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There's music wheresoe'er we roam - ​
'T is heard in ocean's crested foam,​
And in the billows' deafening roar,​
Which madly burst upon the shore:​
They sing of Heaven's eternal Lord,​
Who calms their raging by his word.​
​
There's music in the gentle breeze,​
Which softly blows among the trees,​
Shaking fresh fragrance from the flowers,​
In blooming fields and shady bowers;​
They sing of Him whose power below,​
Caused trees, and grass, and flowers to grow​
​
There's music in the numerous herds,​
Scattered about o'er hills and plains,​
And in the flocks of feathered birds,​
Who, in a thousand varied strains,​
Praise Him whose all-creating word​
Brought into being beast and bird.​
​
There's music in the tempest's sound,​
That darkly sweeps across the wave,​
And hangs its shadowy pall around​
The ship-wrecked sailor's ocean grave;​
Where the wild waste of waters yell,​
Through caverns deep and dark as hell!​
​
It speaks of His almighty power,​
Whose arm is ever stretched to save,​
Who, in death's dark and trying hour,​
Can shed a halo round the grave;​
And make the ocean's yawning cavern,​
A glorious entrance into Heaven.​
​
There's music in the thunder's roar,​
Which peals along the vault of heaven,​
While torrents from the mountains pour,​
And trees by the dread bolt are riven;​
Seen by the fiery element,​
The earth, and sky, and sea seem blent.​
 
It tells of Him whose wondrous power​
Can make the lightning do his will,​
And sends the cool refreshing shower​
Upon the just and unjust still:​
And whispers in a still, small voice,​
To all the sons of earth, rejoice!​
​



But leave this scene of doubts and fears,​
And swift on fancy's pinions fly,​
And hear the music of the spheres​
Resounding sweetly through the sky;​
They sing of Him, th' incarnate Word​
Man's Saviour, Heaven's Almighty Lord!​
​
Where'er we turn, music is found,​
With all its Heaven-born power to charm,​
To lull us with its soothing sound,​
And shed around a holy balm - ​
Pure as the thrilling, heavenly strains​
From angels' harps, on Judah's plains.​
​
Shall man, rescued from death and hell,​
Shall he alone refuse to raise​
His feeble voice, the song to swell​
Unto his great Creator's praise?​
While seraphs and archangels join​
The blissful harmony divine.​
​
Then let our tongues fresh music make,​
And sound his wondrous praise abroad;​
And when the Universe shall quake,​
And Nature quail before her God,​
We'll join the angels' choir above,​
And sing our Lord's unchanging love. 


