
 

THE PLEDGE OF ALLEGIANCE 

I remember this one teacher.  To me, he was the greatest teacher, a real sage of my time.   

He had much wisdom.  We were all reciting the Pledge of Allegiance, and he walked over.  

Mr. Lasswell was his name … He said:  “I’ve been listening to you boys and girls recite the 

Pledge of Allegiance all semester and it seems as though it is becoming monotonous to you.  

If I may, may I recite it and try to explain to you the meaning of each word.   

I – me, an individual, a committee of one. 

Pledge – dedicate all my worldly goods to give without self-pity. 

Allegiance – my love and my devotion. 

To the Flag – our standard, Old Glory, a symbol of freedom.  Where ever she waves, there is 

respect because your loyalty has given her a dignity that shouts freedom is everybody’s job.  

Of the United – that means that we have all come together.  

States – individual communities that have united into 48 states, 48 individual communities 

with pride and dignity and purpose, all divided with imaginary boundaries, yet united to a 

common purpose, and that’s love of country.  

Of America 

And to the Republic – a state in which sovereign power is invested in representatives chosen 

by the people to govern. 

For which it stands 

One nation – meaning, so blessed by God. 

Indivisible – incapable of being divided. 

With liberty – which is freedom and the right of power to live one’s life without threats or 

fear or some sort of retaliation. 

And justice – The principle or quality of dealing fairly with others.  

For All – Which means it’s as much your country as it is mine. 

Since I was a small boy, two states have been added to our country and two words have been 

added to the Pledge of Allegiance – “Under God”.  Wouldn’t it be a pity if someone said, 

“That’s a prayer” and it would be eliminated from schools too? 



  

  

Correct Method of Folding the United States Flag  

  

Start  

 

  

Step 1  

 

  

  

  

Fold the lower striped section of 

the flag over the blue field.  

Step 2  

 

  

  

Folded edge is then folded over 

to meet the open edge.  

Step 3  

 

  

A triangular fold is then started 

by bringing the striped corner of 

the folded edge to the open 

edge.  



 

 

Step 4  

 

Outer point is then turned 

inward parallel with the open 

edge to form a second triangle.  

Step 5  

  

Triangular folding is continued 

until the entire length of the flag 

is folded in the triangular shape 

with only the blue field visible.  

Completed  

  

  

  

  



 

OLD GLORY 

 

For over two hundred years, America’s flag has remained a 

symbolic link between the Founding Fathers and citizens of every 

generation.  A Star Spangled Banner proclaiming our unity, our 

ideals and our achievements as a Nation.  A red, white and blue 

beacon of freedom for all mankind.  Battle torn, but still able to 

spark the deepest flames of patriotism and loyalty.  Recognized by 

past and present generations as the common thread that binds 

together common goals to form this great nation – THE UNITED 

STATES OF AMERICA.   

 

Since the beginning of time there have been may wars fought in 

the name of freedom.  Fortunately, for America, we won our war 

for liberty and since that time freedom has become synonymous 

with America.  Our freedom was earned at the cost of many lives 

and we must nurture that liberty by developing patriotic citizens. 

 

REMEMBER – We must Always respect our Flag and teach the 

Pledge of Allegiance to the young people of our Country.  Let us 

RING THE BELLS AND TELL THE PEOPLE.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



        I AM YOUR FLAG 

I WAS BORN ON June 14, 1777. 

I am more than just cloth shaped into a design. 

I am the refuge of the World’s oppressed people. 

I am the silent sentinel of Freedom.  

I am the emblem of the greatest sovereign nation on 

Earth.  

I am the inspiration for which American Patriots gave 

their lives and fortunes.  

I have led your sons into battle from Valley Forge to the bloody 

ridges of Vietnam.  

I walk in silence with each of your Honored Dead to their final resting 

place beneath the silent White Crosses, row upon row.  

