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in Armenis, months ago, reporied tha"
tbe Armenian revolutionary commit-
tee was preparing a demonstration al
Copalaptinople and that ary number
of Armeninns were willing to thus
Bu¢rifice themeselves for the ultimate
benefit of their unkappy companiont.
On the other hapd, the Armenisns
asrert that they only armed themaelves
‘to gefend thelr tives against tbe Turke.
The authorities bave stationed troops
apd police at every threatened polnt,
and it 1s aeserted tbis morning i1hst
there s Do dapger of furtber disturb-
upges, Thbie, however, Is Dot gener-
ally belleved,

THE UTAH PIONEERS.

A CANTATA.

PART 1.
KNo. 1.
{The Expulsion From Nauvoo.)}

Fuil chorus,
*From scenes of blood_ and pillage,?

From scenes of bloed and pillage,
Ye persecuted, iyt
Leave bamlet, fown and vilinge;
If ye remain ye diet
Out in 1he cold of wintser,
Over the ice and snow,
Into the unknown deseri,
In search of freedom go.
Haste, haste from Carihage blood-etained wallst
Haste, havte from mobocratio thrallat
Haste, haste, what thouglh: It be to death!?
*Twill be im pesce, at least, we yietd oug intest
breath.

Femnle voices,

0, scenes of fajlthiul toll;
0, Zion's sacred soill
And 15 it thas at 1ast that we must pari t

Maie vnices.

Fuir city, homes and Jnnde,
Made proep*rous by our hands;
Ye are like cords entwinoed sbout our hearts,

“Wall ehorus.
Hence, hence, yo fond distracting thonghts:

It wn= DOt bomes, nor lands we coming

wonght,
But something more than this,

Btill, slill our ulm we will puraue,

Til fndlng tar *neath heaven's blue, .
il and untriummelled freedom*s bifas.

No, 2
{Fuather {n Gaiding Stiil.}
Ladies, voices unaccompanilad,

What tho' despised, forsuken,
Borrows the goblets nii,

Homeless, on trackloss deserts,
Father {e guiding st(l1.

Trusting in Him we foilow
Whithersoe'er He will.

Over the plalon or mountain—~
Father is guiding still.

Though dark the way and eheerless,
Pathiess the glade und hill,

we will pregs on, nor falter,
Father 18 gulding still.

Feariess of deathly terrors,
Feurless of sarthly (11,

Harm never can befatl us,
Fathor {a guiding etill.

(Full chorus ; repeat last four lloes.)

Baritone recitative,
(O Faith in the Divine.)

No. 3.
“0 Fuith In the Divine.*

Whep all elee fall Thou, Thou art with ua aiill;

And with Thine ald uli, all mny be achieved,

Our present wnes but urge ns faster on,

And make Thee brighter still to gulde our steps
Through tbe unknnwn.

Dramatic Serne, !
(The Vision of Destinatiop.)
Baritone.
Lo! Ln the dlm, far dlstant mountain land,
I ecu amld the rugged snow-capped peuks
A vale of rest,
Where, sheltered i the hollow of God's hand,
Becure remains the home His prople séck
For the oppressed,

Oter borren wistes the melting snow doth flow
In erystal streamlets from the mountain’s side,
Infusing life.
And happy homes by thousands reem to grow
1n overy nook and corner, far nud wide,
All free from strife.
And lo! God's tempies glitter in the light,
On many hills, o'ertowering every wall
They stand sublime.
Whbile in the atr float hymns of pure delight,
Borne fmwalr midst by gentic perfumed gules
endless time.
A wny I kee through many n NATROWw pass,
'Twixt towering cliffs, winds now by rushing
Rirenm
And mountaln glade.
Now over wastes of dry nnd parched grass,
Encompassed by a thousand dangers seem,
The pathway laid.
But all |2 elear, Thus guided by Thy hand,
I shrink no more, whitever may betlde.
Up and awny?
Once more, O Israel. Lo the Promised Land,
Led by Jehovnh o'er the deseria wide,
We wend our way.

Baritone solo and full chorns.

O Iurnel, hear. Obey, and heed thy guide,
by Jehovah o'or the deserts wide,
Hnate from thy woes, nor turn to 1ook bshind,
.Upand awny! We seok a promised land,
Up and away! For guided by God's hand
A perfect home for freedom we shall find,
Fearlegs of deathly terrora, g
Foarless of earthly ill,
arm never can befall us,
Futher is guiding stil],

{Fnd of Part 1.}

PART IL

(The Journey—-The Camp—The Mormon, Baltalion
Incident. ) :

Wo. 4.

An Instrumental number representing the march of
the Ploneers, toiling on and on, wow
rorrowing, almost despairing, Wben In
iha midet, and well marvked, should be ex-
pressed the religious determination to press
on by dexterously Introducing stroins of the
old hymn,* Allis well,"" tbus permeating the
musical tbemes more and more untll tbe
cbaracter changes to a brighter, tbougb
sublime mood. Also touches of the merri-
ment of the dance may be represented, hot
in subdued contrast t0 the more scrions de-
termined and exalted march,

— e
Ko. 5.

