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        MARCHING MEN.

      

      

      FLARING bugle, throbbing drum,

      Onward, onward hear them come,

      Like a tide along the street

      Swells the sound of martial feet;

      On the breeze their colors streaming,

      In the sun their rifles gleaming,

      Pride of country, pride of race,

      Glowing in each ruddy face⁠—

      Marching men, marching men,

      Leaping pulses keep you pace.

      

      Measured, rhythmic, thousands strong,

      Sounds their tread the whole night long,

      Beating over heart and brain,

      Over hopes that bloomed in vain,

      Like the roll of distant thunder,

      That would tear a world asunder,

      All the nation's hope and pride

      Surging in the tireless tide⁠—

      Marching men, marching men,

      Love goes praying by your side.

      

      Deep the pathways they have worn

      Over women's hearts forlorn,

      Over lives grown thin and failing,

      Where the stars of hope are paling;

      Children's arms they must unbind,

      Love and laughter leave behind,

      Turn them from the beckoning morrow,

      And the praying hands of sorrow,

      Turn them to a place of dread

      Where the skies burn darkly red,—

      Marching men, marching men,

      Grief shall follow in your tread.

      

      From the silver coasts outlying,

      Where the pallid ships are plying,

      Sweeping in from East and West,

      Over crag and mountain crest,

      Up from desert, grove and glen,

      Still there come those hosts of men;

      In their hands the sword aflame,

      On their lips an ancient name,

      Cleaving hearts and lives asunder,

      Trampling thrones and empires under;

      Temples lately love-forsaken

      They have entered and retaken,

      Earth itself their tread has shaken⁠—

      Marching men, marching men,

      Sleeping gods your shouts awaken!
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        'TIS NOT THE WILL THAT'S WANTED.

      

      

      WOULD God that mine were better luck

      Than falls to the lot of woman,

      In these great days with the world ablaze

      And Britain's face to the foeman;

      In these great days when the hour has struck

      Calling for every ounce of pluck⁠—

      God help me not to curse my luck

      That I was born a woman!

      

      Oh, for the stinging lash of the spray,

      Green waves and wild commotion,

      The lowering fogs where grim sea-dogs

      Stalk ever the Northern ocean;

      Watching by night, watching by day,

      Ribbons of smoke in the offing grey,

      Holding the Hun and his hordes at bay

      Far in the wild North ocean!

      

      Oh, for the airman's sinuous flight,

      The great wings climbing, curving,

      To desperate deeds as earth recedes

      One's tightened pulses nerving,

      Over the hostile camps at night,

      Where red eyes gleam through the murky light,

      A blow to strike for freedom's right

      The God of freedom serving!

      

      Or out on the tortured fields of France

      Where hellish deeds are flaunted,

      With face to the Rhine on the firing line

      To stand with a heart undaunted;

      'Mid screaming shell and shrapnel dance

      Unmoved by outer circumstance,

      To serve one's turn and take one's chance⁠—

      'Tis not the will that's wanted!
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        WHEN FIRST HE PUT THE KHAKI ON.

      

      

      WHEN first he put the khaki on

      He tried with careful art

      To seem blasé and casual

      And play the proper part,

      But it was plain as plain could be

      He was a child at heart.

      

      Although he talked in knowing terms

      Of what "the boys" had done,

      Likewise of ammunition tests,

      And how to load a gun,

      And bragged that in his stocking feet

      He stood full six foot, one.

      

      Yet all the while the child looked out

      With mild appealing eyes,

      Unconscious he was visible

      Beneath the man's disguise,

      Nor dreaming what the look evoked

      In hearts grown mother-wise.

      

      How could he know the sudden pang,

      The stir of swift alarms,

      The yearning prayer that innocence

      Be kept from all that harms,

      The inner reach of tenderness,

      And cradling of soft arms?
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        THE RECRUIT.

      

      

      THROUGH all the anguish of these days,

      The haunting horror and the woe,

      One thought can set my heart ablaze

      My memory aglow.