I have flown through Peace and War, Strife and Prosperity, amidst it 

all I have been respected.  

My Red Stripes …. Symbolize the blood spilled in defense of this 

glorious nation.  

My White Stripes… signify the burning tears shed by Americans who 

lost their sons.   

My Blue Field … is indicative of God’s heaven under which I fly.  

My Stars … clustered together; unify 50 States as one, for God and 

Country.  

“Old Glory “ is my nickname and proudly I wave on high.  

Honor me, respect me and defend me with your lives and your 

fortunes.   

Never let my enemies tear me down from my lofty position, lest I 

never return.  

Keep alight the fires of patriotism; strive earnestly for the spirit of 

your Republic.  

Worship Eternal God and keep His commandments and I shall remain 

the bulwark of peace and freedom for all mankind.                                    

I AM YOUR FLAG 



                         Freedom Isn’t Free 
                                     By Cadet Major Kelly Strong  

USAF JROTC 

 
I watched the flag pass by one day 

It fluttered in the breeze 

A young soldier saluted it and then  

 He stood at ease  

 

I looked at him in uniform 

So young, so tall, so proud 

With hair cut square and eyes alert 

He’d stand out in any crowd 

 

I thought how many men like him 

Had fallen through the years 

How many died on Foreign soil? 

How many mother’s tears? 

 

How many Pilots’ planes shot down? 

How many foxholes were soldier’s graves? 

No – Freedom isn’t free 

 

I heard the sound of taps one night, 

When everything was still 

I listened to the bugler play 

And felt a sudden chill 

 

I wondered just how many times  

That Taps had meant “Amen” 

When a flag had draped a coffin 

Of a brother or a friend 

 

I thought of all the children, 

Of mothers and the wives,  

Of fathers, sons and husbands 

With interrupted lives 

 

I thought about a grave yard at the 

Bottom of the sea 

Of unmarked graves in Arlington.  

No -Freedom isn’t free 



 

I AM THE UNITED STATES OF AMERICA.  I was born on July 4th and the Declaration of 

Independence is my birth certificate.  I am the United States of America! 

The blood lines of the world run in my veins because I offered freedom to the 

oppressed.  I am 240,000,000 living souls and the ghost of millions who have lived and died for 

me.  A million and more of my countrymen have died for freedom and I am their monument.   

My ancestors left their blood on the green at Lexington and the snow at Valley Forge, on 

the walls of Fort Sumter and the fields at Gettysburg.  On the waters of the river and the sands of 

Okinawa, on the bare, bleak hills called Pork Chop, Old Baldy and Heartbreak Ridge.   

 I am Nathan Hale and Paul Revere.  I stood at Lexington and fired the shot heard ’round 

the world.  I am Washington, Jefferson and Patrick Henry.  I am John Paul Jones, the Green 

Mountain Boys, Davy Crockett.  I am Lee, Grant, Lincoln and Truman.  

I am the Brooklyn Bridge, the wheat fields of Kansas and the granite hills of Vermont.  I 

am the coal fields of the Virginias and Pennsylvania.  I am the fertile fields of the West, the 

Golden Gate Bridge and the Grand Canyon.  I am Independence Hall, the Monitor and the 

Merrimac and I am the space ship Challenger.  

I am Big.  I sprawl from the Atlantic to the Pacific, three million square miles of 

throbbing industry and farming.  I am more than 5,000,000 farms.  I am forest and field, 

mountains and deserts.  I am quiet villages, busy cities that never sleep.  You can look at me and 

can see Ben Franklin walking down the streets of Philadelphia with his loaf of bread under his 

arm.   You can see Betsy Ross with her needle.  You can see lights of Christmas and hear the 

strains of “Auld Land Syne” as the calendar turns.   

