
PROUD,MAD LAND!

by H. Kelsey Bicknel  I

Arrcri ca!Mad land! Mad land! Proud, mad land!

Sod and stone and sweated furrow;
Flowtr  and tree and masslve skies;
Beaten paths to far horizons;
Laughfer,  weeping, palnful  cr ies;

Anger, love, despai ri ng rnothers;
Fai th and blood of  cenfur ies spl  l led;
Stee I and rrcrfar sf rewn upon her;
Passion sold and feel  ing k l  I  led.

Mad land! My love! America!

Factory, shop, and I eg f s I ati on;
Numbers reeking ghosts of names;
Pi I  lared drel  I  i  ngs, cemeter ies;
Rust and paint and torfured games;

Smoke and pr isons, lakes and newsprint ;
Famine, r lot ,  postage, fears;
Oovernment and people bl  inded,
Average Incone, desperafe years.

Ameri ca! Proud" mad, I and I

Standing where the centur les gather l i fe on l l fe and dream on dream
Standlng where the feet of  pafr iots,  and the hear*s of  seeing pi  lgr lms,

and the hands of  f ront ler  sculptcrs scored thls nat iones dest iny.
Standing now upon thaf thresho|d, looking back and looklng forward,
l - lotdlng hard the strength invested; we can know our nat lonrs pr ide.

Proud I and! Proud I and! Ameri cal

Let every nafion, every monarch, every peasant laborer
to look upon our weaknesses be confident that where we fai I is
measure only of  our wi  I  l .
A migh{y wi l f  to search and struggle,  t ry and do for meanlng
lald to l i fe and worth.

Know wel l r  ds we know, hlstoryrs pages scrawled ln haste against our years.
Know their reason, talent, braveryn
Know fhelr love, their hlgh cornrnltrnent.
Listen hard as voices fel  I  of  eplc batt le fought in anguish
Sp t ri f-bound by freedom? s p I an that gave us b i rih.

Another century fomorrow!
Yesterday, one moment i n our want to be.
i ' f ; dare! }rle can! We wl I l !
' i , r is  people cal led rrAmericaf t  lve wi  l l !

l r r , : ,ud land! Proud land! My love!

Amerl ca !


