A True Patriot
Liv Hughes 

When I was about six, I learned the Pledge of Allegiance.

I didn’t know what it meant, but I knew at a certain time in the morning, I was to look at my classroom clock, put my hand on my chest, pledge those words, and sit back down.

And every morning I did.

I engraved those words into my brain, believing what they stood for. Believing in my complicity. Believing in those colors.

I didn’t think much of it at all.

Why would I?

I am lucky. I am GRATEFUL to be here.

Why would I ever question that?

I am lucky. I am GRATEFUL to be here.

But when I remember this clock, it always seemed off. There was always an incorrect time or a wrong spin.

Why did it spin that way?

Wasn’t it usually black and white? So easy to read?

Clocks don’t normally spin that way, but at that exact time of the morning it did.

So I STOOD up, I LOOKED at the clock, I put my hand on my chest, I PLEDGED those words, and I SAT back down.

It felt strange.

So I STAND up, I LOOK at the clock, I put my hand on my chest, I PLEDGE those words, and I SIT back down.

It feels strange.

“Red, white, and blue.”
“Red, white, and blue.”
“Red, white, and blue.” 

I am submissive. I am blind. I am a true patriot.

I pledge allegiance to money.
I pledge allegiance to machinery.

I am submissive. I am blind. I am a true patriot.

I pledge allegiance to war.
I pledge allegiance to blood.

I am submissive. I am blind. I am a true patriot.

I pledge allegiance to my supremacy.
I pledge allegiance to control.

I am submissive. I am blind. I am a true patriot.

I am complicit. I am responsible. I am a true patriot.

I witness. I watch. I ignore. 

I am a true patriot.







