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The age of giant prozress
a.mcncsmu all haill
The land all interwoven
With telagraph and rail ;
No sluggish chains shall bind uns,
Ko tardiness delay ;
The morning light is breaking (waking),

('er our destiny.

The age of trained lightaing.

t Dpgpatehing ' kaman thonght ;
What wondrous revelution

The scheme of Morse hath wronght !
No timo, no space san hinder

The quick, ¢lectric fire ;
Intelligencs is finshing, (dashing),

"ar the magic wire.

The age of grand sonecplions,
The 4 cable of the deep!

It 3;|m'|'|p¢|:|_ 'k we w:ll mend it
We have no time to weep,

The great Pacific Railrond |
"Twill nob be long before

Thi railroad cars are flying (hising),
From the golden shore.

The age of priceless knowledge,—
The scholar's jubiles |

The land all dotbed over
‘With institulions free.

Our publio schools 1 ©, hail ﬂmmi
They offer trensures ch-:a

The !mysnm’l girls are &ml.mg (hatling),
Belepen's rogged steep.
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The Age of Progress, Song Lyricsby H. DE MARSAN, 1860 (continued)

LYRICS: THE AGE OF PROGRESS

The age of giant progress,
Americans al hail!

The land all interwoven

With telegraph and rail;

No sluggish chains shall bind us,
No tardiness delay;

The morning light is breaking (waking),
O'er our destiny.

The age of trained lightning.
"Despatching” human thought;
What wondrous revolution

The scheme of Morse hath wrought!
No time, no space can hinder

The quick, electric fire;

Intelligence is flashing, (dashing),
O'er the magic wire.

The age of grand conceptions,

The "cable of the deep!"

It "snapped,” but we will mend it,
We have no time to weep.

The great Pacific Railroad!

"Twill not be long before

The railroad cars are flying (hieing),
From the golden shore.

The age of priceless knowledge,--
The scholar's jubilee!

The land al dotted over

With ingtitutions free.

Our public schools! O, hail them!
They offer treasures cheap:

The boys and girls are scaling (hailing),
Science's rugged steep.
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