I am Babe Ruth and the world series.  I am the laughter of a small boy as he watches a 

circus clown’s antics.  I am the light of triumph in the eyes of a six year old boy as he reads aloud 

for the first time. I am 175,000 schools and colleges and 275,000 churches where people worship 

God as they think best.  I am a ballot dropped in a box, an editorial in a newspaper and a letter to 

a congressman. 

I am Eli Whitney and Stephen Foster.  I am Thomas 

Edison and Albert Einstein and Billy Graham.  I am Horace Greeley, Will Rogers and the Wright 

Brothers.  I am George Washington Carver, Daniel Webster and Jonas Salk.  I am Longfellow, 

Harriet Beecher Stowe, Walt Whitman and Thomas Paine.  

 Yes, I 

am the nation and these are the things I am.  I was conceived in freedom and God willing, in 

freedom will I spend the rest of my days.  May I always possess the integrity, the courage and the 

strength to keep myself unshackled, to remain a citadel of freedom and a beacon of hope to the 

world.  

 

                                         “THE SPIRIT OF HOPE And FREEDOM 

 

 



                                   WHITE CROSSES IN THE MOONLIGHT 

 

                                             We saw these snow-white crosses 

In the moonlight on the hill:                                                            

                  We heard soft voices singing, 

                  We hear them singing still. 
 

             

They sing a song of triumph, 

Their battles have been won, 

They shoulder no more weapons- 

Sweat out a tropic sun. 

 

We saw these endless crosses 

In Dourlang’s coral sand: 

We heard the hymn of soldiers 

Who loved their native land. 

 

We did not see the Dying, 

We could not feel their pain, 

We only knew they loved us, 

And that love was not in vain. 

 

It is for us remaining: 

Our efforts must increase 

In view of what they died for – 

A universal peace 

 

If we would shirk our duties, 

Let ignorance tempt our will, 

We’ll see these snow-white crosses   

In the moonlight on the hill.                                                                                           

                                                                                                 Tyler



 



 

HELLO, REMEMBER ME? 
 

 

                          Some people call me Old Glory, others call me the              

                          Star Spangled Banner but whatever they call me, I    

                          am your flag, the flag of the United States of  

                          America….                                                     

                          Something has been bothering me, so I thought I                                                                         

                          might talk it over with you….  because it is  

                          about you and me.  

 

I remember when people would line up on both sides of the street to watch a parade, and naturally, I 

was leading it, proudly waving in the breeze.  When your daddy saw me coming, he immediately 

removed his hat and placed it against his left shoulder so that the hand was directly over his heart …. 

remember?                                                                                                                                                           

 

And you, I remember you. Standing there straight as a soldier.  You didn’t have a hat, but you were 

giving the right salute.  Remember little sister? Not to be outdone, she was saluting the same as you 

with her right hand over her heart….  remember?                                                                     

 

 What happened? I’m still the same old flag.  Oh, I have a few more Stars since you were a boy.  A lot 

more blood has been shed since those parades of long ago.                                                          

 

But now I don’t feel as proud as I used to.  When I come down your street you just stand there with your 

hands in your pockets and I may get a small glance and then you look away.  Then I see the children 

running around and shouting…they don’t seem to know who I am…I saw one man take his hat off, then 

look around and when he didn’t see anybody else with theirs off, he quickly put his back on.                                                                                                                

 

Is it a sin to be patriotic anymore?  Have you forgotten what I stand for and where I’ve been ? … Anzio, 

Guadalcanal, Korea and Vietnam.   Take a look at the Memorial Honor Rolls of those who never came 

back in order to keep this Republic free… One Nation Under God… when you salute me, you are actually 

saluting them.   

