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America of Thee 1 Sing
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This America - yours and the world's; America of the great past and
the future.

Becaause,
. There was a man in America who said:
-We hold these truths to be self evident,
That all men are created equal,
That they are endowed by tnelr creator with certaln,unalineable rights,
That amog these are Life, Liberty and the Pursuit of hapnineSs,
That 'to se€cure these rights governments are instituted aming men,
That they-derive their Jjust power from the consent of the governed.....

Because under the arm that held high the torch of liberty,
These words were etched on the pages of history: .
Give me your tired, your poor,

Your huddled masses yearning to breathe free,

The weetched refuse of your tee hing shore,

I 1ift my l&mp beside the door. _

Begause there was a man who said, (
A country cannot live half free and half slave.

America of all generauions, and for all generations,
Of thee I sing.

Of thee, and the Father of his Country.
Of thee, and the other giants that made America. Of them I 81ng.

Of those who are still to come. Of them I sing.
And of those in whose name God blessed America.

America of the giants; and the strong, youthful &nd brilliant Ame-
rica spawned apd nourished by those giants.

America the beautiful. The America of the~;ast forests and the vas-
_ter cornfields; of the great lakes and ¥ shining seas, of the broad
rapid rivers; the.deep canyons; and the great mountains, shrouded and loo-
king down through the mists from their lofty peaks. The fertile wvalleys,
with the slant of the glimming dimming light; the mist rising in the on-
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coming dusk like a grey vapor from the steaming earth, to lose itself”

in the upper and broader and lighter atmosphere; the mysterious foresf
glades, temples of the angels, holy with prayer. The shimmering.surf of
the summer, with the shimmering spray blown to the breezes, with the shim-
mering legs and wet torso in the billowing sea. Strong, straight legs cut
a straight line iggthe blue turbulence, propelling a compact taut truﬁk;
Beautifully tapered legs, straight as rods, and the rounded well propor-
tioned arms; the tightly dravn glistening Smootpness over the young firm
mounds. Such emanation of health and vigor from them! The Americé of sun-
shine and pilgrims. The new land, the old land, the young land!

And the Lord saw that it was good and He blessed America. And the
seeds of plenty filled the furrows at harvest time, and the fields blos-
soméd and covered the earth with their thick fragrance, and the meadows
on the slopes were a vivid green of thick carpeting, and on the hills and
in the orchards the trees bore their burdens, their heads bowed with the
heaviness of them. In the late summer 'and early fall the sunrays reached
qown~to them and kissed them crimson, gold and coppery. And the moo@‘qdded
melaﬁcholy sweetness and left then to their own dreams and .cares and the
nurturing of their precious fruit, and the vastness of the solemn moon-
1it night. ;

And the gold of the cornfield waved to the sun, and the sun smiled
back and bathed its face in the_great basin of shining yellow stuff,

And the tractor, the winnower, bze-winrewer) the ingatherer and the
scythe are heard over the land, for it is harvest time. '
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The America of the preelection torch-parade, the harangue, the érank,
the mob, the soap-box oratof; the 8alvation Sali&, the merry tinkle bf‘the
tambourine, the jingle and clink of the coin; the America of Squsa's
march; tne maligner, the liar, the aemagogue, the zealot,the hypocriie,
the gangster; the Xu-Klixer, the vigilante, the witch-hunter, the false-

prophet! The imerica of the common sense, the good horse-sensej; ané ewven-

-k p we
ey _ —— i




e

—-264—

LoNLENIE.,

tmerica of the young heart, the great heart. The young strong heart
that must have a lover, a hero to worship! America of the quick change of
heart, the quick change of lovers, because it's so young and healthy.
The America that will always love the Father ~of -His<Country, the Ameri-

ca that patterned itself after the Father of His Country.

America of the great Hegiral The flight frém the smeltiné coppery
summer heat of the city, where the sun scorches, simmers,scintillates
and shimmers in the coppery walls and sidewalks of the city. The flight
from the stifling nights, smoke, smog and stench, t6 the fresh covl-green
of the countryside, to the long twilight and morning. shadows; to the
splashing spray and surf. ' ‘

A world on wheels to the tune of the endless: whining, winding
ribbons of asphalt and cement. '

America attuned to the motor chug-chug, the dil drip-drip, and the
gasoline stench. The hot-driver, the mad-driver, and the road-hog. Ameri—
ca of the hot sweat, and the dry stinging dust of the noonday sun;'of the
bleak, bald, parched hillside; of the faégued; faded, dust}»gray-and-yel_
low midsummer afternoon: the hot-dcg stand, the pop; the tent-monger, the
side-show monger, the bellowers in éhacks, cabins, huts and all manner
of makeshift sheltérs — shouting their wares and wonders; the elephant on-
the hoof in the small tewn, decked out and bespangled and tinseled in its
best finery, the mahout at its head twirling his short hooked’ stick; the
Jingling Jjangle of the varied and multitoned bells, and the welter and
confusion of pipings and trumpetings, the steaming sound of the calliope,
throaty and flat and scalding; the sweat and beat of the mob. The long,
lonely echoing and stifled locomotive whistle ;n the lonely night, sli- -
cing your dream between the night and the oncoming dawn. The fog horn of

the nisht steamer on its lonely way on the dark waters; the tremolo of
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the autcononile horn of tkhe restive driver. The clink-clanking of*metaI 6h'_
met.l of coe grect vay industries, wnose monster bigness, and V§ose non-
ster voice are over the land. The flare and flaming silhouette 1n'the
night of smelting steel. The hiss of steéi hardeniné. Thé hisé égdlsound
of steam; the hiss of millions of Jets of foundries and makerSNaédzbuil—

ders. The sound of hammer &nd anvil. The sound of the builder of Amerieal

A great America, growing by leaps and bounds.

Between seasons and all seascns, it grows. Swarms!

A great America, with its saints and sinners - A great Americal

The bgby swarm in the carriage swarm in the cell swarm in the apart-
ment hoyse swarm! They marry and multiply at a fabulous rate (huménzirait),
and they build those cells at a fabulous rate. In their swarms th%»babies
are everywhere, érawling under you and around you, stinking of SQE; pewk'w_
and diaﬁer mould and diaper urea, mawkish diarrhoeal stool. | % ‘

They issue from the cells, from the issue in those cells, bdgn in <
those selfsame cells, or anylother cells and chambers — to their v%rlous ¥

¥ =
designations, assignations, destinations, to issue more issue so fhere'll
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be more to occupy the cells, so there'll be more wenching and more -leche—

Ty, more soldiers of war and fortune, more rapers and killers %§§E§§S§é

5 more t0 hang around in taverns, to retch
and vomit their guts, and puddle in the public eye.

" The concubines - they are all smugged up,.p%%umed, rouged - in
skidrow. The eyes are glossyand glazed. How did you spen& the night, you,
you, and you? - . '

No telling, they- all look the same.
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