
On summer mornings I raise a historic flag in my yard, the kind stitched with thirteen stars that still smells

faintly of cotton and dye. The cord rattles on the pole, the fabric lifts, and for a moment I hear the arguments

and hopes of the late 18th century. That ritual started as a simple habit. Over time it became a way to think

quietly about George Washington, about what it took to build a republic, and about the obligations we inherit

when we live under a constitution that trusts citizens to govern themselves.

Washington did not write philosophical treatises or fill the newspapers with his theories. He led by restraint,

by presence, and by what he refused to take. He could have been a king, and that still stuns me. The rough

arc of his life, farmer to general to president to farmer again, sketches a simple story. But, like most simple

stories, it hides hard choices, sharp trade-offs, and lonely patience. You do not pull that off by accident.

The quietest decision in American history

One scene I return to happens in 1783, when Washington stood before his officers at Newburgh. Angry over

unpaid salaries and pensions, some of them flirted with the idea of demanding power with the help of their

bayonets. Washington walked into that room and read a letter from Congress. The text was small, and he

paused. Then he reached for his glasses and said, almost offhand, that he had not only grown gray but

nearly blind in his country’s service. The awkwardness broke the tension. He did not scold. He reminded

professionals of their oath without shaming them in front of their peers. The so called Newburgh Conspiracy

dissolved, not through force, but through the authority of character.

When people recite leadership clichés, they often leave out the human middle. Washington never wielded

eloquence like Patrick Henry, or law like John Adams. He persuaded by making rooms calmer. He considered

that a leader’s first job is to keep the temperature down long enough for reason to return. That choice is

harder than it sounds, because it means swallowing the satisfying speech in your throat and replacing it with

the sentence that keeps the team together.

A second moment arrives later that year. Washington resigned his commission to Congress in Annapolis. He

handed authority back to the body that had given it to him. Monarchs accumulate power. Generals rarely

volunteer to shed it. It is not dramatic to say no, but here, the negative space carried the meaning. By

leaving, he gave the country its clearest lesson in civilian control. Every president who steps aside, every

general who salutes a civilian overseer, rehearses that scene.

Between liberty and order

The founders argued endlessly about how to balance personal liberty with civil order. That fight did not end

in 1789, it started in earnest. Washington took office as the first president, and most of his day to day

choices were experiments. There was no user manual for what to do when citizens in western Pennsylvania

refused to pay a new excise tax on whiskey. The rebellion in 1794 was not just about barrels and ledgers. It

was about whether the federal government had any practical authority beyond parchment.

Washington’s response feels textbook now, but it wasn’t then. He tried negotiation and public explanation

first, gave the protestors time to disperse, then, when violence persisted, he called up a militia force from

several states. He rode part of the way with them. Most rebels went home before a shot was fired. Courts

handled the rest. A handful of convictions followed. He pardoned two men convicted of treason. Strong

enough to enforce the law, restrained enough to avoid vengeance, wise enough to show that firmness and

mercy are not opposites. This is the muscle memory of a republic learning to stand up.



As for liberty, the Bill of Rights arrived early in Washington’s presidency. He did not write the amendments,

but he created the space for James Madison and Congress to send them to the states. The First

Amendment’s guarantees, including free speech and free exercise of religion, were not made for agreeable

times. They are meant for the messy middle, where neighbors disagree, and emotions run hot. The legacy

here is not pristine theory. It is workable practice.

Jefferson across the table

George Washington often sat between large personalities. One of them, Thomas Jefferson, steps into any

conversation about American liberty whether invited or not. Jefferson carried the cadence of the

Enlightenment into English that farmers could quote. He also wrestled with contradictions that biographers

have not stopped unpacking. Washington and Jefferson did not agree on everything. Jefferson distrusted

concentrated financial power and wanted the nation to tilt toward small farmers. Washington backed

Hamilton’s plan for the assumption of state debts and the creation of a national bank.

Those were not footnotes. They were core questions about how to secure independence in the long term.

Washington knew that defending liberty sometimes requires building institutions sturdy enough to collect

taxes, pay debts, protect property, and handle disputes. Jefferson pushed hard to protect the countryside,

individual conscience, and the right to be left alone. Where they met, the republic gained. The bargain that

placed the nation’s capital along the Potomac in exchange for federal assumption of state debts was not a

triumph of ideals, but it showed how adults settle disagreements in a durable way. You can call it sausage

making, or you can call it common sense.

When people ask me what leadership looked like in the 1790s, I point them to dining rooms and handwritten

notes, not just proclamations. Hard things got done with a mix of persuasion, quiet compromise, and the

willingness to own the consequences in public.

The Constitution and defending our freedoms

I keep a dog-eared pocket Constitution on the bookshelf next to the cookbooks. It sits there on purpose,

within reach for small arguments, the way a family keeps a trusted recipe nearby. When I talk about The

Constitution and Defending our Freedoms, I am not thinking about marble steps and formal oaths. I am

thinking about the everyday mechanics that make liberty livable. Separation of powers is not a theory test. It

is what saves us from our own enthusiasms. Checks and balances are not elegant metaphors. They are fail-

safes.