 

Well, it won’t be long until I’ll be coming down your street again.  So, when you see me, stand straight, 

place your right hand over your heart…and I’ll salute you back by waving back… and I’ll know that…   

                   

 

                                                                  YOU REMEMBERED! 
                                                                                              

 



I am the Flag                                                                                  

Howard Schnuaber   

                                                                                                                             

I am the Flag of the United States of America.                                                                                                                         

My Name is Old Glory.                                                                                                

I fly atop the world’s tallest buildings.                                                                                    

I stand watch In America’s halls of justice.                                                                     

I fly majestically over institutions of learning.                                                                              

I stand guard with power in the world.                                                                                  

Look up .. and see me.                                                                                                       

I stand for peace, honor, truth and justice.                                                                                   

I stand for freedom.                                                                                                    

I am confident.                                                                                                             

I am arrogant.                                                                                                              

I am proud.                                                                                                                  

When I am flown with my fellow banners,                                                                                    

my head is a little higher,                                                                                       

my colors a little truer.                                                                                                    

I bow to no one!                                                                                                                 

I am recognized all over the world.                                                                                                         

I am worshipped –I am saluted.                                                                                 

I am loved – I am revered.                                                                                         

I am respected – and I am feared.                                                                                               

I have fought in every battle of every war                                                                                                                     

for more than 200 years.                                                                                       

I was flown at Valley Forge,                                                                                  

Gettysburg, Shiloh and Appomattox.                                                                                          

I was there at San Juan Hill,                                                                                           

the trenches of France,                                                                                          

in the Argonne Forest,                                                                                                       

Anzio, Rome and the beaches of                                                                                                  

Normandy.                                                                                                                    

Guam, Okinawa, Korea and                                                                                             

Khe Sanh, Saigon, Vietnam know me                                                                             

I was there.                                                                                                                                  

I led my troops.                                                                                                    

I was dirty, battle worn and tired,                                                                                  



but my soldiers cheered me                                                                                                  

And I was proud.                                                                                                             

I have been burned, torn and trampled                                                                                        

on the streets of countries I have helped                                                                                      

set free.                                                                                                                    

It does not hurt, for I am invincible.                                                                                             

I have been soiled upon, burned, torn                                                                                        

and trampled on the streets of my country.                                                                                     

And when it’s by those whom I’ve served in                                                                     

battle – it hurts.                                                                                                                       

But I shall overcome –for I am strong.                                                                                    

I have slipped the bonds of Earth                                                                                                    

and stood watch over the uncharted                                                                                                

frontiers of space                                                                                                           

from my vantage point on the moon.                                                                                           

I have borne silent witness                                                                                                  

to all of America’s finest hours.                                                                                            

But my finest hours are yet to come.                                                                                     

When I am torn into strips and used as bandages                                                               

for my wounded comrades on the                                                                                                       

battlefield,                                                                                                                 

When I am flown at half-mast to honor my                                                                                                  

soldier,                                                                                                                     

Or when I lie in the trembling arms of a                                                                                                      

grieving parent                                                                                                       

at the grave of their fallen son or daughter,                                                                             

I am Proud.                                                                                                                                                  

My name is ‘Old Glory’!                                                                                                      

Long may I wave                                                                                                                             

o’er the land of the free                                                                                                    

and the home of the brave.     

 

 

 

 

 

 



Duty of Our Flag 
 

By Edgar A Guest 

 

Less hate and greed 

Is what we need 

And more of service true; 

More men to love 

The flag above 

And Keep it first in view. 

 

Less boast and brag 

About the flag, 

More faith in what it means; 

More heads erect, 

More Respect, Less talk of war machines. 

 

The time to fight 

To keep it bright 

Is not along the way, 

Nor’ cross the foam, 

But here at home 

Within ourselves today. 

 

‘Tis we must love 

                                                           That flag above 

With all our might and main; 

For from our lands 

Shall come dishonor’s stain. 

 

If that flag be 

Dishonored, we 

                                                                 Have done it not the foe; 

                                                                           If it shall fall 

                         We, first of all 

            Shall have to strike the blow 

 

                                                                       

  



It is the Soldier 

By Father Dennis Edward 

 

 

It is the Soldier. 

Not the reporter, who has given us freedom of press. 

