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The little .fﬁg? she wallowed Blorw, Wind of Heaven, Hlow.
On theory's brassy sea, . ] )
Her satls limp and full of crimp. Your Living Breatt fill our sail

Sagged neath this evil scrutiny. Lo w;/ j ZZ ‘2 Z i f ; % ZZan ZZ;; ;ﬁ »

That leaden sea of psychology
Had no wave nor current spare.
7t could not bear from earthly port,
70 our farr haven over there.

Blow, Wind of Heaven, blow.

Heaven's haven is our goal

Becalmed, she seemed lo faller Zilot safe to Heavens shore
Deep in that brazen sea There, our peace forever more.

Her freedom seemed so far away,
Then the crew began to pray.

Blow, Wind of Heaven, blow.
Jor we hiave failed lo see
70 stinking creeds, we bowed down
And to dogmas not our owrn.
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