


Illustrious American

America, guardian of world-democracy!
Rampart of human liberty!

All eyes are now on thee:

from rich plateau and sandy plain,

from every cove and inland sea;
Defender of the down-trod serfs,

battling to make all slavery end,-
protector of the Refugee

and Mender of the broken hopes of men.

Thy rugged shores beckon from other lands
the freedom-lovers of the world,

to find here on these golden sands

a haven ‘neath the flag-of-unity unfurled.
Aflame within thy breast

pulsate the raw desires and protests

of the Nordic, Russ and Magyar;

and well does thy memory retain

the songs and the loves

of the Scot, the Swede and Tartar.

1y ancestral vein runs back
to the dwellers along the Danube and the Seine,
and the children along the Thames
and the Volga revere thy name.
In thee culminate the dreams
of the races of the earth;
and all men are thy brothers,-
for thou are the great Cosmopolitan,
the composite World-Citizen,
emissary to the world’s friendless ones-
illustrious American!

Dauntless rebel for social-justice,

equality and fraternity,

struggling for a higher humaner civilization

where some day, men practicing Christian brotherhood,
will discard war and greed

and let the land and its fruits,

like the sea and the sun,

become the common heritage of man!




Release

How often,

O how often,

have | burst

through the bars

of my cage,

in pursuit of the hawk
and the lark

to their secluded
mountain hiding;

and then,

amid the mysterious beauty
of Nature,

went sailing light-heartedly
away with them

across sequestered waters,
where | too

dipt my wings

into the tranquil blue

of the crystal lake!

To live in this world

is a joy

to each one of us,

though we may be
unwilling to admit it;

for no matter

what surface-disturbances

are ours,-
yet deep beneath

everyone is saying:
"Afterall, isn’t living sweet!”’

Evening Peace

Soft murm’rings of the ev’'ning breeze
blending with distant echoes

of the Whip-er-Will’s call;

a gentle soughing in the sleeping trees,
and sounds of leaves that fall.
Memories of childhood,

and a sweet-heart or two;

life and light,

with joy that overflows.

Moonlight glistening on the ev’'ning dew;
and calm inner-peace

from the Unseen-One who knows.
Children’s laughter in the distant heard,
and love-thoughts wild

that only in the heart are stirred!

Darkness falling on the wings of Night,
and stealthily falling

on the brooding Stillness;

with deep’ning shadows

chasing other shadows

in nymph-like flight.

A last look at a purple-furrowed sky,
narrowed toward the West

where fleece-like clouds pass

and mourn and cry

for a day that’s gone to rest.

Then countless hours in dream-thought spent,
in soliloquy and happy contemplation

on glory and accomplishment;

on friendship, honor, strength

and a lovable home!

Thus lingering long in meditation,
until at length

all the dear and gilded fancies

of the morn are flown,

while but one fond hope survives,- ..
and only the Infinite and |

are left alone!




My Gift

America!

| give the best 8
that | possess,

dear Motherland

to you,

my gracious Alma Mater
glad smiles, mistakes,
considerateness,

with hope and zest

and all it takes

for soul-full

happiness.

My strength and thoughts,
my precious hours
all for you
unstintedly,

nor count the price!
Yea more,

my love and life

| offer too,-

a holy sacrifice,

as my cheerful gift
to You.

LA A

Great Possessions

REAT possessions are not essential to happiness;

but a glad heart and a clear conscience are.
knwl With these, as our prized possession, we may
A richly enjoy whatever small or large measure of
wealth has come our way.

Our source of income may be meager, yet if we spend just a |
little less than we earn and keep a hopeful outlook, we will
find we are still ahead of the Game.

However, whether rich or poor, proletariat or aristocrat,
vagabond or gentlemen, we must concede that social-security
and equal opportunity for wealth acquisition must ever be
the sacred right of every individual.

In the last analysis though, they are richest and most content,
who having found their peace-of-mind, their equanimity and
place in the complex scheme of things, have nurtured and
acquired a material, mental, and moral equilibrium.
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We Fight! What For?

We fight for our way-of-life and life itself.
We fight that we may live

as sane and social beings.

