that moves you is divine!

Nor time, nor space, nor human powers,
Your god-like spirit can confine.

3 God of the granite and the rose!
Soul of the sparrow and the bee!
The mighty tide of being flows
Through all thy creatures back to thee.
Thus round and round the circle runs, —
A mighty sea without a shore, —
While men and angels, stars and suns,

136. ENTRANCEMENT, i
1 TN this vast temple of the soul,
What fairy glimpses here have we,
When closed are all the outer doors
From which the outer world we see; !
And as our spirits then may roam '
From land to land, and star to star,
And bring the Spirit-Land so near,
‘We once had thought so dimly far,

2 What truth and beauty then impress
The spirit's likeness on the face, ’
‘When, as the starlight meets the star,
That Spirit-Land and we embrace;
And thus are mirrored on the cheek
The shadows of that world of love,
As through the soul the figures pass,
The imaged forms of those above.

3 And as the tones of music rise,
And in successive scales must chime,
So next this world that round us lies
The Spirit-Land takes up the rhyme;
And all things here that now we have
Are types of those we there shall see,
As note to note, and scale to scale,

Unite to praise thee evermore.

&

Here typify the harmony.
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MAXE HOME PLEASANT.

.E than building showy mansions,
ore than dress or fine array,

than dome of lofty steeples,

e than station, power, sway;
your home both neat and tasteful,
tht and pleasant, always fair,

: each heart shall rest contented,
teful for each beauty there.

than lofty, swelling titles,

e than fashion’s luring glare,
than mammon’s gilded honors,

e than thought can well compare;
at home is made attractive,
urroundings pure and bright,
arranged with taste and order,
vers with slthheir sweet delight. .

7

3 Seck to make your home most lovely,.
Let it be a smiling spot,
Where, in sweet contentment resting,
Care and sorrow are forgot;

Where the flowers and trees are waving,..
Birds will sing their sweetest song,
‘Where the purest thoughts will linger,.

Confidence and love belong.

.| 4 There each heart will rest contented,.

Seldom wishing e’er to roam,
Or, if roaming, still will cherish
Mem’ries of that pleasant home ;-
Such a home makes man the better;.
Sweet and lasting its control;
Home, with pure and bright surroundings;,
Leaves an impress on the soul.. -
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138.

X OH, guide thy bark with care, my child!
A thousand dangers hide

Along the current, now so mild,
Whose river thou must ride;

And golden lights will dance anon,
To lure thee from thy way;

Oh, heed them not; push on! push on!
And tell thy tempters, Nay.

3 Oh, guide thy bark with care, my child!

These dangers cannot harm,

‘While thou dost keep thy soul unguiled,
Thy feelings pure and warm.

The world may threaten, keep thy boat
Straight, where thine angel becks;

-Push on! push on! and thou shalt float
Safe, ‘mid a thousand wrecks.

VOYAGE OF LiFe.

3 Oh, guide thy bark with care, my child!

The waves will oft run high,

And storms will rage around thee wild,
And night will hide the sky.

But do not quit the helm, my boy;
Hold on! hold on! hold on!

No hurricane can thee destroy,
Until thy work is done.

4 Clouds may shut in like shrouds of death,

Loud breakers at thy bow;

But courage and a manly faith
Will save thee even now;

These twain will part the clouds, and free,
And show the dawning day;

Push on! a voice shall speak to thee,
And point thee out thy way.
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\39. RELEASED, ]:40. . WOUXD XOT THE HEART.

3 MHEN the cast-off vestments flinging
In the silent, darksome tomb,
Up in joy the spirit springing,
Radiant stands, in fadeless bloom.
All earth’s pains and troubles leaving,
All its mocking, tinsel glare,
Upward floating, softly cleaving,
Cleaving still the crystal air.

3 To our Father's home returning,

From the brief sojourn on earth,

While ten thousand seraphs burning,
Chant the spirit's higher birth.

‘Then the spirit's view shall widen,
And its aspirations rise,

And deep truths that long lay hidden
Shall rejoice the longing eyes.

1 DO not wound the heart that loves thee,
Do not cause it needless pain,

For the heart that once is blighted,
Like the rose, ne’er blooms again;

It may seem a goodly flower,
And awhile delight the eye,

But there is a secret anguish,
That will cause it soon to die.

3 Do not wound the heart that loves thee,

Bid it live beneath thy smile;

Ever cause it to be happy,
And its darkest hours beguile ;

If thy blessing will give pleasure
To the heart that leans on thee,

It will prove a priceless treasure,
When thy summer friends shall flee.



100 : The Spiritual Harp.

ANGELS BRIGHT. From “ Psalms of Life,” by permission of J. 8. Abaxa.
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141. RIsIXG MORN. '
3 NJUSIC sweet! we catch the strain; *Tis his voice that bids us meet
Hark! soft and low, Friends outward gone,
Now it’s borne to us again, And with gladsome spirits greet
Gentle its flow. Earth's rising morn.

Life, immortal life is theirs,
Joyful its hours;
Freed from mortal ills-and cares,

4 Angels bright are coming near
Bearing their love
Unto us, who, waiting here,

It shall be ours. Trust God above.
3 Thanks to God with souls elate, See! their forms you can behold
_ He gives us all; Floating apace;
Joyous in his presence wait, Wait! they will us all enfold
List to his call. ' In one embrace.
LOVE. : ) .
e Teach us' mnow the angel chorus, Thou art Jove and  love |~lon;_

[
1. Lo - ter - nal, t and ho - 1 Fearing nought we o©ome to thee,—
ve pa r-n gm... ry - x, y
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Fearing  nought, though weak and . lowly, . For thy love has made us fres
142, . Gop 18 Love.
2 ['HOUGH the worlds in flame should per-[ And though heaven thy name is praising,
Suns and stars in ruin fall, [ish, Seraphs hyma no sweeter tone
Trust in thee our hearts should cherish, Than the strains our hearts are raising, —

Thou to us be all in all. ' Thou art love and love alone.
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HE LEADS US ON.
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143. Hr LEADS US OX.
2 E leads us on
Through the unquiet years; [tears;
Through this dark vale of shadows and of
Past all our dream-land hopes and doubts
* and fears,

LOVE. Continued.

He guides our steps through all these weary
years,
We know his will be done;
And still he leads us on.

And he at last,
After the weary strife,
After the restless fever we call life,
After the dreariness, the aching pain,
The wayward struggles which ne’er proved in
vain,
After our toils are past,
‘Will give us rest at last.

e
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2 And though heav’n thy name
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THE OTHER WORLD.
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144. THE OTHER WORLD.,

2 SWEET hearts around us throb and beat,.
Sweet helping hands are stirred,

And palpitate the veil between,
With breathings almost heard.

So thin, so soft, so swect they glide,
So near to press they seem,

They lull us gently to our rest,
They melt into our dream.

3 And in the hush of rest they bring,

"Tis easy now to see

How lovely and how sweet a pass
The hour of death may be;

Scarce knowing if we wake or sleep,
Scarce asking where we are,

To feel all evil sink away,
All sorrow and all care.

4 Sweet sounds around us! watch us still;

Press nearer to our side,

Into our thoughts, into our prayers,
With gentle helpings glide.

Let death between us be as naught,
A dried and vanished stream;

Your joy be the reality,
Our suffering life the dream.

145. TaE HOME WE BUILD.
I THERE is a place of peaceful rest
Beyond this tearful earth
Refined from its maternal source,
Awoke to spirit birth;
There is a home we each have built,
Of many mansions bright,
Unfolded from the hearts of this,
Lit up with heav’'nly light.
3 When tossed upon the waves of life,
With fear on every side;
When fiercely howls the gathering storm,
And foams the angry tide,
Beyond the storm, beyond the gloom,
Breaks forth immortal morn
In floods of glory from that realm,
To cheer the soul forlorn.

3 In that sweet home of fadeless joy,
Earth’s parted friends shall meet,
Encircled in the arms of love,
*Mid blessedness complete.
There, there adieus are sounds unknown,
Death frowns not on that scene;
But life and golden beauty shine,

Untroubled and serene.

|
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VALE.
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ROM us pass daily those we fondly love
Down to the realms that in deep silence
lie; [move
.'We watch them_ as their dear forms dimly
Adown death’s vale till lost to mortal eye.
32 We know 'tis well ; that light of love supreme,
Which brightens here our devious mortal

YEARNINGS.

3 Yet fain our eyes would catch, athwart the
gloom,
The radiance of their forms beatified,
Some rays of glory that those shores illume
That lie so peaceful on the * other side.”
4 Our love, our faith, our hopes, our fears, our

grief,

path, Now burst the veil that darkly intervenes,
- Still guides their feet with steady, kindly| And in this rapturous vision find relief,
beam, The loved commingling in heaven’s bliss-
As tremblingly they tread the vale of death. ful scenes.
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Nor let misguided man re-joice To take his brother’s life To take his bro - ther's M.
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147. . SACREDNESS OF LIvE.
3 STRIKE off the pomp and pride And bid its heroes stand unveiled
N That deck the deeds of war, Before the eye of youth.
And in their gm:geom mantle hide 4 So shall the seeds of hate
The blood-stained conqueror. Be strangled in their birth,
3 To history’s blazoned page And peace, the angel of thy love,
Touch the pure wand of truth, Rule o'er th’ enfranchised earth,
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148. Gop I THE SOUL.
P ITHIN the heart’s most deep recess,
Where holiest thoughts arise,
And sacred loves flow out to bless
The world and upper skies,
There is thine altar, there we bring,
With an adoring throng,
Our heart-felt offerings and sing
Our ever grateful song.

3 Thy golden threads of light and love,

Thy gems of purest joy,

Within life’s endless web are wove,
That time cannot destroy.

*Tis meet we should adore thee thus,
When by this light we see

Thy life of life, innate in us,
And all our lives in thee.

149. Passaax HOME.
1 ()H, sweetly sinks this life of ours,
Through age's cloudy bars;
A fading flush on hill and sky,
And lo, the world of stars!
We bless thee, gracious God, for bitth,
By which we hither come;
We bless thee for the gate of death,
The good man’s passage home.

2 We bless thee for the heart to feel,

And for the eye to see;

For faith that reaches over time
And grasps eternity.

Oh, softly fades this life of ours,
Through age’s silver bars;

A tender flush on hill and sky,
And lo, the world of stars!
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3

. WASHTENOXNG. .
HERE doth the wild deer feed, and lave A name they’ve left, but nothing more.
His graceful limbs beneath thy wave; Methinks the Indian maiden’s song

In stately form and conscious pride, Laments for thce, fair Washtenong.

" The wild fowls on thy bosom ride,
- And whippoorwill sings pensive song
- Mid thy fair groves, fair Washtenong.

4 Here wandered redman free as air,
O'er stream and valley ev'rywhere;
But ploughman now turns sacred sod

3 Here bark canoes that once did rest Where forest kings have ever trod,

- Upon thy bosom’s placid breast Whose last sad echoing is a song,

_ Have floated down time’s trackless shore, Revealing love for Washtenong.

CLEAR.

' 161. CLEAR.

1 WHAT needs a conscience, clear and bright
Within itself, an outward test?
‘Who breaks his glass to take more light
Makes way for storms into his rest.

3 Then bless thy secret growth, nor catch
At noise, but thrive unseen and dumb;
Keep clean, bear fruit, earn life, and watch
Until the white-winged reapers come.
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JOY IN GRIEF.
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There is & joy in grief when peace dwells with the sorrowful. — OSSIAK,
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Joy 1IN GRIEN. :
1 OH. come, gentle peace, from thy heaven descend,
To sorrows of mortals thy pity lend;
O’er wounds of earth’s stricken ones pour thy balm,
And strengthen their souls with thy sacred charm;
Oh, come, gentle peace, with thy sweet relief;
Soothe the sad soul with thy joy in grief.
2 Oh, come to the call of the captive lone;
Thou only canst stifle his heavy moan;
But faith doth abide, and a joy most rare, .
In hearts of the sad, when peace dwelleth there. v
Chorus.

3 All bitter repinings shall flee away B
From souls that in meekness e’er own thy sway;
Dim doubts and dark fears in thy presence yield,
And bow to the power that thy wand doth wield.
Chorus.

4 Oh, hover, sweet peace, round the couch of pain,
And soothe the last hours that to life remain;
E'er turn the dim eyes to that country blest
‘Where none shall seek vainly thy holy rest.

Chorss.
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JOY SHALL COME AT LAST.
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163.

TRIVING still, and onward pressing,
Seek not future years to know,
But deserve the wished-for blessing;
It shall come, though it be slow;
Never tiring, upward gazing,
Let thy fears aside be cast,
And thy trials tempting, bearing,
Doubt not joy shall come at last.

JOY SHALL COME AT LAST.

3 Keep not, then, thy mind regretting ;

Seek the good, spurn evil's thrall ;

Though thy foes thy path besetting,
Thou shalt triumph o’er them all;

Though each year but bring thee sadness,
And thy youth be fleeting past,

There’ll be time enough for gladness,
Doubt not joy shall come at last.
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164. . STEPS OF PROGRESS.
1 QTEP forward, dear friends, and keep time with the truth}
Be manly as men in the ardor of youth;
Step forward, not backward, nor ever aside,
At bidding of custom, ambition, or pride;
Step boldly, but truly, erectly and well;
The fruit of your labors the future will tell,
If you are but faithful, and never despair,
But live for the truth, and its glory declare.
2 Step forward, dear friends, and keep time with the right
Leave error behind you, like angels of light;
Step firmly but gently, nor even in ire;
The bush on Mount Horeb burned not in the fire!
Step onward and upward; what others have done
But opens the way to fresh labors begun;
z Oh, learn the great truth that the right shall prevail;
: If you will but step, all oppression shall fail!
3 Step forward, dear friends, and keep time with the good
That cometh to you in your loftiest mood ;
- Step gently, but nobly, on errands of peace,
g Till slavery, warfare, and hatred shall cease;
Step truly and firmly and boldly, but light!
Ne'er crushing a worm by your cautionless might;
3 Step kindly, but step, and you’ll surely proceed;
E The true and the right and the good will succeed.

THE STARS.
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32 Mighty Spirit, ever nigh,
Work in me as silently;
Veil the day’s distracting sights,
Show me heaven's eternal lights.

. 3 Living stars to view be brought
In the boundless realms of thought;
4 : ' High and infinite desires,

156. THE STARS Flaming like those upper fires.

ta SLOWLY, by God’s hand unfurled, 4 Holy truth, eternal right,

- Down around the weary world, Let them break upon my sight;
Falls the darkness; oh, how still Let them shine serene and still,

Is the working of his will! And with light my being S\
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THE LILY.

The Spirstual Harp.
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THE LILY. Concluded.
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8.
YHE blushing lily answered me,
= ¢ Distress thyself no more,
ince He who made me hath a boon
‘To bless the loneliest shore.
came from Him whose myriad pearls,
So hard to seek or save,
re sparkling in serenest hue
Beneath the secret wave.
Thy should I care for earthly praise,
Or covet earthly crown?
le never doth forget to send
Far holier blessings ‘down.
‘o him I lift my stainless hands,
And breathe my odorous prayer,
nd am infilled from shower or sun,
And bathed with balrhy air.
ly summer life must pass away
From beauteous things apart,
.symbol pure of what lies deep
In many a sinful heart.

TaE Livy.

3 * The seeds of sin may rankly grow,

The clouds may darkly gloom,

They shall not have the power to blast
The hidden lily bloom.

There’s not a soul so dead, so cold,
So smothered under woe,

But that at last its hope shall spring,
Its flower divine shall blow.

Oh, wait His hour of promise sure
‘Whose patience ne'er grows old ;

He sends his blessed sunbeams down
To help the bud unfold;

For when the power of love breaks through,
And opes responsive light,

‘The morning dawns, the noontide floods,
Nor ever cometh night!

And the immortal flower awakes
From out the quickened sod}

Expanding thence through life and death,
It blossoms up to God!
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BLESSING.
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167. : BLESSINGS OF TRIALS.
1 WEEP not! God's angel now is standing by us;
Our tears will blind us to the blessed sight;
Doubt not such love in darkness sent to try us;
For soon shall pour the heaven’s eternal light!
Faint not! 'tis Love whose heavy burdens bind us,
Girding our souls a higher joy to share;
Life’s selfish ways must all be left behind us;
We shall be braver for the past despair.

4

. .

3 Oh, not in loss shall be our journey’s ending!
Sin with its fears shall leave us at the last;
All our best hopes in glad fulfilment blending.
Shall dawn so golden when the death is pastl
Come, O Divine! for hard the trials pressing
On our frail hearts that bleed at every pore;
Securely lead us to the constant blessing
. Of Love’s pure fountain in the evermore!
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RELIEF.

113

5

RELIEY.

8. .
t THE man of charity extends
To all a lib’ral hand;
His kindred, neighbors, foes, and friends
His pity may command.

SPIRIT SERENADE.

2 He aids the poor in their distress,
He hears when they complain,
With tender heart delights to bless,
And lessen all their pain.

3 The sick, the prisoner, poor and blind,
And all the sons of grief,
In him a benefactor find;
He loves to give relief. .

4 Then let us all in love abound,
And charity pursue;
Thus shall we be with glory crowned,
And love as angels do.

r
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1. What gen - tle mu - sic wa-kens me, And mur-murs my  ear
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59.

HEAR no sound, no form I see;
Sink to thy rest so mild;

No serenade comes now to thee,
Thou poor and li;:kly child!”

SPIRIT SERENADE. )
. 3 ‘It was no music born of earth

That made my heart so light;
O mother! ’twas the angels’ song,
That serenade — good-night! ™
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LIVE THEM DOWN.

The Spirstual Harp.
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dark and des -ert wuy? .
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Pause not, though the proud omes frown, Pause not,

fear not! Live them own!
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160. LivE THEM Dow.

3 THOUGH to vice thou shalt not pander,
Though to virtue thou shalt kneel,
Yet thou shalt endure the slander,
And its woes thy soul must feel;
Jest of witling, curse of clown;
Heed not either! Live them down.

REST FOR THE WEARY.

3 Hate may wield her scourges horrid;
Malice may thy pain deride;
Scorn may bind with thorns thy forehead;
Envy's spear may pierce thy side!
Lo! through cross shall come the crown;
Fear not foeman! Live them down!

r— | n 1
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REST FOR THE WEARY. Concluded.
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1. REST FOR THE WEARY. .
i JRHEY are fitting up our mansions, 3 Death itself shall then be vanquished,

"Which eternally shall stand And its sting shall be withdrawn;
- FFor our stay will not be transient . Shout for gladness, O ye mortals,
i In that happy spirit land. Hail with joy the rising morn.
= Chorus. Chorus.

STAND FOR THE RIGHT.

. |
‘I 1. Stand for the right! though false-hood rall, And proud lips eohl-lyI sneer,
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2 Stand for the right! and with clean hands
Exalt the truth on high;
Thou'lt find warm, sympathizing hearts
Among the passers-by;

'3 Men who have seen and thought and felt,
Yet could not boldly dare
The battle’s brunt, but by thy side

$TAYD yom THE RIGHT. Will ev'ry danger share.
AND for the right! though falsehood rail, {4 Stand for the right! Proclaim it loud!
And proud lips coldly sneer, Thou'lt find an answering tone
A poisoned arrow cannot wound In honest hearts, and thou’lt no more

A conscience pure and clear. Be doomed to stand alone.
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SERENADE. SOFT FLOWING RIVER.
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1. Soft flow- ing H ver, Star - llghtedmam, Fill - ing with mu - sic
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mu - sic out- ponr, But soft-ly, oh, soft -
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© But soft - ly, oh,m-é

Mingling your voices
Song and encore,

But softly. oh, softly
Your music outpour.

3 Dreamer, she sleepeth,
Tranquil and blest;
Evening to morning,

163. Sorr FLowixGg RIVER. Sweet be her rest;
2 BREEZES of evening, Mingling thy voices,
Pilgrims of song, Night, as of yore,
Sing-to the dreamer But softly, oh, softly
Afl'the night long, Thy music outpour.

HASTE NOT! REST NOT!
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i, With - out haste and with -out rest! Bind the mot - to to thy M
L3
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n.c. Heed mot flowers that rm[md tfee blm:n, Bear it on-ward to GEQ wmb.‘:
164. HASTE Not! Rest Xor! '
1 ‘VI’I‘HOUT haste and without rest! 2 Haste not! let no thoughtless heed
Bind the motto to thy breast; Mar for aye the spirit's speed;
Bear it with thee as a spell; Ponder well and know the right,
Storm and sunshine'guide it well! Onward then with all thy might;
Heed not flowers that round thee bloom, Haste not! years can ne’er atone

Bear it onward to thetomab. For one reckless action done.
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SEEC o e

the still -lrre-Joloe, Be

ev - 'ry youthful voice Bl:nded in one;
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1656. TEMPERANCE S0XG FOR CHILDREN.

32 HIS hand in beauty gives
Each flower and plant that lives,
Each sunny rill;
Springs! which our footsteps meet,
Fountains! our lips to greet,
Waters! whose taste is sweet,
On rock and hill.

3 Each summer bird that sings
Drinks from dear Nature’s springs
Her early dew;
And the refreshing shower
Falls on each herb and flower,
Giving it life and power,
Fragrant and new.

4 So let each faithful child
Drink of this fountain mild,
From early youth.
Then shall the song we raise
Be heard in future days;
Ours be the pleasant ways
Of peace and truth.

5 Now let each heart and hand,
Of all this youthful band,
United, move!
Till on the mourtain’s brow,
And in the vale below,
Our land may ever glow
With peace and love.

HASTE NOT! REST NOT! Continued.

pell; Storm and sun - shine gulde it welll

E@iz_:ﬁéﬁ'i"'"

3 Rest not! life is sweeping by,
Go and dare before you die;
Something mighty and sublime
Leave behind and conquer time!
Glorious 'tis t6 live for aye,
‘When these forms have passed away.

v T

4 Haste not! rest not! calmly wait;

Meekly bear the storms of fate!
Duty be thy proper guide,

Do the right whate’er betide !
Haste not! rest not! conflicts past,
God shall crown thy work at last.
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NIGHT HYMN AT SEA.

i Through the gloom are © fly - ing. Oh! should stormscome ;weep-lng. Thon in heavenmn -
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still - ing, Speak, our prayer ful - flll - ing; Power dwells with thee.
PATIENCE. ’,
1| N . cDN N ;

0 -

roachful gnhe Thegrleﬁwe cherhh rudely thrusta - part,L

But in the lightof her immortal eyes, Revivesthe manly courage of the

167. THE ANGEL OF PATIENCE.
2 NAUGHTER of God! who walkest with us'3 How fair thy presence by those living streams,
here, Where sin and sorrow from their troubling
‘Who mak’st our ev’ry tribulation thine, |’ cease!
Such light hast thou in earth’s dim atmos-| Where on thy brow the crown of am’ranth
phere, gleams,

How must thy seat in heaven exalted shine! And in thy hand the golden key of peace!
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SIGHING FOR HEAVEN.
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168

?‘ OUI:e crosses are many, our crowns are but
: W ;
And our loss is much more than our gain;
We turn from the substance, and shadows
pursue,
Till we find that our life has been vain.

While close pressed with trouble, with sorrow

and sin,
We lift up our souls for the light to come in;
Oh, heaven, sweet heaven, we are dreaming
Oh, when shall we ever get there? [of thee!

WHEN SEALL WE EVER GET THERE?

3 We garner our treasures, our jewels so bright,
And we worship our idols of clay ;
But Death steals within, like *¢ a thief in thg
night,”
And he filches our jewels away.
But there’s a happy bourn waiting the soul,
Where Death will give back all the jewels
he stole;
Oh, heaven, sweet heaven, we are dreaming
of thee!
Oh, when ehall we ever get theret
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169. ' FAMILY MEETING IX HEAVEN.
1 I HAVE a father in the spirit-land, 3 I have dear children in the spirit-land,
I have a father in the spirit-land; I have dear children in the spirit-land ;
My father calls me, I must go And when they call me, I must go
To meet him in the spirit-land. To meet them in the spirit-land.
I'll away, I'll away to the spirit-land, I'll away, I'll away to the spirit-land,
I'll away, I'll away to the spirit-land; I'll away, I'll away to the spirit-land,
My father calls me, I must go And when they call me, I must go
To meet him in the spirit-land. To meet them in the spirit-land.
8 I have 2 mother in the spirit-land, 4 Yes, I shall meet them in the spirit-land,
I have a mother in the spirit-land; Yes, I shall meet them in the spirit-land,
My mother calls me, I must go And clasp their hands, a joyous band,
To meet her in the spirit-land. In gardens of the spirit-land.
I'll away, I'll away to the spirit-land, I'll away, I'll away to the spirit-land,
I'll away, I'll away to the spirit-land; I'll away, I'll away to the spmt-l;nd.
My mother calls me, I must go And clasp their hands, a joyous band,
To meet her in the spirit-land. In gardens of the spirit-land.
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ANNIVERSARY.
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And the res - ur - rec - tion trum - pet shall not wake us from the sod,

Ll

) AXNNIVERSARY 8BONG.
2 BREAK the bread of consolation to the souls oppressed with care;
Ever in our Father’s mansions there is bread enough to spare;
Surely, none need faint with hunger, while we have such blessdd fare,
As we go marching on.
Chorsus.
3 Bind we up the broken-hearted, and confirm the feeble knees,
For the kingdom has been opened to the least of such as these,
And we need not ask St. Peter to be ready with his keys,
As we go marching on.
Chorus.

4 Set the little children marching with their banners in their hands;
Gently drill them into service with the brave old veteran bands,
Till the tramping of our army shall be heard in distant lands,

As we go marching on.
Chorus.



122 The Spirstual Harp.
5 Deepest thunders of Progression are now shaking tyrants’ thrones ;
For the breath of inspiration wakes ¢ the valley of dry bones; "
And the ancient altars crumble while the * King of terror ” groans,
As we go marching on.

Chorsus.

6 Shout we then our loud hosannas to the land beyond the sea, .
Till the people of all nations shall be through the truth made free,
And shall join the swelling chorus in our song of jubilee,

As we go marching on.

Chorss.

