
George Washington  
Rosemary and Stephen Vincent Benet  
 
Sing hey! for bold George Washington,  
That jolly British tar,  
King George’s famous admiral  
From Hull to Zanzibar!  
No – wait a minute – something’s wrong –  
George wished to sail the foam.  
But, when his mother thought, aghast,  
Of Georgie shinning up a mast,  
Her tears and protests flowed so fast  
That George remained at home. 
  
Sing ho! for grave Washington,  
The staid Virginia squire,  
Who farms his fields and hunts his hounds  
And aims at nothing higher!  
Stop, stop, it’s going wrong again!  
George liked to live on farms,  
But, when the Colonies agreed  
They could and should and would be freed,  
They called on George to do the deed  
And George cried ―Shoulder arms!ǁ  
 
Sing ha! for Emperor Washington,  
That hero of renown,  
Who freed his land from Britain’s rule  
To win a golden crown!  
No, no, that’s what George might have won  
But didn’t, for he said,  
―There’s not much point about a king,  
They’re pretty but they’re apt to sting  
And, as for crowns – the heavy thing  
Would only hurt my head.ǁ 
 
Sing ho! for our George Washington!  
(At last I’ve got it straight.)  
The first in war, the first in peace,  
The goodly and the great.  
But, when you think about him now,  
From here to Valley Forge,  
Remember this – he might have been  
A highly different specimen,  
And, where on earth would we be, then?  
I’m glad that George was George. 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
Benjamin Franklin  
Rosemary and Stephen Vincent Benet  
 
Ben Franklin munched a loaf of bread while walking down the street  
And all the Philadelphia girls tee-heed to see him eat,  
A country boy come up to town with eyes as big as saucers  
At the ladies in their furbelows, the gempmun on their horses.  
 
Ben Franklin wrote an almanac, a smile upon his lip,  
It told you when to plant your corn and how to cure the pip,  
But he salted it and seasoned it with proverbs sly and sage,  
And people read ―Poor Richardǁ till Poor Richard was the rage.  
 
Ben Franklin made a pretty kite and flew it in the air  
To call upon a thunderstorm that happened to be there,  
– And all our humming dynamos and our electric light  
Go back to what Ben Franklin found, the day he flew his kite.  
 
Ben Franklin was the sort of man that people like to see,  
For he was very clever but as human as could be.  
He had an eye for pretty girls, a palate for good wine,  
And all the court of France were glad to ask him in to dine.  
 
But it didn’t make him stuffy and he wasn’t spoiled by fame  
But stayed Ben Franklin to the end, as Yankee as his name.  
―He wrenched their might from tyrants and its lightning from the sky. 
And oh, when he saw pretty girls, he had a taking eye! 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
Paul Revere’s Ride 
Henry Wadsworth Longfellow 
 
Listen my children and you shall hear 
Of the midnight ride of Paul Revere, 
On the eighteenth of April, in Seventy-five; 
Hardly a man is now alive 
Who remembers that famous day and year. 
 
He said to his friend, "If the British march 
By land or sea from the town to-night, 
Hang a lantern aloft in the belfry arch 
Of the North Church tower as a signal light,-- 
One if by land, and two if by sea; 
And I on the opposite shore will be, 
Ready to ride and spread the alarm 
Through every Middlesex village and farm, 
For the country folk to be up and to arm." 
 
Then he said "Good-night!" and with muffled oar 
Silently rowed to the Charlestown shore, 
Just as the moon rose over the bay, 
Where swinging wide at her moorings lay 
The Somerset, British man-of-war; 
A phantom ship, with each mast and spar 
Across the moon like a prison bar, 
And a huge black hulk, that was magnified 
By its own reflection in the tide. 
 
Meanwhile, his friend through alley and street 
Wanders and watches, with eager ears, 
Till in the silence around him he hears 
The muster of men at the barrack door, 
The sound of arms, and the tramp of feet, 
And the measured tread of the grenadiers, 
Marching down to their boats on the shore. 
 
Then he climbed the tower of the Old North Church, 
By the wooden stairs, with stealthy tread, 
To the belfry chamber overhead, 
And startled the pigeons from their perch 
On the sombre rafters, that round him made 
Masses and moving shapes of shade,-- 
By the trembling ladder, steep and tall, 
To the highest window in the wall, 
Where he paused to listen and look down 
A moment on the roofs of the town 
And the moonlight flowing over all. 

 


