
(Sun;- to tune of ’’Casey Jones»’)

There is an old . ; a illed ’’Wcelole JiEi,”
An.i say what you u-ill, there’s nothing wrong with him.
i helps him J ' to what ho i to everything to drlxOi, 
Jo auto tires and yaseline, to violins nu ink;
To bird seed, and bolt hooks, to ne dies and lace. 
To fiddle-string Mid cook books, and lu, ,ona by the case. 
Ohl >ie entertains his friends, and he needs no defense. 
He eats what he phooaes at the etate^a ©jqjonso.
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Ukelolc Jim’ -.utoiaobile 0 lin el
Ukelelo Jimi At tne State's expense;
Ukolele dim! Automobile oasinys;
Automobile oasings at the Mate’s expense.
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Last I B8» upon M* street
A traakea saldier being led te jail 

by t*a jhbI iaeffien-
Taxas bay* • gaari, .a rat untear*

Aad bat bls M»tb«r mmmi his I
The Mlw ©rvdled tMMMi her breast,

■ is father’s pride- the hepe #f their 
deeliaisA years,

yiwn to his aawatry’a sewiaa.
And by hit ©ouatry’s sill
Tamed t o a »Md«B thing J
01 God, forslw as for we tow 
sot what we da2

Bna G. iiarris

., ilwest on , Texas
May 191?.



As the country Is calling for service

We are calling for service too.
If we to our country are loyal,

Our country to us must be true.
They are serving to save our Nation,

Each mother’s son who enrolls.
We are seeking the peoples salvation.

From the sin that Is slaying their souls.

From Miss Belle Taylor.
401 Fannin Street. Austin, Texas.
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THE CALL OF THE WOMEN.
Inspired by the attitude of the women of the Texas Equal 

Suffrage Association toward commercialized vice.

There’s a cry going up from the women

All over the land today.
The countrv is calling for true men:

And thev will not answer ’nay.'
But the voice is gathering volume.

Like approaching thunder it rolls.
wWe will give our sons to our country.

But we will not give their souls.

we will send them with courage and cheering,
To serve to the very last breath:

But what we women are fearing
Is the thing that is worse than death.

It is worse than the stab of the sabre:
More deadly than bullets toll.

For his countrv each man may labor:
Put ye shall not destroy his soul.

Ye shall not destroy his manhood:
’Though his body may carry scars.

We will raise a snowy banner
Side by side with the stripes and stars.

Small glory is conquest commanding
If vice, not virtue, controls:

Is the country our men demanding?
We women demand their souls.


