Patriotic Songs and Writings

National Motto  

"In God We Trust” 
Pledge of Allegiance 



[image: image1.png]



“I pledge allegiance to the Flag of the United States of America 
and to the Republic for which it stands, one nation under God, 
indivisible, with liberty and justice for all.”

Pledge to the Christian Flag
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“I pledge allegiance To the Christian Flag and to the Savior, 

for whose Kingdom it stands.  One Savior, crucified, risen and 

coming again, with life and liberty for all who believe.” 

Preamble to the Constitution of the United States

“We the people of the United States, in order to 

form a more perfect union, 

establish justice, 

insure domestic tranquility, 

provide for the common defense, 

promote the general welfare, and 

secure the blessings of liberty to ourselves and our posterity, 

do ordain and establish this Constitution for the United States of America.” 

God of Our Fathers – U.S. National Hymn

By George W. Warren, 1888 

God of our fathers, Whose almighty hand
Leads forth in beauty all the starry band
Of shining worlds in splendor through the skies
Our grateful songs before Thy throne arise.

Thy love divine hath led us in the past,
In this free land by Thee our lot is cast,
Be Thou our Ruler, Guardian, Guide and Stay,
Thy Word our law, Thy paths our chosen way.

From war’s alarms, from deadly pestilence,
Be Thy strong arm our ever sure defense;
Thy true religion in our hearts increase,
Thy bounteous goodness nourish us in peace.

Refresh Thy people on their toilsome way,
Lead us from night to never ending day;
Fill all our lives with love and grace divine,
And glory, laud, and praise be ever Thine.

Star Spangled Banner – U.S. National Anthem

By Francis Scott Key

"In Defense of Fort McHenry", September 20, 1814. 

Congress proclaimed it the U.S. National Anthem in 1931.

Oh, say, can you see, by the dawn's early light,
What so proudly we hailed at the twilight's last gleaming?
Whose broad stripes and bright stars, thro' the perilous fight,
O'er the ramparts we watched, were so gallantly streaming?
And the rockets' red glare, the bombs bursting in air,
Gave proof thro' the night that our flag was still there.
O say, does that star-spangled banner yet wave
O'er the land of the free and the home of the brave?

On the shore dimly seen thro' the mists of the deep,
Where the foe's haughty host in dread silence reposes,
What is that which the breeze, o'er the towering steep,
As it fitfully blows, half conceals, half discloses?
Now it catches the gleam of the morning's first beam,
In full glory reflected, now shines on the stream:
`T is the star-spangled banner:
O, long may it wave
O'er the land of the free and the home of the brave!

And where is that band who so vauntingly swore
That the havoc of war and the battle's confusion 

A home and a country should leave us no more?
Their blood has wash'd out their foul footsteps' pollution.
No refuge could save the hireling and slave
From the terror of flight or the gloom of the grave.
And the star-spangled banner in triumph doth wave
O'er the land of the free and the home of the brave.

O thus be it e’er, when freemen shall stand,
Between their lov'd homes and the war's desolation;
Blest with vict'ry and peace, may the heav'n-rescued land
Praise the Pow'r that hath made and preserv'd us as a nation!
Then conquer we must, when our cause is just,
And this be our motto: "In God is our trust"
And the star-spangled banner in triumph shall wave
O'er the land of the free and the home of the brave!

America The Beautiful

By Katherine L. Bates 

Oh beautiful for spacious skies, for amber waves of grain, 

For purple mountain majesties, above the fruited plain! 

America!  America!  God shed his grace on thee, 

And crown thy good with brotherhood, from sea to shining sea!  

O beautiful for pilgrim feet, whose stern impassioned stress

A thoroughfare for freedom beat across the wilderness!  

America!  America!  God mend thine ev’ry flaw, 

Confirm thy soul in self-control, thy liberty in law!  

O beautiful for heroes proved in liberating strife,

Who more than self their country loved, and mercy more than life! 

America!  America!  May God thy gold refine 

Till all success be nobleness and ev’ry gain divine!   

O beautiful for patriot dream that sees beyond the years

Thine alabaster cities gleam undimmed by human tears!  

America!  America!  God shed his grace on thee, 

And crown thy good with brotherhood, from sea to shining sea!  

America (My Country ‘Tis of Thee) 

By Samuel Francis Smith 

My country, 'tis of Thee, 
Sweet Land of Liberty
Of thee I sing;
Land where my fathers died,
Land of the pilgrims' pride,
From every mountain side
Let Freedom ring.

My native country, thee,
Land of the noble free,
Thy name I love;
I love thy rocks and rills,
Thy woods and templed hills,
My heart with rapture thrills
Like that above.

Let music swell the breeze,
And ring from all the trees
Sweet Freedom's song;
Let mortal tongues awake;
Let all that breathe partake;
Let rocks their silence break,
The sound prolong. 

