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Youong nod old, 58 cnn rtili be sprightly,
Sprightly every one!

Heaven's blue still hanging o'er us,
Filied with the stnre above,

Whlle nround are those who love us,
Yeos, nnd those we love,

No. 10.
folo, Contralto.
(During n 1nll In the donee.)
PBalind,

Conceal, O henrt, thine aching woes,
Brood not on weight of sorrow,
Leat the despalr thine angulsh knows
Retuse God's nid to borrow.
Seek to forget at pleanure’s shrine—
Just for a moment’s seeming—
The thoughts of wrongs thnt hiave been thineg,
Which through Lhe braln ure teeming.
Saok to forget, O hturc of mine
Things thou didst dearly cherlah,
Leat I offend God’s present luve,
Brooding on what has perished.
seak to forgel the Zion lost,
with mnony a cherished trensure,
Lesat I the Zion God will give
Fxuil to embrace with plensula.
Look thou before, O soul of mine,
Cnat not be; wind thy glances,
Thut ye! 2o e, nod not the past
Fver the thought entraneen.
Mourn not the seed cast in the eorth,
Laok to the time of reaping;
@Horivous the harvest thon mayest renp,
Bown in the dnys of weeping.

EBolo nnd choerusd,
(To Slumber.)
No. 11

The time for nilrth for the night 1s past,

To alumber now, to alimbet.
Reat, for tho houra will hasten fnst,

To slumber new, tosluinber.
Rest, let your dresmings GOW renew,
All huppy thonghta that waking knew ;
Rest 1111 the dawn hrings told anew,

To slumber now, to slumber.
Crnving o blessing on our aleep,

‘0 plumber nOW, to slumber,

we In our Heavenly fnther's keep

w1ll slumber now, re’ll’s“unbar.
Silonce nml peace Aroun: na Ial
Uniil the morning’s cheerful call,
Sweet, n good night to one and ull,

T'o slumber how, to sinmber,

{Music dies nwny. FEnd of Nightin Cump.)

(A Call to Arms. Mormon Baititon Incident, )}
. ble mn=id,
Excitnl o

OhoTur.
What Evil Tidiogs.}
What evhl tld{pge now nre hrought amongst ual
The foe [rom wbence we're dfiven still plot
Nginat us.
And s*en 1he land whose memory we cherish,
Benenth 1ts Aug would call us forth to perish.

W apnEN—Our atalwart men whose valor now de-
fend us
They enil away, who left then to Lefriend wa?

GukzN—Whnt, leaye alone the mother, wife und
dnughter,

Perchance to starve, ot to the 1ndlan’s slangh-

tert -

ALL—Whnt! do they nsk” defenders of the bLun-
d?
u.,.‘?r"o‘in the eurth nll sense of justice vnhi-
tahed T 3

Solo or recitative,
Barltone.

Poace! brethren, peéacel
Gujde?

What Lsaven willp we cannot rot aside.

Be calm, nor fenr, and know that nll Is well,

Who, if not we, should ald the foe to quell?

Our country calls five hondred men or more,

To march at once to the Puelfic ahore.

From our poor number, rol¥e them nil we con ;

And shall, though it require every man,

Eo not nlarmed, nor think our loved ones need

Qur puny sid to shelter, gunrd or feed.

Forgot you who is

rdsusalil Lenve oll aufe in His hand

2% ,ml:mey forth stlll under Hia command. :
e
No, 1.

(Mnle e¢horus, “Huark, my brethren, )

Hutk, my brethren, hear the calll
Our country calla for nid. .
N sver shlrk, be rendy nll,
Her cali slall he obeyed.
Taough defended by her hand
We nevér yot have been.
we'll defend dear freedom’s lnnd
Like true and loyul men.
TLsrael's God, to thy protectinn
ALl our loved onos now we leave,
Rajue them from thelr deep dejactl!:m;
Heur their waflinge when they grieve,

A8 we trnvel in the derert,
Lead us, Futher, ba our gulde.

Trusting Thee, we fear no danger,
Foea und peril we derids.

Fall into rank, no longar tnrry,
March slde by ajde Lo meet the foe;

Think of the promise thnt we carcy:
**God will fight our battles where'er

we go.

Ralre up the Ny, our glorions stondard;
On to the Wea ho gur refralin.

Troe to His ward, God will be with ua,
Safely our loved we'll meet agnin.

No. 14.
Boprano ind Tenor.

({Dun, “Love's Assurance.”)

Enow thls beloved, wherever ba thy lot

My boundless love shull still forsake thee not,
8till ever present, ever douar to me, N
The hallowed presence of \hy love shall be.
My sou) with thine st1}] hund in hnnd shall go
Q’er lonely paths, to ahare ench weal or wne,
Thou, Thou the stur which Henven hus gronted

me
To guide me irue toward life's destiny.

Hr—In perll, think of me, love, and ba strong.

Anx—In [oneliness or paln, love, 16t my aon
Of constant love still, soltly, soothe un
bles
Ontil in“inney, fesling 1y cnross
Thou'rt comforied.
Denr one, next to Henven
And duty, plice Lo thee 12 ever given
In every thought of mine.
BoTE— 4 Let our irue hearts
Euch for {he other bent while we're apirt.
Fnre#ell, niine own. We'll meet ugnin nnd
prove
To each and Heaven onr true nnd bound-
less love,

Ha-—

No. 15.
(Double chorua.)
LaiDIRA.
( This firel.)
¥urewell, mine own, fnrowell to theet
wWe'll meet sgain, grieve not for me,
Cheer thee and love me, than,
God speed nnd bless, we'll meet agnin.
OENTA,
Raine up the flag. our glorlous standard;
On to 1he West be our refruln.
True to His word God will be with usj
Bafely our loved ones we'll meet agnin,

{ Both togetier)

PART HI.