 

It is the Soldier,  

Not the poet, who has given us freedom of speech., 

It is the Soldier. Not the campus organizer, who gives us freedom to demonstrate.  

 

It is the Soldier 

Who salutes the flag,  

who serves beneath the flag, 

and whose coffin is draped by the flag, 

who allows the protestor to burn the flag. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Ragged Old Flag 
(as sung by Johnny Cash) 

 

 

I walked through a county courthouse square,  

On a park bench an old man was sitting there, 

I said “Your old court house is kinda run down” 

He said, “Naw, it’ll do for our little town.” 

 I said, “Your flagpole has leaned a little bit,  

And that’s a Ragged Old Flag you got hanging on it.” 

 

He said, “Have a seat”, and I sat down. 

“Is this the first time you’ve been to our little town?” 

I said, “I think it is.” He said, “I don’t like to brag,  

But we’re kinda proud of that Ragged Old Flag. 

 

“You see, we got a little hole in that flag there. 

 When Washington took it across the Delaware,  

And it got powder-burned the night Francis Scott Key  

Sat watching it writing ‘O Say Can You See.” 

And it got a bad rip in New Orleans 

With Packingham and Jackson tugging’ at its seams. 

 

“And it almost fell at the Alamo 

Beside the Texas flag, but she waved on through. 

She got cut with a sword at Chancellorsville, 

And she got cut again at Shiloh Hill.  

There was Robert E. Lee, Beauregard and Bragg,  

And the south wind blew hard on that Ragged Old Flag. 

 

“On Flanders Field in World War I 

She got a big hole from a Bertha gun. 



She turned blood red in World War II. 

She hung limp and low by the time it was through. 

She was in Korea and Vietnam.  

She went where she was sent by her Uncle Sam.  

 

“She waved from our ships upon the briny foam, 

And now they’ve about quit waving here back here at home. 

In her own good land she’s been abused – 

She’s been burned, dishonored, denied and refused.  

 

“And the government for which she stands 

Is scandalized throughout the land. 

And she’s getting threadbare and wearing thin,  

But she’s in good shape for the shape she’s in.  

‘Cause she’s been through the fire before, 

And I believe she can take a whole lot more.  

 

“So we raise her up every morning,  

Take her down every night.   

We don’t let her touch the ground,  

And we fold her up right. 

On second thought I do like to brag,  

“Cause I’m mighty proud of that Ragged Old Flag.” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



I Am Old Glory 

 

I am Old Glory:  For more than ten score years I have been the banner of hope 

and freedom for generation after generation of Americans.   

Born amid the first flames of America’s fight for freedom, I am the symbol of a 

country that has grown from a little group of thirteen colonies to a united nation 

of fifty sovereign states.  

Planted firmly on the high ‘’pinnacle of American Faith my gentle fluttering  

Folds have proved an inspiration to untold millions.  

Men have followed me into battle with unwavering courage.   

They have looked upon me as a symbol of national unity. 

They have prayed that they and their fellow citizens might continue to enjoy the 

life, liberty and pursuit of happiness, which have been granted to every American 

as the heritage of free men.  

So long as men love liberty more than life itself; so long as they treasure the 

priceless privileges bought with the blood of our forefathers; so long as the 

principles of truth, justice and charity for all remain deeply rooted in human 

hearts, I shall continue to be the enduring banner of the United States of America. 

 
Originally written by Master Sergeant Percy Webb, USMC. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

                                                               I’M COMING HOME 

 

                                     

                                                 Because you would not forget me. 

                                                 Because your dream was to see me free, 

                               Because you refused to “Just let it be”. 

                                                              I’m coming home 

 

                  Because you believed that right is right. 

            And said a prayer for me at night, an  

           No you would not give up the fight! 

I’m coming home 

 

                        Because of the bracelet you wear with love. 

       Because of the flag, you fly above. 

  Cause you fought like an eagle,  

And cried like a dove. 