HOME ABOVE. ' : ,
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Oh, ask me not to longer stay,
Bid me no longer roam,

Along my weary, weary way,
But rise into my home.

3 Music soft, music sweet,
Is stealing on my ear,
And oh! the sound of angel feet

171.

.HOME ABOVE.

2 HAPPY hearts, happy hearts,
With mine that laughed in glee,
Oh, how the pearly tear-drop starts

With longings to be free!

Is drawing, drawing near.

Oh, the sweet fragrance of this breath,
That bears me o’er the wave!l

Where is thy sting, O welcome death?
Thy victory, O grave?
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BETHANY.

From *Sabbath and Tune Book,”

by of MASON BROTHEERS.

2. NEARXESS TO GOD.
2 THOUQH. like a wanderer,
The sun gone down,
Darkness be over me,
My bed a stone;
Yet in my dreams I'd be
| : Nearer, my God, to thee,* |
Nearer to thee!
3 There let the way appear
Steps unto heaven;
All that thou sendest me,
In mercy given;
Angels to beckon me
| : Nearer, my God, to thee,: |
Nearer to thee!
4 Then with my waking thoughts
Bright with thy praise,
Out of my stony griefs
Bethel I'll raise;
So by my woes to be
| : Nearer, my God, to thee, : |
Nearer to thee!
5 Or if, on joyful wing, «
Cleaving the sky,
Sun, moon, and stars forgot,
Upward I fly;
Still all my song shall be
| : Nearer, my God, to thee,: |
Nearer to thee!

173. HEAvEN 18 XY HOXE.
1 T'M but a stranger here;
Heaven is my home;
Glories are ever there;
Heaven is my home.
Danger and sorrow stand
Round me on every hand;
Heaven is my father-land;
Heaven is my home.

32 What though the tempest rage?
Heaven is my home;
Short is my pilgrimage;
¢ Heaven is my home.
Time's cold and wintry blast
Soon will be overpast;
I shall reach home at last;
Heaven is my home.

3 There, on the other side,

Heaven is my home;

I shall be glorified;
Heaven is my home.

There are the good and blest,

Those I loved most and best,

And there I, too, shall rest;
Heaven is my home.
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CONFIDENCE. .
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174. REST FOR THE LosT ONES. That thou my little ones didst bear .
1 0 ANGEL of the 1and of peace, With God to dwell! ' o

When wilt thou ever come for me?
I fain would be where sorrows cease;
I dread no more thy kind release.
I wait for thee.

6 O angel of the land of peace,

‘When wilt thou ever come for me?
I fain would be where sorrows cease;
I dread no more thy kind release.

3 Sleep shuns mine eyes; mine inner sight I wait for thee!
Is turning dimly heavenward, 175
To that fair land of love and light, 175. Tax Sza or Lovm.
Where spirits all the silent night 1 NAR out, where sky and ocean run
Earth’s loved ones guard. . To one fine. line of light and foam,

Our souls, aflash with heaven’s bright sun,
Are happy vessels bounding. home
To our blest home!

3 My yearning soul would fain demand,
O holy angel pure and blest,
‘Where 'mid yon happy, shining band, .
In all the heavenly father-land, 2 On earth, things weary seem and worn,
My lost ones rest! Our eyes are stained with dust and tears;
But there, where holy hopes are born,

For thou, with sweet and lovi ile
A i Mubiadadt At How firm and lovely life appears

Didst gently lure them to thy breast,

And bear them from this world of guile, In our blest home!
Thy sweet, pure angel lips the while 3 What storms and perils hardly passed!
Upon them prest. What days of doubt and nights of fear! -
§ Dark grew my soul, till down the air How strained the hearts that now, at last,
Thy seraph-smile upon me fell! Draw nearer home, and still more near

And then I knew, from sin and care, Our own dear home!
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SHADOWS.
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176. STAND FRNM.
2 STAND we firm in that dread moment,
Stand we firm, nor shrink away;
Looking boldly through the darkness,
Wait the coming of the day;
Gath'ring strength while we are waiting
For the conflict yet to come;
Fear not, fail not, light will lead us
Yet in safety to our home.
3 Firmly stand, though sirens lure us;
Firmly stand, though falsehood rail,
Holding justice, truth, and mercy;
Die we may, but cannot fail.
Fail! it is the word of cowards;
Fail! the language of the slave;
Firmly stand, till duty beckons;
Conquer e’en the shadowy grave.
177. THE CRUSE THAT FAILETH NOT.
1 IS thy cruse of comfort wasting?
Rise and share it with thy friend;
And through all the years of famine
There will be enough to spend.

Love divine may fill thy storehouse,
Or thy handful still renew;
Scanty fare for one will often
Make a royal feast for two.

" 2 For the heart grows rich in giving;

All its wealth is living grain,

Seeds which mildew in the garner.
Scattered, fill with gold the plain.

Is thy burden hard and heavy?
Do thy steps drag wearily?

Help to bear thy brother’s burden;
Angels bear both it and thee!

3 Numb and weary on the mountaina-
Wouldst thou sleep amid the snow?
Chafe that frozen form beside thee,
And together both shall glow.
Art thou stricken in life's battle?
Many wounded round thee mourn;
Lavish on their wounds thy balsam,

And that balm shall hieal tnine oW,
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THE TEMPERANCE BALL IS ROLLING. From “Sparkling Stream,”
Prelude and tnterlude.
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178. TaE TEMPERANCE BALL 18 RoLLING. .
H THE Temp'rance Ball is rolling, 4 Angel hosts now cheer it daily, .
And the knell of vice is tolling, Human voices shouting gayly, :
As the Power Divine comes grandly While our noble work brings blessing, - -
Rolling, rolling, rolling on. As it goes rolling on.
32 A mighty surging ocean 5 Soon the thousands yet delaying,
Is this great and vast commotion, [ing,. In the haunts of evil straying,
When the Temp’rance Bomb comes bound- Shall swell the Temp’rance triumph,
And our cause goes rolling on. And with it go rolling on.

3 It shall fill up all your rum holes; 6 So the Temp'rance Ball goes humming,
It shall shake up all your numb souls; And the glad ‘“ good time * is coming,
All humanity shall hail it, To light up all the ages, ‘
As it goes rolling on. While our cause goes rolling on.
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THE TEMPERANCE BALL IS ROLLING. Concluded.
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on, rolling on; Oh, the knell of vice is toll-ing, As our cause goes roll - ing on.
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LO, in our heavenly Father’s house
Are many mansions true,
And each shall find his spirit’s own
With fruits of love, or hates o’ergrown,
As each doth here pursue.

Each soul must seek its kindred kind,
Of gross or pure desire; ‘
All_ selfish lusts, and passions vile,
Whatever doth the soul defile,
Still feed its cankering fire.

3 But those of sweeter, holier loves
The balmy life shall breathe
Of joy from wisdom's lofty throne,
Whose wondrous glory, shining down,
Doth glory more inwreathe.

4 O Father, teach us thy pure truth,
And fill us with thy love,
That we may find our resting-place,
With holy ones of every race,
In thy pure climes above.
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RING THE BELL SOFTLY. :
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RING THE BELL BOFTLY.
b4 SOME one has gone from this strange world of ours, .
No more to gather its thorns with its flowers, ’ X
No more to linger where sunbeams must fade, ]
Where, on all beauty, death’s fingers are laid; ;
Weary with mingling life’s bitter and sweet,
Weary with parting, though soon we shall meet,
Some one has gone to the bright golden shore;
Ring the bell softly, there’s one gone before!
2 Some one is resting from sorrow and sin,
Happy where earth’s conflicts enter not in;
Joyous as birds, when the morning is bright,
When the sweet sunbeams have brought us their light,
Weary with sowing in sorrow to reap,
Weary with labor, and welcoming sleep, '
Some one’s departed for heaven’s bright shore;
Ring the bell softly, there’s one gone before !
3 Angels were anxiously longing to meet
One who walks with them in heaven’s bright street;
Loved oncs have whispered that some one is blest;
Free from earth’s trials, and taking sweet rest;
Yes! there is one more in angelic bliss,
One more to cherish, and one more to kiss;
One more departed to heaven’s bright shore;
" Ring the bell softly, there’s one gone before!
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DO GOOD.*
—

1. Do good! do good!there fs

ey - era way,

A way where there’'sever a  will;
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D.C. Chorus. | If you've money, you're armed, and can find:

n.

Do Goob.

O good! do good! there is ever a way,
" A way where there’s ever a will;

Don’t wait till to-morrow, but do it to-day,
And to-day when to-morrow comes still.

°0bnr;nuuvhendn¢lngﬂmm

work enough -
In every street and lane. [though rough,
If you've bread, cast it off, and the waters,.
Will be sure to return it again.

2 If you'veany oldclothes, an old bonnet orhat,.
A kind word, or a smile true and soft,
In the name of a brother confer it. and that:
Shall be counted as gold up aloft.
God careth for all, and his glorious sun
Shines alike on the rich and the poor;
Be thou like him and bless ev'ry one, evry"
You will find your reward evermore. [one:
Chorus. -

‘
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THE WELCOME BACK. .
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SHALL WE MEET BEYOND THE RIVER?
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- er, Where the sur - ges cease to roll?

182. THE WELCOME BACEK.
. | QWEET is the hour that brings us home,
}__Whgre all will spring to meet us,
‘Where hands are striving, as we come,
~ To be the first to greet us. [wrath,
” .When the world hath-spent its frowns and
. And care has been sorely.pressing,
- *Tis sweet to turn from our roving path,
And find a fireside blessing.
Oh, joyfully dear is our homeward track,
If we are but sure of a welcome back.

2"'What do we reck on dreary way,
Though lonely and benighted,
~ If there are lips to chide our stay,
t =~ And eyes that beam love-lighted?
* What's the worth of brilliant diamond glow
To glances that flash-with pleasure?
. By words that welcome us back, we know
t i -. . We form the heart’s chief treasure.
«*Oh, joyfully dear is our homeward.-track,
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183. SHALL WE MEET BEYOND THE RIVER ?
1 qHALL we meet beyond the river,
L Where the surges cease to roll,

Where, in all the bright forever,
Sorrow ne’er shall press the-soul?
Chorsus.

2 Shall we meet in that blest harbor,
When our stormy: voyage is o'er;
Shall we meet and cast the anchor
By the fair celestial shore?
Chorss.

3 Where the songs of those before us
Roll in harmony around,
And creation swells the chorus
With its sweet, melodious sound?
Chorss.

4 Yes, we'll meet them, all the loved ones
Torn on earth from our embrace,
‘We shall listen to their voices,
Shall behold them face to- faces -

Ifwe are -but sure of a- welcome :back.

Chorus. We shall, etc.
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GARDEN.
Moderato.
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ov - er-more bloom The tlow-crs of bean-ty, that van-ish be-low;
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To heaven’s bright garden;this Iife is the way, And its gate is the

des - o-late  grave.
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184. SmER-LAND BLoo.
HERE is a world where there breathes not | 3 There is a home where departed souls dwell; °
a blight, [woe; The home of our Father, how pleasant and

The light heart of joy knows noshadow of
There ring on the ear the soft sounds of de-
More melodious than any below. [light,
Sweet peace, gentle peace sways her sceptre
of love, [angels @y,
While round her pure throne all the bright
But, oh, that haven lies far, far above;
And to reach it the body must dfe!

fair! [they swell
His children all meet round the board, and
Through the mansion a heavenly air.
Oh, happy are they, from the cares of earth
fled,
Their joy evermore unalloyed by a gloom;
Weep not in sorrow for those who are desd,
For the door of that home is the tomb.
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PM A TRAVELLER.
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186. . I'm A TRAVELLER.

= 1 I'M a lonely trav'ler here, weary, oppressed;
yonder’s my home. But my journey’s end is near, soon I shall rest;
—- Dark and dreary is the way, toiling I come;

Ask me not with you to stay, yonder’s my home.

2 'm a weary trav'ler here, I must go on;
For my journey's end is near, I must be gone;
Brighter joys than earth can give win me away, —
Pleasures that forever live; I cannot stay. .

3 I'm a trav’ler to a land where all is fair,
Where is seen no broken band; all, all are there;
Where no tears shall ever fall, no heart be sad;
Where the glory is for all, and all are glad.

4 'm a traveller, and I go where all is fair.
Farewell, all I've loved below; I must be there.
Worldly honors, hopes, and gain, all I resign;
Welcome sorrow, grief, and pain, if heaven be mine.

§ 'm a trav’ler; call me not; upward’s my way;
Yonder is my rest and lot, I cannot stay.
Farewell, earthly pleasures all, pilgrim I'll roam;
Hail me not; in vain you call, yonder’s my home.

-
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MASON.
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b ¢ LIFE of all being! throned afar,

Thy glory flames from sun and star;

Centre and soul of every sphere,
Yet to each loving heart how near!

3 Sun of our life! thy wak’ning ray
Sheds on our path the glow of day;

Star of our hope! thy softened light
Cheers the long watches of the night.

THERE IS NO DEATH.

THE LIFE Or LIFE.

3 Our midnight is thy smile withdrawn;
Our noontide is thy gracious dawnj
Our rainbow’s arch thy mercy’s sign:
All, save the clouds of sin, are thine.

4 Assist us, then, to act, to be,
‘What nature and thy laws decree,
Worthy thy intellectual flame,
Which from thy breathing spirit came.
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187. Tnnnn 18 XO DEATH.

2 MHERE is no death! :The dust we tread

Shall change beneath the summer showers

To golden grain or mellow fruit,
Or rainbow-tinted flowers.

3 The granite rocks disorganize

To feed the hungry thoss they bear;

The fairest leaves drink daily life
From out the viewless air.

4 There is no death! The leaves may fall,
The flowers may fade and pass away,
They only wait through wintry hours
The coming of the May.

5 And ever near us; though unseen,
The dear immortal spirits tread;
For all the boundless universe
- Is life; there are no dead.
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SPIRITUAL FREEDOM.
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YE who, amid the strife :
Of human tongues and creeds,
Sigh for diviner life
To work out nobler deeds,
Weary of doubt and care,
And seeking purer rest,
Servants of truth, who dare
By truth alone be blest,
Shake off your fetters, from the discord flees
3urst ev'ry chain, would ye indeed be free.

Forth, where the breath of love
Yet stirs the quiet air,
Up to those heights above,
And breathe in freedom there!
Hope not in aught below,
For man your flight would stay;
God is your leader now,
His will your law to-day; ) .
3e strong in trust, be faithful to the end,
dis angel-watchers all your ways attend.

3

4

SPIRITUAL FREEDOM.

Hear ye this thrilling call
Unheard by worldly ears,
Clearly its heart-tones fall .
To chide your faithless fears;
Prove ye the holy worth
Of ev'ry promise given,
Live ye the life on earth
That lifts us nearer heaven!
For thus the hung’ring soul to him is led;
His voice obey, would ye by him be fed.

Then will the dark’ning cloud
Of doubt be rent in twain,
Never its gloom to shroud
The free-born mind again;
Light from the world divine
Will flood our world with light;
Nature in glory shine,
And there “ ®e no mere night.”
Give wing to thought, arise! and swiftly soar
Where truth with love abideth evermore!
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all was hope and hap-pl-ness In days when we were young.
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189. THE DAYS WHEX WE WERE YOUNG.
1 HOW happy, in the days of youth,
Rolled every hour away!
When hearts were light and faces bright,
And all the world was gay,
When every chord within each breast
- To love and joy was strung;
Oh! all was hope and happiness,
In days when we were young!

2 And sweet the flowers that decked our path;

All nature’s face looked fair;

Where'er abroad the world we trod,
‘What lovely things were there!

While o’er each view her gorgeous hue

" Fair fancy ever flung;

Oh! all was bright and beautiful

In days when we were young!

3 Then, friendship, sweeter far than all,
We thought could ne’er decay;
Nor friends beloved, who faithful proved,

Would ever pass away.

*Their voice was music to our ears,
Upon their smiles we hung;

+Oh 1 all the loves and fender ties
Of days when we were young!
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190. THE TEMPERAXCE PLEDGE.
1 (FAN we forget the gloomy time, o
When Bacchus ruled the day, Y
When dissipation, sloth, and crime .
Bore undisputed sway?
The time, the time, the gloomy time,
The time now passed away,
When dissipation, sloth, and crime
Bore undisputed sway?

2 All honor to the noble band

‘Who feared no creature's frown,

And boldly pledged both heart and hand
To put intemp’rance down;

The band, the band, the noble band, —
The band of blest renown, —

Who boldly pledged both heart and hand,
To put intemp’rance down.

3 Nor shall the pledge be e’er forgot,
That so much bliss creates, —
‘We'll touch not, taste not, handle not,
~ Whate'er intoxicates;
‘The pledge, the pledge is not forgot, —
The pledge old Bacchus hates;
‘We'll touch not, taste not, handle not,
Whate'er intoxicates.
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LIBERTY.

souls

3 @ 1 & & 0§ T " |
X T == ]
-~ ]

Ra-tnantiesrthotwe more. For this we

F, _—

I = m— ——Fr 4— Prz—a 2}
5 —9 59—

I T — " J‘/ ; | I. I i | N
r °
For this with joy we sing, “IO Grave! where is thy vic - to- ry?
R o 7 £ g 2
| R ) B -
: {p’:"b Jl 111 T P
} S M ‘! . | - | b i A M N

191.

b OUR cypress wreaths are laid aside
For amaranthine flowers,

For death’s cold wave does not divide
‘The souls we love from ours,

From pain and death and sorrow free,
They join with us to sing,

“ O Grave, where is thy victory?
O Death, where is thy sting?”

® Adapted to Auld Lang Syne.

SPIRITUAL LIBERTY.®

3 Immortal eyes look from above

Upon our joys to-night,

And souls immortal in their love
In our glad songs unite.

Across the waveless crystal sea
The notes triumphant ring,

“ O Grave, where is thy victory?
O Death, where is thy sting?”

4 * Sweet spirits, welcome yet again!”
With loving hearts we cry;
And ¢ Peace on earth, good-will to men,”
The angel hosts reply- [free,
From doubt and fear, through truth made
With faith triumphant sing, )
¢ O Grave, where is thy victory?
O Death, where is thy sting! ™



138 v The

'LORY HALLELUJAH.

Spiritual Harp.
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|4 Oh, let us choose the better part,
Glory, glory, hallelujah!

And work with angels hand and heart,
Glory, glory, hallelujah!

‘Chorus. »

' GLORY HALLELUJAR.

192.
3 OUR friends are on the other side,
Glory, glory, hallelujah!

They wait for us across the tide,
Glory, glory, hallelujah!
Chorus.
3 Then let us ever onward go,
Glory, glory, hallelujah!
Nor set our hearts on things below,
Glory, glory, hallelujah!
Chorus.

§ Nor let aught tempt our feet to stray,
Glory, glory hallelujah!
Outside the safe and shining way,
Glory, glory, hallelujah!

Chorus.

6 Then when shall sink life’s setting sun,
Glory, glory, hallelujah!
Immortal hosts shall shout ¢ Well done!”
Glory, glory hallelujah!

Chorus.
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WHILE THE DAYS ARE GOING Blﬂ
: = e — —F
" [ 4 & > L 4 3‘— N w
- 2. There are lone- ly hearts to cher - ish While the days are going dy; ’
ﬁm:}:;:(:- s
o v 1 AR A
g T - —— ——— e ee—
e e e e e
. S B I " e et
There are wea - ry souls who per- ish While the days are going by.

———D R | " N | R
- e . IR SN S Jul P 1 ]
) | 2.
“—e 4— ¢
4 N " . V4
It a smile we can re - new, As our jour -ney Wwe pur - Bue,
N L -
@
ALV ) 14 T 1 1 1. 1 4. 14 ) | 1 1 ”] 14 1 | |
v ¥ + e ¥—1— ¥ v— ¥ v—— 1

03.

t {MHERE are lonely hearts to cherish
While the days are going by;

‘There are weary souls whogperish
While the days are going by.

If a smile we can renew,
As our journey we pursue,

Oh1 the good we all may do
While the days are going by!

3 There’s no time for idle scorning
While the days are going by;
Be our faces like the morning
While the days are going by.
Oh! the world is full of sighs,
Full of ead and weeping eyes;
Help your fallen brother rise
- While the days are going by.

WHILE THE DAYS ARE GOING BY,

3 All the loving links that bind us
While the days are going by,
One by one, we leave behind us
While the days are going by ;
But the seeds of good we sow,
Both in shade and shine will grow,
And will keep our hearts aglow
While the days are going by.

4 Should misfortune dark come o’er us
While the days are going by,
Think what brightness is before us
While the days are going by;
Think of heaven where all are blest
‘Where no sorrow can molest,
‘Where we all shall be at rest
While the days are going by.
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1. A new
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re - lig - jon shakes the earth; Christ, un - be - known to
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104. Ngw RELIGION.

b4 A NEW religion shakes the earth;
Christ, unbeknown to outward sage,
Descends, in forms of love, to birth,
And leads from heaven the golden age.

3 A new religion, new, yet old,
The spirit's faith, the Eden theme,
Descends, the weary earth to fold
In joy transcending angel’s dream.

DUKE STREET.
]

3 Break chains, thrill heart, glow mind. for aye!
From heaven the angel splendors fall;
Wake eyes, shout lips, love’s endless day
Consumes old error’s darksome pall! .
4 Whence comes the light, whence comes the
power, :
To burst the chains and break the rod?
Whence comes the bright delivering hour?’
*Tis all of God, 'tis all of God !
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.
r——
g7 )

2
+ T

196.
b THE perfect world by mortals trod
‘Was the first temple built by God;
His fiat laid the corner-stone,
- And heaved its pillars, one by one.

2 He hung its starry roof on high,
The broad, illimitable sky;

He spread its pavement, green and bright, -

And curtained it with morning light.-

DEDICATION HYMN.

3 The mountains in thejr places stood,
The sea, the sky, and all was ¢ good
And when its first pure praises rang,
The ‘ morning stars together sang.”

"| 4 It is not ours to make the sea

And earth and sky a house for thee;

But in thy sight our offering stands,

An humbler temple, ‘‘ made with hands.”
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FORSAKE NOT THE RIGHT.
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. *  FORSAKE NOT THE RIGHT.
1 IN the dark hour of peril forsake not the right,
Though the storm gather wild on the ocean at night;
If the lone bark speed true on its tempest-tossed way,
To-morrow ‘twill rest in the sun-lighted bay.

2 If foes gather round thee, forsake not the right;
Let truth cheer thee on with its beacons of light;
The hour is the darkest that heralds the morn;
That flower' is the fairest that hideth the thorn.

3 If friends should forsake thee, forsake not the right;
Heaven’s shore is before thee, immortal and bright; o
The love of false friendship is valueless there;

The friends that depart only purchase despair.

4 I sorrow encompass, forsake not the right;
The harvest of joy shall yet gladden thy sight;

+ The mourner that walks through the valley of tears
Shall travel the path of the glorified years.

- § In the pathway of life, oh, forsake not the right;
Joy comes in the morning, though dark is the night;
And the hour is the darkest that heralds the morn;
The flower is the fairest that hideth the thorn.
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GLORIA! AN ANGEL BORN TO-DAY.
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3 Then weep no more! the spirit fled
Sleeps not amid the silent dead;
Oh, look beyond this veil of clay,
To where celestial fountains play.
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List, list! oh, list the glad refrain!

T

197. Gromia! ax AxeEL BoRX To-DAT!

1 A LOVED one gone! a loved one gone!
Bewails the lone oné left forlorn;

O mourner! cease that wailing cry,

And hear the angels’ soft reply:

“Thy friend beloved hds gained a shore -

Where tempests toss and beat no more; -

There angels chant the joyvous lay, -

¢Gloria! an angel born to-day!"™ - - .

1 T
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"It joins the grand, anthemal lay,
‘“ Gloria! an angel born to-day!®

3 An angel born! an &ngel born!
To dwell in light on holy hills,

By inspiration’s sacred rills,
* And swell the avalanche of song

- Till mortals catch the-joyous lay,
- 4 Gloris! ar-angel dorn to-day!”

As, freed from sorrow, freed from pain,

[mor,

From earth’s dark night to heav'n’s blet

That sweeps th’ angelic shores along,
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LAND OF THE LIVING.
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1 O LAND so full of breaking hearts,
O’erhung with shadows blinding,
Where half the world the other half
In sheet and shroud are winding,
Is this the blessed realm of.life,
So full of death and sighing? .
*Tis not the land. for which our souls .
Are ever, ever crying.

2 Love twines her roses round her head, -
And speaks in dulcet measures;

The world seems in fu}l bloom and song,. -

And never fading pleasures;

But ah! how soon the very bells:
Deride us with their wailing! -

How soon we see death’s sable crapes
O’er life’s white billows sajling!..- . .

3 Each year we see the brightest leaves

In autumn’s grasp the serest;

Each year the bird-notes die away
Which rang for us the clearest;

Each day the wintry hand of death
The end of earth is giving,

And yet we call this wreck-strewn land
The region of the living!

4 The land of life lies past the shores °

Where death’s dark tide is sweepings

Our angels on its shining heights . -
Watches for us are keeping.

We string our hopes like priceless pearls
Upon the life before us, - -

And trust the treasures stalen-here
Its glory will restore.us. . _:.
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GOOD-BY.
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199, ’ ) THE SWEET GOOD-BY.
1 AS the sweet bird that sings 3 Then dispel ev'ry fear,
Folds her bright starry wings, While still lingering here,
When evening's long shadows draw nigh, And part not the lips with a sigh,
So we every one, But join in the song
When our work is done, ) Soft floating along,
Would whisper a gentle good-by. And give us an answering good-by.
2 O ye children of light, 4 Happy hours have been spent
E’er by day and by night In the sweetest content
You're guided by One from on high; By angels who came from on high;
The innocent heart They see that the good
From hope cannot part, ‘Will be understood,
Though softly it whispers good-by. Angd gently they whisper good-by.
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200.  coxrerexce or TaE SPRIT.
3 OH, be our worship ever
In spirit and in truth,
That chimes with strong endeavor

To guide aright the youth.
- Chorus.

