
The Land of Liberty 
 
On the fourth day of the seventh month 
Every year since 1777 
The sky has lit up 
Over miles and miles of land 
Illuminating the eyes 
Of all those looking to the light 
With hope in their souls 
 
What started as protests and boycotts 
Has become the glowing epitome of freedom 
For all those afraid to speak their mind 
And fight for their beliefs 
 
Where all people are welcome 
In every place 
Because of those who braved the storm 
And took the blow 
For the place we are today 
 
The place of illuminated skies, protests in the streets, and open 
doors 
The United States of America 
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