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AMERICA​ ​FOR​ ​ME 

by​ ​Henry​ ​Van​ ​Dyke 

 

'TIS​ ​fine​ ​to​ ​see​ ​the​ ​Old​ ​World,​ ​and​ ​travel​ ​up​ ​and​ ​down  

​ ​​ ​​ ​​ ​Among​ ​the​ ​famous​ ​palaces​ ​and​ ​cities​ ​of​ ​renown,  

​ ​​ ​​ ​​ ​To​ ​admire​ ​the​ ​crumbly​ ​castles​ ​and​ ​the​ ​statues​ ​of​ ​the​ ​kings,—  

​ ​​ ​​ ​​ ​But​ ​now​ ​I​ ​think​ ​I've​ ​had​ ​enough​ ​of​ ​antiquated​ ​things. 

 

So​ ​it's​ ​home​ ​again,​ ​and​ ​home​ ​again,​ ​America​ ​for​ ​me!  

​ ​​ ​​ ​​ ​​ ​​ ​​ ​​ ​​ ​​ ​​ ​My​ ​heart​ ​is​ ​turning​ ​home​ ​again,​ ​and​ ​there​ ​I​ ​long​ ​to​ ​be,  

​ ​​ ​​ ​​ ​​ ​​ ​​ ​​ ​​ ​​ ​​ ​In​ ​the​ ​land​ ​of​ ​youth​ ​and​ ​freedom​ ​beyond​ ​the​ ​ocean​ ​bars,  

​ ​​ ​​ ​​ ​​ ​​ ​​ ​​ ​​ ​​ ​​ ​Where​ ​the​ ​air​ ​is​ ​full​ ​of​ ​sunlight​ ​and​ ​the​ ​flag​ ​is​ ​full​ ​of​ ​stars! 

 

Oh,​ ​London​ ​is​ ​a​ ​man's​ ​town,​ ​there's​ ​power​ ​in​ ​the​ ​air;  

​ ​​ ​​ ​​ ​And​ ​Paris​ ​is​ ​a​ ​woman's​ ​town,​ ​with​ ​flowers​ ​in​ ​her​ ​hair;  

​ ​​ ​​ ​​ ​And​ ​it's​ ​sweet​ ​to​ ​dream​ ​in​ ​Venice,​ ​and​ ​it's​ ​great​ ​to​ ​study​ ​Rome;  

​ ​​ ​​ ​​ ​But​ ​when​ ​it​ ​comes​ ​to​ ​living​ ​there​ ​is​ ​no​ ​place​ ​like​ ​home. 

 

I​ ​like​ ​the​ ​German​ ​fir-woods,​ ​in​ ​green​ ​battalions​ ​drilled;  

​ ​​ ​​ ​​ ​I​ ​like​ ​the​ ​gardens​ ​of​ ​Versailles​ ​with​ ​flashing​ ​fountains​ ​filled;  

​ ​​ ​​ ​​ ​But,​ ​oh,​ ​to​ ​take​ ​your​ ​hand,​ ​my​ ​dear,​ ​and​ ​ramble​ ​for​ ​a​ ​day  

​ ​​ ​​ ​​ ​In​ ​the​ ​friendly​ ​western​ ​woodland​ ​where​ ​Nature​ ​has​ ​her​ ​way! 

 

I​ ​know​ ​that​ ​Europe's​ ​wonderful,​ ​yet​ ​something​ ​seems​ ​to​ ​lack:  

​ ​​ ​​ ​​ ​The​ ​Past​ ​is​ ​too​ ​much​ ​with​ ​her,​ ​and​ ​the​ ​people​ ​looking​ ​back.  

​ ​​ ​​ ​​ ​But​ ​the​ ​glory​ ​of​ ​the​ ​Present​ ​is​ ​to​ ​make​ ​the​ ​Future​ ​free,—  

​ ​​ ​​ ​​ ​We​ ​love​ ​our​ ​land​ ​for​ ​what​ ​she​ ​is​ ​and​ ​what​ ​she​ ​is​ ​to​ ​be. 

 

Oh,​ ​it's​ ​home​ ​again,​ ​and​ ​home​ ​again,​ ​America​ ​for​ ​me!  

​ ​​ ​​ ​​ ​​ ​​ ​​ ​​ ​​ ​​ ​​ ​I​ ​want​ ​a​ ​ship​ ​that's​ ​westward​ ​bound​ ​to​ ​plough​ ​the​ ​rolling​ ​sea,  

​ ​​ ​​ ​​ ​​ ​​ ​​ ​​ ​​ ​​ ​​ ​To​ ​the​ ​blessed​ ​Land​ ​of​ ​Room​ ​Enough​ ​beyond​ ​the​ ​ocean​ ​bars,  

​ ​​ ​​ ​​ ​​ ​​ ​​ ​​ ​​ ​​ ​​ ​Where​ ​the​ ​air​ ​is​ ​full​ ​of​ ​sunlight​ ​and​ ​the​ ​flag​ ​is​ ​full​ ​of​ ​stars 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Sea​ ​Fever 

By​ ​John​ ​Masefield 

 

I​ ​must​ ​go​ ​down​ ​to​ ​the​ ​seas​ ​again,​ ​to​ ​the​ ​lonely​ ​sea​ ​and​ ​the​ ​sky, 

And​ ​all​ ​I​ ​ask​ ​is​ ​a​ ​tall​ ​ship​ ​and​ ​a​ ​star​ ​to​ ​steer​ ​her​ ​by, 

And​ ​the​ ​wheel's​ ​kick​ ​and​ ​the​ ​wind's​ ​song​ ​and​ ​the​ ​white​ ​sail's​ ​shaking, 

And​ ​a​ ​grey​ ​mist​ ​on​ ​the​ ​sea's​ ​face,​ ​and​ ​a​ ​grey​ ​dawn​ ​breaking. 

