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“Patriot”

            Patriot: a word that gets jumbled in the Vocabulary Vat of our brains.  Most of us don’t realize that it’s the blood, sweat, and tears sacrificed by the person to make our lives easy.

…

March 10th
            Dad has a new job.  I wasn’t paying attention at dinner, I was busy forking my peas around, trying to make them disappear, I finally had forced one into my mouth, when Dad made the announcement.  I almost choked.  He’s going to join the military.  He’d deployed on April 30th.  He said he’s wanted to do this for a long time; he’s always wanted to fight for our country, but I don’t want him to leave.  I hope I’m not being selfish, but I just don’t think I can watch my daddy leave with no guarantee he’ll be back.

April 29th
            Tomorrow Dad leaves.  Today was family day, I didn’t find it fun.  We just spent the day together, fretting about everything.  Now I’m trying to sleep, but when I close my eyes, I see horrible images.

April 30th
            Dad’s Gone.  I was kind of in a daze as we drove to the airport.  Before he left I gave him my necklace; it has a little angel on it.  He put it on and said he won’t take it off until he comes home.  I’m trying to write through tears, but it’s hard because my vision’s blurring.  I don’t know why it didn’t hit me until right after Dad walked away, that I might not see him again.

August 4th
            HE’S!! MISSING!!  We got a phone call.  They said he never came back.  Mom promises he’s fine, I try to believe her.  It’s okay, I tell myself, but tears keep coming.

September 13th
            My birthday.  A day to never forget.  I opened the mailbox praying there would be something from Dad.  And…there kinda was.  It was a teeny-tiny envelope with my name on it.  It looked like it was holding something, a secret waiting to be told, so big it was about to burst at the seams.  I opened it and my necklace fell out.  My mind turned to mush, he said he’d wear it until he was home, but why was it mailed, what if he ways home…just in spirit.  OH NO!  Thoughts swirled around in my head like a blender, and I sat down on the curb and cried.  Later, there was a knock on the door, I slowly opened it.  On the other side was something unbelievable; Dad.  There he was standing there, home.  He had a cast on his leg and bandages everywhere, but he smiled as if he’d won the lottery.  That’s when he became my hero.

…

            A patriot is a person that loves and defends their country.  It means so much to me, these people, risking their lives for us.  These people do things that I wouldn’t have the courage to do, and I would like to say something to them; thank you. 

