
U.S. Coast Guard Theme 

From Aztec shore to Arctic zone,
To Europe and Far East,
The Flag is carried by our ships,
In times of war and peace.
And never have we struck it yet,
In spite of foe-men’s might,
Who cheered our crews and  
 cheered again,
For showing how to fight.

We’re always ready for the call,
We place our trust in Thee.
Through howling gale and shot  
 and shell,
To win our victory.
“Semper Paratus” is our guide,
Our pledge, our motto, too.
We’re “Always Ready,” do or die!

Grand Old Flag 

You’re a grand old flag,
You’re a high flying flag
And forever in peace may you wave.
You’re the emblem of
The land I love.
The home of the free and the brave.
Ev’ry heart beats true
’neath the Red, White and Blue,
Where there’s never a boast or brag.
Should auld acquaintance be forgot,
Keep your eye on the grand old flag.

God Bless America
You may wish to stand.

God bless America, land that I love
Stand beside her and guide her
Through the night with the light  
 from above
From the mountains to the prairies,
To the ocean white with foam
God bless America,
My home sweet home.  
God bless America, 
My home sweet home. 

The Star Spangled Banner
(National Anthem - You may wish to stand)

Oh, say, can you see, 
 by the dawn’s early light,

What so proudly we hail’d at the 
 twilight’s last gleaming?
Whose broad stripes and bright stars, 

 thro’ the perilous fight,
O’er the ramparts we watch’d, 

 were so gallantly streaming?
And the rockets’ red glare,  
 the bombs bursting in air,
Gave proof thro’ the night  

 that our flag was still there.
O say, does that star-spangled banner 
 yet wave
O’er the land of the free and 

the home of the brave?

The Marines’ Hymn

From the Halls of Montezuma 
To the shores of Tripoli
We fight our country’s battles
In the air, on land and sea.

First to fight for right and freedom
And to keep our honor clean;
We are proud to claim the title of
United States Marine.

Our flag’s unfurled to every breeze 
from dawn to setting sun.
We have fought in every clime  
 and place, 
where we could take a gun.

In the snow of far off northern lands 
and in sunny tropic scenes,
You will find us always on the job,
The United States Marines.

Here’s health to you and to our Corps 
which we are proud to serve. 
In many a strife we’ve fought for life 
and never lost our nerve.

If the Army and the Navy  
ever look on heaven’s scenes,
they will find the streets are guarded 
by United States Marines. 
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SING H ALONG! 

Anchors Aweigh

Stand Navy out to sea
Fight our battle cry
We’ll never change our course
So vicious foe steer shy-y-y-y
Roll out the T. N. T.
Anchors Aweigh
Sail on to victory and
Sink their bones to Davy Jones. Hooray! 

Yo ho there shipmate
Take the fighting to the far-off seas
Yo ho there messmate
Hear the wailing of the wild banshees
All hands, fire brands
Let’s Blast them as we go. So…

Anchors Aweigh my boys,
Anchors Aweigh.
Farewell to college joys
We sail at break of day day day day
Through our last night on shore.
Drink to the foam
Until we meet once more
Here’s wishing you a  
happy voyage home!

Heave a ho there sailor
Everybody drink up while you may
Heave a ho there sailor
For your gonna sail at break of day
Drink away, Drink away,
For you sail at break of day. Hey! 

Anchors Aweigh my boys,
Anchors Aweigh.
Farewell to college joys
We sail at break of day day day day
Through our last night on shore.
Drink to the foam.
Until we meet once more
Here’s wishing you a happy voyage  
 home!

U.S. Field Artillery Song

Over hill, over dale, 
 as we hit the dusty trail
And those caissons go rolling along. 
In and out, hear them shout, 
 “Counter march and right about,” 
And those caissons go rolling along.
Then it’s Hi! Hi! Hee! 
in the Field Artillery. 
Shout out for your orders  
 loud and strong!
Where-e’er you go 
 you will always know 
That those caissons are rolling along
(Keep them rolling) 
And those caissons go rolling along.

U.S. Air Force Song

Off we go into the wild blue yonder, 
Climbing high into the sun;
Here they come zooming to meet 
our thunder, 
At ’em boys, Give ‘er the gun! 
(Give ‘er the gun now!) 

Down we dive,  
spouting our flame from under,
Off with one helluva roar! 
We live in fame or go down in flame. 
Hey! 
Nothing’ll stop the U.S. Air Force!

Taps

Day is done
Gone the sun
From the lakes
From the hills
From the sky
All is well
Safely rest
God is nigh.
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