3 Peace sits in social bowers
Where mind is calm and meek;
And holy rest empowers
Where higher life we seek,

201. THEY ARE WAITING.®
I ON’ the shore beyond the river,
Loved ones chant the cheering lay,
And their tones still linger ever,
As we journey on our way.
Chorus. '
Over there beyond the river,
They are waiting on the shore;
Only waiting till the boatman
In his bark shall bear us o'er.
'Obnrvl% small notes with these words.

2 On the shore beyond the river,
We shall find our trials here
Are recorded, and forever
‘Whiter make our robes appear.
Chorus. :

3 On the shore beyond the river,
_From our labors we shall rest;
‘When the cares of earth are over,
We shall mingle with the blest.
Chorus.

4 On the shore beyond the river,
When our hearts are torn with grief,.
Angels whisper they will never
Fail to furnish sweet relief.
Chorus.

5 On the shore beyond the river,
When we join the host above,
Loving hearts no more shall sever;.
All will there be one in love.
Chorus.
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THE DAYS GONE BY.
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202. THE DAYS GONE BY. 203. THE SPIRIT PICTURE.

3 THE days gone by! what visions bright
Are in the present born,

‘When dreaming of the ‘ long ago,”
Our youth'’s bright, cloudless morn! -

They nerve the heart for braver deeds,
And bid us struggle on,

Still strengthened by their cheering light,
The light of days now gone.

3 The days gone by! though they may bnng

Some relics of the past,

Which call the ready teardrop forth, :
Because they could not last; . -

Their very bitterness is sweet, - -
And peacefulness is shed

In silv’ry rays upon the heart
By days that long have fled.

4 Then cherish them, the days gone by, -
And let their mem'ry be
Fresh on the tablet of thy heart,
As breezes from the sea;
And in the eve of life when thou
Shalt backward turn thy gaze, -

“Tow sweet shall be their gentle light, - i

The light of by-gone days!

HEY told me-she was lost to me,
My glory and my pride;

My love, my joy, my soul's delight
Had faded from my side.

My soul cried after her from morn
Until the hush of even;

And through the weary shades of night
My grieving called to heaven.

2 * O monarch Death! bring back my love,

O Grave! give up thy prey!”

They told me she was lost to me,
That heaven was far away;

But, as the arrow pierced my soul,

. A messenger of peace,

Transfigured by celestial love,
Soft bade my mourning cease. -

3 Then, aided by thé¢ loved in heaven,

Beneath his hand there grew

The features graven on my heart,
The glance so pure and true;

Then, then, I knew those angel forms:
Were never baseless dreams; :

For lo! the canvas smileth forth
Each semblance as it seems.
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204- - COMIXG TO A CLOSE.
3 THE past seems but a dream, dear love,
Whose scenes are all dissolving views,
Like clouds before the fair evening, love,
Lit up with golden hues.
Oh, happy day to us, dear love,
We're coming gently to a close!
Our thoilghts are far above, dear love,
We re: o(mhngtd 2 close!

3 Our whxte locks are the. emblems, love, -
Of life that is forever new;
Our wrinkles only are rifts, dear love,
‘Where shmes its glory through!
C&or-.t.

4 O};. hear the angels speak, dear lave,
su.-Who kindly. welcome us before,
 Come higher, higher} .ah, higher, love!
s ‘-lmmd.cvemmpl rad
Chorgsy,.: u .

v

206. WE'RE GOIXG HOME.
1 HEART trusting heart, hand joining hand,
A brave-souled and devoted band,
We're going home to the summer land,
We’'re going, going home.
We're going home, we’re going home,
True friends of progress, with us come;
No more 'mid doubts and fears to roam,
We're going, going home.

32 We're going home to summer land,
Where weave we crowns for ages grand
That yet wilt compass this time-bound strand,
" We're going, going home.
Chorsns.

3 We're going home .to summer land,
Ere long we'll sport on golden sand,
And feel our brows.by its soft winds fanned,
We're going, going home.
Chorss.
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206.

THERE is many a rest in the road of life,
If we only would stop to take it;
And many a tone from the better land,
If the querulous heart would make it!
To the sunny soul, that is full of hope,
And whose beautiful trust ne'er faileth,
The grass is green and the flowers are bright,
Though the wintry storm prevaileth.

2 Better hope, though the clouds o’er you hang

Ever keep the sad eyes still lifted; [so low;

The sweet sunny sky will be pceping through
When the ominous clouds are rifted!

There was ne’er a night but that had a day,
Or an evening without a morning;

The darkest hour, as the proverb goss,
Is the hour before the dawning.

14

GOLDEN SIDE.

3 There is many a gem in the path of life,

Which we pass in our idle pleasure,

That’s richer by far than the jewelled crown,
Og the miserly hoarded treasure;

It may be the love of a little child,
Or a dear mother’s prayers to heaven,

Or some lone wanderer’s grateful thanks
For a cup of water given.

4 Oh, ’tis better to weave in the web of life
The most beautiful golden filling,
To do all life’s work with a cheerfui heart,
And with hands that are swift and willing,
Than to snap the frail, tender, minute threads
Of our curious lives asunder;

And then blame heaven for the tangled ends,
And still sit and grieve and wonder.
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.1 RLEST be the tie that binds
Our hearts in holy love!
The fellowship of kindred minds
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SPIRITUAL FELLOWSHIP.

3 When we asunder part,
It gives us inward pain;
But we shall still be joined in heart,

I like to that above. And gladly meet again.
2 We share our mutual woes, 4 This glorious hope revives
Our mutual burdens bear; Our courage by the way;
And often for each other flows While each in expectation lives,
The sympathizing tear. And longs to see the day.
BADEA.
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208.

1 (JOD in each nature folds
The future of its kind;
Eternal love its bosom holds,
And thrills thy soaring mind.

2 Oh, not in weening pride,
But calm in trust alone,
Put every alien law aside,

And govern by thy own.

THE LAW WITHIN.

3 Dogmatic clogs and creeds
Deform and fetter soul;
Life only from within proceeds,
Evolving perfect whole.

4 The heart, self-poised alone,
Obeys what God e’er bids,
Holds firmly its inviolate throne
As lofty pyramids.
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209. Gop wrs zEMmxER THR WoRLD. 3 Wisdom’s not veiled to our mortal sight; -
3 FOUNTAINS of joy are supplied by tears, God is forever with man!
Love, lit by breath of a sigh; Truth within is the law of right;
Deepest griefs and the wildest fears God is forever with man!

Have angel sympathy nigh;

Day will return with a fresher boon;
God will remember the world!

The night will come with a newer moon;
God will never deny the world!

210. GOD 18 FOREVER WITH MaAX, . . . .
. HEIRS of the morning! receive the light; |3 Sing, O ye birds, while on soaring wing;

Chtist is the spirit in human guise;
Beauty in every part;

And heaven is gained by a sacrifice,
When allied with an angel’s heart.

God'is forever with man! God is forever with man!
Day has come without any night; | Blossom, roses, and fragrance bring;
God is forever with man! i God is forever with man!
Love is a judge in-the human soul; Warble green forest and breezy hill!
Justice is Deity’s shrine; Echo, ye billows at play! °
And life's a journey to happier goal, Oh, chant abroad the celestial trill,

With its hope for the guiding sign. That the earth is redeemed this day!
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211. THE Lock or Hais. 212. NieBT ViaiLs.

2 ITS glory is undimmed by years;
Its charms new hopes enfold;

I bathe it oft with hallowed tears,
More precious far than gold.
And as it curls my fingers round
Life’s mem'ries clear and meek
Come pulsing with a loving sound;

That lock of hair doth speak!

3 From it, oh, never will I part,

But feel its mute caress

The closer in my grateful heart,
All weeping hours to bless.

Unbroken shall this tie remain,
Though from its owner riven,

Enwoven into ringlet chain
That draws me up to heaven.

1 QWEET Peace, descend with noiseless
And seek each human breast, {wing,
And through the night in sweetness sing,
And soothe to quiet rest.
Smooth every aching brow of pain
Till busy thought shall sleep;
Till morning light shall come again,
Keep thou thy vigil, keep!

‘|2 Good-night! O eyes that look on mine!

Hope’s golden dreams for thee!

May morning’s hour bring joy to thine,
As daybreak to the sea.

Good-night! my soul pours out its prayer,
That heaven's eternal light

May be the mantle thou shalt wear,
Good-night, good-night, good-night\
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213. OUR LOVED IN HEAVEN.
32 THERE endless streams of light are flowing, [
There are the fields of living bloom,
Mansions of beauty are provided,
Open to all beyond the tomb.
Soon my conflicts and toils will be ended,
Ishall join those who've passed on before,

For my loved ones, oh, how I do miss them!|;
I'll press on there to meet them once more. |.

Chorus.

3 Faith now beholds the flowing river,

Coming from that celestial shore;

There, the departed live forever
Live there immortal evermore.

Would you sit by the banks of the river [side?|
With the friends you have loved by your

Would you join in the song of the angels?
Then be ready to follow your guide.

dorss.

214. 8rary we xxOW EscE OTHER THERE?
OH, when we hear the music ringing
Clear in the fair celestial dome;
When sweetest angcl voices singing
Gladly shall bid us welcome home; [ing,
Shall we there see the same bright eyes shin-
Shining kindly on us as of yore,
Shall we feel gentle arms softly twining
Fondly round us in love as before?

3 Oh, yes, ye weary, sad, and tossed ones,
- Droop not, nor faint ye, by the way;
Soon shall ye join the loved and lost ones,
In summer-lands of perfect day!
Thrilling harp cndelg.:e by angel fingers
Murm’ring echoes in my raptured ear;
Evermore their seraphic song lingers:
We shall know all our loved over there!
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. THE ANGELS TOLD ME §O.

<L weep not on the silent bier,
Where all that’s dust shall rest,

r shed a needless bitter tear

o give her heart unrest,

st she may feel my throbbing pain,
\nd sorrow o’er my yoe;

now that she’ll come back again;
Che angels told me so.

orus.

3 Oh, seel there is a spirit light!
I feel it on my brow!

My soul is rapt in sweet delight!
Oh, there is sister now!

I knew she would return to see
Thoee whom she loved below,

And be a sister still to me;
The angels told me so!

Chorss.
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216 ASPIRATION. V 217v~ THERE'S NO ONE LIKE MOTHER.

1 COME to me, thoughts of heaven!
My fainting spirit bear,

On your bright wings, by morning giv’n,
Up to celestial air; :
Away, far, far away,
From thoughts by passion giv'n,

Fold me in pure, still, cloudless day,
O blessed thoughts of heav’'n!

3 Come in my tempted hour,
Sweet thoughts! and yet again
O’er sinful wish and mem’ry, show’r
Your soft effacing rain;
Waft me where gales divine
With dark clouds ne’er have striv'n;

Whete living founts forever shine;

O blessed thoughts of heav'n!

1 QWEET is the song of birds
In summer’s leafy wild; !
But sweeter far the kindly words
That grace a lovely child.
‘The streamlet murmurs low
As soft as cooing dove,
But human heart alone can know

The strength of mother’s love.

32 When far in distant lands,
Though skies be ever clear,
We ever sigh for gentle hands
And smiles of friends so dear.
So through the waning years,
We follow each above, _
Yet murmur, through our blinding tears,
¢ There's none like mother's love,”
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RRIGHT HILLS OF GLORY.
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And with them adore the bounteous Giver,
Whose love is rehearsed by the throng.

Chorss.
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3 ()H, there let e roam on the banks of the
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Escorted by angels along,

T

[river,

3 There sweetly we'll rest in those mansions
And bask in the fulness of love;. [forever,
Where fields are all bright with flow’rets that
Shall wither.in Eden above. [never

Chorus
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There’s rest in heav’n.

219. THERE'S REST Ix HEAVEX.

3 OH, if life’s path should seem to us
A dull and beaten track;

And all our deep and holy love
By grief be beaten back;

If we are like the wand'ring dove,
.On shoreless oceans driv'n,

Oh, let us raise our eyes above,
There’s rest for all in heav’n.

 Chorss.

3 Should sickness pale the rosy cheek
And dim the radiant eye,
And ev'ry pulse that faintly throbs
Tell of departure nigh,
Oh, then indeed to that blest world,
Let holy thoughts be giv'n. .
The new birth comes! cast off the clay!
There’s rest for all in heav’n.
Chorss.
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EDEN.
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0. _ TRE EDEN ABOVE.
b WE’RE bound for the land of the pure and the holy,
The home of the happy, the kingdom of love.
Ye wand'rers from God in the broad road of folly,
Oh. say, will you go to the Eden above?
Chorus. . .
2 In that bless?d land neither sighing nor anguish
Can breathe in the fields where the glorified rove.
Ye heart-burdened ones. who in misery languish,
Oh, say, will you go to the Eden above ?
Chorss.

3 No poverty there, no, the good are all wealthy, —
The heirs of His glory whose nature is love;
. Nor sickness can reach them, that country is healthy,
Oh, say, will you go to the Eden above?
) Chorss.
4 March on, happy pilgrims, that land is before you,
‘And soon its ten thousand delights we shall prove;
“Yes, soon we shall walk o'er the hills of bright glory,
And drink the pure joys of the Eden above.
Chorus.

.
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RESIGNATION.
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221. CUILDLIEE RRSIGNATION. 222., THE IMPROVISING PORT.
3 WHERE'ER I turn, my pathway seems 1 ("OME, holy thoughts, so lily pure,
Bestrewn with thorns and woes; And close my heart around !

But where thy hiddetp.présence beams, .

E’en there would I repose.
The solemn mysteries of life
I seek not now to read;
Amid the anguish and the strife
Do thou my footsteps lead.

3 Thou knowest all mx needs, O God, .. ..

My weakness and my fear;
I murmur not beneath the rod,
But own thy chast'ning dear.
I ask not, ** Wherefore dost thou chide?
Why bow me in the dust?”
In thy great love I still abide,
And in thy goodness trust.

Oh, fold me gently in, secure
From envys ¢ruel wound!

Oh, poet spirit near with lays
Of sweet words set in line,

Lift me beyond the world’s poor praiu
To angel realms divine!

3 Give me & martyr's wing.so strong

That I may mortals bear

With truth’s free freight of clarion-son
To climes of purer air.

Then shall the thoughts that in me bt
Touch God’s great thoughts above;

. Though scorners may malignant spur

I'll bless with sunny love.



Congregational and Social. 59
VISION.
T - T—X A » 8 A -
L P —F 4%
x 11
T [ g ‘ = lﬁ L4
1. Oh, hoursmost sa -cred to :the soul, When our im - mor-tal eens-es see

223. SPIRITUAL VisION.
3 NHE stream of death is bridged with flow-:
O’er which the angels come and go, [ers,.
Descending from immortal bowers
In lily wreaths and robes of snow..
They wander to our thorny ways, -
Whene'er we need their counsels most,
And gladden our o’er-clouded days
‘When griefs beset and hopes are lost.

3 Supremely blessdd are those eyes
Which drink their lucent glory in,
And catch the landscapes of the skies
Which lie beyond these vales of:sin.
They half forget earth’s scars and tears,

Who look beyand its bitter strife,
And read the promise of bright years
On the sublimer heights of life. :

224. 7ex O Yram AND THE NEW. -
1 RING out the old, ring in the new,
Ring, happy bells, across the snow;
The year is going, let him go;
Ring out the false; ring in the true. .
Ring out the grief that saps the mind,
For those that-here: we see no more:
Ring out the feud of rich and peor,
Ring in redress to all mankind. .

|3 Ring out a slowly dying cause,

And ancient forms of party strife;

Ring in the nobler modes of life,
With sweeter manners, purer laws. -
Ring out false. pride in place and blood,

The civic slander and the spite;

Ring in: the love of truth and right,
Ring in the common love of goods,
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PASSED OVER.

225. PASSED OVER. )
2 QHE’S crossed the shining river,
The silver sparkling tide,

To cull undying flowers,
That bloom the other side;

She’s crossed the shining river,
She’s left the vale of tears,

She’s gone where all is gladness,
Undimmed by doubts or fears.

3 She’s.crossed the shining river

On waves of azure hue;

To weave with fragrant garlands
A home of rest for you;

You'll cross the shining river,
You'll clasp her to your heart,

Where love shall reign forever,
Where dear ones never part.

226. ‘WOMAN, THE ARCNITECT OF LOVE.
1 GO thou and search the archives
Of all recorded time;
And see whose deeds are greatest,
Most noble and sublime;

And truth, from hist’ry’s pages,
This simple fact shall tell, —
That deeds of loving woman
All other deeds excel. -

32 Who standeth by in sickness
‘When summer friends have fled? .
Who smootheth down the pillow
Upon the suff'rer’s bed ?
Who watches o’er our slumbers
When all the world’s at rest?
Who pillows aching temples
Upon her loving breast?

3 'Tis self-denying woman,
The architect of all,
Whose gentle acts of kindness -
Like summer showers fall ;
She holds within her spirit
The springs of weal or woe,
That, touched by skilful fingers,
In endless music flows.
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PRAISE.
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227. ‘Wispox 1IN NATURE.
1 MHERE'S not a tint that paints the rose,
Or decks the lily fair,
Or marks the humblest flower that grows,
But God has placed it there.

3 There’s not of grass a simple blade,
Or leaf of lowliest mien,
Where heav’nly skill is not displayed,
And heav'nly goodness seen.

3 There's not a star, whose twinkling light
Illumes the spreading earth;
There’s not a cloud, so dark or bright,
But wisdom gave it birth.

4 There’s not a place on earth’s vast round,
In ocean’s deep or air,
Where love and beauty are not found,
For God is everywhere.

col s0 - la - tlons flowed.
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228.

3 E faithful Witness to the truth,
His just rebuke was hurled
Out from a heart that burned to break
The fettell? of the world.

——
N I

1 3

JESUS OF NAZARETH.

3 No hollow rite, no lifeless creed,
His piercing glance coiild bear;
But longing hearts which sought him found!
That God and heaven were there.
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THERE'S A HOME FOR ALL.
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229. THERE'S A HONE FOR ALL.
1 , L1 3 MMHERE'’S a home for the ill, and their bos

-ﬂ oms shall thrill
With rapture of healthful emotion;
The invalid’s moan there will never be knowa

soft -1y 7e - pose all the wesry. In that world of sweet peaceful devotion.
There's a home for the old, beyond time and
g _o - its mold,
— When the fair form of beauty has fadied;
1 And brightly they’ll bloom in that happier
home,

‘Where splendors of youth are not shaded.
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3 There’s a home for the young, where the an-
gelicsong,
That chorus celestial is singing,
‘While harps bright with gold and which nev-
er grow old,
Through the glittering arches are ringing.
- " There’s 2 home for the good; no one there
: will intrude,
Neither tempt them with evil or folly;
They’ll calmly repose, freed from trials and
. In mansions prepared for the holy. [woes,

4 There's a home for the vile, all polluted with
o guile;

‘When cleansed by the quickening Spirit,

- “They, too, may be heir to that kingdom so

And may all its full glory inherit.  [fhir,

‘There’s 2 home for us ali ; when the fiat doth

We will fly to the shore o'er the river, [call,

Andjoin in the song of that beautiful throng,

And live in its wisdom forever.

230. 7Tae BravrrUL HEmEATTER.
1 MHERE are beautiful fields on the farther
Where the host of immortals stand ; [side,
There are mansions of beauty beyond the
tide, [Widev
And the light that beams o'er the waters
Is a light from the better land.

2 There are rivers that roll over golden sand
Through the midst of this realm so fair;
And the beautiful gardens of God are fanned
By the kindly breezes eo soft and bland,
Ever sweet'ning the heav'nly air.

3 There’s a city whose gates are of pearly
And its glories shall ever stand, [white,
O'er it never shall gather the shades of night,
For the love of God is the sun and the

In the midst of this blissful land. [light

4 How I long to be safe on the farther shore,
There to join in the happy song,
'Mid the forms of the loved who have gone
" before, [yore.
'Mid the souls that passed in the days of
'Mid the bands of the glorious throng.
§ We shall join in the song which the angels
Astheystand on the heav’nly plain; [sing,
We shall hear lofty cadences richly ring,
And the highest heavenly vault shall bring:-
Echoes sweet of the soul-refrain.
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EVERGREEN SHORE.
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231. THE EVEROREEN SHORE.
1 IYHIS world of strife is not our home;
We’re bound for the evergreen shore,
That land of beauty where loved ones have
Our loved ones for evermore. [gone,
Chorus.
3 They beckon on our way along!
We press for the evergreen shore;
We soon shall enter that heavenly throng
Where parting shall be no more.
Chorus.
3 There fadeless garlands ever bloom
In paths on the evergreen shore,
Where pain and sickness, bereavement and

Shall mar our repose no more. [gloom,
Chorus.
233. SpIRIT MUSIO.

1 Y FEEL it float from Eden's plane,
That sweetly bewildering strain,
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Like first bright drops of a silvery rain,
Electric with life again.

Chorus.
List, list! the melody rings,
Soft touching my heart-hidden strings;
My answering spirit its fetters flings
And soars on its bright, radiant wings!

32 I hear the trilling, clear and strong,
That’s borne on the billows along,
Aloft where heavenly musicians throng,
Entrancing my soul with song.

Chorus.

3 I see the fine seraphic fire,
A wave on the quivering lyre,
As ev'ry gushing of holy desire
Inspireth the angel-choir.
Chorus.
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FIRESIDE.
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earth hath treas-ures fiir and bright, Deep bur-jed in her caves,

233. ‘WORLD or LOVE AT HOME.
3 T not within her bosom deep, 4 I envy not the man who dwells
Or 'neath her dashing foam, In stately hall or dome,
Lies there a treasure equalling If, with its splendor, he hath not
A world of love at home. A world of love at home.
- 3 True sterling happiness and joy 5 Though care and trouble may be mine,
Are not with gold allied, ‘ As down life’s path I roam,
Nor can it yield a pleasure like I'll heed them not while I still have
A welcome bright fireside. A world of love at home.
GROVE.
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234. Gop's BrsLE.
] THERE is a book, who thinks may read, |3 The glorious sky, embracing all,
Which heav’nly truth imparts; Reveals immortal love;
And all the lore its scholars need, Wherewith encompassed, great and small,
Pure eyes and willing hearts. In peace and order move.
2 The works of God, above, below, 4 Thou who hast giv'n us eyes to see
- Within us, and around, And love this sight so fair,
Are pages in that book, to show Give to us hearts to find out thee,
How truth divine is found. And read thee ev’rywhere.
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3 MHERE'S a beautiful rest for thee, brother,
A rest, a rest for thee;
In those mansions above, where all is love,
There, brother, ’s a rest for thee.
Chorus. A beautiful rest, etc. )
3 There’s a beautiful peace for thee, brother,
A peace, a peace for thee;
When the battle is done, and vict’ry won,
The angels will give it thee.
Chorus. A beautiful peace, etc.
4 There’s a beautiful robe for thee, brother,
A robe, a robe for thee;
There’s a robe of white, so pure and bright,
A glorious robe for thee.
Chorus. A beautiful robe, etc.
§ Oh, that beautiful home we’ll seek, brother,
That home, that home above;
In that land of light, where all is bright,
That beautiful land of love.
Chéorws. That beautiful home, etc.

1 THERE'S a fount of magnetic life flowing
In deathless summer lands,
And its loom of pulsing batteries
Is working by spirit hands.
Chorus. :
Oh, come to this fount of God’s wisdom,
Enchanted with flow’rs above,
And repose in bow'rs of beauty, where
All hearts are so full of love.

2 'Tis a heavenly charm that guards ever,
Angelic as we go; {
*Tis the soul's own feelers reaching forth, |
To know who's a friend or foe. !
Chorss. i

3 'Tis a mantle that you may wear meekly; |
Oh, keep it pure as light;
It will gird thee strong with spirit power,
To climb to that golden height!
Chorus.
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FLOWERS. ‘
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237. CELESTIAL FLOWERS.
3 AI\D when, 'mid earthly toils, thcy meet |3 For ev'ry aspiration high,
The dear ones of their care, Though earth’s divinest thought,
They pluck a thorn from ev’ry breast, Shall spring anew with brighter bloom,
And plant a blossom there. And richer fragrance fraught;
-Then be it ours, through gentle deeds And bear the fruits of peace and joy
Of pure and perfect love, Upon that genial shore,
To sow in human hearts the seeds And, plucked by angel hands, refresh
Of flow’rs that bloom above. Our souls for evermore.
OMNIPRESENCE.
| _1\ , ~ ~ X 7~

3 THOU great First Cause! least understood, | 3 If I am right, thy aid impart,
Who all my sense confined Still in the right to stay;
‘To know but this, — that thou art good, If I am wrong, oh, teach my heart
And that I may be blind; To find that better way.
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239. LET YOUR LIGHT SHINE.
3 MHOUGH custom thee assail, Lift high thy light
And hoary error frown, To shine afar
Before thee they shall quail, A beacon star
And time thy efforts crown. Of promise bright!

Thy earnest might
Shall conquer foes,

And strengthen those
Who love the right.

4 Unveil the laws of life, ,

The source of good and ill; '
The woes and pains of strife
Subject by dauntless will.

3 The battle may be long, The age to come
And mortal armor fail; Shall sound thy praise,
The truth shall make thee strong, While grateful lays
Heav'n’s breezes fill thy sail. Shall waft thee home. .
CORONATION. ‘

y 1 T 1 ~ 1 T ) D S — . - .
T _’- = - n
— I

1 - >
1. We love no trlumphs sprung of force ; They stain the brightest cause; *Tis not in blood that Li-ber- ty - -

A L L - | & £ -
7 Som: === S ety
0 —_— ) I 11 ) B | ) = b
b 1 11 1% — 1] - 1. B 1 1 o3  — Wl 1 X
b § ) . - ‘ll T;! IFO . A A‘j’ —T R - N
1] ~ ) R — J 1. 2N
o/ * v.
Inscribes her ho - ly laws, 'Tis not in blood that Lib - er-ty In-scribes her ho - lylaws
. AL 8 Pa o,
+ —— n
ey
) - . ) b | J:Ir H -7,




Congregational and Social. 169

.