(The Duily March.)
Chorus,

As tbe san from the eastern sky
To the weat pursues his way,

S0 we eisch day that sourse puraue
Ap tbe mists and clouds on high
Oft obscure to s his ray,

Even so the sorrowns we pass through,
As in darkest seeming hour,

Btill his light doth ever glow;

8o in our hearts the light of hope,

Fur the same almighty power
Guides our footsteps a8 wa gn,

What tbe* at times in gloom we gropel
A% the sun from tbe easiern sky
To tbe west, spreads glortous light,

S0 we may the desert vasi illume.
With a radiance from on highb,

With the llght ot truth most bright,

Dispal and break the age of gloom,
Ag the sun from the eastern sky
Out of gloom and nigbt doth rise;

S0 we, out ofsorrows deep und tojl,
Wiil emerge, where the eagle fijes,
Into gladness by and by

81l free, nver fraedom’s racred soli,

KNo. 8.
(Right in Camp. }
Recltatlve Tenor.

Behold, s night her ¢urtalns spreads around

The weary exiles on unsheltered ground
Encamped to rest: If rest indeed can come

To heuris thus weary, driven from their home.

Both man and beadt supplied with scapty food

Now droop thelr heads tn melancholy mood.
As slowly rises yon, the sjlvery moon,

Her genile rays around dispersing snun

. To aid the campfires tu bestow & light

On these poor outcast’s dreary, cheerless night,
Unheaded all. Bnt hark! A bugle calli—

Its stirring tones arousas—bre:ks the thrall

Of melanchol!y gloomw; the waary rise,

And wipe the gath'ring teardrops from their eyes,

They gather now where lighted camptires bright

Doth temper cold, and lightens up the night.

And soon—0h, wonder! humbly gathered there,

They join in holy song, und fervent prayer,

The gloom dinperses from the downcast glance

At music!s sound, inviting to the dince.

‘Now lot sweet music with her

'Hong, prayer and dance, each hallowed, as of old,

To one grest purpose, good and pure as gold.
Who know their worth? Dance, tnusic, song and

prayer
To iift the ssul, to lightet grim despair,
e

No. 1.

{Hore the bngle call ie heard, then n stratn of °
the march is heard which leads up to the
hymn “Come, come ye Balots’ at fret
sung faintly but gradually Increasing in
fervor and power until the stanza “We'll
find the pince,” Is rondered with foll power.

Rymn.

Come, come ye Salntn, no toil nor labar fear,
But with joy wend your wuy,
Though hard to %on this journey may nppear,
Grace cebatl be as your day.
ITis better far for us to sirive
Our useledd cares from un to drive,
Do this and jny your bearls will swell,
All 18 welll Al s welll

Why shoold we mowrn, or think our 1ot 18 hard ¢
T8 not so, all fa right!
Why should we think to eurn a great reward,
If we now shun the fightt
Gird up your lojns, fresh conrage take;
our God will never us foruake;
Aund soon welt have this talo to teli:
All is walll  All 1s wollt

Well find the place which God for us prapared,
Far away (o the west;
Where none shall come to hurt or make afrald;
There the Salnts will be bles
We'll make the alr with music ring—
Sing pralaes to our God and King;
Above the rest these words we’ll tell:
All I8 welll  All 18 we]lt

No. &
A PRAYER.
Baritone solo and chorua,
Father In heuven, our Guide, our Comforter,
Thy name we prajse,
(Chorus. Amen.)
Here, in the deserts wild, Rlone lo Thee
Onr henrts we rulse, !
(Amen.)

Thine, only Thine, tbe power 1o bless and chaer,
To turn aaide the doubt, the consclons fenr,
To change to sunny emldle the bitier seur;

Ohorue,

Thy name we praise.  Amen.)

8ole,
Father in heaven, morfe hut Thy mighty hand
Chorns,
Can guide our way.
Bnlo.

Over the dessris wide,
Where now we stray,

Choron,
Father make known Thy wondrousa, rightesws :

will,

To him inspired to guide our footet

Andlite or death, Thy poople ":?u f‘\;{’l;u'"n‘
From day to day. v

. 1

and trackless land,

{Amen,)
No.9,
Recit. and dance chorus,
Tenore,
The acul

uplifting song in ming—the

From fervent hearts ascended unto hfw;:'{a‘r':

magic swa,

Reign for a time sopreme, “ 7
While in the dunes

Both young and old lo menaured steps ndvance.

Panca chorue,

Hark| the merry musle sonnding
A stirring, cheering lay ;
From the sirings of viole nounding,
To the dance it calls awur.
Lay aride onr nselesa SOITOWN,
”A:&hn&ish dull despatr;
ghten the heart, 'twill aid Y
Burdens all mrfb'ear. Sompggow'a
Dance away, in lively measure;
The maonbeams brigbter beam
When the heart yields up to pleasure
All thé world doth brighter beam. |
Life has aiill enongh of woepthg;
‘Then emile wa while we may,
What's the.nse of ever keeping
Our sorrows in our way?
Dance away! Let ua think our erile
But a holiday;
Heaven j2 fuir and ihe earth
In the epringtime gay.
Dgn‘ce away Uil we rench the mountains
m\i hf{e thhsun.sate ginw,
er the rushing strenms and f
An they downvgvard flow. “R&
Dmnce away! Let the feet
As the tune goes nn,

w11l blossom

trip-lightiy



