Flag of our Father’s 

I am your Father’s Flag; I’ve been in many battles and stormed a beach or two. 
  It was in the Revolution, I served Old Ironsides; I flew above her deck as the battle raged below. It was soon after that I flew above our fort, they tried with rockets through the night and couldn’t bring me down.

I met your grandfather at Belleau Wood, when he picked me up 

And lead the charge; and together we made history. 

On Surabachi, when your father needed help, I’m not sure who carried who up that mountain slope; we finally made the top and he placed me for all to see; I heard the cheers coming from the beach below.

Joe was so inspired, he snapped a photo, seen around the world.

Now I’m in the desert serving with your son, you raised him well  

And trained him right; he’s ready for this fight.

And when the battle’s over, and all the fighting done; I’ll bring him home again.

I haven’t always been at war; peace is what I crave. I was born with a long tradition I understand it more and more. I stand for peace and freedom

And that’s not always cheap.  Many men have died fighting for our dreams, and when they honor those who’ve fallen and the medals are conferred; you’ll always find me right up front standing straight and tall.

You see I’m much more than just a flag, I’ll always go where needed and take your sons along, I served your father’s father and now proudly serve your son. 
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