Battle Hymn of the Republic

The hymn was born during the American Civil War, whemJl. Howe visited a Union

Army camp on the Potomac River near Washington, D. C.h&&el the soldiers singing
the song “John Brown’s Body,” and was taken with therss
marching beat. She wrote the words the next day.

“I awoke in the grey of the morning, and as | lay waiting for
dawn, the long lines of the desired poem began to entwine
themselves in my mind, and | said to myself, “I must ggt u
and write these verses, lest | fall asleep and forget tHer8b

| sprang out of bed and in the dimness found an old stump of
a pen, which | remembered using the day before. | scrawled
the verses almost without looking at the paper.”

JuliaW. Howe (1819-1910)

The hymn appeared in the Atlantic Monthly in 1862. It has lseeg at the funerals of
British statesman Winston Churchill, American senatobd®t Kennedy, and United
States Presidents Ronald Reagan and Richard Nixon.

Music: John Brown’s Body, possibly by John Willlam Steffdohn Brown was an
American abolitionist who led a short lived insurrectioriree the slaves.

layrics

Ming gyes have sgen the glory of theg coming of the l.ord;

He is trampling out the vintage wherge the grapegs of wrath arg stored;
He hath loosed the fatgful lightning of His terriblg swift sword;

His truth is marching on.

Glory! Glory! Hallglujah! Glory! Glory! Hallglujah!

Glory! Glory! Hallglujah! His truth is marching on.

[ havg sgen Him in the wateh firgs of a hundred cireling camps
They have builded Him an altar in the gvening dews and damps;
| can read tlis righteous sgntgneg by the dim and flaring lamps;
His day is marching on.

Glory! Glory! Hallglujah! Glory! Glory! Hallglujah!

Glory! Glory! Hallglujah! His day is marching on.



I have read a figry Gospel writ in burnished rows of stegl;

“Hs ye deal with my eontgmners, so with you my grace shall deal”;
logt thg Hegro, born of woman, erush the serpegnt with His heel,
Sineg God is marching on.

Glory! Glory! Hallglujah! Glory! Glory! Hallglujah!

Glory! Glory! Hallglujah! Sincg God is marching on.

e has sounded forth the trumpgt that shall ngver call retreat;
He is sifting out the hearts of men beforg tis judgment seat;
Oh, be swift, my soul, to answer Him! be jubilant, my feet;

Our God is marehing on.

Glory! Glory! Hallglujah! Glory! Glory! Hallglujah!

Glory! Glory! Hallglujah! Our God is marching on.

In the beauty of the liligs Christ was born across the sga,
With a glory in tlis bosom that transfigurgs you and me:
s He digd to make men holy, lgt us live to make men freg;
[originally ..lgt us dig to makeg men freg]

Whilg God is marching on.

Glory! Glory! Hallglujah! Glory! Glory! Hallglujah!

Glory! Glory! Hallglujah! Whilg God is marching on.

He is coming like the glory of the morning on the wave,

He is wisdom to thg mighty, He is honor to the brave;

do theg world shall be tlis footstool, and the soul of wrong tlis slave,
Our God is marehing on.

Glory! Glory! Hallglujah! Glory! Glory! Hallglujah!

Glory! Glory! Hallglujah! Our God is marching on.