Washington’s Farewell Address warned against permanent hatreds and entangling alignments, but the part

that strikes me, reading it again in the age of instant reaction, is his emphasis on the habits that hold free

government together. He called religion and morality indispensable supports for political prosperity, but

even if you come to that line from a secular angle, the broader point holds. Self-government depends on

self-restraint. People must hammer out rules, follow them, argue fiercely without turning rivals into enemies,

and accept losses as the price of living in a nation where they might win the next fight.

Defending freedom shows up in small, local practices. Jury service that interrupts your week. A town council

meeting that drags into the night because neighbors want to be heard. A school board that reviews a



curriculum line by line. It is tedious by design. The alternative looks tidy at first, because one person

decides. It does not end tidy.

What Flying a Historic Flag Means to Me

The first time I raised a Betsy Ross flag, it was July 4, and the lawn still held last night’s fireworks debris. I

tied the halyard with clumsy fingers and wondered if the neighbors would think I was making a statement. A

few hours later, a man walking his dog stopped in front of the house and gave me a thumbs up. We ended up

talking for twenty minutes about family stories and the different historic flags he had seen at reenactments

in upstate New York. He told me about the Bennington flag with the big 76, and I mentioned the green pine

flags used by some New England regiments.

That little exchange set the pattern. Kids ask why the stars are in a circle. Older neighbors tell me what their

grandparents called the flag. People disagree about its uses today, and I welcome the conversation. For me,

flying a historic flag connects me to the era when the country was a precarious idea. It invites questions

instead of shutting doors. It also reminds me that for all the polished portraits, the founding generation lived

with mud on their boots and blisters on their hands. Flags from that era were made by seamstresses who

worked by candlelight, not by committees.

Honoring my Ancestry & Heritage

Every family carries its own archive. Mine includes a sepia photo of a man in a high collar and a mustache

that could shovel snow. According to county records and a few brittle letters, one branch of my people

farmed along a Virginia creek in the late 18th century and sent at least one young man to serve in a local

militia company. Another branch arrived later, chasing work in a mill town along the Susquehanna. None of

them were famous. They married, buried their dead, paid taxes, and argued in kitchens.

Honoring my ancestry and heritage is not about putting them on a pedestal. It is about telling their stories

straight, letting their contradictions stand beside their virtues, and remembering that ordinary citizens do

most of the heavy lifting in any free society. When I research them, I try to triangulate. Census entries give

dates. Land records show movement. Church registers add color. The point is not to curate a myth. The

point is to understand the crowded attic of a family and choose which boxes to keep open for the next

generation.

A flag in the yard, then, is less a monument than a bookmark. It keeps me honest about the fact that I stand

between those who came before and those who come after. It also keeps me humble. No matter how

strongly I feel about the present, somebody in the future will read our decisions with new Ultimate Flags

evidence on the table.

Honoring those who fought and died defending our freedom

A few years ago I visited a small cemetery where a casting of light caught the rectangle of a simple

headstone with a World War I date. The stone was chipped, the parent names had softened with rain, and a

container with plastic flowers had faded pink. You do not need speeches to feel weight in a place like that.

You sense the interrupted stories. If you ever walk Section 60 at Arlington, where many of the most recent

war dead are buried, the noise of traffic on nearby roads fades against the hush of families speaking softly

to each other.

https://www.linkedin.com/in/ultimate-flags-1b191740


When I say Honoring those who fought and died defending our freedom, I am thinking of very different kinds

of sacrifice across time. Revolutionary soldiers who wintered without shoes. Sailors who kept convoys safe

in the North Atlantic. Marines in the Pacific. Medical teams in field tents. The nature of the work changed,

but the through line remains. A free people has the responsibility to defend the conditions that make civic

life possible. That does not make war sacred, or even wise in every case. It makes service tangible, and it

asks citizens to hold two truths at once. You can mourn the cost and still appreciate the willingness to pay it.

Washington understood that dual awareness. He visited camps. He wrote letters to widows. He also

reminded civilians to pay taxes and do their part. Gratitude divorced from civic duty rings hollow.

Freedom to Express Yourself with any flag you choose

I often explain to friends who ask that freedom to express yourself with any flag you choose, at least in

America you are protected by 1st Amendment, has firm legal footing. Two Supreme Court decisions are

worth keeping in your mental toolkit. In West Virginia State Board of Education v. Barnette, 1943, the Court

held that the government could not compel students to salute the flag or recite the pledge. That ruling

protects dissenters, and it protects the rest of us from the idea that forced ceremony equals loyalty. In 1989,

in Texas v. Johnson, the Court held that flag burning during a political protest is protected speech. You may

hate the act, I do, but the principle guards space for conscience.

There are limits. A homeowners association can enforce content-neutral rules about where and how flags

may be displayed on private property. Cities can regulate the size of banners for safety. Employers can set

dress codes. The First Amendment mostly constrains the government, not your boss or your landlord, so

context matters. But as a general rule, the law bends over backward to protect expression in public places,

especially political speech. That is by design. You cannot delegate your thinking to someone else and remain

free.