I’m coming home 

 

                    Because your words kept the world aware. 

                    Because your deeds have made them care. 

                        Cause the candles you light have paid my fare 

I’m coming home 

 

               Because you stand up not afraid to say; 

                                                  “We want them here in the USA” 

                   Because YOU won’t have it any other way! 

         I’M COMING HOME ONE DAY. 

 



 

TABLE SET UP FOR POW/MIA CEREMONY 
 

1. A small, round bistro table 

2. White tablecloth 

3. Single place setting, preferably all white 

4. Wine glass – inverted 

5. Salt shaker 

6. Slice of lemon on bread plate with a pile of spilled salt 

7. Small bud vase 

8. RED/YELLOW ribbon tied around the vase 

9. Candle lit 

10. Empty chair(s) (one or one for each branch) 

 
Note:  A sample of the ceremony wording and table set up is available at www.vfwauxiliary.org behind 

member 

login.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Missing Man Table and Honor Ceremony 

 

This table is set with one place setting, but it can be set with six 

place settings.  The empty chair represents Americans who 

were or are missing from all branches of service - Air Force, 

Marine Corps, Navy, Army, Coast Guard and civilians – all are 

with us in spirit. 

 

Some here were very young or not yet born, when the Viet 

Nam war began.  However, all Americans should never forget 

the brave men and women who answered our nations call and 

served the cause of freedom in a special way.   However, this 



table represents all POW’s and MIA’s from all the wars to the 

present day. 

 

Let me explain the meaning of this table and then join me for a 

moment of silent prayer. 

 

The table is round – to show our everlasting concern.     

REMEMBER! 

 

The cloth is white – symbolizing the purity of their motives 

when answering the call to service.     REMEMBER! 

 

The single red rose reminds us of the lives of the Americans and 

their loved ones and friends that keep the faith while seeking 

answers.  REMEMBER! 

 

The yellow ribbon symbolizes our continued uncertainty, hope 

for their return and determination to account for them.   

REMEMBER! 

 

A slice of lemon reminds us of their bitter fate – captured and 

missing.     REMEMBER! 

 



A pinch of salt symbolizes the tears of our missing and their 

families – who long for answers, after decades of uncertainty.       

REMEMBER! 

 

The lighted candle reflects our hope for their return – alive or 

dead.  REMEMBER! 

 

The bible represents the strength gained through faith to 

sustain us and those lost from our country, founded as one 

nation under God.   REMEMBER! 

 

The glass is inverted – to symbolize their inability to share a 

toast.   REMEMBER! 

 

The chair is empty – they are missing.                                                                    

 

PLEASE JOIN ME FOR A MOMENT OF SILENT PRAYER.       

REMEMBER! 

Let us now raise our water glasses in a toast to honor America’s 

POW-MIA’s, to the success of our efforts to account for them 

and the safety of all now serving our nation.       REMEMBER!    

 



MIA – POW 
 

Our world is moving at such a fast pace, that sometimes we forgrt what things 

mean.  Letters now stand for words and we no longer know what the letters 

mean.  I hope when we leave here each of you know the full meaning of the 

letters MIA_POW. 

 

They Stand for: MISSING IN ACTION - PRISONERS OF WAR 

M- Stands for Missing 

Webster’s definition for missing is: absent – said of one whose 

whereabouts or fate in battle has not been determined.  Missing to me 

means the loss felt by anyone for another human being for someone they 

loved.  A love that can’t be replaced because of that feeling of unknown.  

I - Stands for In  

It could also stand for Individual.  We have fifty-one individuals still missing 

from the State of Missouri.  Fifty-one individuals who can’t come home and 

carry on with their lives.  Fifty-One …. Isn’t that too many?   

A – Stands for Action 

Action is when people take-up arms against each other.  The area that this 

action took place; where our soldiers are still missing in action is the 

Southeast Asia area. 