K0. OUR CITADEL OF DEFEXCE.
We have a citadel in right

OUR spears and swords are truthful words,
The mind our battle-plain;
* We've won great victories before,
And so we shall again.

‘We want no aid of barricade
To show a front to wrong;

STREAM OF LIFE.
A‘Lll{ode‘lato.

More durable and strong.

4 No widow’s groans shall load our cause,
No blood of brethren slain;

‘We’ve won without such aid before,
And so we shall again.
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341- THE STREAM OF LIFE.

M TTH murmuring sound doth it wander
Through fields of eternal green, [along,
ere songs of the‘blest, in their heav’n of

Float soft on the air serene. [rest,
,G"onu.
-Its fountains are deep, and its waters are

And sweet to the weary soul ; [pure,
It flows from the source of the Spirit alone,

* Oh, come where its bright waves roll.
Ctiom

4 This beautiful stream is the river of life,

It flows for all nations free;

A balm for each wound in its waters i3

O pilgrim, it flows for thee! [found,
Ckorus.

5 Oh, will you not drink of the beautiful

And dwell on its peaceful shore? [stream,

The Spirit says,  Come, all ye weary ones,

And wander in grief no more.” [home,
Chorss.
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THERE IS JOY FOR YOU.
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242.

3 NEEPLY drink of love celestial
From the fountain flowing free,
For it giveth joy forever,— . . . s gl
J:y g’e: allJtlf; ¢ crysta,l sea. 4 Keep your minds in truth-light burning! " -

Walk in virtue’s humble way,
- Tell me not, ye weary laden,

And be ready for your exit
There is nought but sorrow here, To the realms of perfect day!

THEAER 18 JoY For YouU.

For the angels are descending
To remove earth’s blighting fear. -
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243. Axtol;!. MINSTRELSY.

al’VVHEN around high nobn is burning, -

»" Gleaming over lake and lea,
And the mountain tops are turning
Golden love-looks on the sea;
-Then within the insect’s humming,
i; As they kiss the honeyed flowers,

“Trill the love-songs of the angels
From their amaranthine bowers.

3 Aye, when evening’s dewy splendor,
-.1 And the stars, like loving eyes,
.Draw my heart with cords so tender

To the gates of paradise;
Then my soul with pure devotion,
Spreads her fondest, grateful wing,
Floating on the ether ocean,
Joins the song the angels sing.

244. SPIRIT HEALERS.
1 CROWNED of God! by holy angels
Where the tides of virtue flow,
Aided by Heaven's high evangels,
Bless the lofty and the low;

- Bring from life’s electric forces
Spirit-balm for every ill,
Fainting hearts with mighty forces
Of magnetic healing thrill.

3 Souls aglow with loving kindness,

Hope of mortals! joy of earth!

Sensing all the mental blindness,
Feeling all our social dearth,

Oh! lift upward from this sorrow
To a joyous, sure relief

Those who long for heaven’s morrow,
Those whe falter ‘mid their grief.

3 Speak with * angel tongues” of gladness

In the music of the spheres;

¢ Cast out serpents,” sin and sadness,
Charm to nectar all the tears;

Cleanse each * deadly drink ” of error
From the ages’ stagnant fount;

Smite the phantoms doubt and terror,
Boldly climb truth’s sacred mount.

~
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245.
3 THEY hail you as spirits created to live
Through ages unnumbered to come,
And early the counsels of wisdom would give,
To guide their young protégés home.

3 Then welcome their profters and meekly con-
To walk in the path of the bles't, [sent

EDINBURG.

EARLY VIRTUES,

Which brighter and brighter will shine to 1
The day of perfection and rest. [end,

4 Oh, yes, we will go, loving angels, with yep,

Though frailty and sin indispose,
Tho’ narrow the way, and its pilgrims be few,

And strait be the gate ye disclose.
A
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they come,
Impatient to guide some poor wanderer home,
“~me brother to lead from a darkened abode,
lay him to rest in the arms of his God.

How CHEERING THE THOUGHT.
3 MYHEY come, on the wings of the morning |3 They come when we wander, theycomevrln

[

we pray,
In mercy to guard us wherever we stray;
A glorious cloud,theirbright witness is given;
Encircling us here are these angels of heavén
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SPA RKLING WATERS.
Prelude. N T~
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1. Oh, I love the spark-ling foun - tains, Which flow from the gold - en moun - tains
PP, Voices or Piano.

. 2 Wa- tenwhlch eachnew-born  spir - it Drinksdeep till it may in -
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Of the sspir - it - land; Streams that dance with cease - less pleas - ure,
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TRE Mustc oF FALLING WATERS.
THEREFORE, when the clouds areo’er you, | 4 All the tears you shed in anguish,

‘We'll light the dark way before you, When in darkest night you languish,
With the smiles of love; We will change to gems;
And each bitter flood of sorrow And in crowns of love will weave them,
Change to golden streams to-morrow, That your spirits may receive them,

In the realms above. . Lasting diadems.
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HEART SONG. By permission of SEP. Wrsma.
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HEART SONG. Concluded.
Cres. N
: | r N !
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s&r-x'-; ban - ners light, 80 pearl - y— Love me in the mom-ing ear - ly.
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: 948- HeART Soxa.
ta LOVE me in the sunshine, roaming, 4 Love me in the eventiding,
When sweet beauty gems each tree, When the night is coming down,
And sparkles on the brine so foaming, When tempests in the air are riding,
Woo as honey woos the bee, And when storms begin to frown.
Gently, purely, just as sweetly, Draw me to thy breast the nearer,
Love me truly and completely. Soothe my timid soul the dearer.
' 3 Love me when my cheek is fading, - § Love me when my life is ended,
And my sparkling eyes grow dim, - And my soul is wafted o'er
And flecks of gray my hair are shading, The river, and with angels blended,
°  And my form no longer trim. On the ever-blooming shore!
: Love me when I'm sinking lower; Love me, heart and soul and spirit,
Love me when the pulse beats slower. With a love we’ll e’er inherit.

Y SUPPLICATION.

249. SUPPLICATION.
€ UR Father, God, who art in heav’n, ‘Who sin agsinst us, so may we
t -~7 Al hallowed be thy name, Forgiving grace receive;
Thy kingdom come, thy will be done, 3 Tnto temptation lead us not,
- In earth and heav’'n the same; From evil set us free; _
iz Give us this day our daily bread, And thine the kingdom, thine the power,.

© ./And as we those forgive - And glory ever be.
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DREAMING TO-NIGHT.
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1, We’re dreaming to-night of the loved ones dear, Gone to the summer land,

{—

We pine for the smilesand the tones. so sweet, And theclasp of & gen - tle hand.
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Dreaming to-night, Dreaming to-night, Dream - ing of the loved ones dear.
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260. DrEAMING To-NIGHT.
3 WERE dreaming to-night of the loved Come back to be rocked in their empty cribs,
Yonder a vacant chair [ones dear; And be fondled with tender care.

- Seems filled with a form, ever beloved and re-| CAlorws.
Crowned with halo of silv'ry hair. [vered, | 5 They’re all here to-night; yes, our loved ones

Chorss. Come from the summer land! [dear

And each has a smile and a word of cheer
For our sorrowing, stricken band.

Happy are our hearts, as we gather to-night,
Viewing our unbroken chain;

Ev’ry blank is filled by an angel bright;

3 We're dreaming to-night of the loved ones
Many a beaming face [dear;

. Of friend and companion our fancies woo
To its old accustomed place.

- Chorss. .
. We see our loved again!
4 We're dreaming to-night of the loved ones| Happy to-night! happy to-night!
Darlings with golden hair [dear, Happy with our loved ones dear!
TRANCE.

won -drous  be - yond. Hon - or the tem - ple! It surinesan e - van - gel,
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261. THE INSPIRED SPEAKER. )
z REVERENT listen! The power of an angel | Blest that life’s labors by death are not ended;.
X Rings out the truths of the wondrous be- Still they point upward and bid you arise..
. yond.
Honor the temple! It shrines an evangel
Drawn to the earth by love’s holiest bond.

3 Reverent listen! Uplifting to heaven
Soul aspirations befitting the time,
i , i Since unto mortals such glory is given,
Qh’ruest of teachers, to heaven ascended, Bright from the sun-land a presence sub—
{ Hagten theylgack with the gems of theskies, lime.
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OH, COME, LET US GATHER.

252.

H, come, let us gather

0

We heed not the weather

Round the hearthstone to-night;

1. Oh, come let us p:h - er nmmd the hesrt.h stone . to .- mighty 'o
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THE HEARTH AXD THE HEART.

2 A seat for our father;
Who so kindly as'he ?
And one for our mother,-

When the fire burns bright, . ...
And loved ones hasten :
" To bask in the light
That beams from the hearth and the heart.
Chorns,

'y

With her babe on her knee;
While sister and brother,-*
In innocent glee, -
Add light to the hearth and the heatt, .- .
c“m. .
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and Quartels.

OH, COME, LET US GATHER. Concluded.

49

3 The father is smiling
Upon the loved throng,
‘The mother beguiling
Her babe with a song,
And lovingly checking
Each movement of wrong, .
- Thus guarding the hearth and theheut‘

— s -

4 The light of the hearthstone,
‘The warmth of the love. -
- That gathers around it, -
Oh, may it e’er prove
A lamp to our feet,
If we’re tempted to.rove . - .
- From-that God-given home of the heart. -

Chorus.

Chorss.

MY HOME IN THE SPIRIT-LAND.

o L I've & beau-ti - fulhome onthe . oth - er shore, A ~homeon the golden . strand,
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2563.
1 I’VE a beautiful home on the other shore,
A home on the golden strand, [fore,
~Home-dear ones have gone to that home be-
My home in the spirit-land...

3 They come to me now since their souls are
.. And gently they press my hand, [free,
4 Zhepesy there are treasures in store for me, ] -

My Hous v == Sezmzr Lawp.

3 They tell me that beauties-unceasing flow,
Around where the angels stand;

- - They’ll-guide me along when I have to go
To dwell in the spirit-land.

4 T've a father and mother and sisters dear,
Who form there a happy band;
-+Qh, when shall I 'see that: hnghtmmion fnr,

-—At home in the spirit-land. _......

My home.in the. npirit-land?
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FORE-GLEAMS.

1. Sweet star of Hope, 80 clear and bright, Shine on and cheer my yearn-ing sight.
2. When fides the light of friend-ship’s smfle, Whenloveand fhith no mmbo-cnﬂe,A

How dark the world would be to me, Did I not gaze, weet star, on thee!
And oer theearth  we blind-ly grope, XYow wel-come is thy light, sweet hopel

===l 3

‘When som-bre clouds ob-scure the light, And all is wrapped in shades of night,
A fore-taste of the realm di - vine Is. giv-en forth by rays of thine. H
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FORE-GLEAMS. Concluded.

My eyes can plerce the gloom a-round Un - til thy ra - diant beams are found, —
Shine on, sweet star, a-bovemyway, = Andguidleme to the per - foct day,—
J 1 — B B S 1 ] 14 1 d —
[ L4 g —

- -
v V # ~
My eyes can pierce the gloom a-round Un - til thy ra-diant beams are found.
Shine on, sweet star, s-bove my way, And guide me to the per - fect day!

HOME.
For men’s voices.®
-~

255 HoxE,

3 HOME’S not merely roof and room;
It needs something to endear it;
Home is where the heart can bloom,
Where there’s some kind lip to cheer it.

4 What is home with none to meet,
None to welcome, none to greet us?
X Home is sweet, and only sweet,
one to love! Home is where there's one to love us! When there’s one who loves to meet us!

#May be rendered by mixed voices by singing the parts on the upper staff an octave lower.
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NOTHING BUT WA TER TO DRINK

_Soprano or Tenor Solo. A NN

1. When the bright morn-ing star, the new day-light is bringing, And the

=

ﬁ

. B

—&HI%
= =

omhudlnndwelmwlth mel -0 - dy ‘vinging; - Thelr way to and from them the

@fﬂﬁ%&ﬁ*’:ﬁ:ﬁgﬂ

| ] ] 1 1

; 1 J I I 4—4‘ 3 E

2686. . NOTHING BUT ‘WATER TO DRINK.®
3 'WHEN a shower in a hot day of summer is over,
And the fields are all smiling with white and red clover,
And the honey-bee — busy and plundering rover —
Is fumbling the blossom leaves over and over,
‘Why so fresh, clean, and sweet; are the fields, do you think?
Because they’ve had nothing but water to drink.

" 3 Do you see that stout oak on its windy hill growing?
Do you see what great hailstones that black cloud is throwing?
Do you see that steam war-ship its ocean way going,
Against trade winds and head winds, like hurricanes blowing?
Why 8o sturdy are oaks, clouds, and ships, do you think?
Because they've had ‘nothing but water to drink.

4 Now, if we have t6 work in the shop, field, or study,
And would have a strong hand and a cheek that is ruddy,
: And would not have a brain that-is addled and muddy,
» - With our eyes'all * bunged up,” and our noses alt bloody, —
. How: shall we make and keep ourselves so, do you think?
Why, we mvest have nothing but water to drink.

e

® Composed by John Plerpont at the National Convention of Spiritualists, assembled in Providence, R. L,

1806. This was the last poem of this revered reformer whilst in the earth form.



Songs, Lluets; and Quarteis. 183

NOTHING BUT WATER TO DRINK. Concluded.

[':’ _ear -ly birds winging, And their  snthems of gladness and. thanks-gly - ing singing;
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267. MYSTERY OF NATURE.
1 WHO ever yearns to see aright, 2 So since the universe began,
Because his heart is tender, And till it shall be ended,
Shall catch a glimpse of heavenly ligh . 'The soul of nature, soul of man,

In every earthly splendor. . .- And soul of God are blended.
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UNION AND LIBERTY.

Soprano or Tenor.
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~ Waved o'er the na-tions in  Lib- er- ty's name!  Up withthis ban - ner bright,
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168.

Chorss.

; Light of earth’s firmament, guide of her

Songs, Duets,

UNION AND LIBERTY. Concluded.

O! ’tis unfurling, the emblem of glory,
Borne thro’ humanity’s thunder and flame,

Bfazoned in song and illumined in story,
Waved o’er the nations in Liberty’s name!

nations,
Pride of her children all honored afar,
Let the wide beams of thy full constellations
Scatter each cloud that would darken a

and Quarteis. 183

FLAG oF UNIVERSAL LIBERTY.

3 Brotherhood unioned! what foe shall as-
sail thee, :
Bearing the standard of liberty’s van?
Think not the angel of justice shall fail thee,
For it is gained now, — the birthright of
man!
Chorus.
4 Lord of the universe! shield us and guide us,
Trusting thee always, through shadow and
sun!
Thou hast united us; who shall divide us ?

star! Keep us, oh, keep us, the Many in One!
Chorus. Chorsus.
SWEET BE THY REST.
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Good - night, good - night.
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369. SWEET REPOSE.

T GOOD-NIGHT, good-night;

** ¥ The weary hear it with delight
The day grows silent at its close,
And busy fingers seck repose

;;’ Until the morning light.

* Good-night, good-night.

3 Sweet be thy rest;
Each little bird is in its nest;
We hear no longer on the street
The rapid tread of busy feet;
The night cries, * Go to rest; ”
*Tis best, 'tis best.

3 Good-night, good-night;
In sleep forget time’s rapid flight.
To him whose peace life’s cares destroy,
Be present dreams of blissful joy,
Till morning greets our sight.
Good-night, good-night.

4 Good-night, good-night;
Soft be thy dreams, and calm and bright;
In peaceful slumbers close thine eyes,
Fearless of grief or sad surprise,
Trust in our Father’s might.
Good-night, good-night.
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SPIRIT RAPPINGS.
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60.
3 RAP, rap, rap!
). Dainticst fingers of air
. Wake the most delicate sound
Rapping on table or chair.
Loved ones of earth gather round,

-

bking us know that our.loved ones havc '

come,
ome back to our hearts, and their de:r earthly
home. [years.

orget they will never, through glory-bathed
[ow lonely they left us in sadness and tears.
*3 Rap, rap, rap!
Guests we would hionor are here!
‘Hear the light rappings, and know

87

SPIRIT RAPPINGS.

Oh, bid_them welcome, in garments of white,

.| To hearts which. are pure and illumined with

light,
They wander at will o’er two wonderful Ia nds!
Oh, list to their counsels, and gwe them you:
-hands!
" -4 Rap, rap, rap!
Loved anes are rapping to-night!
Heaven seems not far away!
Death’s sweeping river is bright!
Soft is the sheen of its spray!

- -~| Magical-changes-those rappings have wrought!

Sweet hope to the hopeless their patter has
brought! [flowers!

And death is bridged over with amaranth

Blest - spirits come back from their bright
‘homes to ours}

Music written for this work.
.. . N :_]‘-.Fm

.. Visiting angels are near
T Greeting theu' earth friends below!
HERO.
Earnestly.
Lile” and  trembles
Is mnot fit to be a freeman ;
Speak! no -mwhubo-ﬁ:ée.thee

At tho dan - gers he must brave
He best ui- but LY uv:.
ué‘t th;_n 'trlke but make them hear.

D.C.

- -Be thow - like -the - mne- ble --
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361. - TRUE Hesoms. .2 Thrusting all.that’s base behind us,
-2 thou like the first apostles; Build with purpose firm and good,

Never fear, thou shalt not fall.
If a free thought seek expression,
Speak it boldly! Speak it all}
Face thine enemies, accusers;
Scorn the prison, rack, or rod! -
.And if thou hast truth to .utter,
Speak, and leave the rest to God |

362. . GoLD OF THE BOUL. -
z LOVES that in the past lie scattered,
Brightest visions, joys, and fears,
~ " Friends that ever fawned and flattered,
All were lost in earlier years;
-« Vet upon-these fragments hastened,
: We may build a better life,
With our souls subdued and chastened
By affliction’s flery strife.

That each welcome day may find us
One step nearer heaven and God;
And no longer gazing blindly,
Vision dimmed, and heart grown cold,
We shall greet each trial kindly
.- -~ As the test. which tries the gold.

3 Then encourage aspiration;
For life is no vale of tears,
But a time for preparation
.For a life in higher spheres.
Ever rising, rising, rising,
Nearer tothe destined goal,
" . .All experience undisguising,
As the text-book of the soul.
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are gone, As fresh and sweet as

he flow’rs will bloom, when

WHEN WE ARE GONE.

we

N
-

o'er the clay That wraps our mould -'ring brow;

droop in beau - ty .

And

X
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WHEN WE ARE GONE. Concluded.

Songs, Ducts, and Quarlets.
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The gladsome brecze that throughthem steals Will not our requiem sigh,
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263. WHEN WEB ARE GOXE.

3 THOSE beauteous hills of green o’er which
Our youthful feet have trod

Will still remain, although our dust
May slumber 'neath the sod.

The flowers. the trees, the grand old hills,
The years still gliding on,

Will smile back to the guardian stars
As bright when we are gone.

e
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1 Each gen - tle word is bird of love

That wings its way through the sky above,
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To sing & song on the gold - enstrand, To

give thee joy in the summer-land,
L
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GexTLE WORDS.

84
E’ACH gentle word is a'blooming vine,

That winds its way 'mid the stars that

shine,

To weave a wreath on thie golden strand,
Fo give thee joy in the summer-land.

3 Each gentle word is a music tide
That passes on to the other side,
To chant a lay on the golden strand,
To give thee joy in the summer-land.

4 Each gentle word is a sweet guitar
That blends its notes with the harps afar,
That angels touch on the golden strand,
To give thee joy in the summer-land.

5 All gentle words are the silver bells
That echo forth from the heart’s deep wells,
To ring a chime on"the golden strand,

".’Fo give thee joy in -the summer-land,
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« BIRDIE'S™ SPIRFT SONG. : Ol Ptan & oo
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1. With rose-buds in my hand, «. -Fresh from the sum-mer-land, Fa-ther, I comeand stand -

2. Oh, nol for - an-gels bright, Out of the bless-ed- light, Bhone on my won-d'ringsight,
8. Moth-er! I could not stay; In & sweetdreaml lay, Waft-ed to heav’n a-way,
4. Oh! were you with methere, Free from your earth-ly care, Al of myjoyhm
— 4 — " ‘
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Close by your side! Yom -cannot see mdhere, . .. Or  foel my pres-ence nean
Sing-ing, we came, Lamb for the fold a~bove, . Ten - der, young, nest-ling-dove,
Far from the night. Then with a glad surprise Did I un-close my eyes

1 were more blest; But - - it is best tostay - There in the earth-ly way,
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« BIRDIE’S” SPIRIT SONG. Concluded.
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REALM OF THE WEST.

Soprano or Tenor Solo.
With Vigor.
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land of our choice; Lib - er - ty loves us, and Peace isour guest; Shout for the Union with
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266. THE REALM OF THE WEST.
3 HAVE ye heard of the wonderful conflictof |3 'Tis the psalm of the free that is borne on
old? the breeze:
The lion was torn by the bird of the Sun: It leaps from the heart of each patriot son;
Through the world has the fame of our| While the full, surging chorus is sung by the
Washington rolled, [in one!” seas, ’
And Heaven sealed to freedom the ¢ Many For ever and ever, * the Many in one!”

Chorus. Chorus.
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MORNING LAND.

Duet.
T - | N[ ~— » 1 i ~ .
. % 0 -
1. Oh, sail from out the sun-rise In-to the light of day, In - to the blaze of noon-tide,
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367. THE MORNING LaAXD.
] INTO the silent darkness, 3 Oh, catch the gleams of beauty
Into the unknown deep; That speed by winds of heaven!
Over the silent river Bring back thy freizht of blessing
Pass we, and never weep! To souls by sorrow riven.
Oh! on the shore there’s waiting Oh, brighter blaze of noontide,
The loved, to clasp thy hand; And fuller cup of bliss,
And joys of the hereafter Oh, richer Land of Morning, i
Are in that Morning Land. For joys ye bring to this!

Chorus. Chorsus.
13
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O LIFE, BEAUTIFUL LIFE!
4 Solo- . '
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1. 0 Life, beau-ti-ful 4  Life! Thy os unvefled I :
2.0 Lifs, beau-ti- ful Life! The ven of luove and tl'llﬂl,
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O Lifs,  besutiful Lifs]  That the  Angel of death brought m
O  Life, beautiful  Life! Thou hast xl'\‘vg-:n me back my you!
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O LIFE, BEAUTIFUL LIFE! vCondudai.
v
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L Call it notdark!
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369. Nor-BLIXD IN SPIRIT. . .
i THOU hast, within thy contemplative mind,| The flag of truthful beauty is unfurled
"<~ The brightest glimpses of all glorious Within thy spirit’s all-resplendent rays.
things; The light of wisdom is within thy heart,
- Conceptions clearly pictured and defined, * And love serene is glowing brigyhtly there;
_ That come and go on starry spirit wings. | ypile these are ever thine, where'er thou art,
Call it not dark ! “tis rich, this transient world, This changing world must still be bright
Tho’ shrouded from thy ever longing gaze; and fair, Uttt :
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By permission of
GENTLE SPIRITS, ARE YOU NEAR ME? J. Hexrv Wm'l'l‘!llomfn Detroit, Mich.
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. Is it fancy? is it dreaming?
Do  your tender voices whisper

v

Do you come in very ' deed,
Com - fortto my doubting soul?
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All unseen around us stealing, Giv - Ing toourdaily need?
Do you gently lead me nearer To the upward, onward goal?
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270. GEXTLE SPIRITS, ARE YOU XEAR ME ?

3 POINT me to the life celestial.

Arm my soul with patient hope;

Give me faith in things lmmortal

Teach me with life’s ills to cope.

Gentle spirits, linger near me,
When the lamp of life is lows

When the sky is dark above me,
And the cheek has lost its glow.-
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GENTLE SPIRITS, ARE YOU NEAR ME!? Concluded.

- t.le-ph--lu,m ouneu- me, . When the lam ofliﬁalslow,
sun be near me, lo On

. = l =1
3 T ——
-
v — I
B ﬂ:&.— — ; 1 '
I d‘ +-a— T 5 -+ — nd
=1 ]
__rall.
‘ T — Y T
'1 I) IA v 11 { + + Jp—— ) Nl - 4'[:
\I 'i) 1 . } V] q 1
‘When the sky is dark above And the cheek bas lost itsglow?
l In drearyvaleof sﬂenclg,.' In the dark - ‘'ning of the day.
! o

D ) SE— ) oY
) 1 —

| | ™ —t +
T——

i
M
)
p
%
§

0, ) g —
‘ o v o p.p T
e e e e S S e e A ] r
- D T 1 | o i 1 1 —d 1 | |
V'd . 1 1 1 } 1] J S T~ 1 n |
SUMMER FRIENDS.
For men's vm'cc'a. ] ~ A B ~
I‘ i 3 3 R BN 1 p—

1. Let yoursummer friends goby With the summer weather ; Hearts there are that will not fly, '.l'hough the atorm
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a71. i SoMMER FRIENDS.
H LET your summer friends go by 3 Rich the soil where weeds appear;
With the summer weather; Let the false bloom perish ;
Hearts there are that will not fly, Flowers there are, more rare and dear,
Though the storm should gather. That you still may cherish.
2 Summer love to fortune clings, 4 Flowers of feeling, pure and warm,
From the wreck it saileth, Hearts that cannot wither,
Like the bee that spreads its wings These for thee shall bide the storm,
When the honey faileth. As the sunny weather.
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HUSH-A-BY.
(CRADLE SONG.)
olce.
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HusH-A-BY.

2 HUSH A-BY, baby! Oh, never again The bird has forsaken the desolate nest,

Might sorrow come near thee, or sick-
ness, or pain!
Oh, hush-a-by, baby ! — asleep on my breast
I rock thee, I kiss thee, I sing thee to rest.
Rest! Rest!
Hush-a-by!

3 Baby, my baby! Ah! never again
Shall sweet ‘- Hush-a-by ! ” soothe thee in joy
or in pain,

And never again shall I sing thee to rest.

