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I was only twelve the night my Daddy died

One hand on his heart, face up on the kitchen floor

Momma held the other as we knelt down by his side

He said: Son, I’d hoped to teach you so much more

But for now

Take care of your mother

And always try to make her proud

Respect each man as a brother

And follow Jesus not the crowd

We didn’t have long

But I tried to show you how

It’s your turn now

He was eighteen when he heard his country’s call

He’d be leaving home and who could say what lay in store

So he held his Momma tight that boy so strong and tall

Saying to me: Daddy, guess I could say so much more

But for now

Take care of my mother

I’ll always try to make her proud

I’ll treat each man as a brother

And follow Jesus not the crowd

Through all of these years

I have watched you show me how

It’s my turn now

He was only eight at the time his Daddy died

His Momma held him tight—there were soldiers at the door

My boy had led the charge that turned the battle’s tide

His last letter said: Son, I’d like to tell you so much more

But for now

Take care of your mother

And always try to make her proud

Respect each man as a brother

And follow Jesus not the crowd

If I don’t come back

Well, I’ve tried to show you how

It’ll be your turn now
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