A Tribute to Manti City, Utah
Oh Manti dear, to thee I raise

My voice in words of song and praise.

Thou art surpassing dear to me

For here's my home, here dwelt my family.

Thy streets I've traversed o'er and oe'er,

For sixty years it must be, or even more.

Its old inhabitants have gone their way,

New ones have come erst while to stay.

I've seen them both, the old, the new,

As time went on and season flew.

The old have gone, their impress left,
The new, it seems, their places now kept.

The murmuring creek still glides its way along

The City streets in ever gladsome song.
For ages past, its course has ever been,
Thro' canyons steep, and in a different scene.

The Indians claim this land as theirs,

For countless moons to them it thus appears.
The Indian tribes are seen no more,
The pale face numbers o'er them do soar.

But still another song I'll sing,

Manti has other joys to bring.
A hill at North of City bounds,
With joyous memories now resounds.

In ages past, a prophet came,
And placed his blessing on the same.
This sacred hill to dedicate,
A temple site to consecrate.

An now there stands upon this hill,

A temple grand, our hearts to thrill.

A fitting monument of Jehovah's will,
To redeem His children from their ill.


A House of Oracles, it would seem,
Where Priesthood function, and dead redeem.

And sacred rites are there now shown,
Essential, but not to this life alone.

In Eighteen Eighty Eight it seems,
The darkness passed, the light now gleams.
The dead rejoice, the time is near,
When their redemption will appear.

Angels above who sang, by faithful saints were heard,

Cloven tongues were seen on leaders' heads appears,

Three days were spent of joy in scenes like this,

Both dead and living saints rejoiced in endless bliss.

'Tis over forty years, thou sacred fane,

I've labored there, and not in vain.
My kindred dead their blessings have obtained,

And joy to them and me has been sustained.

And year by year, the Saints will come and go,

In years to come, yes thousand more will know.
The blessings we enjoy, they then will share,

With their departed ones, to them so dear.


Thus Manti dear, with gifts like these,

The heart to gladden, and the soul to please.
Thou art a place, I love to think,

Here is my home, with thee I link.

Thy modest birth, will yet with time,

Far greater cities with thy fame outshine.
When they are gone, thy glory yet will shine,
Thy origin is pure, thy temple is Divine.

J. Hatten Carpenter – 90 years old – April 4, 1951
