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“Lafayette, Nous Voila”

By Alice Williams Brotherton, of the Vigilantes

As he laid the palms in place,
Bound with blue and white and red
Standing with uplifted face,
Saluting, Pershing said,
Grimly smiling, “Lafayette, we are here!”
So we pay our debt at last,
In with you our lot we cast!
Said the Present to the Past (loud and clear.)

Lafayette, here we are!
As your sword across the sea
You brought to Freedom’s war
In our nation’s agony,
So we bring a million swords for your one!
‘We are not of many words,
But our battle-tempered swords
Shall speak for us to the hordes of the Hun.

Put us where we best can serve,
‘Whether first or whether last

In the line, we shall not swerve
For shell storm or cannon blast.

Did our Flag turn back of yore, Lafayette?
Through smoke and shrapnel showers
‘With your ranks we marshal ours

In this dark hour and the hours darker yet.

‘We are here - to stem the tide
‘When you need a breathing space;
Thronging where the breach is wide,
Meeting danger face to face;
Yours to serve with trench tool, bayonet or gun;
In the charge and battle smother
Brother still shall stand by brother,
‘We are children of one mother - Freedom’s sons!




