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FLAG 0’ MY LAND!

Words by T. A. Daly. Music by ]. M. F. McCloskey

Up to the breeze of the moring I fling you—
Blending your folds with the dawn of the sky
There let the people beliold you and bring you
Love and devotion that never shall die.
oudly agaze at your glory I stand—
2 o' myland! Flag o' my land !
1
rd most glorious! Banner of beauty !
Whither you beckon me, there will I go.
Only to you, after God, is 1y duty—
Unto 1o o

her, allegitince I owe

Heart of me, soul of me, yours to command

Flag o’ my la Flag o' my land !

m

€ to palmetto, and ocean to ocean

Tho' of wee strangefNie gét our increase,

Here are your worshippers, one in devotion.
Whether the bugles blow battle or peace.
Take us and make us your patriot band,
Flag o' my land! Flag o’ my land!

1

Now to the breeze of the morning 1 give you.
(Ah ! but the days when the staff will be bare

Teach us to see you, and love you, and live you,

When thelight fades, and your folds are not there

Dwell in the hearts that are yours to command,

Flag o’ my land ! Flag o’ my land !

Reprinted from Evening Lédger, April 7, 1917,
by Geo. B. Lamb.