Rest! Rest!
Hush-a-by!
4 My arms were thy cradle; they wrapt thee
around. [found;

But the little child-angels thy cradle they

And tenderly, softly, my baby they bear,

Yes, up into heaven, and ‘ Hush-a-by!”
There! There! [ there.
Hush-a-by!
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MILLENNIUM.

v ﬂrImﬂdPﬂmx ofpe.eemudu pel ev'ry foar, Andhhlnnthovido neellnll re-deem,
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273. TrE Mrrrzmaox. Is the pure, brilliant halo of faith beaming
32 QOON the sword and the cannon shall rest . high,
side by side, Where the shadows new beauties unfold.
No navies shall whiten the sea, Chorus.
And the slave-ship no more o'er the ocean| See there, oh, great brotherhood! coming
shall glide, now to man
For all men in all climes shall be free. Is glory that angels drop down!  [van!
Chorus. Up, speed thee so strong, for theylead in the
3 Granite cells for the guilty no more shall be Progression shall win thee a crown!
reared, [stead; |2 Like a star that is glowing aloft in the eky,

The school-house shall stand in their To guide thro’ the darkness and gloom,
Ev'ry man truly noble no more shall be| Isa fresh hope immortal ascending on high,

feared; [fled. Triumph-star over death and the tomb!
Bloody crime from the earth shall have| Chorss.
Chorus. 3 Like a white fleecy cloud, whence the sweet
spirit dove
274.  Parrs, Horr, axp OmanrrY. Descends with a beauty impearled, [above
¢ LIKE the arch of the rainbow upreared in| Comes the mild angel Charity, =wift from
the sky, To forgive and redeem all the world.

'Mid azure and purple and gold, Chorus.
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BUILD HIM A MONUMENT.
Prelude on opposite page.
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1. Build him a mon - u - ment!  high as the  skies, Broad as the

275. BuiLp Hix A MONUMENT.

3 BUILD him a monument! In coming years,
When light of justice hath banished the cloud,
Dusky pilgrims will wash it with gratitude’s tears,
And white, black, and red will be equally proud.
Chorus. .

3 Build him a monument! Lincoln the good!
Chief of philanthropists, highest in power;
Standing bravely and firm where no other hath stood, .
And placing the capstone on Liberty’s tower. )
Chorus.

4 Build him a monument! sacred to heaven,
In hearts of freed ones from slavery’s thrall;
Oh, to him let glad anthems and peans be given; N
True Liberty, now, and forever, to all.
Chorus.

*
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BUILD HIM A MONUMENT. Concluded.

Chorus for each Stanza. .
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276.

1 THE gloomiest day hath gleams of light,
The darkest wave hath bright foam near
And twinkles through the blackest night, [it,
Some solitary star to cheer it.

3 The gloomiest soul is not all gloom;
The saddest heart is not all sadness;
And sweetly o’er the darkest doom, [ness.
There stands some ling’ring beam of glad-

LIGHTS AXD SEADES,

3 Despair is never quite despair,
- Nor life nor death the future closes,
And round the shadowy brow of care
Will hope and fancy twine their roses.

4 Sweet prophecies, these rifts of light,
Revealing all the glories o’er us,
And brighter, for the shades of night,

Will burst the day that lies before us.
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MY WIFE'S HAND.

1. Ev’ - ry night, when the stars come out, And the birds havegone to rest, A
# 2. Clingsto my neck and clasps my arm, Till, tired of "Tu ca - ress,

it - - tle hand, likea 000 - ing dove, Nest-ling a - bout m{ breast,

fal - len a - sleep with - in my own That pure white haud Ppress,

feel,as I fol$ in my ear -

ly days, The touch of that gen - tle hand.
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Smoothes my fore-head and pats my cheek, Pass -es its fin - -
Many nyyeu- has come and gone: The lit - tle hand g‘:r uo‘:d
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Yet each night as thestars comeout, And I near the heav'n-ly land,
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MY WIFES HAND. Concluded.

O- ver my eye-lids and through my hair, Lin
Chudnn’.chk{renmon m;‘kne’e, ' And

I feelas "in ear - ly days, The touch of that gen - tle hand.
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NATURE.
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1. Think me not un - kind and rude, That I walk in groveand glen;
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-~ lone I go to the God of the wood, To bringhispure word to men.
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3 INNER LIFE OF NATURRE.

AX not thou my sloth, that I 4 There was never mystery

Fold my arms beside the brook; But 'tis figured in the flowers;

ch cloud that floated so light in the sky Nor secret ever in life-history,

Nrites bright letters in my book. But birds tell it in the bowers.

ide me not, laborious band, 5 One rich harvest from thy field

7or the idle flowers I brought; Homeward brought the oxen strong;

ch trembling aster I hold in my hand And now the second crop broad acres yield,
50es loaded with truest thought. Which I gather in a song.
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TRANSLATION. . .
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279. THE RAG-PICKER. ¢
1 OH, I am so weary, weary! 2 Ask I work, the poor don’t need me, °
And the night grows dark and wild; But they look with pitying eye; .
The cold wind whistles dreary, dreary, I ask the rich, they will not heed me; * -
Mother, round your orphan child. No! but pass me coldly by. i
Oh, I'm dying, mother, dying, Oh, I am so weary, weary, B
Here upon the cold earth lying, And the night wind moans so dreary, '
_Spurned, rejected, and reviled! Mother, hear me ere I die.
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3 All day long I've wandered picking’
Foul and filthy rags to sell,

* And in my feet sharp stones are sticking.
Oh, how they begin to swell!

And my limbs so ache and pain me,

. I cannot from grief restrain me,

*  And they too begin to swell.

} All my limbs the frosts are numbing,
And my frame it shivers so;
I seem to hear the wild bees humming,
As they used to long ago
In our garden 'thong the flowers,
In those bright, bright sunny hours,
As I used to long ago.

| Yes, I secem to hear thee calling,
And thy voice so sweet and clear,
% Ch, come, my darling! ” now is falling
. Softly, gently on my ear.
" Winds all through my tangled tresses
" Are so like thy loved caresses, -
And e«ch raindrop seems a tear.

and Quariels. 205

6 All around me now it brightens;
Am I lying on a bed?
And oh, how clear and still it lightens!
But no thunder jars my head;
Is it lightning, O my mother?
No! and there’s my little brother!
Why, I thought that he. was dead!

7 Some one seems to bear me gently;
Oh! I'm soaring up so high;
My breath it comes so faintly, faintly,
Oh! I'm passing to the sky.
Now I've neither pain nor sorrow;
I shall pick no rags to-morrow;
Mother, I am coming—11 *

8 And the night wind caught her wailing
As her last lone breath she sighed;
And rudely whistling through the paling,
On its fitful wing it hied;
Like the cold, cold stones around her,
Stark and stiff next morn they found her
On the pavement where she died.

* Do not repeat this line with voice, but play the melody with instrument.

ARE WE NOT BROTHERS?
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380- ARR WE NOT BROTHERS?

USHED be the battle's fearful roar,
The warrior’s rushing call!
. Why should the earth be drenched with gore?
Are we not brothers all?

2 Want, from the starving poor depart!
Chains, from the captive fall!
Great God, subdue th’ oppressor’s heart!
Are we not brothers all?

3 Sect, clan, and nation, oh, strike down
Each mean partition-wall!
Let love the voice of discord drown,—
Are we not brothers all?

4 Let love and truth and peace alone
Hold humsn hearts in thrall,
That heaven its work at length may own,
And men be brothers all.
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«I STAND ON MEMORY'S GOLDEN SHORE.” By permisgion of

1. I stand on mem’ - ry’s golden shore, And muse and dream, this sathmn night,
2. O thou un - lov - ing, dreamy past, Givebackwhat I  havegiv'nto thes,
8. Yet sometimes vis - lonscometo bless; A-gain with her I seem to stand,
leres‘m,butdmm - ing I8 In vain, To res -ur - rect the buried dead,
oL,
M 1 i | oy )
e ! 1 )| — I 1142 : i L
e —y EESSTEE ST st
o/ J'i- - f
0 —* | T Lr—‘-—j
o - + 1—& ™ ) v
— i |
= z - -
- -
N o . ~——t ~ N ~
Re-call-ing forms that never- mére Shall bless on earth -  my weary sight, - -
Flow'rs that love’s tree a-bor-tive cast, Fuir hopes that'mid  thy treasuves be.
And full of new - born long-ings, press, With tremblingclasp  her gentle hand.
And waking but renews my pain, Withmem'ry of the vision fled.
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I reach in v!ln to grasp the hands That beckon from .  the further side,
Life’s tender buds that I have kissed, And wa-tered with  my anxious tears,
Dear lov-ing spir - it, leave me not To wend these wea - ry shores a-lone,
Invain I tread on mem’ry’s shore, And plead with tears  forwhatis gone, =
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“«J STAND ON MEMORY'S GOLDEN SHORE. Concluded.
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‘Where gleam the shin - ing sil - ver sands, ‘Where mur-murssoft  the sil-ver tide, —
I see not through the gath-'ring mists Of doubt, and vain  dis-trust and fears, —
Hath not thy heav'n for me a spot, Full of sweet love aud near thine own?—
The bo - ly past re-turns no more; I walk the shores of life a-lone, —
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‘Where gleam the shin - ing sil-ver sands, ‘Where mur-murs soft the sil-ver tide.
I see not through the gath-'ring mists Of doubt, and vain  dis-trust and fears.
Hath not thy heav'n for me a spot, Full ofsweet love and near thine own?
Theho-ly past re-turns no more; I walk the shores of life a - lone.
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lta.nd on mem-ry’s gold-en shore, gold-en shore; { tread Hk'l wea -ry rounds a-
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COLD WATER FOR ME.

The Spiritual Harp.
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A hap py band, joined hand in hand, In praise of pure cold wa-ter.
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282. CoLp WATER. .
2 FQOLS may combine to sing of wine,
Of whiskey, gin, or porter; .
But we delight with all our might
To sing of pure, cold water.
Chorus.
3 This Adam’s ale does not turn pale,
. Nor human victims slaughter;
Sparkling and bright as rays of light
Is pure, life-giving water.
Chorus.
4 Down mountain side behold it glide,
A joy to son and daughter,
From rocky cell in shady dell
Springs forth the pure, cold water.
Chorus.
. § Distilled on high, down from the sky
It drops in every quarter;
Man makes the wine, but Love dlvme
Creates the pure cold water.
Clons.
ScrENos.
FAIR Science bright, from realms of light,
We yield thee homage ever:
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We’re gathered here, a band sincere,
To ask thy smiles forever.

Chorsus.
Oh, haste the day when thy blest sway
To earth is universal given,
And light shall shine around thy shrine,
In beams of wisdom down from heav’n,
Shine wisdom from heav'n.

3 We've joined to raisé for ardent gaze
The veil that hides thy glory,
And joyous pore o’er ancient lore
And famed heroic story.
Chorus. )

3 We've sought to trace through endless spact
The path of world’s bright gleaming;
And hand in hand thy pages scanned
While heav'nly truth is beaming.
Chorus.

4 And now we'll bear thy mandates fair
To all who cluster round us;
And grateful raise glad songs of praise
For blessings that surround us.
Chorus.
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COLD WATER FOR ME. Concluded.

killa the bod - y, kills the  soul! Cold wa - ter for me.
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And one took root and- sprout - ed
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2 A SPRING had lost its way
Amid the grass and fern;
A passing stranger scooped a well,
Where weary men might turn.

3 Years passed, and lo! the well,
By summer never dried,
Had cooled ten thousand parching tongues,
" And saved :‘life beside.

4 A man amid a crowd
That thronged the daily mart
Let fall a word of hope and love
Unstudied from the heart.

5 O germ! O fount! O love!
O thought at random cast!
Ye were but little at the first,
But mighty at the last.
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MAKE HOME BEAUTIFUL.
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MAKE HOME BEAUTIFUL. Concluded.
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THE SONG THAT I LOVE.
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With tenderness.
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3 ’TWAS the song that he loved, when, in| Allso lonely and sad, through the deepening
life’s balmy morn, gloom
The laurel of fame his fair brow did adorn; | Must I pass on my way, but that low voice
It hallowed his pleasures, it soothed him in will come

pain, [thrilling strain!
And with what rapture he lingered on each
And the last words he said, — how I treasure
them now! — [brow,
E’en then the death angel was blanching his
llis voice breathing low as the murmuring
dove,
 Oh, sing to me, sister, the song that T love!”
3 Then how can I sing for thee now that sweet
song, [throng?
If never that dear one shall join life’s glad
That soft voice, whose rich tones sounded al-
most divine, [mine?
Shall it never again here'be blended with

With musical tones to my ear as I rove,
* Oh, sing to me, sister, the song that I love!”

4 Then bid me no more sing for thee that sweet

song,

My harp on the low,drooping willow is hung;

Allits chords are untuned, and my tremulous
voice !

Will no longer with melody make me rejoice;

For the spirit of mirth from my heart fled
away,

Nor will it return till to me he shall say

In regions of light, when I meet him abovey

¢ Oh, sing to me, sister, the song thatI love!”
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THE SONG THAT I LOVE Continued.
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THE SONG THAT I LOVE. Concluded.

Chorus.
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1. Beau-ti - ful ‘fh - ces - they that wear - Thelight of - a pleas-ant spir - it there;

It mat-ters 1t - tle if darkor fair, Dark or fair, dark or fair.
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I
BEAUTIF'UL faces they that wear . T, 3 Beautiful feet are they that go tr
The light of a pleasant spirit there; So swiftly to lighten others’ woe, [snow. °
It matters little if dark or fair. Through summer's heat or through winter's :
s Beautiful hands are they that do : 4 Beautiful children rich or poor,
- . The work.of the noble, geod, and true, -~ ‘Who, walking-the pathways sweet tndpuxe,

Patient and busy the long-day through. Lead on to mansions of rest secure.
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WE SHALL MEET i GAIN, MOTHEZR.‘ ”“‘“mm"uuof“hu M. knnu.x.
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hllp-pyam I that thou, mother, Art - present here  with me now, To
ing - ly let -mepaao,l_'mother Plead no longer, dear motler, for me; I am

give mnhn‘opanﬂnmm- al hour, To - mthe my ach-ing brow.
pin - ing to gowhereI  Dliss lhlllknow,l!o-t.har, there I'll walt for thee.

heav -en - ly plalnweslmll meet again, Welcomed by ‘the an-gels’ song.
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¢ Play first four menastres of melody fbr prelude and interlude.
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TRANSFIGURATION.
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289. THE CLOUD OF TRANSFIGURATION, . .
] EE ! .through vistas of the skies, Sweet with Eden truth in immortal youth,
Sparkling with unnumbered dyes, Heav'n “'f'h}“ me f°ld'.“8v
Comes the spirit dove in baptismal love, Heav'n within me folding!
Hov'ring o’er my brow with a new heart-vow, Chorus.
Throbbing full of goodness, 4 Oh, for joy my spirit eprings,
Throbbing full of goodness! As it soars on hopeful wings,
Chorsus. Shouting glad adieu for the brighter view,
Robed in vestures white, rising in the light.
:3 Lo! a wreath with wisdom rife Of eternal progress,
Coronates my trial life, [thought, Of eternal progress!
Blooms with flow'rs afraught with angelic| Caorss.
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TRANSFIGURATION. Concluded.
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ho - ly peace!”

Pure in !:{t. unbeguiled, Rest In i sunbeams of  an - gels’
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From ¢ The Casket,”
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). ‘WAITING BY THE RIVER.

HOUGH the mist hang o’er the river,
And its billows loudly roar,

it we hear the song of angels

Wafted on the other shore.

borss.

"the bright celestial city,
We have caught such radiant gleams
[ its towers, like dazzling sunlight,

With its sweet and peaceful streams.
lorns.

4 Over there is many a loved one; *
We have seen them leave our side,
And with rapture we shall meet them
When we too have crossed the tide.
Choras.

5 When we’ve passed that vale of shadows,
And have gained the other shore,
In that realm of light and beauty
We shall live for evermore.
Chorns. ’

*Bing first stansa as chorus after 34, 3d, 4th, and Sth.
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GOLDEN AGE. (Solo with vocal accompaniment. )

C;heerfully.
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And let _the gold - en age .ocomeé fn, ° Tri - um-phant with no stain of sin.

Steal down from fts ce =~ les- tial height?

[

ToHT.

- Bustain the tones'with Hps closed.
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THE GOLDEN AGE.

GHT days of which the angels sing,
peed onward with your endless spdng,
let the golden age come in

nphant with no stain of sin.

orxs.

e will then huve done with wars,
valor need not carry scars;

y will be a name unknown

n love sits sceptred on her throne.
iorus,

beautiful will life be then

n earth can cry, ‘ Behold my men! ”
woman in her perfect state

omanly, and yet be great.

Orus.

HERE'S ROOM IN THE WORLD.

4 Then childhood with heaven’s dews impearled
Will make more bright a sunny world, -
And famished faces, wild and wan,
Will nowhere haunt the paths of man.
Chorus.

5 Mankind will all be brothers then,
Not prince, -nor slaves, but only men;
For Love will sanctify all hearts,.
And link them by her wondrous arts.

-Chorsus.

6 Not till these lips which sing are dust,
Will dawn that dge of perfect trust;
We sow, with labors, prayers, and tears,
- Truths which will bring those golden years!
Chorus.

be - ing Jnost
)

point - ed - ly shown That each man must.

be not . toon.u to judgn ;l' :.n-oth-er,

e = '-ha’EEﬁﬂEEi
’ﬁ:éq e ﬁl ; =
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But ‘ev-er re - But  ev -er re -

member_that- man is- your bro-ther,

. TREHER 18 ROOX IN THE WORLD.

) mide theowl see where man's sight
i dim; - [him.
ight that guides you may be darknessto

- 'Tis & great truth to learn, a prize, if you win
it, [it.
There’s room in the world for all there is in
3 Down, deep, in the innermost depths of the
soul,
A voice ever sings of a heavenly goal.
We only by callings differ from others,
There is but one God for all.of us brothers.
4 Then let us not proudly monopalize right,
Nor ask of our brother tosee with our sight.
"Tis a great truth to learn, a prize, if you win
it,
~Zhere’s room in the world for all that is in it.
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HOMEWARD BOUND.
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1. The budsare burst - ing in the. vales, Aud chang - ing in-toflow'rs
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#Play last half of prelude for interluds.
1 Chorus may be omitted.
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HEAVEN OUR HOME. (Song with vocal accompaniment.)
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1. The fields with flowers are blow - ing; - They all be - hind us le, —
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Our autumn it draw -eth h;

But, O myfriends, we are going

IEE= EEat=EraE= —e——F
— v V Va.V¥ : AR 3—‘5 v
j— T >, § S ——
== = e S}

summer hills on

v

§93. HoMEWARD BOUND.
3 NOT o'er the chilling stream of death -
Did I paddle my fairy bark,
But o'er the radiant river of life,
r— - 'Whose waters are never dark! -

} Whose white-capped waves yqur lilies bear
From the cold dark soil of earth,

i “To plant them on the other side
- And bless with heavenly birth.

; Then dream no more of a river dark,
" .4nd a boatman pgale with years,
Who'll come to guide you through the mist,
~ And end of mortal tears;

}4For only an angel full of love,
With rgses and lilies crowned,
Will come to ferry you o'er the stream,
When the soul is homeward bound!

-

294. 0 uy Farexvs, wE ARE comxa.
1 THE fields with flowers are blowing;
They all behind us lie, —
Our autumn it draweth nigh;
But, O my friends, we are going
To the summer hills on high.

2 We're vexed with wars and warring,
Our strifes with dnys increase;
There cometh a swift release,

For, O my friends, we are nearing
The beautiful realms of peace !

3 The winds are beating, blowing;
Our hearts are frosted white;
We're drawing more near the night!
But, O my friends, we are going
To the morning-land of light!
4 The winter brings rough weather;
Into the chill and gloom,
We go, but again we'll come!
And, O my friends, we shall gather
At the last in heaven, our home!
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WHISPER IT SOFTLY. (Duet with vocal.aceompaniment.) - ; . .
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. Whisper it softly, when no -.bod
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-y'snear, .Let notthose accents fall harsh on the
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206.
1 WHISPER it softly, when nobody’s near,
Let not those accents fall harsh on.the
She is a blossom too tender and frail [ear;
For the keen blast, the pitiless gale.

2 Whisper it gently; ’twill cost thee no pain; .
Gentle words rarely. are spoken in.vain;
Threats and reproaches the stubborn.may
Noble the coaquest aided by lowe. ... {mowe,

Whisper it soft - ly, when no- bod-y’s Dear.

THE MAGDALEXE.

3 Whisper it kindly; "twill pay thee to know

. Penitent tear-drops a-down her cheeks flow.
Has she from virtue e’er wandered astiay?
Guide her feet gently, rough is the way.

4 She has no parent, and.none of her kin;.
Lead her from error, and keep her from sin.
Dogs she lean on thee? oh! cherish the trust;
God to the kindly ever is just. ‘
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MATERNITY.

’6 THE WELCOME CHILD.

REVERE thy love-child - -
With welcome unguiled,

In the answer to prayer for futurity,

As the Christ of immaculate purity,
As the song-bird
That the heart stirved. - -

For angels to guard o'er with care,: -

“Thy burdens of trial to share, :: -
Till every pain thﬁllt ce e
To harmony's tritls;

Underthesilverveﬁa ~ r:',."

' 3 Oh, 'tis a blest joy
Of grateful employ
To unfold with a faith glowing cheeringly
Thy fair blossom of promise endearingly,
Bright with truth pearled
For the glad worldls - - Co
So tenderly.cherish: it puve, - -
Devoid of all passion’s slltres. . +:
Ennoble and free
: The angel to be, )
! Under the silver veils #0000 o -f
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SILENT RIVER.
Air and Alto. Duf. Gently.
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| on theshore Of the strange For- ev - er, Shall T miss the loved and knowa?
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297. Nor LOST, BUT GONE BEFORE, _'
1 HEN for me the silent oar 3 He who plants within our hearts i
Parts the silent river, All this deep affection,
And I stand upon the shore Giving, when the form departs,
Of the strange Forever, Fadeless recollection,
Shall I miss the loved and known? -Will but clasp th’ unbroken chain
Shall I vainly seek mine own? Closer when we meet again.
3 Can the bonds that make us here 4 Therefore dread I not to go
Know ourselves immortal, O'er the silent rivery
Drop away like foliage sere Death, thy hastening oar I know;
At life’s inner portal? Bear me, thou life-giver!
What is holiest below Through the waters to the shore,
Must forever live and grow. Where mine own have gone before.
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DREAM VERIFIED.
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Oh, such a dream! 80 sooth-ing, sol-emn, sweet, With ho - li - est ¢ - mo-tions
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my whole heart was filled with peuco and lovo, '.l‘rr; em-u-n.-ﬂom from t.ho !blmt s-bove!
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O vivid did the vision seem to me,
I deemed on earth the real could not be;
But in my slumbers did I fervent pray
That angel-face might bless my waning
day;
That my ideal real might assume,
To guide my future and my soul illume.
My prayer was heard! That vision relp-
pears,
‘To soothe mylzorrows and assuage my tears.

DREAM VERIFIED.
3 The bride vouchsafed me, which the angel!

brought, [thought..
Claims for her home the mighty realm of.’
A beacon-light she comes to guide the way
Of human souls to the eternal day,
Where wisdom, peace, and love without al-
loy,
All fully in the future shall enjoy.
Her name is Freedom ! and with joy supreme:
I bless the day that verified my dream!
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‘Words and music composed for this work by J. G. CLARx.

WHERE THE RQSES NE'ER SHALL WITHER. By permission.
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with - er, Nor the clouds of sor- row gath -er,
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We shall meet, f'

shall mee! Whe win - stol
t, n - fry storm can roll,
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We shall meet, we meet, Where life’'s m ming dream - turns,
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sum - mer from the soul, ‘Where all
noon- day mev- er burns, ‘Where the

—
Nor the clouds of sor - Tow gath - er, An-gelbandswill ~ guide us thith-er,
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- 3 WHERE no cruel word is spoken, )

- e ﬂ Where no faithful heart is broken, . -,!

Where the 10 - sos ne’er shall with - er. We shall meet, we shall meet, :
Hand in hand and heart to heart, i

> > Friend with friend no more to part, |

— — - Ne'er to grieve for those we love, - -.{

W On that happy shore above.
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SWEET LIGHT OF HEAVEN. By permission of SEP, WINXER.
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. The darkness an | sorrow earth’s dreary wn.nd'rlngl Are fading as dest.h Te - lease,

2. The swoet light of heaven Be - fore me is shi fol - Jow its ra-di - ant beam,

an y From
- it shall hover, To guide portals of bliss, And
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warfare and tumult, AR mortals lurroumli re follower by gladness and peace. I
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‘weep not sorrow That I am departing; My spir-it shall come back s - gain, To
by mnotfor ev-er, But till death shall sover The. ties that now bind meto  clay,
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an-gels m dwemn In com-mu-nion ; I'm ng'lng to é:ln their bright band.
lead thee 1s are chan glo -ri -ous - frain,
Aerons wall voeiat And sweet light of heaven a1l b e GO -mg{’n, blessed day.
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Good - by notfor - ev - er, But till death shall sev -er The ties thatnow bindmeto clay,

ibart ed




228 The Spiritual Ilarp.

ALL TIIY WORKS PRAISE THEE. (Quartet.)
For men’s voices.
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1. The moon-beam on the bil - lowy deep, The blue wave rippling on the strant,
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The cloud thatdims the, bend-ing sky, The bow that on its  bos-om glows,

= |
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301.
T THE moonbeam on the billowy deep,
The blue wave rippling on the strand,
The ocean in its peaceful sleep,
The shell that murmurs on the sand,
The cloud that dims the bending sky,
The bow that on its bosomn glows,
The sun that lights the vault on high,
. The star at midnight’s calm repose, —
These praise the power that arched the sky,
And robed the earth in beauty's dye.

2 The melody of nature’s choir,

The deep-toned anthems of the sea,
The wind that tunes a viewless lyre,
The zephyr on its pinions free,

- The thunder with the thrilling notes
That peal upon the mountain air,
The lay that through the foliage floats

Or sinks in dying cadence there, —
These all to Thee their voices raise
A fervent voice of gushing praise.

and Quartets. . 229

ALL THY WORKS PRAISE THEE.