      

      It is his look just as he turned

      After the last good-byes were said,

      A look as though for him there burned

      Some beacon-light ahead.

      

      As though beyond the farthest thought

      Of this dark world's horizon rim,

      Some star of faith by us uncaught

      Swung into range for him.

      

      As though his spirit, winged, had flown

      Past stormy seas on some far quest,

      And like a bird had found its own

      Hid in a quiet nest.
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        THE DAY HE WENT.

      

      

      THE morning dawned both bright and clear,

      That unforgotten day he went,

      The hills were blue and very near

      As if for their encouragement.

      

      The rose that was her special care,

      Had come to color over night,

      And lifted to the radiant air

      A bud half-blown—a lovely sight.

      

      He paused a moment by its side,

      Their mingling glances on it fell,

      Then his roamed where the hills divide,

      Taking of them a mute farewell.

      

      He swept the horizon half around,

      Standing erect with kindling eye

      That rested where the slope pine-crowned

      Went climbing up to meet the sky.

      

      And then to her—with one deep look

      That knit her spirit to his own,

      Courage and strength of him she took,

      And heart to face the road alone.

      

      No word was said; the years behind

      Held no regret; and each to each

      Gave pledge of what their souls divined

      Better in silence than in speech.
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        ROCKING IN THE BAY.

      

      

      FROM my nook beneath the pine

      I can see the graceful line

      Of the little brown canoe in the bay;

      Bright and windy is the weather,

      But there's no one to untether

      And go speeding to the open far away

      Where the ragged clouds are flying,

      And the sunset gold is dying,—

      Empty, listless, she is lying,

      Idly rocking, idly rocking

      In the bay.

      

      How she'd leap to answer him

      When he took the paddle slim

      And they'd race as laughing victors to the fray!

      They would climb the waves together,

      Riding buoyant as a feather⁠—

      Or a bird that slants a wet wing to the spray;

      But the echoing laughter dies,

      Lone and far the seagull cries,

      And the little playmate lies

      Idly rocking, idly rocking

      In the bay.

      

      Son o' mine, O little son,

      Has the race indeed been run⁠—

      Have the storm-clouds turned the blue and gold to grey?

      God be praised who gave you grace,

      Strength of heart and will to face

      Wilder winds upon the death-fields far away;

      God be praised for lads like you,

      And for hearts that measure true,

      Though we turn our brimming eyes

      To your little brown canoe

      By the reedy shore that lies

      All the empty summer through

      Idly rocking, idly rocking

      In the bay.
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        CHALLENGE.

      

      

      SOLDIER, be thy blade to-night

      Keen and hungry, ruthless, bright;

      Be thy strong right arm unsparing,

      Swift to do thy spirit's daring;

      Let the God within thee waken,

      Lead thee onward to thy height,

      Let no citadel be taken

      In thy hidden self to-night,

      But with soul resolved, unshaken,

      Trust the larger faith and fight!

      
      Heir art thou of all the past;

      Let its judgments bind thee fast.

      Let the ages speak again

      Through the hearts of living men;

      Never was such passion laid

      On our shrinking flesh as now,

      Never such a price was paid

      For the fealty men avow;

      Soldier, this my prayer to-night,

      That thy fathers serve thee well,

      That their blood and valor tell,

      And thy living sword a-light

      Charge the very gates of Hell⁠—

      For the God of ages fight!

      
      Soldier, if in this night's reaping

      Thou be of the harvest found,

      Should death take thee into keeping,

      Sharer of the soulless ground,

      Yet stand fast with sword uplifted,

      Wheat from chaff is surely sifted;

      Though thou leave all earth behind thee

      Never fear but love will find thee;

      Lies the issue on the altar,

      Ours to dare and never falter.

      
      Soldier, far from thee I stand,

      Yet I take thee by the hand,

      Doff this woman's robe of weakness,

      This inheritance of meekness,

      Bid thee harden to the strife,

      In the hour supreme of life,

      Praying with my heart aflame

      As I face the stars to-night;

      Worthy be thou of thy name,

      Deadly
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