REVEILLE


By  The Pilgrim Bard


Respectfully inscribed to my friend, Rev. John Finch





INCANTATION





Come fitful muse, wherefore so coy,


  Well nigh I feel as one forsaken:


Oft hast thou thrilled my heart with joy,


  When thou my fagging brain didst waken.





My poor harp will nigh in dususe,


  Its moldering chords near snapped asunder,


Canst thou once more my brain enthuse.


  Come, while I watch and wait and wonder.





The world is plunged in conflict dire,


  While freedom quakes on her foundation.


Weave me a lay that will inspire


  The freeman of this Christian nation.





         * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * *





The die is cast, for weal or woe,


     The dreadful conflict now is raging,


Demons would liberty o’erthrow


Stalking like hell-hounds to and fro,


      Our noble allied ranks engaging.





Our valiant armies in the front,


       Appeal for help and we must heed them:


Well have they borne the battle brunt,


Give them the best without a grunt,


       Shell out the coin to clothe and feed them.





Help to buy bullets, shot and shell.


       And every kind of home made thunder:


To give the Prussians red hot Hell,


Until their vanquished hordes they quell,


        And Boches hike and get from under.





The faithful Red Cross claims your aid,


        Think of your wounded son or brother:


How gentle hands are on him laid.


Neath Burning sun or midnight shade,


        His wounds to bind, his cares to smother.





Twas not for gold those nurses fair,


        Have home and kindred ties forsaken,


Hazard of camp and field to share:


A partiot’s duty leads them there, 


        Like them let all true hearts awaken.





We who have lived in peace and ease,


        Enjoying every right of Freemen:


Presto---all rights of freedom cease,


We give our hoarded wealth to grease


        The blood stained throne of Prussian demon.





Arouse, arouse, ye patriots all,


        The while the cannon boom and thunder,


Give all you can howe’er so small,


Heed, ever heed your country’s call,


        While murderous Huns shall fear and wonder.





Your good old Uncle asks a loan,


          Pig up and lend him all he’s asking:


Each dollar jars the villain’s throne,


Soon may we hear the dying groan,


        The Kaiser in Hell’s embers basking.





Buy Baby Bonds and Thrift Stamps too,


        The smallest streams help make a river,


The time will come when I and you


With peace returned will praises due


         Render to God the all wise giver.





Then loudly sounds the Reveille,


        The dawn of liberty is breaking.


On land and on the deep blue sea,


Unfurl the emblems of the free,


       While hordes of tyranny are quaking.
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