Our fathers' God to Thee,
Author of Liberty,
To thee we sing,
Long may our land be bright
With Freedom's holy light,
Protect us by thy might
Great God, our King. 

Battle Hymn of the Republic
Julia Ward Howe (1862)

Mine eyes have seen the glory of the coming of the Lord

He is trampling out the vintage where the grapes of wrath are stored,

He has loosed the fateful lightening of His terrible swift sword 

His truth is marching on.

Glory! Glory! Hallelujah! 

Glory! Glory! Hallelujah! 

Glory! Glory! Hallelujah! 

His truth is marching on. 

I have seen Him in the watch-fires of a hundred circling camps 

They have builded Him an altar in the evening dews and damps 

I can read His righteous sentence by the dim and flaring lamps 

His day is marching on. 

Glory! Glory! Hallelujah! 

Glory! Glory! Hallelujah! 

Glory! Glory! Hallelujah! 

His truth is marching on. 

He has sounded form the trumpet that shall never call retreat 

He is sifting out the hearts of men before His judgment seat 

Oh, be swift, my soul, to answer Him! Be jubilant, my feet! 

Our God is marching on.

Glory! Glory! Hallelujah! 

Glory! Glory! Hallelujah! 

Glory! Glory! Hallelujah! 

His truth is marching on. 

In the beauty of the lilies Christ was born across the sea, 

With a glory in His bosom that transfigures you and me: 

As He died to make men holy, let us live to make men free, 

While God is marching on.

Glory! Glory! Hallelujah! 

Glory! Glory! Hallelujah! 

Glory! Glory! Hallelujah! 

His truth is marching on. 

God Bless America

By Irving Berlin

While the storm clouds gather far across the sea, 
Let us swear allegiance to a land that's free,
Let us all be grateful for a land so fair,
As we raise our voices in a solemn prayer… 

God Bless America 
Land that I love 
Stand beside her, and guide her
Through the night with a light from above.
From the mountains, to the prairies,
To the oceans white with foam
God bless America
My home sweet home. 

U.S. Air Force Anthem
(Off We Go Into the Wild Blue Yonder)
Off we go into the wild blue yonder 

Climbing high into the sun; 

Here they come zooming to meet our thunder, 

At'em boys, giv'er the gun! 

Down we dive spouting our flames from under, 

Off with one hell-uv-a roar! 

We live in fame or go down in flame, 

Nothing'll stop the US Air Force! 

Minds of men fashioned a crate of thunder 

Sent it high into the blue 

Hands of men blasted the world asunder, 

How they live God only knew! 

Souls of men dreaming of skies to conquer 

Gave us wings ever to soar, 

With scouts before and bombers galore, 

Nothing can stop the US Air Force! 

Here's a toast to the host of those 

Who love the vastness of the sky, 

To a friend we send the message

Of his brother men who fly. 

We drink to those who gave their all of old, 

Then down we roar 

to score the rainbow's pot of gold. 

A toast to the host of men we boast the US Air Force. 

Off we go into the wild sky yonder, 

Keep the wings level and true! 

If you'd live to be a gray haired wonder, 

Keep your nose out of the blue! 

Flying men guarding our nation's boarders, 

We'll be there followed by more, 

In echelon we carry on! 

Nothing'll stop the US Air Force! 

U.S. Army Anthem 

(The Caissons Go Rolling Along…)

Over hill, over dale

As we hit the dusty trail,

And the Caissons go rolling along.

In and out, hear them shout,

Counter march and right about,

And the Caissons go rolling along.

Then it's hi! hi! hee!

In the field artillery,

Shout out your numbers loud and strong,

For where e'er you go,

You will always know

That the Caissons go rolling along. 

In the storm, in the night,

Action left or action right

See those Caissons go rolling along

Limber front, limber rear,

Prepare to mount your cannoneer

And those Caissons go rolling along.

Then it's hi! hi! hee!

In the field artillery,

Shout out your numbers loud and strong,

For where e'er you go,

You will always know

That the Caissons go rolling along. 

Was it high, was it low,

Where the hell did that one go?

As those Caissons go rolling along

Was it left, was it right,

Now we won't get home tonight

And those Caissons go rolling along.

Then it's hi! hi! hee!

In the field artillery,

Shout out your numbers loud and strong,

For where e'er you go,

You will always know

That the Caissons go rolling along.

That the Caissons go rolling along.

That the Caissons go rolling along. 

U.S. Marine Corps Hymn

Words: L.Z. Phillips (?) (1919) 
Music: Jacques Offenbach from Genevieve de Brabant (1868)
From the Halls of Montezuma

To the Shores of Tripoli;

We fight our country's battles

In the air, on land and sea;

First to fight for right and freedom 

And to keep our honor clean; 

We are proud to claim the title 

of United States Marine. 

Our flag's unfurled to every breeze

From dawn to setting sun;

We have fought in ev'ry clime and place

Where we could take a gun;

In the snow of far-off Northern lands

And in sunny tropic scenes; 

You will find us always on the job--

The United States Marines. 