 

I​ ​must​ ​go​ ​down​ ​to​ ​the​ ​seas​ ​again,​ ​for​ ​the​ ​call​ ​of​ ​the​ ​running​ ​tide 

Is​ ​a​ ​wild​ ​call​ ​and​ ​a​ ​clear​ ​call​ ​that​ ​may​ ​not​ ​be​ ​denied; 

And​ ​all​ ​I​ ​ask​ ​is​ ​a​ ​windy​ ​day​ ​with​ ​the​ ​white​ ​clouds​ ​flying, 

And​ ​the​ ​flung​ ​spray​ ​and​ ​the​ ​blown​ ​spume,​ ​and​ ​the​ ​sea-gulls​ ​crying. 

 

I​ ​must​ ​go​ ​down​ ​to​ ​the​ ​seas​ ​again,​ ​to​ ​the​ ​vagrant​ ​gypsy​ ​life, 

To​ ​the​ ​gull's​ ​way​ ​and​ ​the​ ​whale's​ ​way,​ ​where​ ​the​ ​wind's​ ​like​ ​a​ ​whetted​ ​knife; 

And​ ​all​ ​I​ ​ask​ ​is​ ​a​ ​merry​ ​yarn​ ​from​ ​a​ ​laughing​ ​fellow-rover, 

And​ ​quiet​ ​sleep​ ​and​ ​a​ ​sweet​ ​dream​ ​when​ ​the​ ​long​ ​trick's​ ​over. 

 

 

Christmas​ ​Everywhere 

By​ ​Phillips​ ​Brooks 

 

Everywhere,​ ​everywhere,​ ​Christmas​ ​tonight! 

Christmas​ ​in​ ​lands​ ​of​ ​the​ ​fir-tree​ ​and​ ​pine, 

Christmas​ ​in​ ​lands​ ​of​ ​the​ ​palm-tree​ ​and​ ​vine, 

Christmas​ ​where​ ​snow​ ​peaks​ ​stand​ ​solemn​ ​and​ ​white, 

Christmas​ ​where​ ​cornfields​ ​stand​ ​sunny​ ​and​ ​bright. 

Christmas​ ​where​ ​children​ ​are​ ​hopeful​ ​and​ ​gay, 

Christmas​ ​where​ ​old​ ​men​ ​are​ ​patient​ ​and​ ​gray, 

Christmas​ ​where​ ​peace,​ ​like​ ​a​ ​dove​ ​in​ ​his​ ​flight, 

Broods​ ​o're​ ​brave​ ​men​ ​in​ ​the​ ​thick​ ​of​ ​the​ ​fight; 

Everywhere,​ ​everywhere,​ ​Christmas​ ​tonight! 

For​ ​the​ ​Christ-child​ ​who​ ​comes​ ​is​ ​the​ ​Master​ ​of​ ​all; 

No​ ​palace​ ​too​ ​great,​ ​no​ ​cottage​ ​too​ ​small.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Columbus 

By​ ​Joaquin​ ​Miller 

  

BEHIND​ ​him​ ​lay​ ​the​ ​gray​ ​Azores,  

Behind​ ​the​ ​Gates​ ​of​ ​Hercules; 

Before​ ​him​ ​not​ ​the​ ​ghost​ ​of​ ​shores, 

​ ​​ ​Before​ ​him​ ​only​ ​shoreless​ ​seas.  

The​ ​good​ ​mate​ ​said:​ ​“Now​ ​must​ ​we​ ​pray, 

​ ​​ ​For​ ​lo!​ ​the​ ​very​ ​stars​ ​are​ ​gone. 

Brave​ ​Admiral,​ ​speak,​ ​what​ ​shall​ ​I​ ​say?” 

​ ​​ ​“Why,​ ​say,​ ​‘Sail​ ​on!​ ​sail​ ​on!​ ​and​ ​on!’”  

  

“My​ ​men​ ​grow​ ​mutinous​ ​day​ ​by​ ​day; 

​ ​My​ ​men​ ​grow​ ​ghastly​ ​wan​ ​and​ ​weak.”  

The​ ​stout​ ​mate​ ​thought​ ​of​ ​home;​ ​a​ ​spray 

​ ​​ ​Of​ ​salt​ ​wave​ ​washed​ ​his​ ​swarthy​ ​cheek. 