3 The day-star, herald of the dawn,
As darkest shadows flit away,
The tint upon the cheek of morn,
The dew-drop gleaming on the spray;
From wild birds in their wanderings,
From streamlets leaping to the sea,
From all earth’s fair and lovely things,
Doth living praise ascend to Thee.
These with their silent tongues proclaim
The varied wonders of thy name.

4 Father, thy hand hath formed the flower,

And flung it on the verdant lea;

Thou bad’st it ope at summer’s hour;
Its hues of beauty speak of thee!

Thy works all praise thee; shall not man
Alike attune the grateful hymn?

Shall he not join the lofty strain
Echoed from harps of seraphim ?

We tune to thee our humble lays,

Thy mercy, goodness, love, we praise.

UNITY.
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2 TOUCHED by love so holy,
Dywellers of the earth,

Welcome ye the lowly
To a higher birth!

Drive them not, forsaken,
To their gloom again,

Though their coming waken
Agonies of pain.

-
v v T

SPIRITS IN PRISON.

3 God hath giv'n you teachers

Gentle, wise, and true,

Be ye, also, preachers,
Lifting them to you;

Heaven and earth, thus blending
In the upward march,

Step by step ascending
To the ¢ Royal Arch.”
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ANGEL WATCHERS’ SERENA DE.
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Sing - ing, “ We love ye,
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303.

ANGEL WATOHERS’ SBERENADE.

3 CLEAR be your visions
Through all the calm night;
Charmed be our numbers
So flowing and light;
Starry wings hold ye,
As softly they sweep;
Rosebuds enfold ye;
Sleep, dear ones, sleep!

3 Come, mates, to love-land,
'Mid musical showers;
Oh! come where beauty

Beguiles the swift hours,

L]

Lips have no scorning,
And eyes do not weep;

Rest ye till morning,
Sleep, dear ones, sleep!

4 Life’s links dissevered,
Ye'll soar as the dove,
Where isles of heaven,
Are sunny with love,
Angels attending,
And silv'ry vines creep,
Soul with soul blending;
Sleep, dear ones, sleep!

§ Peace now be with ye;

We pass to our rest,
‘Waiting to greet ye

In realms of the blest;
Fairy our bowers

Where crystal springs leap,
Fadeless our flowers;

Sleep, dear ones, sleep!



ANTHEMS, SENTENCES, CHORUSES.

JOY COMETH.
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- 2 Mind is ruling land and ocean.
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304. Joy CouMETR.

3 FREEMEN! what of the right?

- Freemen! what of the right?
Great victry! great vict'ry!

——
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3 Angels! what of the day?
Angels! what of the day?
Peace dawneth! peace dawneth!
With glory shining! )
Love is banding all the nations. ‘
Lift up your heads, etc. :
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MY GOD! HOW SHALL I THANK THEE?
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CREATE IN ME A CLEAN HEART.
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2 A WAKE, and breathe the air
Of the celestial clime!
Awake to love which knows no change,
Thou who hast done with time!
3 Awake, lift up thine eyes!
See, all heav’n’s host appears!

And be thou glad exceedingly,
Thou, who hast done with tears.
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BLESSED IS THE HEART.
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BLESSED IS THE HEART. Concluded.
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ALL HAIL, SUBLIME ! Invocation.

Not too fast.
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Anthems, Sentences, Choruses.

1.
I OUR Lyceum, 'tis of thee,
Sweet band of liberty,
Of thee we sing;
Band where our songs resound,
Band where no creeds are found,
But deeds of love abound,
And pleasures bring.
God bless our little band!
Firm may we ever stand,
Stand for the right!
May all we say and do,
May all our teachings, show
Our sympathy for woe,

237

TER LYCEUM BAND.

2 Let us our voices raise
To God in songs of praise,
The God of truth!
May our young hearts be meek,
May we for wisdom seek,
When we together meet,
Now in our youth.
Unfurl our banners all,
And to the angels’ call
Gladly we come.
Let us our voices raise
In songs of joyful praise,
- For heav'n’s immortal days,

Our search for light!

WE’LL MEET OUR LOVED ONES

A N IS

And purer home.

THERE.
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me In my partners in db-tms, We'll be gathered home; ﬁy comradces through this
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wll-dzr-nes, We'll be gathered  home.
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meet our loved ones there, \V e'll meet our loved ones there, When we

are £thered home, gathered home.
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a. WE’LL MEET OUR LOVED ONES THERE.

‘O\iE in, my partners in distress,
7 We'll be gathered home;
Ay comrades through this wilderness,
We'll be gathered home.
Chorus.

Chrice blessed bliss, inspiring hope,
We'll be gathered home.

t lifts my fainting spirit up;
‘We'll be gathered home.

chorss.

3 Our sufferings here will soon be o’er;
We'll be gathered home.
Then we will sigh and weep no more;
We'll be gathered -home. :
Chorus.

4 Farewell, conflicting hopes and fears;
We'll be gathered home.
How bright th’ unchanging morn appears;
We'll be gathered home.
Chorss.
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GOD’ HATH ENDOWED US.
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240
GLADSOME LIFE.
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1. This gladsome life, when  free from strife, Shall fill our hearts with glee,
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And brows are bright with sunny light
That catch the soft, sweet breeze.

'3 Beautiful songs of unseen throngs

Shall make us p_u:?' n!'unmako us puro and frec. O’erflow this world of ours;
. . pe 4 Angels of love from realms above,
ﬁ@_ %ﬁ By willing hands in holy bands,
+ +— ! ,‘ = - Bedeck our paths with flowers.

|4 There is no death! the Father’s breath
THE GLADSBOME LIFE.

316.
2 THERE are clear beams in laughing streams
And music in the trees;
Love-lit are eyes with heavenly dyes,

PEACEFUL REST.

Restores our hearts to youth;
Life springs to view with vigor new;
A'spirit wave destroys the grave
For him who loves the truth.
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hath tofl and trou - ble, Ev - °'ry heart hath eare,

1. Ev - ’1? day
Meck - [y bear thine own full meas - ure, And thﬂy bro - ther’s share,
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Godshall fill thy mouth with glad - ness, And try heart with  love.
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316.

3 LABOR, wait! though midnight shadows

PEACEFUL REST.
Wait in hope: the morning dawneth

Gather round thee here,
And the storms above thee low'ring
Fill thy heart with fear,

‘When the night is gone;
And a peaceful rest awaits thee
When thy work is done.
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ANTHEM OF LIBERTY.
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Sad was the household, and hushed was the-
mirth;
Let the house ring with sweet laughter-
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{ Long has the angel Death hung o’er thy-
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3 (VOME, kindly trinity, noble and blest, Sunshine and music brighten the hearth !2
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Faith, in our father-land, hope in our Lord, 2 Soon mll.the pallid cl.meek flush like the rose ;:
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GOD IS SPIRIT.
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GOD IS SPIRIT. Concluded.

320.

3 THEY are the mystic lyres,
Attuned by hands above, i
“That waft from heav'ns celestial choirs
The songs of angel-love.’

3 They are the hunted birds
2] Ofbruised sud bleeding breast, -

‘Y’ Whose loving-deeds and spirit words
" "Seothé angty hearts to rest.

MEDIUMS. *

4 They are the trembling palms,
With healing influence rife,
‘Whose wounded leaves are Gilead balms
" Restoring all to life.

§ Oh, cherish them with care,
Their dying hopes renew; .-
In all their many sorsows shave, - .
As loving angeisdo. -~ - .
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MORN OF FREEDOM. . ;

1. Soon  shall the trump of free - - - dom Re- soundfrom shore to shore;
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MORN OF FREEDOM. Continued.

day of ju -Dbl - lee.
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And rule theearth no more; And peace and joy from heav’n, The Lord
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MORN OF FREEDOM.

Continued.
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MORN OF FREEDOM. Concluded.
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DIVINE GOODNESS.
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O BRUISED AND
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BLEEDING HEART! Sentence.
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THE COMING DAY.
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THE COMING DAY. Concluded.
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And\ lov-ers of the dus-ky night, May hide their heads, for lo, 'tis light!
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WHEN WE GO HENCE.
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. WHEN WR GO HENCE.
1 WHEN we go, let no wail in the mansion be heard,
No wavelet on soul-sea or heart-chord be stirred;

But let calmness and trust their faith-off’rings bring
To blend with the rapture, “.O death! where's thy sting?”
Let the hour be morn, while the first breeze is stealing
O’er forest and flow’r, in sweet notes revealing
The soul's aspirations, like hymns in the air,
That rise like the incense of flow’rs bent in prayer.

3 Oer the grave let no willow in minor tones moan,
The false dogma, * died, ” ne’er be carved on the stone;
For such breathe not the truths o'ergleaming the ports
That gladden forever the heavenly courts.
Oh, these death-scenes are sweet, for the soul pens for ages
Vast volumes of thought on unwritten pages;
While each throe of despair, of deep sorrow and pain,
Will burnish the links in life’s mystical chain.

3 Let the harps of the angels be newly restrung!
There’s mirth to be made; there are songs to be sung;
For a pilgrim has passed from the care-lands of earth
To realms of the loved, where the spirit had birth.
*Twill be joy to stand in that bright world of glory,
Where wisdom and love are themes of life's story,
Where the cross shines a grown that to angels is given,
With loved ones who glide through the azure of heav’n.

TEAR! O MAN. Sentence.
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UNIVERSAL PATRIOTISM.
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320 BL0SSOMS TN TRIAL.
P .SOME souls there are that need the froete of
- m -

To fail upon the seeds of truth they bear,

That they may burst their cells and germi-
nate,
And come to blossoms and to fruitage fair.
_ Know, then, O friends, with- wisdom comes
content,
And each event of tife to us is blest:
‘When we accept in trust whate’er is sent,
" “And learn fo.say, “God's will -is. mine —
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INDIAN HUNTER.
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INDIAN HUNTER. Concluded.
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331. WALK IN THE LIGHT.
2 ALK in the light! and thou shalt find.
Thy heart made truly his,
Who dwells in cloudless light enshrined,.
In whom no darkness is
3 Walk in the light! and thou shalt own.
Thy darkness passed away,
Because that light hath on thee shone:
In which is perfect day.
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UNION
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UNION. Concluded.

GOOD-NIGHT.
Andagle.
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333- GOOD-NIGHT. 334. HOPE FOR THR INSANE.
-2 NJOW to rest! now to rest! H ANGELS bright, charged with light,
= Let the weary eyelids close! Are now in the prison rooms,

" Sleep on every eye is lying ;
Hark! the whippoorwill is crying;

_All invites thee to repose.

" Good-night! good-night!

—3-Rest in peace! rest in peace!
. ‘Till the morning gaily breaks;
-“Till the day, its cares renewing,
.~ " Calls us to be up and doing.
"----Rest in peace! thy Father wakes!
Good-night! good-night!

O’er the minds of weepers bending,
Ev'ry seal of terror rending,

Op’ning all the mental tombs.
Sweet light! sweet light!

2 Reason dawns! reason dawns!

Hark! the cries of sorrow cease!

For the angels’ magic power,
Healing in electric shower,

Charm by beauty, love, and peace!
Sweet light! sweet light!
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GLADNESS.
Allegretto. » N oy
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335. GLADNESS,
-— N — AT play are clouds in blue azure space,
$-b - - N = - With the light and the shade on the teem-
— e ing vale,
Stretching away in a frolicking chase,

Blending with sweets of gale,sweets of gale;

Leaves have a dance
And the. laughing
stream;

in the aspen bow’rs,
wind is a-waving the

" Blossoming groves are kissing the show’rs,

|, And courting the rainbow gleam.
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The broad-faced sun! how genisl it smiles
On the dew-sprinkled earth that reflects its
Blessing the waters and far distant isles, [ray,
Smiling thy fears away, fears away.
Starsin the nightare ourworld'sbrightcrown, | -
As they drink the light from the fountain
above, . . -
Bathing our heads with silvery down,
And glowing our hearts with love.

4

PUSHMATAHA.

¢ 261

Rejoice! rejoice! in innocent glee;
Make thy heart ever pure here in life’s great
school;
Sunshine is brightest in souls that are free,
Loving the golden rule, golden rule:
Giving to others as nature parts [hand,
With her beauteous gifts from her generous
Asking no pay of famishing hearts,
For all are a brother-band.
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CHANT No. 1.
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ETERNAL PROGRESS.
TERNAL progress! watchword | of Re- | form!
Hark, how the great thought-echoes of the past
Ring roundly from the | silver | trump of | time!
3 What living fire their clarion | roundel | stirs
In souls that dare live out the conscious truth
So trembling into | whispered | life with- | in!
3 O virtue grandest, that which | dares to | trust
The voice of God be- | fore the | art of | man!

- | 4 Eternal progress blazons | grandly | down
The arch-angelic | battle- | ments of | light,
5 And beacons mankind upward | unto | joy:
Come up higher! O | ye that | thrill with | hope,
6 And feel the groping | myste . . ry of | life;
Come up from darkest slavery, and learn
Pure, righteous freedom : | truth shall | make you | free!

338. THE MEADOWS.
T ‘EACH form that the eye beholdeth is fresh with the | life of | God,
The bird in the elm-tree branches, the | flowers . . of the | golden | rod;

2 And I yield my soul in rapture to the sweet and | sacred | flow
From the central fount of being to | man . . and the | world be- | low.

3 Oh, what are the cares and sorrows that come in a | fearful | throng,
Oh, what are the pain and anguish, the | loss . . and the | cruel | wrong,

4 When the eyes of the soul are lifted, and the holiest | depths are | stirred,
By the ceaseless hymn of Nature in the | lonely | meadows | heard!
CHAN T No. 2
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339. THE ANGELS OF conmuﬂon
1 WITH silence only as their benediction, God's | angels | come,
Where, in the shadow of a great af- | flic . . tion, the | spul sits | dumb.

2 Yet would we say, what ev'ry heart approveth, our | Father’s | will
Calling to him the dear ones whom he | lov . . eth is | mercy | still.
3 Not-upon us, or ours, the solemn angel hath | evil | wrought;
The fun'ral anthem is a glad e- | van . . gel; the | good die { not!

4 God calls our loved ones, but we lose not wholly what | he has | given;
They live on earth in thought and deed as | true . . ly as | in his | heav’n.
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CHANT NO. 8. O SACRED PRESENCE.
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841- GRACES OF HEART.®
1 BREATHE through our hearts the spirit | life di- | vine,
Inspire with wisdom, | warm with | radiant | love,
2 Direct our powers to work with | heaven’s design,
That deeds of chari- | ty our | faith may | prove;
3 And send thy watchful guardians | from a- | boves
Teach us our earth-born | vices | to de- | stroy;
4 And, as along life’s varied | lines we move,
All gifts and graces | may we | so employ,
5 That, when the birth of | death shall come,
It may come with | glory | and with | joy.
©Music, Chant No.1or 3.
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CHANT No. 4.

The Spiritual Harp.
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Joy moves the shining | wheels that roll Inthegreat{ time- pkcal of cro- |ation. ‘
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342.

2 JOY breathes on buds, and | flow'rs they |
are; [heavens
Joy beckons, | suns come | forth from |
Joy rolls the spheres in | realms a- | far,
Ne'erto thy | glass, dim | wisdom, | giv’n!
3 Joyous as suns ca- | reering | gay
Along their | royal | paths on | high,
March, brothers, march your | dauntless |
As | chiefs to | victo- | ry! [way,
4 Joy, from truth's purest | lambent | fires,

Jovx.

Smiles out up- | on the | ardent | seeker;

CHANT No. 5.

MISSION OF TRIAL.

Joy leads to%irtue | man’s de- | sires
And cheers as | Suf’ring’s | step grows |
weaker.

5 High from the sunny | slopes of | faith,
The gales her | waving | banners | buoy;
And through theshattered | vaults of | death,
Lo, mid the | choral, | angels | joy!

6 Then bravely bear this | life, ye | millions,
Bear this for | that be- | yond the | sod,
Assured that o’er the | star pa- | villions
Re | ward a- | waits with | God.

Permission of D. A. WARDEN, Phil,
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CHANT No. 6.
p §

344. THE VOYAGE OF LIFE.
1 LAUNCH thy bark! launch thy bark on the | swelling | tide,
But oh, look up and lean on heav’n, as | swiftly | on you | glides
For perils all ardind.thee lie, like rocks up- | on the | sea;
And he who slumbers on the watch a | shapeless | wreck may | bel.

3 Hoist thy flag! hoist thy flag! nail it | to the | mast;
The flag of truth, the flag of love, up- | on the | breezes | cast;
And ’neath that banner’s glorious folds spread out thy | flowing | sail;
Press onward to the destined port be- | fore the | fav'ring | gale!

3 Speed thee on! speed thee on, o’er the | troubled | sea;
But oh, let wisdom guide thy bark, and | truth thy | compass | bes
Unloose thy sail; God speed thee now; thy vigil | never | cease,
Till, anchored in the heavenly port, thou | find e- | ternal | peace.

CHANT NO. 1.
W
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a46. ’ EVENING PRAYER.
1 HUSH! ’tis a holy hour; the | quiet | room
Seems like a temple, | while yon | soft lamp | lheds

3 A faint and starry radiance, | through the | gloom
And the sweet stillness, | down on | fair young | heads,

3 With all their clust’ring curls, un- | touched by | care,
And bowed, as flowers are | bowed with | night, in | puyarl

4 Oh, take the thought of this calm | vesper | time,
With its low murmlring | sounds and | silv’ry | light,

5 On through the dark days fading | from their | prime,
As a sweet dew to | keep your | souls from | blight!

6 Earth will forsake — Oh! happy | to have | giv’n
The unbroken heart’s first | fragrance | unto | heav'n! -
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CHANT No. 8.
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1 WISDOM divine! O | human | life!
In countless joys and endless strife for- | ever | art thou | blending :

2 Creation’s causes | meas’ring | out,
With changing life’s exultant shout, ever | changing, | never | ending; !

3 All life’s blessings, | all its | sadness,
All its sorrows, all its gladness, mingling | bitter | with the | sweet;

4 Reason’s torch each | pathway | lighting; )
Frosts of age can have no blighting while these | endless | life-tides | meet.

5§ And ever thus, O | human | life!
With more of joy, and less of strife, fill | up thy | golden | bowl;

6 While ever living, | never | failing,
God endures, the all-availing soul of | life, and | life of | soul.

347. AXGELS ARE ABOUT US.

¢ THE angels are about us when we think not | they are | near;
And those of angel natures are to | angels | wedded | here.

3 As we walk with bleeding feet over life’s un- | even | way,
We know that angels guard us thro’ the | night and | thro’ the | day.

3 When hope is shrouded like the sun, and life is | bowed by | care,
And all the chambers of the soul are | haunted | by de- | spair,

4 Let us heed the gentle whispers of the angels | ever ['near,
And ghostg of grief like shadows from the | soul shall | disap- | pear.

CHANT NO. 9. MIDNIGHT WATCHERS’® PRAYER.
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CHANT NO. 9. Concluded.
]
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349. . EvENIXG oF LIFE.
1 WHEN eve empurples | cliff and | cave, Whate’er we liked, what- | e’er we | loved,
Thoughts of the | heart, how | soft ye And the whole | heart is | memo | ry!
Not softer on the | western | wave, [ |flow;|, Ap4 Jife is like this | fading | hour,
The golden | lines of | sunset | glow. 3 In beauty | dying Il as wf ll gaz:l:
3 Then all by Provi | dence re- | moved, Yet as its shadows | round us | lower, [blaze.
Like spirits | imaged | on the | eye, Heav'n pours a- | bove the | brighter |

CHANT NO. 11.

350. CONSIDER THE LILIES.

1 (YONSIDER the lilies of the field, whose | bloom is | brief:
& We are as they; like them we fade a- | way, as | doth a | leaf.

2 Consider the little sparrows, tho’ of | small ac- | count:
He guards us too, for God doth view when they | fall or | when they | mount.

3 Consider the lilies that do neither | spin nor | toil,
Yet are most fair: what profits all this | care and | all this | moil?

4 Consider the birds that have no barn nor | harvest | weeks:
God givés them food; to do us good, much | more our | Father | seeks.

361. PERPETUAL INSPIRATION.
1 IS God asleep, that he should | cease to | be
All that he was to | prophets | of the | past?

All that he was to poets of | olden time?

All that he was to| hero- | souls, who | clad .
Their sun-bright minds in ada- | man-tine | mail,
Of constancy, and | walked the | world with | him,
And spake with his deep music | on their | tongue,
And acted with his | pulse with- | in the | heart?
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CHANT No. 18.

IR THE truth shall make you free; ” for | truth is | God’s,
And hath a power | sacred | unto | it, .
3 A power that stirs the living | souls of | men, . ;
And lifts them up from | lowli- | ness to | light. !
3 “The truth shall make you free; for | hope, fair | hope,
And all her train of eloquent resolves,
Do stand upon the | watch, and | guard you | well.
4 * The truth shall make you free; ” for | faith, strong | faith,
Stands sterling sentinel upon the rock and tower
Of God’s eternal | purpos- | es with | man.
-§ “The truth shall make you free; ” for | love, pure | love,
Is God’s divinest attribute, and wins
All human hearts to | learn and | keep his | law.
6 And faith, hope, truth, that teach us | to be | free,
Do culminate and | bosom | all in | love.
7 For “God is love;” if we but | trust him | so,
Then all these goodly | gifts take | root in | us.
363. How sweEET THE THOUGHT.
1 'WHEN clouds above our earthly way shut out the | sunshine | clear,
How sweet the thought that angels come to | whisper | words of | cheer;
2 The spirits of those gone before, the loved and | lost of | ours,
Come back from gardens bright and fair to | strew our | paths with | flowers.
3 How sweet the thought that God will hear the humblest | mortal’s | prayer,
That none can gather in his name with- | out his | presence | there.
4 Let not our earthly eyes be drawn to fleeting | pageant- | ry; - . .
Let not our ears shut out the song of | all e- | terni- | ty.

CHANT No. 18.
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364. RELIGION,
t T AIL! spirit of devotion, | light of | life,
That lifts away the | veil ’twixt | earth and | heav'n,
2 And bids the soul look up with | filial | trust.
Hail, hail, religion! | maid of | gentlest | name,
3 Whose diadem shines queenly a- | mong the | angels; ...
Whose sweet voice whispers | to the | waiting | heart, . .
4 * Thy God is near, and angel | minis- | tries
Have charge of all thy | spirit | march of | prayer.”
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1 WHY droopest thou, sad soul, 4 And ope the golden portals
Over this | crumbling | clay? That hang the | worlds be- | tween,
Why sadly sit and weep? The mortal and immortal,
Has | all hope | fled a- | way? The | unseen | and the | seen.
2 Is there no star above thee? § The dead are not departed ;
No fond heart | still to | love ? Only the | dross laid | by;
No breast whereon to slumber, The good and the true-hearted
Thy | faith, thy | trust to | prove? Are | ever | hov'ring | nigh.
3 Take heart, take heart, sad soul; 6 Then wake, sad soul, to cherish
Be firm, be | strong, be | free: The loves en- | kindled | here;
Put forth thy hand to grasp The form alone can perish,
~ The | moments | as they | flee, Then | wherefore | weep a | tear?

CHANT NO. 15.
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I THE light of home! 'how | bright it | beams |3 When we are tired with | toils of | day,
Whenevening | shadesa- | roundus | fall,| The strife of | glory, | gold, and | fame,

4 How sweet ¢o seek the | quiet | way,

3 And from the lattice | far it | gleams, Where loving lips will lisp our name,
To love and | rest and | comfort | call. A- | round the | light of | home!
367 BeaTTTUDES.

b BLESSED are the poor in spirit; for their’s is the | kingdom . . of | heaven.
Blessed are they that mourn; | for they | shall be | comforted.
3 Blessed are the merciful; for they | shall ob- . . tain | mercy.
Blessed are the pure in heart; | for they | shall see | God. .
3 Blessed are the peace-makers; for they shall be called the | children . . of | God.
Glory to God in the highest, and on earth | peace, good- | will to | men.
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CHANT NO. 16.

FATHER AXD M THER.
1 () God, I cannot fear, for | thou art | love,
And wheresoe’er I | grope I | feel thy | breath!

2 Yeas, in the storm which | wrecks an | argosy,

Or in the surges | of the | sea of | men,
3 When empires perish, I be- | hold thy | face,

I hear thy voice which | gives the | law to | all.
4 The furies of the storm and | law pro- | claim,

¢ Peace, troubled waves, serve | ye the | right — be | still?*
5 I cannot fear a single | flash of | soul

Shall ever fail, out- | cast from | thee, for- | got.
6 Father and Mother of all | things that | are,

I flee to thee, and | in thy | arms find | rest.

CHANT No. 17. .

r “ ANWARD! ” shouts earth, with her | myriad | voices,
Singing & re- | sponse . . to the | song . . of the | seven,
2 As like a winged child of God's | love . . she re | joices,
Swinging her | cens . . er of | glo- . . ry in | beav'n.
3 And lo, it is writ by the | fin- . . ger of | God,
In sunbeams and | flow’rs . . on the | liv . . ing green | sod:
4 “Onward forever, for- | ever- . . more | onward,”
And ever she | turn . . eth all | trust- . . fully | sunward.

CHORUS oF NATURE.
1 MHRO’ the sounding aisles of the | dim old | woods,
A | ceasfless | hymn is | heard;
3 The low, soft sigh of the | soli- | tudes,
The | song . . of the | gladsome | bird;
3 The whispering wind and the | murm’ring | rill,
And the | voice . . of the | lofty | trees;
4 The calm blue sky, with its | face so | still,
And a | thousand | harmo- | nies;
§ Nameless and strange by the | heart-harp | mnde,
In a | full, grand | chorus | swell,
6 On hill, in valley, and | woodland | shade,
The | Father’s | love | to | tell.

s,




SPIRIT ECHOES.

DiviNe PATERNITY.

OD is love; and he that dwelleth in love dwelleth in God, and God in

him. —Foksn.

God is truth, and light is his shadow. — Plato.
God is a spirit; and they that worship him must worship him in spirit

and in truth. — Fesns.