Here's health to you and to our Corps

Which we are proud to serve 

In many a strife we've fought for life 

And never lost our nerve;

If the Army and the Navy

Ever look on Heaven's scenes; 

They will find the streets are guarded 

By United States Marines. 

U.S. Navy Anthem 

(Anchors Aweigh) 
Words And Music: Capt. Alfred H. Miles U.S.N. and
Charles A. Zimmerman (1907)

Anchors Aweigh, my boys, Anchors Aweigh.

Farewell to college joys, we sail at break of day-ay-ay-ay.

Through our last night on shore, drink to the foam,

Until we meet once more:

Here's wishing you a happy voyage home.

Stand, Navy, out to sea, Fight our battle cry;

We'll never change our course, So vicious foe steer shy-y-y-y.

Roll out the TNT, Anchors Aweigh. 

Sail on to victory

And sink their bones to Davy Jones, hooray! 

Stand Navy, down the field, Sail set to the sky

We'll never change our course, So Army you steer shy-y-y-y

Roll up the score Navy, Anchors Aweigh

Sail, Navy, down the field,

And sink the Army, sink the Army gray.

U.S. Navy Hymn 

(Eternal Father, Strong to Save)

Words by William Whiting (1860)

Music by Rev. John Bacchus Dykes (1861)
Eternal Father, strong to save,

Whose arm hath bound the restless wave, 

Who bidd'st the mighty ocean deep

Its own appointed limits keep;

Oh, hear us when we cry to Thee,

For those in peril on the sea! 

O Christ!  Whose voice the waters heard

And hushed their raging at Thy word,

Who walked'st on the foaming deep,

And calm amidst its rage didst sleep;

Oh, hear us when we cry to Thee,

For those in peril on the sea!

Most Holy Spirit!  Who didst brood

Upon the chaos dark and rude,

And bid its angry tumult cease,

And give, for wild confusion, peace;

Oh, hear us when we cry to Thee,

For those in peril on the sea! 

O Trinity of love and power!

Our brethren shield in danger's hour; 

From rock and tempest, fire and foe, 

Protect them wheresoe'er they go;

Thus evermore shall rise to Thee

Glad hymns of praise from land and sea.

When Johnny Comes Marching Home Again 

Words: Credited to the Union Army bandmaster, Patrick S. Gilmore (1863)
Music: From Irish street song "Johnny We Hardly Knew Ye"

When Johnny Comes Marching Home Again,

Hurrah! Hurrah!

We'll give him a hearty welcome then

Hurrah! Hurrah!

The men will cheer and the boys will shout

The ladies they will all turn out

And we'll all feel gay,

When Johnny comes marching home.

The old church bell will peel with joy

Hurrah! Hurrah!

To welcome home our darling boy

Hurrah! Hurrah!

The village lads and lassies say

With roses they will strew the way,

And we'll all feel gay

When Johnny comes marching home.

Get ready for the Jubilee,

Hurrah! Hurrah!

We'll give the hero three times three,

Hurrah! Hurrah!

The laurel wreath is ready now

To place upon his loyal brow

And we'll all feel gay

When Johnny comes marching home.

Let love and friendship on that day

Hurrah! Hurrah!

Their choicest treasures then display

Hurrah! Hurrah!

And let each one perform some part 

to fill with joy the warrior's heart

And we'll all feel gay,

When Johnny comes marching home.

God Bless the U.S.A.
by Lee Greenwood 
If tomorrow all the things were gone 
I'd worked for all my life,
And I had to start again
with just my children and my wife,
I'd thank my lucky stars
to be living here today,
'Cause the flag still stands for freedom
and they can't take that away.

I'm proud to be an American
where at least I know I'm free,
And I won't forget the men who died
who gave that right to me,
And I gladly stand up next to you
and defend her still today,
'Cause there ain't no doubt I love this land
God Bless the U.S.A. 

From the lakes of Minnesota
to the hills of Tennessee,
Across the plains of Texas
from sea to shining sea.
From Detroit down to Houston
and New York to L.A.,
There's pride in every American heart
and it's time we stand and say: 

I'm proud to be an American
where at least I know I'm free,
And I won't forget the men who died
who gave that right to me,
And I gladly stand up next to you
and defend her still today,
'Cause there ain't no doubt I love this land
God Bless the U.S.A.! 
In Flanders Fields 
John McCrae, 1915 
In Flanders fields the poppies blow
Between the crosses, row on row
That mark our place; and in the sky
The larks, still bravely singing, fly
Scarce heard amid the guns below.
We are the Dead. Short days ago
We lived, felt dawn, saw sunset glow,
Loved and were loved, and now we lie
In Flanders fields.

Take up our quarrel with the foe:
To you from failing hands we throw
The torch; be yours to hold it high.
If ye break faith with us who die
We shall not sleep, though poppies grow
In Flanders fields.
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