
If to be free is to live here, 
In a country of stained red  
And sapphire blue, 
Where does freedom come from? 
To live as we do? 
What if we fought 
From 
The marches where the sky was red, 
And the clouds were gray, 
The sewn stars on the flag shining brighter than the ones in the sky. 
Or 
The friends who were left on the battlefield to fight, now alone, 
And the mothers who wept when their sons didn't come home. 
Even when they promised of it on 
The 
Worn 
Out  
Phone. 
The small, stony graves with one slab of dirt, 
The bodies collecting ash and fire from the hearth. 
Cowards who grieved when the damage was done, 
That all shall be remembered 
When the time comes. 
Now today, 
I say 
When we live free now and our dreams tip toe to the stars, 
The stars above the land, 
That we once fought to name it ours. 
Remember the so dreams that died, 
Under these very skies. 
The battle 
For our pride 
For something we believe and breathe today. 
How freedom 
Came from suffering, 
And bravery, 
All those days away. 
For now we live in a world today, 
And pledge, 
That we believe forever, 
In liberty and justice for all. 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 