   P - Stands for Prisoner 

Someone kept against their will.  Someone who, in this case their 

whereabouts are unknown to their family and friends. 

 O –  Stands for OF 

 To me it could stand for omission.  These prisoners are being omitted from 

our lives against their will.  

 



W - Stands for War   

 Most wars are fought for freedom to allow people to carry on their lives the 

way they want.  Yet fifty-one servicemen are prisoners-of war – a war that 

ended years ago.  

 

Before you are six lighted candles.  They were all lit from one candle.  If each of 

you would please light six other candles that people are holding; they would then 

light six others and so on.  Thus explaining the meaning of POW-MIA …. Before 

long our light would be bright enough to light the pathway to help bring our MIA-

POWs home soon.   

 

Let us Pray, 

Our Heavenly Father,  

We ask that you shelter the prisoners and missing in Southeast Asia who have 

endure hazard, imprisonment and pain beyond all reasonable expectations.  Putting 

patriotism above personal concern, they have borne the burden of us all.  Gallantly 

each went into battle in defense of his country., 

Give each the strength to endure loneliness and separation while he remains 

somewhere in Southeast Asia, fate unknown.  Help the United States to increase its 

efforts in governmental and private assistance so opening minds and hearts of the 

captors, so these brave men may soon return home to their loved ones.  

 

 Amen 

Program written by Brenda(Stuck) Bryant 

 

 

 

 



POW – MIA PRAYER 

 

As we now light this candle, let us have hearts of trust – not of sorrow. 

Let us pray,  

 

May God’s blessing be on all prisoners of war and missing in action and their 

loved ones.  

I took an oath before our flag to uphold our country’s freedom.  

I was trained to be a good soldier and to fight the enemy, and beat them, but 

somehow in the midst of this terrible war the enemy took me away. 

Today I am listed as a prisoner of war, or is it missing in action? 

Please care for my family for I shall return to the country that I love in body and 

soul. 

I’ll be joining you or my heavenly home above. 

 

                                                                  Amen 

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

  

Travel with a Portable Missing Man 

Table Ceremony Kit 
 

 

 



UNCLE SAM WAS A REAL LIVE HUMAN BEING 

 

Uncle Sam is America’s trademark!  The tall lanky gentleman with the big hat and 

whiskers is the symbol of the United States.   

 

But what few people know is that there actually was a real “Uncle Sam”.  His 

name was Samuel Wilson.  He lived in Troy, New York and was a prosperous 

meatpacker.  When the War of 1812 started, Sam Wilson supplied meat to all US 

troops stationed in the area.  The meat was stamped “US” to signify that it had 

been certified by a United States Government meat inspector.  However, the 

soldiers believed that the “U.S.” stood for Uncle Sam Wilson, the meatpacker.  

 

Eventually everything with the US stamp became known as property of “Uncle 

Sam’s”. 

 

Sam Wilson was a friendly, generous fellow and he went along with the gag… 

 

He enjoyed being called “Uncle Sam” …. Soon the political cartoonists of the day 

started drawing “Uncle Sam”.  At first, he came out a short stocky little fellow 

with a beard and a cocky grin.  The cartoon was patterned after the likeness of 

Sam Wilson, The meatpacker.  He was depicted in striped trousers, flowing 

coattails and a high hat… 

 

However; after the death of Abe Lincoln, the cartoonists started to portray “Uncle 

Sam” as a tall skinny fellow.  He grew taller over the years….  Today, the tall, spare 

“Uncle Sam” is our national symbol…. He is known all over the world as America’s 

trade mark.    

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

  



What is a Gold Star Mother and Family? 

 

Mothers and other family members give the supreme sacrifice when 

our service members lose their lives in the line of duty or died as a 

result of injuries sustained in such service.  

 

A blue star is placed in the window when a family member goes to war 

and a gold star is placed directly over the blue star when they are killed.  

