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BATTLE HYMN OF THE REPUBLIC

Mine eyes have seen lbe glory of the teeing of the Lord :
He le tramping out the vintage where the grape» of wrath we tiered) 
He hat looted the fateful lightning of hit terrible ewift award:

Hit truth ft earthing on.

1 here teen Hie far the watch-firei of a hundred circling campe;
They hare builded Him an altar in the evening dewt and daatpe;
I can read hit righteous tentence by the dim and flaring lamp»: 

rat day it marching on.

I have read a fiery getpei, writ he bar nit bed rows of iteel:
“At ye deal with my'centemnwt, to with you my grace thall deal; 
Let the Here, hern of weean, truth the ter peat with hit heel.

Since Gad b marching en.

He hat rounded forth the trumpet that thall never call retreat;
He it rifting out the beetle of men before Hit judgment-teat;
0 he iwift, my tool, to antwer Him! be jubilant, my feet!

Oar God b marching en.

In the beauty of the Blit» Chritt wat hern aerate the tea,
With the glory In Hit beaom that transfigurai you and me; ^
At He died te make men holy, let ue die te make 

While God b marching on.

i

t -

e

free.

—Julia Ward How.
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