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*OLD GLORY " ON A FOREIGN SHORE

Wilhelm started out to rule the -world,

To vanquish every State and Nation

So, with the flag of "Fatherland" unfurled,
He wielded steel against his own relation.
He wiped poor Belgium from the map,
To site the way to conquer France.
Chased the Russian Bears from every gap,
And made the English Tommies dance.

Not satisfied with fighting half the sphere,
He wished to own and rule the briny seas

No time he lost, while the coast was clear,

He scattered Submarines as thick as fleas
All Allied ships that chanced to pass his way,
Regardless of value or method of construction,

Were doomed to shatter, break and sway

Then swerve and sink to dire destruction.

He scanned the peaceful, azure sky,
Searched the heavens clear and blue.
Quoth he,—The time is drawing nigh,
When I'll rule the earth, the sea and you.
Ach Mein Gott! On earth my terror reigns
Why not terrorize the endless sky?

So, he built some "mighty* Aeroplanes
And forced his men to leam to fly

He mined the seas and built the trench.

Stationed armies o'er mountain, vale and level.
Fought Belgiums, Russians, English and the French
And proved himself, a partner of the Devil

But, twixt cup and lips are many slips,

Which of times cause an awful muddle

when he sank your "Uncle Sammy’s" <hips,

So, He was notified, that he had started trouble.

So rally, to the stars, the stripes, the flag

Comes the call, thruout the dear, old U. S. A.
"Twill never do for us to hesitate or lag,

We'll be ready for the thickest of the fray.

We will wipe this tyrant from the earth,

And peace to sister nations we'll restore.
Change bitter anguish to happy, joyous mirth,
When we plant "Old Glory" on a foreign shore.

When Sammy's Nephews, land across the deep,
They'll teach Wilhelm tricks ne'er taught in school.
Make him grit and knash his teeth and weep,
And curse himself for being such a fool

He'll rue the day he tackled Uncle Sam,

For "Liberty" we stand united as of yore.

We'll make him meek as Mary's little lamb,

When we plant "Old Glory" on a foreign shore.

When we plant "Old Glory" on the Rhine,

We'll have garlic sausages—twixt two cuts of rye.
And we will drink a bumper and a stein,

When Wilhem bids "Old Germany" good bye.
To an insolated isle we will banish him,

Where he will dwell in peace for evermore.

We know his chance for "scrappin” will be slim,
When we plant "Old Glory" on a foreign shore.

So good bye old Kaiser, Ta-Ta to Germany,
Both, once so grand in "Royalty" and power.
This great, wide world no longer honors thee,
You are but a faded, withered flower.

You're but a blot on history’s spotless page.
Your present plight we deeply do

We know you'll fume and cuss and

When we plant "Old Glory" on a foreign shove.




