
THOUGH OUTWARD TRIALS 

By Eliza R. Snow (1804-1887) 

Tune: WINDHAM, arranged by Kurt Kammeyer 
 

Better known today as “Though Deepening Trials”, this poem first appeared in the Times & Seasons on January 15
th
, 1841 

– the same issue that published the Nauvoo Charter and mentioned the derivation of the word “Nauvoo”: 

 

The name of our city (Nauvoo,) is of Hebrew origin, and signifies a beautiful situation, or place, carrying with it, 

also, the idea of rest; and is truly descriptive of this most delightful situation. 

 

At this time, the Saints were still recovering from their expulsion from Missouri, and the subsequent disease and death 

that stalked them in Commerce throughout the summer of 1840. The pages of the Times & Seasons at this time were filled 

with funeral notices of adults and children who had succumbed to the ravages of their harsh life, and Eliza R. Snow wrote 

dozens of epitaphs which appeared in the Saints’ newspaper.  

 

“Though Outward Trials” epitomizes Sister Eliza’s somber temperament – her view that “The outlook may be grim, but 

God willing, we shall persevere.” 

 

WINDHAM was a very popular shape-note hymn in the 19
th
 Century, and its somber tone perfectly matches Sister Eliza’s 

poem – in fact, perhaps even better than the modern tune we sing it to. As with most shape-note tunes, the melody is in the 

tenor line and should be doubled by the sopranos. 

 

Though outward trials throng your way,  

Press on, press on, ye Saints of God!  

Ere long, the resurrection day  

Will spread its light and truth abroad.  

 

Though outward ills await us here,  

The time at longest, is not long; 

Ere prince Messiah will appear  

Surrounded by a glorious throng  

 

 Lift up your hearts in praise to God- 

Let your rejoicings never cease: 

Though tribulation rage abroad, 

Christ says, "in me ye shall have peace." 

 

What tho' our rights have been assal'd? 

What tho' by foes we've been despoiled?  

Jehovah's promise has not fail'd-  

Jehovah's purpose is not foil'd.  

 

His work is moving on apace,  

And great events are rolling forth-  

The kingdom of the latter days-  

The "little stone," must fill the earth.  

 

Though satan rage, 'tis all in vain,- 

The words the ancient prophets spoke 

Sure, as the throne of God, remain, 

Nor men nor devils can revoke. 

 

All glory to His sacred name, 

Who calls his servants-sends them forth. 

To prove the nations-to proclaim 

Salvation's trumpet, thro' the earth. 



 

 

 
 

 