Our Father and our Mother!
Help us to love the good, the beautiful, the true.

HeAvENLY-MINDEDNESS.
AY this soul of mine, which is a ray of perfect wisdom, pure intellect,
and permanent existence, which is the unextinguishable light fixed
within created bodies, without which no good is performed, be united by

devout meditation with the Spirit supremely blest and supremely intelligent.
. — Riskis, the Orient.

Hallowed be thy name.

O Vishnu! who art Spirit, self-existent and imperishable, who, with the
three qualities, — cause of creation, preservation, and destruction, —art the
parent of nature and all the ingredients of the universe, bestow upon us
understanding and final emancipation. — Purana.

Give us a part in all good actions and all holy words.  — Zead Avesta.

SPIRITUAL SOVEREIGNTY.
LET us take refuge with God from dark and evil thoughts which molest
and afflict us.

The eyes of Purity saw thee by the lustre of thy substance.

Intelligence is a drop from among the drops of the ocean of thy place of
souls. The soul is a flame from among the flames of the fire of thy resi-
dence of sovereignty.

O Thou who showerest down blessings! O Light of lights!

Rescue us from the fetters of dark and evil matter.  —pPersian Propiets
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IMMANUEL.

SOUL of souls! by our senses thou seest, hearest, tastest, smellest,
feelest; by our heart thou lovest ; by oeur mind thou thinkest !

We are one with thee !
O God above and within us! by the love of thy still voice of wisdom,
Call us aloft where angels are. — Prophet of To-day.

ANGeELIc HARMONY.

E beseech thee for nothing, for thou doest all things well.
Every moment thou art calling: minds out of.darkness.
In thee they find strength and enlightenment and sanctification.
They love, and they fear not.
They walk, and do not stumble. :
They look upon thee, and their doubts flee away. . ‘

We beseech thee for nothing, because thy gracious omniscience compre-
hendeth the least as well as the greatest; thy life is in all and through all.

In thee all live and move and have their being.
O Father! O Mother! O Light!
Receive from all thy children everlasting love. Amen. — Arabula.

PROGRESS.

IMMORTAL force — servant of Deity—

Works forward, never backward. From the plane
Of nature’s pyramidal base it moves

Upward in transmutations glorious,

Tracing the thought of God. Inward fires

That flame at nature’s heart, the strength and power
Of all material method, the ascent, ’
The terrible abyss, the tempest wrath,

The beauty of the blossom and the leaf,

The glory of the rainbow and the cloud,

"The music of the bird and bee and stream,

The harmony of things, the restless toss

And mystery of the changing opal sea, —

All‘are refined, transmuted, and conserved,

And wrought into the feetal angel — MaAN.

The human organism perishes,

To aid the wondrous alchemy of life ;

And Force, sublimed to phosphorescent mind,
Mounts upon pinions of celestial flame,

Sphering the germ-spark of a seraph’s fire, _
And burning upward to the INFINITE. — Asgusta Cooper Bristol.
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PEACE BE STILL.
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INVOCATION TO THE ANGELS.

NN GEL ministry cheers the darkest days of our pilgrimage here with
the confident assurance that there is not an aspiration after good, nor
t dream of the beautiful, during the earthly life, that will not find a nobler
ield and fairer realization when the pilgrim has cast off his burden and
‘eached the better land. —R. D. Owes.

I heard voices saying, Come up higher! — okn.

How vast is the power of spirits! An ocean of invisible intelli--
rences surround us everywhere. They cause men to purify and sanctify’
heir hearts. How important that we should not neglect them ! — Confucins.

The angels are with us; the place is holy ; aspiration is worship.

" Blessed evangels of the Divine Spirit! they inspire us with pure:
hought ; they succor us in adversity ; they encircle us with rainbows of
iope ; and in the fading scenes of life, the mystic gates ajar, they roll up»
he curtains of immortality and show us those we love.

O faithful spirits | save us from abusing your heavenly oracles.
L]

Feed us with the bread of God that cometh down from heaven, and giv--
th life unto the world.
L

Teach us the virtues of sincerity, meekness, innocence, and heavenly-
nindedness ; the sacredness of orderly marriage and its holy uses for pater—
ity ; and awaken in us sweet tempers and the loves of spiritual devotiorm.-

L ]

Inspire us with the enlightenments of normal reason and harmony.
.

¢ Indicates the place for the music. When there are no words opposite the star, sing the words set to music.-
18
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CHANT. NO.1.
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NATURAL WORSHIP.
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NaturaL WoRsHIP.
N ATURE calls with many voices to worship in her temple.
The willing spirit answers, and I go forth into the great fane that is

consecrated by the Divine Presence.

Nature’s great heart beats under our feet and over our head.

The currents of all pervading life flow into every form of the natural
world, and therefore do all forms partake of the divine energy.

God is here, and the quick soul feels his presence in the midst of his tem-

ple. — Brittas.
Tongues in trees, books in running brooks,

Sermons in stones, and good in everything.
® The morning sun his golden eyelash raises
O’er | eastern | hills ;
The happy summer-bird, with matin | praises . .
The | thicket | fills.

A day will come to every soul when into the channels of its purified be
ing will pour the love, the truth, the beauty of the world. — Finney.
® And nature’s dress, with softly tinted roses,
And | lilies | wrought,
Through all its varied unity dis | closes . .
God'’s | perfect | thought.
More and more the surges of everlasting nature enter into me, and be-
come human and public in my regards and actions. Through the years
and the centuries, through evil agents, through toys and atoms, a great

zad beneficent tendency irresistibly ows. — Ewmerson,
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& Oh, drop, my soul, the burden that oppresses
And | cares that | rule,
That I may prove the whispering wildernesses
| Heaven’s | vesti | bule!

All are but parts of one stupendous whole, )
Whose body nature is, and God the soul. = Poge.

® For I can hear, despite material warden
And | earthly | looks,
A still small voice, and know that through his | garden . .
. The | Father | walks.

LIBERTY.
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LiBERTY.
HATEVER is just is the true law, nor can this true law be abro-
gated by any written enactment. Cicero.
The spirit of liberty is principle at work. — Burke.

The primary aim of government is to protect individuals in the enjoy-
ment of those absolute rights which were vested in them by the immutable
laws of nature. — Blackstone.

Obey God manifest in thyself.

Hopeful and glorious are the times, when men can exercise the right to
speak and publish the truth. ‘ — Tacitus.

Proclaun liberty throughout 4ll the land unto all the inhabitants thereof.
— Moses.

The aim of the people is liberty. In every corner of the known earth at
this day the cry is ¢¢ Liberty ! liberty for the body, liberty for the soul ! ”
— Emma Harding.

lee the public freedom, noble aims; busy them with great work.
*®
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CHANT. NO. 2.
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Purity.
VIRTUE is nobility without heraldry. : — Sallust.
Unto the pure all things are pure. . — Pasl.
Be not ashamed of thy virtues. — Ben. Foknson.

* There’s a | pure white | lily
That is | blooming | in the | earth,
A | beauti . . ful | lily,
And it hath immortal birth,
The | lily | of the | soul.
Sully not the honor of thy house ;
Fix not a withering stigma upon thy children. — Phocylides.

® There’sa | pure white | lily
That is | drinking | heavenly | ram,
A | beauti . . ful | lily
Tha.tswlthoutascarorsta.m,
The | lily | of the | soul.

Virtue can add reverence to the bloom of youth ;

And without it age plants more wrinkles in the spirit than on the fore-

head. —Sanscrit.
* There's a | pure white | lily,
And its | petals | are un | furled,
A | beauti . . ful | lily,
For the glory of the world,
The | lily | of the'| soul.
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Pure affections, pure thoughts, pure habits, clothe the person with attri-
butes of beauty.
® There’s a | pure white | lily
That is | fresh with wisdom’s | dew,
A | beauti . . ful | lily,
Of a sweetness ever new,
The | lily | of the | soul.

Blessed are the pure in heart, for they see God. ' — Fesus.

® There’s a | pure white | lily
That will | blossom | soon at | hand,
A | beauti . . ful | lily,
In the golden summer-land,
The | lily | of the | soul,

Oh, take heart! a pure and honorable life is possible to all.

— Grace Greeswood.
WoMmAaN.

HE universal human heart, even though blind and cold, pays a certain
involuntary homage to the mothers whose children have acted the
Christ-part in their generations. — Mrs. Farnkam.
The heart cannot be true to others that to itself is false.
' —Mpys. H. F. M. Brown.
Woman! take courage to elevate thyself; strive to free thyself from fet-
ters, and the great-souled men will haste to thy rescue.
— Mrs. Mary F. Davss.

Then comes the statelier Eden back to man;
Then reign the world’s great bricals, chaste and calm
Then springs the crowning race of humankind. — Tennyson.

She is clothed with neatness; she is fed with temperance; humility and
meekness are as a crown of glory circling her head.

Decency is in all her words; in her answers are mildness and truth.

The tongue of the licentious is dumb in her presence.

The awe of her virtue keepeth him silent.

She informeth the minds of her children with wisdom; she fashloneth
their manners from the example of her own goodness.

The troubles of her husband are alleviated by her counsels and sweetened
by her eridearments.

Happy is the man who has made her his wife; happy is the child that
calleth her mother. ‘ — Samscrit.

The ’dependence'of Liberty shall be lovers.
The continuance of Equality shall be comrades. — Whitmas.
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SreiriT or Love.

OME now, let us reason together, saith the Spirit: Though your sor-
rows be red like crimson, they shall be white as snow ; though they
be as the sands of the sea, they are gold dust in the eye of Wisdom.

O Spirit of Love! thy children are athirst on the desert of life.

Within thee may be found the oasis of rest, with its dews of mercy,
springs of justice, sunshine of truth, and beauty of virtue.

O Spirit of Love ! thy children are worried with cares and disappointments.

Come unto me all ye that labor and are heavy laden, and I will give you
rest.

O Spirit of Love! thy children murmur amid hatreds and repinings.

Great peace have they that love my law of forgiveness, and nothing
shall offend them.

O Spirit of Love! save us from distrust. In hallowed silence let us
meditate on thy wonderful goodness.

Blessed are they that do hunger and thirst after nghteousness, for they
shall be filled.

' REFoORM. ;
T is so cheap to praise what aill appla.ud,
To bend the supple knee and bow the head
Over the graves of the illustrious dead,
Extol the past in popular accord,
And with the lips confess that Christ is Lord !
If we have not the martyr strength to tread
Their thorny paths, lead onward as they led
Far in advance of ancient bounds, unawed,—
If, cowaids in the present, we recoil
From grappling with the evils of our time,
Content with bygone, vanquished sins to moil,
Our praise of olden heroes is but slime,
And we are naught but cumberers of the soil,
And parasites, and panderers to crime.
— William Loyd Garrisos.

REFINEMENT.

ERT thou never refined in pitiless fire
From the dross of thy sloth, and mean desire ;

Wert thou never taught to feel and know
‘That the truest love hath its roots in woe,
-Thou would’st never unriddle the complex plan,
Or reach half-way to the perfect man ; '
Thou would’st never attain the tranquil height
Where wisdom purifies the sight,
And God unfolds to the humblest gaze . :
The bliss and beauty of his ways. , —Chas. McKay.
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CHANT. NO. 8.
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. TRUTH.
HAT is truth? — Pilate.

Truth is the soul's divine conviction. — Spirit of Fohn.
Master mind, and you have mastered the universe. —_ P.rasee Lendasnta.
Search for truth on all occasions, and espouse it in opposition to the

world. o — The Bard's Druidic Creed.
Ye shall know the truth, and the truth shall make you free. — Fesns.
* With myriad wrongs fhey wage
An | endless war,
. And shed their lustre o’er each passing age,
Like | morning’s golden star !
The way to gain admission into the temple of science is through the por-

tal of doubt. — Socrates.
® Great souls are filled with love,
Great | brows are | calm,
Serene within their might, they soar above
The | whirlwind | and the | storm.
Be persuaded that those things are not your riches which you do not
possess in the penetralia of your reasoning powers. — Demophiles.

Brave the world; be firm in truth, liberal and generous. —k. v. wizon. )
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CHANT. NO.4.
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PrAcE.
HE life of man is sacred.

There is a higher law.

The government is for the people, not the people for the government.

Man before and above his institutions.

Wherefore the wisdom of law binding us to rob, maim, starve, or destroy
our fellow-men? wherefore the worth of a church or state that sacrifices
life to preserve its authority ¢ wherefore the charge of guilt to him who
slays only his neighbor, but the plaudits of glory to the hero who slays his
-thousands?

Are we not all brethren? hath not one Father created us?  _ aguzacss.

Suffer rather than inflict suffering.

The dawn will break —

The dawn of brotherhood and love and peace,

The light of 2 new time, when there shall cease

This clang of armies over Christian lands ;

And nations, tearing off their Lazarus-bands,

Shall rise — see face to face —and sadly say,

Why were we foes ? why did we serve and slay?”.  — Garidaldi.

Blessed are the peace-makers; for they shall be called the children of
'Godc . —_— M
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The trumpets that blow when the battle’s red star
Whelms the world with its blood, as it bursts from afar;
When the demon of wrath beats his war-drums that roll,
And clashes his steel as the steeple-bells toll —
.
The death-smitten eyes that look up to the sun,
And see only the cannon-smoke darkling and dun ;
And the lips that in dying hurl curses at those
Whom the Father made brethren, but evil made foes —
»
The groans of the wounded, that fled but to die,
The death-shot that scatters the ranks as they fly,
The wild, fierce hurrah | when the fratricide host
Have driven their brethren to Hades’ red coast—

..
The temples where Moloch is worshipped, and blood
From the innocent spirits wrung out like a flood,
Where the curse of perdition is shot from the bow
Of the blgot, whose creed is a terror and woe —

And suddenly there was with the angel a multitude of the heavenly
host praising God, and saying,
Glory to God in the highest; on earth peace, good-will to men.—quguss.

PeArLs or Wispowm. ’
N action, preserve self-possession ; in opportunity, be prompt ; in danger,
be wary ; in labor, patient; in determining, just; in discourse, persua-

sive ; let your manner be ingenuous. — Pythagoric.
Think before you speak. — Chilo.
Pregs forward not too hastily ; follow the middle path at a steady pace.
— Theognis.

Give just measure and weight.
Listen not to a whisperer and slanderer, for he tells you not anything
out of good-will ; but as he exposes to you the secrets of others, so will he

expose your secrets to them. — Socrates.

Sincerity of heart is the first of virtues. — Confucius.
In your most secret actions, suppose you have all the world as witnesses.

— Isocrates.

Denial of #élf is the nobility of manhood.

A truly noble nature cannot be insulted. — Syrius, the Syrian.

Speak not injurious words, either in jest or earnest. _Geo Waskington.

Do to others what you would they should do unto you, and do not unto
others what you would should not be done unto you. — Chinese Analects.

Make thy soul the birthplace of thy Saviour. —H. C. Wright.
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BEAUTIFUL CHILDHOOD.
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CHILDHOOD.

TA.KE heed that ye offend not one of these little ones, for I say unto you
that their angels do always behold the face of my Father.  _ greus.

Little children form a ladder of garlands on which the angels descend to

our souls. — Lydia M. Ckild.
Oh, banish the tears of childhood! continual rain upon the blossoms is
hurtful. — Sean Pasl.

*®
Give children the heritage of pure water, free ventilation, innocent
amusement, music, sunshine, flowers, and birds.

L
Never deceive children; fulfil just promises; teach them self-govern-
ment; soften the manners; train to industry; lovingly unfold the innate

spirit. '
*
He who teaches not his child an art or profession by which he may earn
an honest livelihood teaches him to rob the public. — The Talmnd.
.

Honor thy father and thy mother.

A child is the repository of infinite possibilities.
Of such is the republic of heaven.

. ®
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CHARITY.

[ VERY good act is charity.

« Giving water to the thirsty is charity.

Jutting a wanderer in the right path is charity. .

Removing stones and thorns from the road is charity.

Ixhorting your fellow-men to virtuous deeds is charity.

>miling in your brother’s face is charity. — Makomet.

3eloved, let us love one another, for love is of God, and every one that
eth is born of God.

Je that loveth not knoweth not God, for God is love.
.

Je that dwelleth in love dwelleth in God, and God in him.

Chis commandment have we, that he who loveth God love his brother
)% o

And now I beseech thee, sister, not as though I wrote a new command-
nt, but that which we had from the beginning,

Chat we love one another. — Sokn.

Jave confidence in the Father, for in thus doing you have confidence it
nanity, asthey are but parts of the universal whole.— Sg/rit of Hosea Balios.

*
“harity seeketh not her own. . —Pasl.

REeAsoN.

REASON ! in thy searching find us out,
Arouse our souls and make us dare to doubt;
Teach us to love, and only seek the truth,
Though it may change all lessons taught in youth ;
Throw off our shackles, set our spirits free, .
. And make us dare to think, and learn of thee! —W. S. Barlow.
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BENEVOLENCE.

HUT not thine ear against the cries of the poor; neither harden thmc
heart against the calamities of the unfortunate. When the fatherlesp
call upon thee, when the widow’s heart is sinking, and she imploreth thy
assistance, oh, pity her affliction, and extend thy hand to those who have
none to help them.
# s there a gloom of sarrow | on thy | spirit?

" Do clouds o’erhang thee | and shut | out the | day?

Go, seek thy neighbor’s darkened | heart and | cheer it,
And soon his smile shall | fright the | clouds a | way.

When thou seest the naked wanderer of the street shivering with cold
and destitute of habitation, let bounty open thine heart; let the wings of
charity shelter him from death, that thine own soul may live.

*  Art thou crushed down, shut in thy | body | earthen,
O’erladen with thy | troubles | sad and | lone ?
Aid, then, thy neighbor with his | heavy | burden,
And it shall cause thee | to for- | get thine | own.

Whilst the poor man groaneth on the bed of sickness, whilst the unfor-
tunate languish in the horrors of a dungeon, or the hoary head of age lifts
up a feeble eye to thee for pity, oh, how canst thou riot in superfluous en-
joyments, regardless of their wants, unfeeling of their woes? — Samscriv.

® Of what thou hast, impart un- | to thy | neighbor;
To others do what | they should | do to | thee.

If thou need’st aid, then give thy | hearty | labor
To make on want’s cold | hearth a | jubi- | lee.

THE AMERICAN DELEGATION.
HE church and the government are but developments of the people. -
How can tliey advance and improve the causes of their existence?

Be watchful, O Americans!
Lest ye become worshippers at the shrine of St. Custom !
When ye think that thy government is complete,
Then art thou on the way to death !
When ye think that thy church can enlighten thee,
Then art thou on the road to papal supremacy ! Let thy people proclaim,
Peace Justice, Love, Law, Right, Liberty { — Spiritnal Congres
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Hore.

HE promises of hope are sweeter than roses in the bud, and far more
flattering to expectation; but the threatenings of fear are a terror to

the heart.
L ]

Let not thine heart sink within thee from the phantoms of imagination ;
for if thou believest a thing is impossible, thy despondency shall make it so.

He that persevereth shall overcome all difficulties.

* If we never wept or wearied,
Life would surfeit and decay,
And the smiles of hope be buried
In the shimmer of a day.

Take heart! the Master builds again ;

A charmed life old goodness hath.

® Age and sorrow, gloom and gladness,

Mingle in this changeful fate,
But the birthright of our sadness
Is the soul's divine estate.

HuMiLiTY.

— Sanscrit.

BE not impatient to mount higher than thou canst see, nor haste to hold
more wisdom than thou canst comprehend. Avoid the poison of am-
bition, for its temptation, stealing the sunshine of thy heart, will allure thee

to seem what thou art not.

— Spirit of ¥. Victor Wilson.

Who soars too near the sun with golden wings melts them.

— Shakspeare.

Let reputation go, for the sake of a principle, and in due time you will be

in good repute.

Humble valleys thrive with their bosoms full of flowers.

— Ford.

We are the weakest when we think ourselves the strongest.

Lowliness is the base of all virtues.
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CHANT. NO. 8.

feet, (I feel white hands on m; dic - tion swest.
{fbnhud With a beno!

SACRED SILENCE.

EVER with blasts of trumpets
And the chariot wheels of fame,
Do the servants and sons of the Highest
His oracles proclaim ;
But when grandest truths are uttered,
And when holiest depths are stirred,
When our God himself draws nearest,
The still, small voice is heard.

»
Unheralded and unheeded
His revelations come;
His prophets before their scorners
Stand resolute, yet dumb ;

But a thousand years of silence,
And the world falls to adore
And kiss the feet of the martyrs

They crucified before !

Shall I have a part in the labor,
In the silence and the might
Of the plans divine, €ternal,
That he opens to my sight?
In the strength and the inspiration
That his crowned and chosen know ?
Oh, well might my darkest sorrow
Into songs of triumph flow!
L

" Tur Worp or Gob.
THE genius of the living whole is within us and the essence itself of
our spiritual being.

Where God is, religion is, syllabled by a thousand dialects :

Here breathed in the mild accents of meditative wisdom :

There hymned sweet, flute-like, infinitely melodious, from the lips of
enchanted saints:

_Again blown across the passionate turmoil of time in the hearts of indig-
nant prophets ;

But ever the same Word, ever the voice of the Spu'at. saying, 1 AM|
—D. A. Wasan.
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FORGIVENESS.

OVE your enemies, bless them that curse you, do good to them
. that hate you, and pray for them that despltefully use you and per-
secute you. hd -—f‘ﬂsu .
~ Shut not thy bosom to the tenderness of love; the purity of its flower

shall ennoble thine heart, and soften it to receive the fairest impressions.

- = Sanscrit.
* Forgive and forget! why, the world would be lonely,

The garden, a wilderness left to deform,
If the flowers but remembered the chilling blast only,
And fields gave no verdure for fear of the storm.

Regard every sinner as a lawful heir of God’s love and goodness. —cj.4.
With malice toward none, with charity toward all. — Lincols.

® Away with the clouds from thy beautiful vision ;
. That brow was no home for such frowns to have met; -
Oh, how could our tried spirits e’er hope for elysian,
If Heav'n should refuse to forgive and forget |
In the light of genuine spiritual illumination, no human being can be
condemned. ) — Loveland.
' RaATIOS OF LIFE.
HE next life is but the continuation of this; we begin there where we
close here. If we are upon low planes here, we shall enter upon low
planes there. If here we sustain high relations to wisdom and goodness,
we shall there also. — Gerrit Smith.

This life is but the horoscope of the future. Try, then, and make the

present as glad and golden as the future you would like to see.
— A4 Spl‘fl“.

A man’s true wealth hereafter is the good he does in this world to his
fellow-men. When he dies, people will say, ¢ What property has he left
behind him?” But the angels who examine him will ask, ‘“What good
deeds hast thou sent before thee? « Makomet.
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IMMORTALITY.
HERE was no beginning ; no creations; only new combinations and
formations. I Awm, therefore, eternally was, eternally shall be.

By birthright we are immortal.

The casket breaks, and lo, the child of angelhood!

The soul emerges from its chrysalis state, as free as the planet on which
it had its birth. i

The maternity of earth is indelibly engraved upon us.

We shall know each other there.

OME, gather ye in pensive review of a father’s virtues, lingering as
sweets of the dead rose upon its leafless stalk.

A father’s wisdom is a rock of defence; his good example is precious;
his love is sacred.

All ye that know him bemoan him; and all ye, remembering his name,
will say, How is the strong staff and the beautiful rod broken !

But lo, the staff doth blossom now a young tree in the garden of God!

Blessed are they that mourn; for they shall be comforted.

ONE knew her but to love her, nor named her but to praise.
For who is like a mother among them that are on all the earth?

She openeth her mouth with wisdom, and on her tongue is the law of
kindness.

Her children rise up and call her blessed.

Precious is her memory ; the remembrance of her goodness shall be as a
healing balm.
- Yea, plant flowers upon her grave as the emblems of her maternal presence.

And oh, when life is ended, and she waits

On the bright threshold of the blest for us,
How like the sweet accustoming will be

The far felt lustre of that look of love !

And how like our remembered welcomes home
Will be her brighter welcoming to heaven !

HILDREN are tender olive-trees growing up in our homes. When
touched by the frosty fingers of death, they are transplanted to the
more congenial climes of heaven, to bear their ripened fruitage.
They are immortal from the sacred moment of incarnation.
‘eprived of the mortal experiences of life, they are wafted to the sphere
Inocence to be educated by the angels.
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EDEN'S FIRST BLOOM.
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On the cold cheek of death smiles and ro-ses are blend-ing, And beau-ty im-mor-tal a-wakes from the tomb.

>0 y ] e . __
* o | - -—E
< 2 T P T
<) Iy A} 1 i VY] Y] 4N VI N4 PIu V] ir
< 1 L z 1 Ll I'; 2--

- 7
Ty

ViV Y
’ I “HERE is no absolute loss in the universe; everything, dying,

dies upward to subserve some divine purpose in the economy of
the Infinite.

In my Father’s house are many mansions; if it were not so, I would
have told you; I go to prepare a place for you.
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And if I go and prepare a place for you, I will come again and receive
you unto myself; that where I am, ye may be also.

L ]
The brightest crowns worn in heaven were tried, polished, and glorified
in the furnace of earthly sufferings.

For our light affliction, which is but for a moment, worketh for us a far’
more exceeding and eternal weight of glory.

L ]
‘Who are these that are arrayed in white robes? and whence came they ?
These are they that came out of great tribulation. Angels shall lead them:
unto living fountains, and God shall wipe away all tears from their eyes.

L
Look not mournfully into the past; it comes not back. Wisely improve:
the present; it is thine. Go forth to meet the shadowy future without fear,.
and with a manly heart. —A. %. Davis.

MOTHER Nature! we lay in thy tender bosom what is thine, —-
dust to dust, ashes to ashes; but the spirit to God who gave it!!
O angels! receive your new charge! Peace, peace be still |

Open thyself, O earth ! and press not'too heavily ;

Be easy of access and approach to the form;

As a mother with the rose her child,

So do t&igu cover it, O earth! — Vedic Hymn:.



