
The flag is not the fire. 
It is the cloth that remembers  
what we forget. 
 
We learned the anthem, 
before we figured out what it meant. 
We paraded our spirit 
through chants that felt 
like memorized lines, 
rather than free-flowing pride. 
 
The fire is not the flag. 
It begins where the ceremony ends. 
It is the long-held doors for the elderly 
and reaching up to the tall grocery shelves 
to get that bag of flour your neighbor needs. 
The fire is the hands that create care packages, 
even after the anthem ends. 
 
You can hold a flag up all evening. 
But can you keep a fire going through the night? 
What will you use as kindling to keep your patriotism burning? 
 
When I say I’m a patriot, 
I mean that I speak up against prejudice. 
I help salt snowy sidewalks even after the 
Star-Spangled Banner ends. 
 
The flag is not the fire. 
 
The flag is what we show.  
The fire is what we do. 
 
 