We fight for homes and opportunities to give
our children glad and welcome birth.

We fight to slay the Dragon

that has his ugly claws

in everyone who breathes

in every corner of the earth.

We, human liberators everywhere-

on battlefield dieing and on the desert burning,
on Russian hills and Libyian sands,

on every continent and island of the Seas,

in industry sweating and by home-fires yearning:
we fight for more enjoyment

of earthly wealth our labor produces

and for @ bit of soil to call our own.

We fight for the democratic State

where we may live unmolested

by tyrants with a bloody sword,

by brazen Autocrats of stolen gold and power,
and smirking slick Magicians

who keep us poor and durmb.

We fight for the union of humanity:

yet to each their own form of government.

for collective security among Nations we fight
and for a World Federation

where every State is assured access to materials

it needs for economic prosperity;

and for such o world where all the slaves walk free.

We fight to speed the day the architects

may again re-build the devastated Lands,

and men's sublirmest dreams may be carried out,
and Industry hum;

that Christ-like trust and fellowship return

to every sea and shore,

that common-sense and sanity will come,

and Monsters rule the world no more.
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Common Clay

Could we but peep within

the hearts and thoughts of others,
we'd notice something there akin

to make us all as brothers.

Could we but lend
a helping hand
a little quicker, kinder,-

a vision clear we would command

as a reminder

that human feet

are common clay
which sometimes slip
and often stumble;

and then reflecting this,
we'd surely be

more helpful, and
more humble.

* % *

Carefree

Long | tarry on sunny hills
to drink the blue of the sky;
long 1 list to music

of playful rills

and say: ““Who is so rich
as I?

Patiently | grow and flower
in spacious garden lands,
the while nurtured

by a raindrop

from a summer-shower

and fanned by fairy hands.

By the south-wind
rockt and tosst,

and softly kisst

by the morning mist,
and by the bee

that comes to sip

the nectar from my lip.
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Wanderlust

| hear the call

of the wide open spaces,-

I’'m fretful for the Road;

| dream of the green Oasis

where travelers make their abode.

| yearn for the freedom of earth and sky
and the great broad world as my home,
for within my breast is Wanderlust
which nothing eise will satisfy

except to loaf at ease and roam.

It is a call that clamors to be heard

in a soul-appealing way;

like the plaint of a captive bird, intensified;
or the chirping song of a swallow

in a chiding rondelay,

from which one dares not turn aside

but must obediently follow.

I cannot say

If it's something in the balmy air
or the gypsy in my blood,

that whirls my thoughts in a daze;
but truly there is an urge

my rebellious spirit fills,-

some touch of the buccaneer,

a vagabonding mood,

or the lure to reach the haze

on far-off hills!

| hear the self-same bechoning

each new and glorious Spring;

engulfing my soul in restlessness, deliciously,-
and setting my feet ajourneying

for distant street and tranquil dale,

that gladden my heart

in devious ways, so many days

through foot-paths

along the Friendly Trail.




The Dignity of Labor

Attention there! You idlers everywhere!
Stand aside, make-way;

for this is the day of earnest toilers

of brain and braun

and of the bold defenders of our Land.

Men in battle cannot fight without bullets!
Men in battle and men in industry

cannot carry-on without a full stomach.

So stand aside, you dawdlers everywhere,
make-way for busy determined men,-

since we have a war and peace to win.

To work, al present and anytime,

is highly dignified and commendable.
Only effeminate snobs and useless drones
think it un-refined

to be classed among the workers.

Rather, it is un-manly and un-patriotic
not to work.

All work which is essential is honorable.
All work well-done is art-and dignified;
Whether plowing, printing, or portrait-painting.

Is not all wealth produced by labor?
by labor applied to natural resources?

There is nothing accomplished without effort.

At present, to work and work hard is heroic,
For it takes lots of work to conduct a war.

Whatever humans have achieved in this world,
and what they still hope to achieve,

in science, art, business, morals and home-building,

is all the result of hard persevering WORK.
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What Is Mortal Life?

What is man’s odd caravan

of turbulent years,

but a swiftly moving stream
rushing onward toward an Ocean!

