

    


T. Wood - Drum Taps & Civil War Music


“The drum-corps' rattle is ever to me sweet music”

Whitman’s Drum Taps & Civil War Music

Inspirational/Rallying



Patriotic



Sentimental


Nostalgic/Campfire
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Battle Cry of Freedom - G.F. Root 





Yes we'll rally 'round the flag, boys,


We'll rally once again,


Shouting the battle cry of Freedom;


We will rally from the hillside,


We'll gather from the plain,


Shouting the battle cry of Freedom.





Chorus: 


The Union forever,


Hurrah boys, hurrah!


Down with the Traitor,


Up with the Star;


While we rally 'round the flag, boys,


Rally once again,


Shouting the battle cry of Freedom.





We are springing to the call for


Three Hundred Thousand more,


Shouting the battle cry of Freedom,


And we'll fill the vacant ranks


Of our brothers gone before,


Shouting the battle cry of Freedom.





Beat! Beat! Drums! – Walt Whitman





BEAT! beat! drums!—Blow! bugles! blow! 


Through the windows—through doors—burst  


     like a ruthless force, 


Into the solemn church, and scatter the 


     congregation; 


Into the school where the scholar is studying; 


Leave not the bridegroom quiet—no happiness 


     must he have now with his bride;


Nor the peaceful farmer any peace, plowing his 


      field or gathering his grain; 


So fierce you whirr and pound, you drums—so 


      shrill you bugles blow. 


  


Beat! beat! drums!—Blow! bugles! blow! 


Over the traffic of cities—over the rumble of 


     wheels in the streets: 


Are beds prepared for sleepers at night in the 


     houses? No sleepers must sleep in those


     beds;


No bargainers’ bargains by day—no brokers or 


    speculators—Would they continue? 


Would the talkers be talking? would the singer    


     attempt to sing? 


Would the lawyer rise in the court to state his    


     case before the judge? 


Then rattle quicker, heavier drums—you bugles 


     wilder blow. 


  


Beat! beat! drums!—Blow! bugles! blow!


Make no parley—stop for no expostulation; 


Mind not the timid—mind not the weeper or 


       prayer; 


Mind not the old man beseeching the young 


       man; 


Let not the child’s voice be heard, nor the 


       mother’s entreaties; 


Make even the trestles to shake the dead, where 


       they lie awaiting the hearses,


So strong you thump, O terrible drums—so 


       loud you bugles blow.





1865





Hail, Columbia! –  P. Phile 


Hail, Columbia, happy land,�Hail, ye heroes, heav'n born band,�Who fought and bled in Freedom's cause,�Who fought and bled in Freedom's cause,�And when the storm of war was gone,�Enjoy'd the peace your valor won.�Let independence be our boast,�Ever mindful what it cost,�Ever grateful for the prize,�Let its alter reach the skies.��Firm, united let us be,�Rallying round our liberty,�As a band of brothers join'd�Peace and safety we shall find.��Sound, sound the trump of fame,�Let Washington's great fame�Ring through the world with loud applause,�Ring through the world with loud applause,�Let ev'ry clime to freedom dear,�Listen with a joyful ear,�With equal skill, with God-like pow'r�He governs in the fearful hour�Of horrid war, or guides with ease�The happier time of honest peace.








Delicate Cluster – Walt Whitman





Delicate cluster! Flag of teeming life!


Covering all my lands – all my seashores lining!


Flag of death! (how I watch’d you through the 


       smoke of battle pressing!)


How I heard you flap and rustle, cloth defiant!)


Flag cerulean – sunny flag, with the orbs of night 


       dappled!


Ah to sing the song of you, my matron mighty!


My sacred one, my mother.
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For the Dear Old Flag I Die - S. Foster 


For the dear old flag I die,�Said the wounded drummer boy;�Mother, press your lips to mine;�O, they bring me peace and joy!,�Tis the last time on the earth�I shall ever see your face,�Mother take me to your heart,�Let me die in your embrace.��For the dear old flag I die,�Mother, dry your weeping eye;�For the honor of our land�And the dear old flag I die.��Do not mourn, my Mother, dear,�Every pang will soon be o'er;�For I hear the angel band�Calling from their starry shore;�Now I see their banners wave�In the light of perfect day,�Though 'tis hard to part with you,�Yet I would not wish to stay.








Come up from the Fields, Father – Walt Whitman


Come up from the fields, father, here's a letter from our Pete, �And come to the front door, mother, here's a letter from thy dear son. 


Lo, 'tis autumn, �Lo, where the trees, deeper green, yellower and redder, �Cool and sweeten Ohio's villages with leaves fluttering in the moderate 	wind, �Where apples ripe in the orchards hang and grapes on the trellis'd vines, �(Smell you the smell of the grapes on the vines? �Smell you the buckwheat where the bees were lately buzzing?) �


Above all, lo, the sky so calm, so transparent after the rain, and with 	wondrous clouds, �Below too, all calm, all vital and beautiful, and the farm prospers well. 


Down in the fields all prospers well, �But now from the fields come, father, come at the daughter's call, �And come to the entry, mother, to the front door come right away. �Fast as she can she hurries, something ominous, her steps trembling, �She does not tarry to smooth her hair nor adjust her cap. 


Open the envelope quickly, �O this is not our son's writing, yet his name is sign'd, �O a strange hand writes for our dear son, O stricken mother's soul! �All swims before her eyes, flashes with black, she catches the main 	words only, �Sentences broken, gunshot wound in the breast, cavalry skirmish, taken to 	hospital, �At present low, but will soon be better. 


Ah, now the single figure to me, �Amid all teeming and wealthy Ohio with all its cities and farms, �Sickly white in the face and dull in the head,very faint, �By the jamb of a door leans. 


Grieve not so, dear mother (the just-grown daughter speaks through her sobs, �The little sisters huddle around speechless and dismay'd), �See, dearest mother, the letter says Pete will  soon be better. 


Alas, poor boy, he will never be better (nor maybe needs to be   	better, that brave and simple soul), �While they stand at home at the door he is dead already, �The only son is dead.


But the mother needs to be better, �She with thin form presently drest in black, �By day her meals untouch'd, then at night  fitfully sleeping, often 	waking, �In the midnight waking, weeping, longing with one deep longing, �O that she might withdraw unnoticed, silent from life escape and 	withdraw, �To follow, to seek, to be with her dear dead son. 
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Home, Sweet Home - H.R. Bishop 





'Mid pleasures and palaces though I may roam,�Be it ever so humble, there's no place like home;�A charm from the sky seems to hallow us there,�Which, seek ghro' the world, is ne'er me with elsewhere.��Home! Home! Sweet, sweet home!�There's no place like home,�There's no place like home.��An exile from home, splendor dazzles in vain,�Oh, give me my lowly thatched cottage again;�The birds singing gaily, that come at my call;�Give me them, with that peace of mind, dearer than all.








By the Bivouac's Fitful Flame  – Walt Whitman


By the bivouac's fitful flame,�A procession winding around me, solemn and 


      sweet and slow—but first I note,�The tents of the sleeping army, the fields' and 


       woods' dim outline,�The darkness lit by spots of kindled fire, the 


       silence,�Like a phantom far or near an occasional figure 


       moving,�The shrubs and trees, (as I lift my eyes they seem 


       to be stealthily watching me,)�While wind in procession thoughts, O tender and   


       wondrous thoughts,�Of life and death, of home and the past and loved, 


        and of those that are far away;�A solemn and slow procession there as I sit on the 


        ground,�By the bivouac's fitful flame.
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