Not herefor high and holy things

Elkanah Kelsay Dare, 1782-1826

Morning Song
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Not herefor high and holy things
werender thanksto thee,

but for the common things of earth,
the purple pageantry

of dawning and of dying days,

the splendor of the sea,

theroyal robesof autumn moors,
the golden gates of spring,

the velvet of soft summer nights,
thesilver glistering

of all themillion million stars,
thesilent song they sing,

of faith and hope and
love undimmed,

undying still through death,
theresurrection of theworld,
what timethere comesthe breath
of dawn that rustles

through thetrees,
and that clear voicethat saith:

Awake, awaketo love and work!
Thelark isin the sky,

thefields are wet with diamond dew,
theworldsawaketo cry

their blessings on the Lord of life,

as he goes meekly hy.
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Come, let thy voice be one with theirs,
shout with their shout of praise;

see how the giant sun soarsup,

great lord of yearsand days!

So let the love of Jesus come

and set thy soul ablaze,

to giveand give, and give again,

what God hath given theg;

to spend thyself nor count the cost;
to serveright gloriously

the God who gave all worldsthat are,
and all that areto be.
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