What is man’s brief span,

but joys and fears

enmeshed in a troubled Dream
of strange incidents and rmotion!

What is man’s life

but a colorful tale

that’s quickly told!

What is his life,

but a mirage pale,

that fades e’en while we behold!

What is his life,

but dust and vapour,

mixed with spirit and air.
What is it but a dying taper,
sparkling aglow,

only to dissappear!

What is mortal life?

but a flower that grows;-

and grows and grows,

and then is touched by the frost
and shivers.

What is it!

but a full-blown rose

that’s scorched by the noon-day sun,
and calmly withers!

That, my friend, is earthly life;

a flash, a thought,

a breeze, a span!

That my brother, is human strife;
the swift little journey

of mortal man! :




Hope

We have traveled

the Road of Night,

dream-dimmed

and beset with snares,-

where hideous seductive voices

in the throbbing Dark

enticed, and threatened to destroy;
but, Morning came,

and with it

Licht and Hope!

My Cry and My Song

My Cry and my Song

1Is a paean of astonished amazement
ot the wealth of human gratification
awaiting man’s awakening;

a chant of joyful participation

in daily events,

making living a precious adventure.

My Cry is a song of triumph
for men and women,-

jubilant, rejoicant;

because of virt'ry in this

our homelike world;

because of so much to live-for,
with no need to wait

for another re-incarnation

to know the pleasures of heaven
or the pains of hell,-

since sufficiency is on the threshold,-

is here, at hand, prepared for every human heart.
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The Drones

Lounging languorously in limousines,-
affluent, over-dresst avordupoise;
modern Cleopatras, acting, talking,
yet after all, only noise!

Heartless, brainless, and bereft.
the higher aims of man;
wasting, trifling,-

gaudy, pompous, impudent;
every movement but a sham.

Idling through their languid days,
incompetent, indifferent, profligate;
stagy, vain, pretentious in all their ways,
wastrel, wanton, degenerate;

And relieved

of wholesome pleasure,
labor, strife;
voracious, thoughtless,-
anxious to deceive,-
dissipating out

a useless life!

Equality

To be equal with cne and all,-
not only our duty,-

but a necessity;

as well as to each

the same opportunity

and rights of possession,

that justice may be done.




Light-heartedness

Cheerfully swings the heart along,
attuned and lightheartedly;

for even though the flesh

and the mind

suffer

with the grievings

of humankind,

and strive

religiously

to make amends;

still,

there need be no weariness

in altruistic trends

while there is faith

and sincere brotherhood;

nor can the memory find a pain
that has not helped us onward
toward the Good!

Compensative Worth

The love we may give and take,-

the beauty appealing to us everywhere,

the freedom of thought and fancy,- the delight

of un-restraint,- the fragrance and charm of friends,

the balm and warmth of human sympathy,- the revered
memory of noble lives,- the grandeur of illustrious minds;-
these are things that compensate in full for our every lack

of good or excess of ill we may have charged against life,-
which offset by their luster, all that is cheerless, ugly, mean
and vicious! ‘

Exultation

Here in the U.S.A.

at ev'ry dawn of another day,

at ev’ry view of sunset’s purple splendor,

at ev'ry glimpse of verdant pasture lands

and stretching mountain ranges;

upon ev'ry look at midnight’s starry vastness,
at ev'ry thrill with the love of true comradship,
at each thought of the marvelous possibilities
and powers of the human mind-,

we pause in exultation!

When we contemplate in all its fullness
the perfect Mechanism of the Universe
the sovereignity of the individual,

the protection of a powerful Nation,

and Natures bountiful provision for us all,
we can only stand in awe

and cry aloud in exhuberant praise!

We must revel in joy of our anticipation

of achievements, temporal and immortal,

made possible by the unity of purpose and action
of our one-hundred-and-thirty-million people!

When we ponder

the manifold benefits of privileged existence

of breathing the freedom-air

in a strong united Democracy,-

physical, educational, spiritual benefits,-

of health, wealth, friendship, knowledge,

and the many human contacts,

all large, generous, boundless and un-restrained,
we can only acclaim:

"How glorious this delight of being!
How grand to live, to love, to know!"’
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