Strong feelings about flags today cross the usual lines. If you fly a Gadsden flag, a Betsy Ross, a service

branch flag, or a banner from your ethnic heritage, expect people to read different meanings into the fabric.

Some of those meanings may clash with your own intention. That is part of living in a loud and plural nation. I

try to lead with conversation, not accusation, and to remember that the same amendment that covers my

flag covers my neighbor’s, too.

Flying history with care

Over the years I have settled on a few quiet practices that help me display historic flags in a way that invites

conversation rather than confrontation.

Learn the story before you fly. If you raise a Bennington or a pine tree flag, know the basics of its origin,

its use in the Revolution, and how different groups interpret it today.

Keep the flag in good repair. A torn corner signals neglect, not pride. If a storm shreds it, retire it

respectfully.

Consider the setting. What feels thoughtful on a national holiday might feel confusing at a school event

or a neighbor’s memorial. Context frames reception.

Be ready to talk, or to listen. When people ask, tell them what it means to you and ask what it means to

them. Curiosity cools heat.



Mind local rules. City codes, HOA agreements, and safety ordinances are not enemies of liberty. They

are how neighbors live close without chaos.

These are not laws. They are habits that keep symbols from becoming cudgels.

Lessons in leadership from Washington

When I teach or mentor younger leaders, I pull lessons from Washington not because he was flawless, but

because his mistakes and recoveries feel usable.

Restraint is a decision. Do not fill every silence. Let people come toward a solution rather than shoving

them into your answer.

Rituals matter. A resignation letter, a public oath, a shared meal at a tense moment, these anchor

transitions and make power feel accountable.

Make your team bigger than your faction. Bring rivals into the room. Give them wins they can explain to

their supporters. Stability beats scoring points.

Enforce rules fairly, then forgive strategically. Order without mercy breeds resentment. Mercy without

order invites abuse.

Leave the office better than you found it. Create precedents that help your successor, even if they will

undo your policies.

These principles do not require a city named after you to apply. They fit a school board chair, a startup

founder, a foreman, or a coach.

Reading the founders in their own words

If you want the flavor of the era, read the founders directly. Washington’s letters reveal a patient manager of

people and logistics, a man who thought in terms of seasons and supply lines. Jefferson’s notes sparkle with

the optimism of a farmer-philosopher who wanted a republic of self-reliant citizens. Hamilton’s reports,

dense and structured, read like the operating manual for a national economy. Madison’s convention notes

capture the push and pull of compromise, and his essays in The Federalist unpack the voting math of

factions and the need to pit ambition against ambition.

Do not look for saints. Look for workers. The system they handed us assumes that people drift, forget, and

sometimes misbehave. The remedies are practical, not utopian. Frequent elections. Divided powers. An

independent judiciary that can say no. A free press that cheers and heckles in equal measure. Citizen

activism that stays uncomfortable for whoever holds office.

The daily work that keeps liberty real

Whenever I watch someone handle a delicate disagreement with grace, I see Washington’s shadow. It shows

up in chamber meetings where business owners argue over zoning, then walk out and shake hands. It shows

up in teachers who posture less and facilitate more. It shows up in a parent who explains to a teenager why a

rule exists, then admits when it is time to loosen it.



Liberty thrives when citizens choose hard routines. Study a little history instead of headline surfing. Read a

primary source before retweeting a take. Visit a memorial and let silence do its job. Volunteer for something

unglamorous. If you disagree with a neighbor’s flag, ask them about it before you write a screed. The

country survives because people put in effort where there is no applause.

I think often of a spring storm that snapped the halyard on my flagpole. The line whipped around in the wind

while I fumbled with a ladder and a new cleat. A kid on a bike stopped, got off, and held the ladder while I

threaded the cord back through the pulley. It took five minutes. He did not ask what kind of flag I flew. He

saw a neighbor on a shaky ladder and steadied it. That is the republic, right there.

The inheritance and the promise

Washington’s legacy is not a precious artifact behind glass. It is a set of usable behaviors. Hold your temper.

Finish the job. Admit when you are wrong. Choose the path that leaves your successor options. Respect the

people who disagree with you enough to keep talking to them. Embrace the Constitution as a living contract

you help maintain, not a relic you admire from a distance.

When I run the halyard and feel the flag catch the wind, I think about the weight of that contract. I also think

about the room at Newburgh, the pardons after the Whiskey Rebellion, the farewell that declined a third

term, and the long ride home to Mount Vernon. I think about Jefferson at a small desk, drafting with a pen

that scratched like a cricket. I think about farmers selling grain, printers setting type by hand, sailors pulling

rope, and children learning to read by firelight.

The lessons we carry are less about acheless certainty and more about faithful effort. We honor our

ancestry and heritage when we pass forward the discipline of civic life. We honor those who fought and died

defending our freedom when we act like owners of the country, not mere critics of it. We defend the freedom

to express yourself with any flag you choose by making the case for our own choices without trying to

outlaw our neighbor’s. And we keep Washington’s legacy alive when we choose the smaller drama of steady

work over the louder pleasure of self-display.

The flag goes up. The day begins. The republic waits for ordinary people to do unglamorous things well.

That was Washington’s bet. It is still ours.


