A composition of words I send, the feeling of my heart 

to children and that Bosom Friend with whom I had to part.

The above as an introduction. Below that which is introduced.

My Bosom Friend, and children too

I wish to write and say to you 

Who on that lovely, happy land 

I had to give the parting hand.

You know not what my feelings were 

Neither can I them all declare. 

To think upon that lovely band, 

Who gave to me the parting hand.

Yet duty calls me to proclaim

The gospel of Messiah’s name 

And this enables me to stand

And give my friends the parting hand.

May God draw near and cheer your hearts 

Whilst we are all so far apart,

But still I think in distant lands of them

To whom I gave the parting hand.

These lines I write that you might see

And whilst you read them think of me

Till again in Nauvoo stand

And give you all the meeting hand.

(Written on the back of a letter to Rebecca.)

Song Ballad of the Great Liberty Tree, by Samuel B. Frost

In a chariot of light from the regions of day

     The Goddess of Liberty came.

Ten thousand celestials directed her way.

     And hither conducted the dame.

A fair budding branch from the Garden of love

     Where millions with millions agree

She brought in her hand as a pledge of her love

     And the branch she named Liberty Tree.

The celestial Exotic stuck it deep in the ground

     Like a native it flourished and bore

The fame of its fruit drew the nations all around

     To search out our peaceable shore.

Unmindful of names or distinctions they came

     For free men like brothers agree.

One spirit endowed, one spirit pursued.

     And their temple was Liberty Tree.

Beneath this fair tree like the Patriarchs of old

     Our bread in contentment we did eat,

Ne’er vexed with the troubles of silver and gold,

     The cares of the grand or the great

With timber and tar we old England supplied

     Supported her power o’er the sea.

Their battles we fought without gaining a cent

     To the honor of Liberty Tree.

Hark! Hark! Hear ye swains, tis a tale most profane

     How all the tyrannical powers Kings, Commons and Lords

United in vain to cut down this garden of ours!

     From the East to the West blow the trumpet to arms

Through the land let the sound of it flee.

     Yea far–yea hear unite with the cheer

In defense of our Liberty Tree.

     Ye American ladies excuse us awhile

From doting your lovely charms

     The fatigues of the war and the soldier in toils

We soon shall forget in your arms.

     Then let us arise, our foe to chastise

Who repines at our living so free,

     The laurels we reap we lay at your feet

And the soil that grew the Liberty Tree.

