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  “Why does daddy have to go to war??”  
I say with tears in my eyes 
  “He has to fight for our freedom.” 
My mommy says as she sighs. 
   I don’t understand why he isn’t home for supper, 
“And why does my heart have to suffer?” 
   Suffer the thought of losing someone close, 
To this dang red coats 
   They have studied, fought, and killed 
For the notion of a nation, they now get to build. 
   How will I react when the war is done 
Or how will my mom, when she loses her love? 
   So many duels, as I grow old 
Grow as old as my daddy, when he was killed cold. 
   Killed in cold blood 
This just gets repeated  
   I can’t just stand here 
While my country is being defeated. 
   “You don’t have to worry” 
My mother says 
   We have one the war 
I hear as I’m led. 
   Led down to his grave 
I neal down 
   Down to the door of his casket 
Down to the man 
   That once carried my country. 
I don’t get to see my father 
    But I can stand up to his legacy, 
How would you feel 
    If your dad had to kill and be killed 
For you to have a story?  


