The Tree of Liberty was planted,
two hundred fifty years ago,
by brave and discontented men
who dared to strike the fatal blow. 
 
It put down deep roots and grew up strong,
prepared for conflict years long.
Common Sense sparked a brilliant fire,
a beacon to those who would aspire. 

No sunshine patriots were needed,
no Loyalist deniers allowed.
Many a soul was set to perish—
lives given for our freedom to cherish.  

“Independence!” they boldly cried,
bursting with hard-won pride.
“Hang together or hang separately,”
they knew their lives would not be spared. 

The best of seventeen seventy-six
understood there’d be no quick fix.
For eight long years they slogged on,
’til they proved to the world they belonged. 

In seventeen eighty-three, hard-won,
a grand Republic saw its birth.
Yet Franklin warned with candor and grit:
“A Republic—if we can keep it.”

