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A HYMN. BY JAMES ARLINGTON BENNETT, of Arlington House N. Y. 

WRITTEN FOR THE FOURTH OF JULY. 

Tune - " HAIL COLUMBIA." 
 

 

 

James Arlington Bennett was one of the very few prominent non-Mormon friends of the Church in the 1840s. 

As editor of the New York Sun, he stoutly defended the Saints against their persecutors. This may have been 

more opportunism than altruism, but in any case Joseph Smith was thankful enough to Bennett to choose him as 

his Vice-Presidential candidate in 1844 – that is, until Joseph dropped him because of rumors that he was born 

in Ireland. 

 

James Arlington Bennett was secretly baptized into the LDS Church by Brigham Young in 1843 at Coney 

Island, New York, but he was never a “practicing” Mormon – in fact, he appears to have kept it a secret even 

from his friends and newspaper subscribers. 

 

Bennett was an ambitious man, and was eager to lead the Nauvoo Legion against the Saints’ enemies; however, 

Joseph Smith apparently kept him at arms length. After the Prophet’s death, Bennett offered to lead the Saints 

west, but never followed through. He remained friendly to the Church until his death in Brooklyn in 1863. 

 

“Hail, Ye Mormons” is a paraphrase of the patriotic tune “Hail, Columbia”, which was our unofficial national 

anthem for most of the 19
th

 century. It was far more popular than “The Star-spangled Banner”, and even 

appeared in the 1909 Deseret Sunday School Songs. It was written in 1789 in honor of George Washington, and 

was originally called “The President’s March”. 

 

 
 

 
 



 

 HAIL, YE MORMONS 

 

1. Hail ye Mormons-chosen band!  

Hail ye Saints of our lov'd land!  

Who suffered much in freedom's cause.  

Who with your blood have seal'd your laws;  

And now fierce persecution's gone,  

Enjoy the peace your faith hath won.  

Let your religion be your boast,  

Ever mindful what it cost,  

Ever grateful for the prize,  

Let its Altar reach the skies.  

 

Chorus - Be ye faithful, just and true, 

Brothers, in the great Nauvoo;  

Firm, united without fear,  

Worship in your temple here.  

 

2. Immortal Masters, rise once more,  

"Defend your faith, defend your shore;"  

Let Joseph, with the Prophet's wand,  

And all the saints who hold command,  

Expel the foes who dare invade  

The sanctuary of our dead.  

"While offering peace sincere and just, 

In heaven we place our only trust,  

That truth and justice must prevail"  

And all the schemes of bigots fail.  

Chorus - Be ye faithful, &c.  

 

3. Sound, O! sound the trump of fame, 

Let Jesus with the Mormon name, 

Ring through the world with loud applause, 

Our legion shall defend our cause 

"Let every chime to freedom dear, 

Now listen with attentive ear," 

The Truth through all the world proclaim 

Ye elders, in your Savior's name; 

While female voices sing the praise 

Of Jesus in these latter days. 

Chorus- Be ye faithful, &c. 

 

4. All hail, ye chiefs who hold command! 

Hail, ye Patriarch of our band! 

Ye Elders-faithful Elders, hail! 

Ye Elders-faithful Elders, hail! 

Ye seek for Empire over mind, 

Ye seek for blessings on mankind. 

A voice from heaven, ye nations hear, 

The end of time is drawing near! 

Delay not, stop not on the way 

But join our standard while you may. 

Chorus- Be ye faithful, &c. 

 

 HAIL, COLUMBIA 

 

1. Hail Columbia, happy land! 

Hail, ye heroes, heav'n-born band, 

Who fought and bled in freedom's cause, 

Who fought and bled in freedom's cause, 

And when the storm of war was gone 

Enjoy'd the peace your valor won. 

Let independence be our boast, 

Ever mindful what it cost; 

Ever grateful for the prize, 

Let its altar reach the skies. 

 

Chorus - Firm, united let us be, 

Rallying round our liberty, 

As a band of brothers joined, 

Peace and safety we shall find. 

 

2. Immortal patriots, rise once more, 

Defend your rights, defend your shore! 

Let no rude foe, with impious hand, 

Let no rude foe, with impious hand, 

Invade the shrine where sacred lies 

Of toil and blood, the well-earned prize, 

While off'ring peace, sincere and just, 

In Heaven's we place a manly trust, 

That truth and justice will prevail, 

And every scheme of bondage fail. 

Chorus - Firm, united let us be, &c. 

 

3. Behold the chief who now commands, 

Once more to serve his country stands. 

The rock on which the storm will break, 

The rock on which the storm will break, 

But armed in virtue, firm, and true, 

His hopes are fixed on Heav'n and you. 

When hope was sinking in dismay, 

When glooms obscured Columbia's day, 

His steady mind, from changes free, 

Resolved on death or liberty. 

Chorus - Firm, united let us be, &c. 

 

4. Sound, sound the trump of fame, 

Let Washington's great name 

Ring through the world with loud applause, 

Ring through the world with loud applause, 

Let ev'ry clime to freedom dear, 

Listen with a joyful ear, 

With equal skill, with God-like pow'r 

He governs in the fearful hour 

Of horrid war, or guides with ease 

The happier time of honest peace. 

Chorus - Firm, united let us be, &c. 

 

 



 
 

 