 

The gold star is a symbol of honor and duty rather than a symbol of 

mourning.  

 

The last Sunday of September is Gold Star Mother’s and Family’s Day.  

It will take place on September 24, 2017. 

 

Encourage everyone to honor these families on their special day and 

every day as we display patriotism throughout this great nation. 



                                               AND HE HAD A FRIEND

     
       Dear Mom and Dad: 

The war is done’ 

My Task is through. 

But, Mom, there’s something great 

That I must ask of you. 

 

I have a friend, oh, such a friend; 

He has no home, you see. 

And so, Mom, I would really like 

To bring him home with me. 

 

Dear Son: 

We don’t mind 

If someone comes home with you. 

I’m sure he could stay with us 

Perhaps a week or two 

 

Dear Mom: 

There’s something you must know – 

Now please don’t be alarmed – 

My friend, in a battle recently, 

Was hurt and lost an arm. 

 

My Son: 

Don’t be alarmed to bring him 

Home with you.  Perhaps he could stay and visit 

For a day or two 

 

Dear Mom: 

But, Mother he’s not just a friend 

He’s like a brother too. 

That’s why I want him with us 

And like a son to you. 

 

Before you give your answer, Mom – 

I really don’t want to beg – 

But my friend fought in a battle 

In Which he lost his leg. 

 

Dear Son: 

It hurts so much to say 

My answer must be “No” 

For Dad and I have no time 

For a boy who is crippled so. 

 

So months go by, a letter comes, 

It says their son has died. 

And when they read the cause of death: 

The shock was “suicide”. 

 

Days later when the casket came 

Draped in our country’s flag, 

They saw their son lying  

there without an arm or leg.



 

Flag Named “Old Glory” 
 

The name “Old Glory” was first applied to the United States Flag by a young sea 

captain who lived in Salem, Mass.  On his twenty-first birthday, March 17, 1824, 

Captain William Driver was presented a beautiful flag by his mother and a group 

of Salem girls.  Driver was delighted with the gift.  He exclaimed, “I name her ‘Old 

Glory’’’.  The “Old Glory” accompanied the captain on his many voyages.  

Captain Driver quit the sea in 1837.  He settled in Nashville, Tenn.  On patriotic 

days, he displayed Old Glory proudly from a rope extending from his house to a 

tree across the street.  After Tennessee seceded from the Union in 1861, Captain 

Driver hid Old Glory.  He sewed the flag inside a comforter.  When Union soldiers 

entered Nashville on February 25, 1862m, Driver removed Old Glory from its 

hiding place.  He carried the Flag to the Capitol building and raised it above the 

state capitol. 

Shortly before his death, the old sea captain placed a small bundle into the arms 

of his daughter.  He said to her: “Mary Jane, this is my ship Flag, ‘Old Glory’.  It 

has been my constant companion.  I love it as a mother loves her child.  Cherish it 

as I have cherished it”. 

The Flag remained as a precious heirloom in the Driver family until 1922.  Then it 

was sent to the Smithsonian Institution in Washington and there it is carefully 

preserved under glass today.



OUR SOLDIERS 

When the security of our land is threatened, 

We call on our soldier’s might, 

To go wherever they’re needed, 

To defend us day and night. 

 

They leave their loved ones behind, 

A great Price our soldiers must pay. 

Let us salute their courage and bravery 

May we remember them each time we pray. 

 

Each time we spot “Old Glory” 

Waving for all to see, 

Let’s think of all the soldiers that have, 

Kept it flying proud and Free. 

 

This great country is tolerant 

Of cultures from other lands, 

But, when they attack our precious freedom 

We will punish with a heavy hand. 

 

Our soldiers are tried and true, 

Tempered like carbon steel, 

Born of American Spirit, 

                 Raised with American will. 

 

         Remember our fallen heroes that died, 

                    So freedom may grow, 

                To nations around the world, 

             Wherever our warriors may go. 

 

 