(“Nearing the Mountalns,® **Ths Flret Glimpse,b
The Promised Liand."* Tributes,)

No. 16.
Mnle chorus, “Lehold In yonder blue."!

Behold, in yonder blue, inajestic rise
Grand mountuln peaks, perclng the skies,
I glistening, rnowy muntles crowhed.
Whut do they bode? Hold they a friendly nest
Of ahelter, *mid thelr crays, whers rest
For the oppreassd [s found?
Or do they raise in menace, hold thelr heads
To atay our progresst Do we only 1rend
in voln the deserts wild?
Only to be engulfed, entnmhbed ut [aat
Between thelr mighty rocky ridges fast,
By freedom’s hope begulled!
Bolo Baritone,

Boon we shall ind, T only knaw, T feel
Throughout my belng jreedomn’s pulres atsnl,

A8 Dear ti 67 tome to View, ‘
And o stlll volee doth whisper to my sonl,
“Prers ou, press on, thoo soon shnlt rench

a gual,
Yetsought or galned by few.™
Chorua.

0 Lender, bold, wa trust, nnil know thee true,
Gulded hy Heaven thou ari.;But when we
through
You chain of mountaina reach,
Wheto iu the place, the iand of promlsed rest?
Still fnrther, tarther in e distant west,
Near the Pacific’s beachl!
Solo.
Be v content, my own, with me 10 know
We're on the path nnd from It enntiut go.
And we shail aurely find
‘The place preparsad for ug, and wo Rhall see
Falr volleys ueslling nesr a gilmmering sea,
Fanned by the mountain winds.
Toll on, my hrethren, and the path we make,
Shall yel be irod by milltone in our wake,
In questof Zion’s land.
The dry and barren vales whieh soon we'll see
Bhail be n garden yet to feed tho free,
Touched by Jebovah's hand.
Chorus,
Wa feel the truth of overy spoken word
Borne to oul hearts, in mercy, by the Lord,
Tao cheer o8 In our toil.

Olear me the paih,
glon!
Clear me the pnth, we'll be rewarded when
We reach the fruitful sofl.

o'vr mountain nnd througk:

No. iT.
Trio nnd chorus.

{Look, look uhewad, )

Saolo, 1st soprnuo,

Look, look nhend, §4 there no opening vet
In 1his enttnglement of mighty hildet

Bolo, ¥nd soprano,

A frowning barrlor seems to 1ift ita hend
Right in our path, while rlee on either ride
Great mounisinsteeps, Yot on they press
With duuntless step, ua if the goul was near.

Trio.

0, wenry wuy! Yet grand beyond compnre.
Counld we but rest pmldst in svme swest valley
fulr.

18t volce.

Look once agnin, wliere thosd' Lo the advnnce
Climb yonder ateep. Is thers Do sign that they
Hee pomething hopeful vot bayond the hille?

3rd volce.

They climb and toil, ns tlay by day we've t]l.')m.".‘r
With faces set toward the setting aun,
No more,

Chorus Lo the distance,

Behold! Behold)

Indxolee.
But bark! I heaf[a shont, nnd ree, they wnving.
alnnd,
As if Lhey guzed upon the promlssd Innd!
0, rapture! Rapture! Bee the promised tnud,
Trio nnd chorud,
Joy, joy, the promised land is neart
Joy, joy, the blessed words we hear!
At last, nt lust the home we vought 18 found,
On mountain tops, God's cobsecrated ground!
Seel Beethe vale, In beauty wide extend?
Where we shall rest—our tollsome Journey end.

No. 18.
Zolo, Beritons,

{The Yery Place.)

Thie is the pince far us by God prepared,

Whence never more to exile wil be driven

God’s chosen people. fers shall rise

God's holy Temple. Here shnll come the great,

The wise, from fur, tb gaze on Zlon's beaaty.

@irt around with everinsting hills,

A queen—0God blest, Her light shall fhine

Beyond the borren wuete, still on, and on;

Til glling all the earth with beams of holy
teuth, .

The mountain tops shall be

. crowned home of liberty,

See! HBee yon eparkling mountaln rill}

Give to parched earth Its balm,

And hfat her drink, and bring forth gilorlous
ity

And hlossoms fnir will spring on every side,

And il with fragrance sweet the mountnin wir,

Letihappy homes fll every mountain vale

Where they who teast In God w1 naever fall.

Chorus.

the heuren=

Hymn,

“"Wesve found the pluce forue by God prepared,
Far away 0 the west,
Where none shall come to hurt ar mnke atrnid;
Thera the Sainte will be blest,
We'll mnke tha nir with musio ring-—
Bing praises to our God and King:
Above the rest (hese words we'll tall,
All 18 welll ALl fa welll®

FiNary.

No. 10.
Trlo and full chorua,
O glorioua freedom! Bieased pence!
Sweet, though In 8xle ye nre found,
Tha soul 1eapa, joynie in relenre.
The heatt, treed from its sorrows, bounds
In this pure alr. From suony skies
Heaven’s smiling welcomes seemms nifall,
An round the giant mountains rise,
Tike guardian sentries over all.
O nohie beroos, yo whbo lend the way,
Your flll‘;l;l, your cournge ahd yoor trust in
God.

Your sulfering toll, bor ne in the trying day,
Gave unte us our blessed mountain sod.

Your names we blers, your mem'ries wo revers,
No word shall sonnd more sweet than Plonheer,

While Dtah's star in eplendor rise nnd shine,
Tiiumed forever with the light Divine!

A Bunday echool unfon has been
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