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Oh say can’t you see by broad day light

How so proudly we failed that our children's lights demeaning.

Whose mothers fight and light shines thru the purposeful fight.

As the children we watch so gently screaming.

And the angry red stares, the mother screams in the air.

Gives proof of our plight that our fight is unfair.

Oh, say does that blood stained banner yet wave

O’er the children and how they became brave.

 

Oh the snore, dimly heard through judges sleep,

Where the hoes haughty ghost in dead silence you will know.

What is that which I see, o’er the judges cheat

As its fully shown, full detailed, fully loathed

Now it catches the seam of the countries first gleam.

In full story neglected, now shines in the steam.

Tis the blood stained banner! Oh how long until it caves.

Over the land of the children and how they became brave.

 

And where is that system who so valuing more

That the havoc of divorce and the battle’s confusion,

A mom and a country would leave us no more!

Our blood has stained the foul loose stepped politicians.

No referee would save the children as slaves.

From the terror of might, or the gloom he always gave

And the blood stained banner is failure doth waves

O’er the lad of the children and how they became brave!

 

Oh! Thus be it ever, when freehand shall land

Between their love known and the divorce desolation!

Blessed with violence and please, may the heavens rescue land

Afraid the power that was gave and prepared us for nile-lation.

The conquer and lust, because our case is unjust

And this be our lotto: In God is our love.

And the blood stained banner in defeat shall wave

O’er the land of the children and how they became brave!

 

