
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!‖  
 
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.‖ 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
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 Richard‖ 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. 

 
Beneath, in the churchyard, lay the dead, 

In their night encampment on the hill, 
Wrapped in silence so deep and still 

That he could hear, like a sentinel's tread, 
The watchful night-wind, as it went 
Creeping along from tent to tent, 

And seeming to whisper, "All is well!" 
A moment only he feels the spell 

Of the place and the hour, and the secret dread 
Of the lonely belfry and the dead; 

For suddenly all his thoughts are bent 
On a shadowy something far away, 

Where the river widens to meet the bay,-- 
A line of black that bends and floats 

On the rising tide like a bridge of boats. 

Meanwhile, impatient to mount and ride, 
Booted and spurred, with a heavy stride 

On the opposite shore walked Paul Revere. 
Now he patted his horse's side, 

Now he gazed at the landscape far and near, 
Then, impetuous, stamped the earth, 

And turned and tightened his saddle girth; 
But mostly he watched with eager search 
The belfry tower of the Old North Church, 

As it rose above the graves on the hill, 
Lonely and spectral and sombre and still. 
And lo! as he looks, on the belfry's height 

A glimmer, and then a gleam of light! 
He springs to the saddle, the bridle he turns, 

But lingers and gazes, till full on his sight 
A second lamp in the belfry burns 



A hurry of hoofs in a village street, 
A shape in the moonlight, a bulk in the dark, 

And beneath, from the pebbles, in passing, a spark 
Struck out by a steed flying fearless and fleet; 

That was all! And yet, through the gloom and the light, 
The fate of a nation was riding that night; 

And the spark struck out by that steed, in his flight, 
Kindled the land into flame with its heat. 

He has left the village and mounted the steep, 
And beneath him, tranquil and broad and deep, 

Is the Mystic, meeting the ocean tides; 
And under the alders that skirt its edge, 

Now soft on the sand, now loud on the ledge, 
Is heard the tramp of his steed as he rides. 

It was twelve by the village clock 
When he crossed the bridge into Medford town. 

He heard the crowing of the cock, 
And the barking of the farmer's dog, 
And felt the damp of the river fog, 
That rises after the sun goes down. 

It was one by the village clock, 
When he galloped into Lexington. 

He saw the gilded weathercock 
Swim in the moonlight as he passed, 

And the meeting-house windows, black and bare, 
Gaze at him with a spectral glare, 

As if they already stood aghast 
At the bloody work they would look upon. 

It was two by the village clock, 
When he came to the bridge in Concord town. 

He heard the bleating of the flock, 
And the twitter of birds among the trees, 
And felt the breath of the morning breeze 

Blowing over the meadow brown. 
And one was safe and asleep in his bed 
Who at the bridge would be first to fall, 

Who that day would be lying dead, 
Pierced by a British musket ball. 

 

 

You know the rest. In the books you have read 
How the British Regulars fired and fled,--- 
How the farmers gave them ball for ball, 

From behind each fence and farmyard wall, 
Chasing the redcoats down the lane, 

Then crossing the fields to emerge again 
Under the trees at the turn of the road, 

And only pausing to fire and load. 

So through the night rode Paul Revere; 
And so through the night went his cry of alarm 

To every Middlesex village and farm,--- 
A cry of defiance, and not of fear, 

A voice in the darkness, a knock at the door, 
And a word that shall echo for evermore! 
For, borne on the night-wind of the Past, 

Through all our history, to the last, 
In the hour of darkness and peril and need, 

The people will waken and listen to hear 
The hurrying hoof-beats of that steed, 

And the midnight message of Paul Revere. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Old Ironsides 

BY OLIVER WENDELL HOLMES SR. 
 

Ay, tear her tattered ensign down! 

Long has it waved on high, 

And many an eye has danced to see 

That banner in the sky; 

Beneath it rung the battle shout, 

And burst the cannon’s roar;— 

The meteor of the ocean air 

Shall sweep the clouds no more! 

 

Her deck, once red with heroes’ blood 

Where knelt the vanquished foe, 

When winds were hurrying o’er the flood 

And waves were white below, 

No more shall feel the victor’s tread, 

Or know the conquered knee;— 

The harpies of the shore shall pluck 

The eagle of the sea! 

 

O, better that her shattered hulk 

Should sink beneath the wave; 

Her thunders shook the mighty deep, 

And there should be her grave; 

Nail to the mast her holy flag, 

Set every thread-bare sail, 

And give her to the god of storms,— 

The lightning and the gale! 

 

 

Concord Hymn 

BY RALPH WALDO EMERSON 
Sung at the Completion of the Battle Monument, 

July 4, 1837 

By the rude bridge that arched the flood, 

Their flag to April’s breeze unfurled, 

Here once the embattled farmers stood 

And fired the shot heard round the world. 

 

The foe long since in silence slept; 

Alike the conqueror silent sleeps; 

And Time the ruined bridge has swept 

Down the dark stream which seaward creeps. 

 

On this green bank, by this soft stream, 

We set today a votive stone; 

That memory may their deed redeem, 

When, like our sires, our sons are gone. 

 

Spirit, that made those heroes dare 

To die, and leave their children free, 

Bid Time and Nature gently spare 

The shaft we raise to them and thee. 
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O Captain! My Captain! 

BY WALT WHITMAN 
 

O Captain! my Captain! our fearful trip is done, 
The ship has weather’d every rack, the prize we sought is won, 
The port is near, the bells I hear, the people all exulting, 
While follow eyes the steady keel, the vessel grim and daring; 
                         But O heart! heart! heart! 
                            O the bleeding drops of red, 
                               Where on the deck my Captain lies, 
                                  Fallen cold and dead. 

 
O Captain! my Captain! rise up and hear the bells; 
Rise up—for you the flag is flung—for you the bugle trills, 
For you bouquets and ribbon’d wreaths—for you the shores a-crowding, 
For you they call, the swaying mass, their eager faces turning; 
                         Here Captain! dear father! 
                            The arm beneath your head! 
                               It is some dream that on the deck, 
                                 You’ve fallen cold and dead. 

 
My Captain does not answer, his lips are pale and still, 
My father does not feel my arm, he has no pulse nor will, 
The ship is anchor’d safe and sound, its voyage closed and done, 
From fearful trip the victor ship comes in with object won; 
                         Exult O shores, and ring O bells! 
                            But I with mournful tread, 
                               Walk the deck my Captain lies, 
                                  Fallen cold and dead. 
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