“What​ ​shall​ ​I​ ​say,​ ​brave​ ​Admiral,​ ​say, 

​ ​​ ​If​ ​we​ ​sight​ ​naught​ ​but​ ​seas​ ​at​ ​dawn?”  

“Why,​ ​you​ ​shall​ ​say​ ​at​ ​break​ ​of​ ​day, 

​ ​​ ​‘Sail​ ​on!​ ​sail​ ​on!​ ​sail​ ​on!​ ​and​ ​on!’” 

  

They​ ​sailed​ ​and​ ​sailed,​ ​as​ ​winds​ ​might​ ​blow,  

​ ​​ ​Until​ ​at​ ​last​ ​the​ ​blanched​ ​mate​ ​said: 

“Why,​ ​now​ ​not​ ​even​ ​God​ ​would​ ​know 

​ ​​ ​Should​ ​I​ ​and​ ​all​ ​my​ ​men​ ​fall​ ​dead. 

These​ ​very​ ​winds​ ​forget​ ​their​ ​way, 

​ ​​ ​For​ ​God​ ​from​ ​these​ ​dread​ ​seas​ ​is​ ​gone. 

Now​ ​speak,​ ​brave​ ​Admiral,​ ​speak​ ​and​ ​say”— 

​ ​​ ​He​ ​said:​ ​“Sail​ ​on!​ ​sail​ ​on!​ ​and​ ​on!” 

  

They​ ​sailed.​ ​They​ ​sailed.​ ​Then​ ​spake​ ​the​ ​mate:  

​ ​​ ​“This​ ​mad​ ​sea​ ​shows​ ​his​ ​teeth​ ​to-night. 

He​ ​curls​ ​his​ ​lip,​ ​he​ ​lies​ ​in​ ​wait, 

​ ​​ ​With​ ​lifted​ ​teeth,​ ​as​ ​if​ ​to​ ​bite!  

Brave​ ​Admiral,​ ​say​ ​but​ ​one​ ​good​ ​word:  

​ ​​ ​What​ ​shall​ ​we​ ​do​ ​when​ ​hope​ ​is​ ​gone?”  

The​ ​words​ ​leapt​ ​like​ ​a​ ​leaping​ ​sword: 

​ ​​ ​“Sail​ ​on!​ ​sail​ ​on!​ ​sail​ ​on!​ ​and​ ​on!” 

  

 

 

 

 

 

Then,​ ​pale​ ​and​ ​worn,​ ​he​ ​kept​ ​his​ ​deck, 

​ ​​ ​And​ ​peered​ ​through​ ​darkness.​ ​Ah,​ ​that​ ​night 

Of​ ​all​ ​dark​ ​nights!​ ​And​ ​then​ ​a​ ​speck— 

​ ​​ ​A​ ​light!​ ​A​ ​light!​ ​A​ ​light!​ ​A​ ​light! 

It​ ​grew,​ ​a​ ​starlit​ ​flag​ ​unfurled! 

​ ​​ ​It​ ​grew​ ​to​ ​be​ ​Time’s​ ​burst​ ​of​ ​dawn. 

He​ ​gained​ ​a​ ​world;​ ​he​ ​gave​ ​that​ ​world  

​ ​​ ​Its​ ​grandest​ ​lesson:​ ​“On!​ ​sail​ ​on!”  

  

 

 

Spring 

By​ ​Alfred​ ​Lord​ ​Tennyson 

 

Dip​ ​down​ ​upon​ ​the​ ​northern​ ​shore, 

​ ​​ ​​ ​​ ​​ ​​ ​O​ ​sweet​ ​new-year​ ​delaying​ ​long; 

Thou​ ​doest​ ​expectant​ ​nature​ ​wrong;  

Delaying​ ​long,​ ​delay​ ​no​ ​more. 

  

What​ ​stays​ ​thee​ ​from​ ​the​ ​clouded​ ​noons, 

​ ​​ ​​ ​​ ​​ ​​ ​Thy​ ​sweetness​ ​from​ ​its​ ​proper​ ​place? 

​ ​​ ​​ ​​ ​​ ​​ ​Can​ ​trouble​ ​live​ ​with​ ​April​ ​days,  

Or​ ​sadness​ ​in​ ​the​ ​summer​ ​moons? 

  

Bring​ ​orchis,​ ​bring​ ​the​ ​foxglove​ ​spire, 

​ ​​ ​​ ​​ ​​ ​​ ​The​ ​little​ ​speedwell's​ ​darling​ ​blue, 

​ ​​ ​​ ​​ ​​ ​​ ​Deep​ ​tulips​ ​dash'd​ ​with​ ​fiery​ ​dew,  

Laburnums,​ ​dropping-wells​ ​of​ ​fire. 

  

O​ ​thou,​ ​new-year,​ ​delaying​ ​long, 

​ ​​ ​​ ​​ ​​ ​​ ​Delayest​ ​the​ ​sorrow​ ​in​ ​my​ ​blood, 

​ ​​ ​​ ​​ ​​ ​​ ​That​ ​longs​ ​to​ ​burst​ ​a​ ​frozen​ ​bud  

And​ ​flood​ ​a​ ​fresher​ ​throat​ ​with​ ​song. 

 