INDEX OF TUNES

HARMONIES FOR VARIOUS OCCASIONS, AND CONGREGATIONAL
AND SOCIAL.

ty.......s & 78, D.
ctnrlmnuBelh u&'ln,D

Heavenly Day.

H
Heavenly Union.
123 | He .

.

149 | Haste not, Rest not. .7s, 6l.

L. M. D.

Heavenly Aeoenu 8s&7s, 81.
ereafter

Clear. . LLoM. oiiiiiiceiiieesenes....105 | Immortality.........
Cometh a Ble T8 & 8. E. H. B...veveirerens. 11 | 'ma Traveller........ .
Come gentle Spirits. .C. M. ...........co000000ee... 29 | Incense.............. .
Comnupmgvl;er..... ...... [ale of the Biest. ... .......
Come to the
dence. .. Joyin Grief...............
nee. ...... Joylhslloomostlm.
Keep the. .9s, 8s, & 108, D.
Land of Bliss. .... C.M. D.

Mﬂ Medlnglnnuven.
MMp... C'g

Flowers. ......... C. M l).
Forsake not the Right.12s.

Gudan of the Heart.7s, D,

ab.....
!uMbornto.. 4.

Land of the
Leo.

IA.mentofonr : alc'tl,l)

s essesiennvess

Nature
Nature’s Harp....C.

. M. M Bailey .168 C T
Mornamidthel!mnh.lm.
ﬁ‘”,,‘;, ’,,,,""“u,l,. ‘f;;;;' }“" My Home in the Spirit-...
...... POTUR AU Tt

ETTRIN

EEB.VVI s




ﬂ loniy 10-.
otleerty vereersene

Bcatter the germs of the..
Sh;ll wa meet beyond the

Shas
slmll we know...L. M. D,
she sleeg her

d
Bleepd little B-by, lloep Ol.

8tand lor the t..C. M.
Strike Avnym‘ll
Star of Hope. .
8uwmmer Days .

Th
All ‘onrh praise Thee

rit Song. ...
onument. . .

¢« Birdie’s” B
Bulld him a

Cold Water for me........
Dreaming to- | A
Drenm?orlﬂ:nli‘.’.‘.........
Foregleams.......

sbmu,'.n e
Uentle Words..... &
Golden Age...............
-night. ..... eveeneaen
Heart Song......

Meaven our Home.....
Homeward Bound.......,
Hush-a-by.......ccoeuipen

Ithnd op Memory's. .....

lutlleep 9.. )

ssecesesen

Index of Tunes.

PaGE.

ua,D.

391

PAGE.

eeteesssersecnaes sase +. 178

L R A

®ssca00e sece assnsen sane

The goue...c.ll. D.
The Heart’s 6s, 6s, 118 & 7s.
The Lily.......ccocoeuanns
The Mystic Bark 10s & 11s.
The Old Hundredth.L. M,

cessssesessessaceren v ens

Words and Acts,. &Q‘;’: P

SONGS, DUETS, AND QUARTETS..

PAGE.

sssassnasersnsnesessonan 228 Make Home Beautiful....
...230 Maternity.....
Millennium. ..

Jokn P. Ordway, M. D.190 | }
L.B. ! 200

E.H B......... ..176
...... vessrsearesaceoee 225

“Léelatr™...ooieunnn.
J. Eo? mmawn

sseeas

I.ll.Bailc

PRVTNINS

.180

coe

i

Wite's Hand.
xot.hlncbnt Water to.....
L5779 = g
Realm of the West.......,.
Stlent River......
g Waters,

Sparklin
8pirit Rappings...........

Ss‘z:mer ndl. 1-.3. .
Sweet be thy

Bweet nght ofHuven. s

Thesonguntllm
ration. .

esss  eesssenssaes seses

TPPRES

spnnsanse

s essssane

. esssenteee

Dnden and Libexty........ cosnosences 108



Index of Tunes.

SONGS, DUETS, AND QUARTETS.

Eden’s first Bloom........

PAGE.

Me, by Mrs.Conant 266

SPIRIT ECHOES.

TUNES.
................. eesess. 282 1 Natural Worship. .........
R N[Pembesdﬂ .......
. vees289 | Purity.............. .
.......... 287 | S8acred Silence. ... .
... 285 v shall cease. ... .
F s (- T & < - T . ¢ ]

SELECTIONS FOR CHANTING.

Blessed are the poor in....
Breathe thro’ our Hearts..

Consider the Lilles........

Each form that the Age..
tcrnal Progress, watch-.

m:m SPlrlt of Devotion. .
fush! ua a holy Hour. .

Hu-h Woonea.nonbst,'

" God asleep, then he.....

*is the Main-spring.... .

ach thy Bark. ....wv...

PaGe.
E. S. Holbrook. .... . ....263

Christina G. Rosetti. ...

Tessdeendesied

My God, my Father.......

O God, I cannot fear......
** Onward,” shouts Earth. .
O Sacred Presence. .......

The Angels are about us. ..
The Light of lmme. how. .

Tue Truth shall make yon
Through the sounding. ....

‘When Clouds above. Ori
When eve empurples Cll&
Wisiom Divine

‘Why Droopest

L. . Brown. ...........200



INDEX OF FIRST LINES.

[The * indicates changes, or additions, to the author’s poetry.]

A dream sublime. * Banner of L.”.H. Oqua

A loved one gone. Original......... mng 142
A new religion es ..T. L. Harris. 140
A pool of water. Original...... ddie C. Barrett. 110
A traveller on the road.®. 209

PagE,
Forms that have passed. Original..... L.BBrowu. T4
i From golden sunlands. Original..... J. O. Barrett. 223
From morn’s till evening’s. .......... n&l meoa
' From us pass daily. %nd

Aling the river of time. 6 Gentle tw ;l&ht softly stealing.
An em'rald bank........... 105 Glory to God and peace to men. ..........
t“ l.'sll‘uél lwg knov‘r‘ Pﬂ:° lg'ﬂd W j')bafd. Ig u or and penoe m men. .. .
ngels bright. of L. . 8. Adams. God lnuchn.tumt‘uldn' 0 S. Burleigh. 149
Angels brlgnt . Original « 2589 Gud of the granite and the rose. . Ihwm. 96
Angels, oh reak tlie error. ... ... 61 Goud-nlxht. good-night!. ......oeiiiieiiiiininainan. 183
i:“the!s of llbotl;g ...... e’ O oai Snon 2:!1, l-nlght. goxl-night!. . e veenarerinaseaaeae. 259
3, O man, morn Original ........ . and search the *... Finiey Joknson.
ﬂso‘n myeou:.hl. n?'” ”Luthf MOOW % Go tho hives. I " 160
s the mountain, 0es,” re. M. A,
gy H the man whose hope divine.................. 12
Away with false hlh!on ...... Ceeene eeereenenaens 43 'pfhhmmemgas?..,.spwqrn’m Penn. 98
Have ye heard of the beautitul. ... Amanda T. Jones. 192
lld. beglad!®.............. . . 260 Hesve, mighty ocean, heave. ............ 8. Graham. 41
J:p» be hnppy! Origi . _10 | Hear, O man, hear, O man 2563
Bam thev that wear.® 214 | Heart trusting heart. Original
Beautitul ln me of life and light. “Lyeeum Manuel.” 3% | Hear ye not now ﬂm voice. Ori
Before u» heaven invites the way.® 93 | Heirs of the morning.®.
g;:il\ler ttlhl: {-’orlll;aze way... et 3 .L. & ;I Heleadsus on...............
o T, s. of Reform * Coonle A liveth I
Bloat bo the tio that bINdS. ................. % 149 | ho ive ..,.T.‘J,':'?,H"m yeu

Blessed are they that kee juatioo

Blesse:l is the lhieart. Original..
Blessedis theman. ......c..coiviiineeriiiiannnnn.n. 25,
Bright dav which the angels. Orig. Emma Twuttle. 219
Bright star of hopel...........cccovevienvicinneacnss 21
Brother, art thou poor and lowly.®.................. 114
Bmt.hers. will you slight ....... Hymns tlu Sptru 69
uild amonument............... rown. 200
Call it not dark.. Edgarton. 195
Can we forget the gloomy tlme i Hopedl.le Col.”.. 138
Check at their fbunwn head.......Mrs. S‘goumq 103
Come, gentle s 29
Comwe, holy thoughu. 80 lil puxe 158
Come in, my partners in distress .o 27
Cowme, let us join. Original........ . 145
Corme to me, thoughts of heaven. . 154
Cine to the woods, heigho.®....... . H, Powell. 19
Cme unto me all ye that labor................ Jesus. 235
Create in me a clean heart. *“Psalms.”............. 233
Crowned of God by holy. Original... M. 4. Archer. 171
Day will return with a fresher boon.®.J. G. Holland. 150
Duath is the fading ofa cloud. ............... Harris.
Dy gnd, do goad! there’s ever a way.. 129 ;
D ot wound the heart that loves. .. . Dezéer Smith. 90
Exch gentle word, Original..... Mra. C..J, Osborn. 189
Ea h tiny leaf unfolds a scroll. Afrs. E QOales Smith.
Epaal rights. - Spiritual Republic.”. .. Mrs. Corbin. 88
Ev'ry day hath toil and trouble................0..0s 240

Ev'ry night when the stars .Sarah Knowles Bolton. 202

Father of all in every

r of earth and sky.
Falnt and wea:
Far out where al

Falr sclence bright.®.. .........ccoovveenn ereeienennss
Fear not, oh friends, * Banner of L.”
Floating on the breath of evening..............ce0vae

H
239 | Ho! all ye that bloom..

60 | Is thy cruse.
208 | It was early night.
18 | Joy to the World. Original.....Mrs. M. A. Archer.

Hol ye exemplars bold.’
Home above, home above.
Home's ot merely four square WallS. .. ourenn e
Hope's rainbow in life’s crystal. Original.. Evangel. 80

How cheering the thought..............c.ccoveun... 172
How happy in the days of youth..................... 138
How many lonely hours we. Orig... Emma uttle. 85
How to be happy. Original......... Warren Chase. 17
Hush-a-by,baby............cu..0. ..Anna M. Wells. 198
Hush! I cannot bear to see....Adelaide A. Proctor. 68

Hushed be the battle’s foarful roar. . Mrs. Sigoumy.

........ A Bum{ng.

I canuot n.lwan tracethe way...............oevuunns

Imma,leomen'ommyspl t-home' ...........
I come, I come from the spirit. Or} veree

1 feel it float from Eden

I have a father in the t-

I have some (Hendn me qone .

I hear thee speak of the better-land. ..

I stand on memory’s golden 5

' I'm but a stranger here.®.

I'ma lonely traveller here

I'm saliling o'er life’s sunny. 93

| If we knew the cares and crosses. ]
I will steer my bark.—* Banner of L." .Kate Hill. 48
In darker duyn .nd nights of storm. . neo Parker. 53
n the ages tocome.®. ............. «...E. W. Locke. 199

ln the angels’ home Inglory...cooee v veievninnne. 114
In the dark hour of perdl........... E. Wardwell. 141

. In the dim recess of thv spirit’s clnmber

i In this vast temple of mnl

Into the Silent Land.®.

Isit fancy. is it dreaming. ......... F. De

“8choonberg Cotta l"nmﬂ

It lles around us like a cloud
Original

(283)



294 Index of First Lines.
PAGE. PAGE.
creecasenees 20 S.ynot'helnwdlvhw .............
. tter the serms of beautiful . L. A. Cobb. 18
Leaf by leaf the roses fall C. E. Howe. B2 | See the twilight on the hills, Wm. Denton.
Let the still alr rejolce. . .ovvvennee e ¢. 117 | Shall trees live for ages. . Wwm. Denton 76
Let your suminer friends Frances S. Osgood. 197 | Shall we meet beyond the THVEr.® +ovieiueernrsenenns 1
Life ot'all bein, ‘g t.lmmed afar. . Holmes. 134 | She’s crossed the shining river. 160
Little words of KIN(Ness , .....covenseeseensesens .. 72 | She doth not chide..... Ceeeean -
Like the arch of the. Orlgln Copiin 199 | Should somber clo ds of sorrow
Lol a cloud of guiding. Original. J. O. Barrett. 216 | Sleep on your glllovrl. Original.
Lo! in our Heavenly Father's house. ............... 127 | Sleep, little bal
Lol 'tis unfurling, the emblem of glory A .. 185 | Slowly by God’" n
Lo! the Christ arisen. Original.. ..M. A. Archer. 229 | Some one lias gone.* Per. Russell & Co. . Dez. Smith. 138
Lo! we are all reJoicing........coceeiviiniiennniaenns 32 | Soon shall the trump of freedom........cco0ceennene. 244
Loveon, love on.®.............. 49 | Soft flowing river. ‘ Home Journal.”... 116
Love me, love me in the momlng P.B. Raadolpb. 174 Softly evening shades are stealing... N. Frank White. 38
Love paternal, great and holy. ......c..ovvueverness Sorrowful mourner, silently weep....... E.C. R%
Loves that in the past lie. Orig....Nellie L. Davis. 187 Stand for the right Charies McKay. 115
Step forward, dear friends.................... Butts. 109
Make your home beautiful ............c.ce0u0eenne. Summer in the lapof....... Mrs. E. P. Thorndyke. 8
Merrily, merrily ring the bells Sweet darlin; e mother’s. ... Achsa W. S; ue. 8
Mother, watch the Httle feet.. Sweet is the our that brings' .......... Eliza . 130
M)rm amid the mountains.......... Sweet i8 the song of Lirds.®. .....cviiienininiienannns 154
More than bullding showy manslons. Sweet peace descend................. Spfumu 151
My children will walk........ Speech of Pushmatahi. 261 | Sweet star of Hope. P. of Russe: & Co D. Smith. 180
My God, how shall [ thank thee....... Theo. Parker. 232
The buds are. Orig. “Birdie.”...... JMrs. Conant. 220
Nay, speak no il 87 | The darkness and sorrow. Orig. D. Smith. 227
Nearer, my God to thee The days gone by . 148
Night sinks on the wave. The dead are like the stan. Ps. ofL. . 49
nght. s ample folds. Orj The earth hath trearures falr ........ccc000ivnen.e . 163
Not to the man of dollars. ........ . The flelds with flowers are blow . Alice Cary. 221
Not in vain the large-eyed prophets. T'he ﬂowers blooml....vviiiiiiiiiiensesiteciinanes
No clouds are in the morning sky.® g‘ loomiest day hath gleams...........ccooooveen 1
rp at nature’s advent.. .. Whittier. 88
0 angel of the land of The loving friend. * Hs. of Splrlt *...8. Longfellow. 161
O bruised and bleedlng ........................ The man of charity extende.................. ud. 113
O Father in this trial .Mrs. M. A. Whitaker. 158 | The moonbeam on the billows. ...................... 28
O Father, hear the way “Chrh. Intelligencer.””.... 58 | The path of the soul. “B. of L. H, C. Preuss. 119
OGO, OSpirit...coiiviieiiiiiinriiieieiininnnanens The perfect world by mortals trod ..., N. B. Willis. 140
O land of bliss.............. The pure, the bright, the beautiful. ...\ ..\ eriuinens 95
O land so full. Original Em; The race of life is passing.®..............ccceieivnesnn M7
O life, besutiful life. lizabeth N. Gladding Theriver is dark................. Frances I. Keeler. 3%
O mother, sing  “Coronet”.........cccoevuieenniean 19 | Thesplendor. Parody on Tennyson's ¢ Bugle Song.” 39
O radiant sun of truth®. .........ccviieiiinininianas 86 | The sunny spirit passed. rlghnl Evangel. 151
O spir t, free from earth. “H)mnl of the Bplrlt." 233 | The sun may warm the grass. . 78
O soul, begin. * Radical.” . L. 24 Thewn;-enmobnllinmum; . J. Mandeil. 125
O thou to whom ............couue Ve JokR P&erpont. The turt shall be my fragraut. g Moore. 8
O ye dweilers on the earth...........ccovvvevinrnenes 248 | The voice of an n.nfel .............. seenessessacacanae 7
Oh, beautifui, beautitul visions ofjo ............... 7 | The world w 1
Oh, come, let us gather. Waisbroker. 178 | The world . 187
Oh, coms with me aund sing......... Rev. P. Stryker. 208 | There'are moments when i 125
Oh oome, gontle peace. Orig..R. Augauta Whiting. 106 | There are beautiful flelds.®...... . 163
give mo a harp. .- . Lydia Baxzter. 155 | There are lonely hearts to cherish .
Dr.J There are moments in. ¢

E:lde thy bark with ca
ve ye not heanl.. .
hours most sucre.l. Origh
Oh L[ am 8o weary. Original
Oh, I love the lpl.rkling
, let not your hearts ®.
Oh let not sobs. Original
h my breath is fafling. Original .
Oh, 0Ot 0T thee CAN I BN ...v......ov.ssesseeenes
Oh. not through seeming forms. .
O, sail fro
Oh, sinks this 1ife of Ours. ..........oooviiviinceen s 1

204 | There is no death.

m out the sunrise ®.. Mrs. 4. C. Sprapue 163 | They
04 | They told me she was lost. Orlg

There is many a rest.
There is & garden...

There is a place of peaceful
There’s a bl:saudful home.....
There’s a beautiful shore......
There’s a home for the poor i ieicereneranaens s e
There’s a fount. .

There’snota tint................
are the pioneers. Original...........

Oh sometimes gleams upon our...... J. G. Whittier, 12 | Think gently of the errlng
Oh strike the harp in. Original..... 4. B. Whiting. 20| Think me not unkind.®.
Oh the glory. nal ....o.oivnennn J. O. Barrett. 254 | This gladsome life.*... . . J. .
Oh, when we hear®, ............ .00 DU 152 | This worlrl of strife............coeuten LS W. Tucker. 164
Oh, why does the whito man......... Mrs. Hemans, 256 | Thou art gone before us, brother. ................... 18
8;.1\ ttge firm old rock da ..... , Herald of ol

6 merry summer (] Thou art gone. “ He of Progreu. .............
On'the shore yond. . y Thou hastg;,:ned the shadowy portal................ 28
One by one the sands.......... 28 | Though sunny day has neurfy 1.*...D. Smith. 68
Qur earth is LR R T Thougn they may lay beneath the ground.®......... 183
Our Father God. ‘8, Hymn and Tune Boo PN 174 | 'Tis & law of our bein . Preuss. 219
Our Lyceum “ Lyceum Manual™.................. 237 | *Tis bright where’er
Ourmative Land .........c.ccevvvvieninenecnennnnnns 23 | True sun upon our souls arise .

Truth to the nations round.®.
sound. “ Lewin’s Mead Col.”.. 71| Two loving clouds at mornlng
on. ‘‘Spiritual Republic.”......... . 47

Unto the n-lend Orldml
Up, m act.®.

Walk in the ught.
‘Waken, .



Index of First Lines. 295

Watchman, what of the night? ®
We are ting by the river.....
‘We come, we come. Originalk. ...AMrs.
‘We cume, an angel band. .
‘We come, we come from. L

We gather them in.® * Ohio RN
We gi.ve you joyous greeting. Oﬂ‘ ... Nettie P 94
‘We have come unto. * Plerpont”....Lissie Doten. 121
‘We love no triumphs sprung. *‘ Spirit Minstrel ... 168 | Where the broad Pacific waters
‘We’re bound for the land........ ...Rev. W. Hunter. 157
‘We're dreamin

‘What does little birdie say?.............. Tennyson. 39| Whoever yearns. * At. Monthly.”.
Whltgenunmullcwakemme?............U:Lud. 118 cens 4
‘What needs a conscience. ..... Cieeressseas . Vaughn, 105 | With rose-buds. *“ Birdie.”............Lissie Doten 190
What tho’ clouds are o’er thee..........cccreveeceees..43| Without haste. .....ccoveeenneeees veessss... Goethe. 116
t cesesesesesss 324| Wouldst thou lead..................4. P. MoCombs. 9
Comstock. 32

M-lg 'Ye who-amid the strifs. Orig...Mary A. Whitaker. 133

8ee truth, 1ove and MOTCY. ..ecvveeenercscncarssseess 289

Is there a gloom of BorTOw . ......... 0. G. Warren. 284 | The t has gathered up......dugwusta C. Bristol. 374

Lot th trath of inairation. Original. .............. 213 Thmlleome't.honow.l."................ .......... 28

Love divine, all things are thine....... Doten. 283 | There’s a white lily. Wmﬁ
cease.



INDEX OF SUBJECTS.

cesnseee

10

ANNIVERSARY,
Thirty-first of March gg

Spiritual. ... ........ 191

ASPIRATION.
Silent thoughts...... 216

AUTUMN.
Song of

BEATITUDES.
Blessings. .

To whom dven. eosee

BEAUTY.
Scatter ltl

CHILDREN’.

Welcome cnm....IZ

CHRIST.
Ann

delity of

viting. .

CHRIS TMAS.

cesssecsencnce

OOUA!UNION.

CONI CIRN CE.

cescsevecene

E 8 3 §§§ §:§ !QsaaQE §=

: OOI TEN TMENT.
Smiles

TN

=

seene

.COUNTRY,
America.

191 couracE.
Speaking

No
Native land.

Of the West.......... 388

CRTTYS

ENTRANCEMENT.

DEVOTION.
Infan

sescccssnnes

DISCIPLINE.
Blessings of.

Crown of Thorns..... 104
Dkﬁgeb,&dmh of. 250

Iﬂeoftheblut.‘ 86

Mother’s............. 65

Verifled............. 288
E%IALITY.

ual rights......... T8

ENDURANCE.

Live them .es. 160

Strike away..... cees B8
EVENING.

Meditative musings.. 38
FAITH.

Fillal. ......cco0nente 39

Divine..... cecsecans . 9
bELLOWSEHP.
FIDELITY.

Punctual 193

FRATERNITY.
Doing

FRBE’DOH
orn Of. ..ocaevenes p
Bplr(tlul recsaseces

FRIENDS.
Memento of.....
Transient. .

;;5'2 5 B 24

IUNZRAL.

ETITEY TR

m.........

§=

Ratios of life 179
‘Waiting the day..... 90
GOD.

Be

GREETING,
Joyous......... veees 131

HAPPINESS.
Be
How
HARVEST.,
Song of.

sevsssscesense

8
cesenees 17
51
HEART.

BReBRURa %8 Rurn EBuak

Home we build...... 145
for.......... 173
Sailing toward........ 178
HOPE.
of......]: 180
Starof ......ccvve... B
IMMORTALITY.
Natural........... .. 102
joys—......... 47
Undying things...... 133
INDIANS.
........ 150
Fortitade of........ p 261
[ament of. .......... i
against....p 256
INSPI);!A TgON. -
Speaking by.........
tual.. ’ %

KINDNESS.
Words and acts. .....

LABOR.
LIBERTY.
Anthem of.




No. of Poem.
LIGHT.

LOVE, o
Constant.
Heavent
God is...

Maternal
Undying.....

LYCRUM.
Amid mountains....

ceses

Beyond the .
Besy:'t‘lml Home.....

sa:égéﬁé.sa eéa%?’!i

T

Index of Subjects.

No. of Poem.
MARTYRS,
Living still.......... 83
MILLENNIUNM,
Qlory of............. 213
MEMORY.
34 ] cesees 202
Of childhood. ........ 67
Pensive............p 208
MORNING—-(EMI,
Lightof............. )

256 | REVELATION.

RESIGNATION.
Child like........
Filial......

Divine. . ol
Inadvonlty.... s

Nature’s...........o.

RIGHT.
1% UR Bk ot 11 108
NAT A 0 e not.........
BUbla O ..., 204| SARDfor. - ... 0. 162
Inner lifb. . .. 218
Orde SEASONS.
m‘.roof : 2?3 Lessons of........... 115
H hnlo h 81 sOlllof- sesssesveteces m 'gEARE¥ADE. | m
0, , ho. . ngel watchers’.....
Hdweobeh.ppy...'.' 17 Nmﬁ,’,& i 280 Nature's music, ... 163
Indian ocho.......... 150 1;11....'..'""..'"1212 Spiritual............ 189
3"&;"' v ;g "'mn“"" - SCIENCE
oY for You..eer.vees PA E L
Benetits of.......
Kindness veeess 98| Und vevoene..p 254 B
SLEEP.
Good-night.......... 333
S HELLYA
Hce ?odln
.............. Waiting for. . 79| 1ts prophec
SIngt?m. cees ;!1) ‘War conquered. . 13| SPIRITS.
8 er dal;‘:" 100 PEIISEVBRINCE In prigon........... . 802
Temperance. ... ..... 165] Never say fail....... 101
gontl{.... Ove veeenes 160
Undying thngs. PRINCIPLE.
Water to drink Nature’s nobflity.... 54
elcome. ... .. PROMISE.
Woods....... Rainbow of.......... 109
ARRIAGE.
M ony wnlon...... 111 | PROPHET.
Hoart Lifo. ... ... 108| Joy revealed........ llg
Swoetness of heart... 133| Of to-day...... cesees
LOVO. ... covennseeess 140 PI;SGRESS. t’ zu 3‘;1,’,',{,”“”“
0] cetesesens
MRS |l Rty | g

sesesonsecse

sssesvsssccscnce

SPIRIT ECHOES.

Natural Worship.... ‘gt
Peoace

...............

% e

Refinem

Ratios of Lifb. «........ 287 | Tru
veveesesesesees 383 Woman..

297
' No. of Poem.
SPRING.
b . la Ei sevsssssasees T0
cesencennenaens STARS.
RZZ’OGN;;I.;\.'“““ 1251 % Influence of........, 155
B lswoflové.:. .. 45|SUMMER.
Shall we know. ...... 214| Merry days.......... 100
SUMMER LAND.
"ﬁﬁo""'_m"_.m_ 30| Relation with....... . 264
ce of........ eens 123
RELIGION,
Do good

for..cccovieescp 258
UNFORTUNATE.
Blind......... ..
Innn?.l.‘.
B.ng- cker,
Wetoome o
elcome back
VOYAGE.
Fl t... .

Sunny Bcenes. ....... 129

WISDOM.
In nature.......
WORLD,
Room for all. .
The other Worid.. ...

WORSHIP.
Heart incense.
In nature....

WOMAN.

e 27

.



