The Battle Hymn of the Republic, Updated
By Mark Twain

Mine eyes have seen the orgy of the launching of the Sword;

He is searching out the hoardings where the stranger’s wealth is stored;
He hath loosed his fateful lightnings, and with woe and death has scored,
His lust is marching on.

I have seen him in the watch-fires of a hundred circling camps;
They have builded him an altar in the Eastern dews and damps;
I have read his doomful mission by the dim and flaring lamps—
His night is marching on.

I have read his bandit gospel writ in burnished rows of steel:

“As ye deal with my pretensions, so with you my wrath shall deal;
Let the faithless son of Freedom crush the patriot with his heel;
Lo, Greed is marching on!”

We have legalized the strumpet and are guarding her retreat:
Greed is seeking out commercial souls before his judgement seat;
O, be swift, ye clods, to answer him! Be jubilant my feet!

Our god is marching onl

In a sordid slime harmonious Greed was botn in yonder ditch,
With a longing in his bosom—and for others’ goods an itch.

As Christ died to make men holy, let men die to make us rich—
Our god is marching on.

**% Compare with original below.

The Battle Hymn of the Republic
Julia Ward Howe, 1861

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 lossed the fateful lightening of His terrible swift sword

His truth is marching on.

Chorus:

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 citcling 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.
Chorus

I have read a fiery gospel writ in burnish’d rows of steel,

“As ye deal with my contemners,

So with you my grace shall deal;”

Let the Hero, born of woman, crush the serpent with his heel
Since God is marching on.

Chorus

He has sounded forth 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 Himl

Be jubilant, my feet!

Our God is marching on.

Chorus

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 die to make men free.
While God is marching on.

Chorus
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Ten thousand miles from tip to tip.—Philadelphia Press,
“USA Imperialism, 1898” from the Philadelphia Press



HE UNITED STATES HAS FOUGHT FOR

Chpprighda LEH: By sy B, bodt Sl |

After the Vnited States had rescued ihem from thelr appeession.

“What the United States has Fought for,” 1914 by John T. McCutcheon
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Senator Benjamin Tillman of South Carolina: Speech made to the Senate February 7th 1899
As though coming at the most opportune time possible, you might say just before the treaty [with Spain that ceded
sovereignty over the Philippines in return for $20,000,000] reached the Senate, or about the time it was sent to us,
there appeared in one of our magazines a poem by Rudyard Kipling, the greatest poet of England at this time. This
poem, unique, and in some places too deep for me, is a prophecy. I do not imagine that in the history of human
events any poet has ever felt inspired so clearly to portray our danger and our duty. It is called "The White Man's
Burden." With the permission of Senators T will read a stanza, and I beg Senators to listen to it, for it is well worth
their attention. This man has lived in the Indies, In fact, he is a citizen of the world, and has been all over it, and
knows whereof he speaks.

"Take up the White Man's burden--
Send forth the best ye breed--

Go, bind your sons to exile,

To serve your captive's need; 2
To wait, in heavy harness,

On fluttered folk and wild--
Your new-caught sullen peoples,
Half devil and half child."

I will pause here. I intend to read more, but I wish to call attention to a fact which may have escaped the attention of
Senators thus far, that with five exceptions every man in this chamber who has had to do with the colored race in
this country voted against the ratification of the treaty. It was . . . because we understand and realize what it is to
have two races side by side that cannot mix or mingle without deterioration and injury to both and the ultimate
destruction of the civilization of the higher. We of the South have bome this white man's

burden of a colored race in our midst since their emancipation and before.

It was a burden upon our manhood and our ideas of liberty before they were emancipated. It is still a burden,
although they have been granted the franchise. It clings to us like the shirt of Nessus, and we are not responsible,
because we inherited it, and your fathers as well as ours are responsible for the presence amongst us of that people.
Why do we as a people want to incorporate into our citizenship ten millions more of different or of differing races,
three or four of them? But we have not incorporated them yet, and let us see what this English poet has to say about
it, and what he thinks,

Ah, if we have no other consideration, if no feeling of humanity, no love of our fellows, no regard for others' rights,
if nothing but our self-interest shall actuate us in this crisis, let me say to you that if we go madly on in the direction
of crushing these people into subjection and submission we will do so at the cost of many, many thousands of the
flower of American youth. There are 10,000,000 of these people, some of them fairly well civilized, and running to
the extreme of naked savages, who are reported in our press dispatches as having stood out in the open and fired
their bows and arrows, not flinching from the storm of shot and shell thrown

into their midst by the American soldiers there.

The city of Manila is surrounded by swamps and marshes, I am told. A few miles back lie the woods and jungles
and mountains. These people are used to the climate. They know how to get about, and if they mean to have their
liberties, as they appear to do, at what sacrifice will the American domination be placed over them? There is another
verse of Kipling. I have fallen in love with this man. He tells us what we will reap: Those peoples are not suited to
our institutions. They are not ready for liberty as we understand it. They do not want it. Why are we bent on forcing
upon them a civilization not suited to them and which only means in their view degradation and a loss of self-
respect, which is worse than the loss of life itself?

Look in each paragraph identified below and note the reason presented agalnst Imperialism,
Paragraph 3:
Paragraph 4:
Paragraph 5:
Paragraph 6:







