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Abstract  

 
The novella follows a protagonist named Charlie Tinger and his daughter Rainy. The purpose of 
this novella was to highlight the complexity of a father-daughter relationship, projecting a 
quirky and special bond between the two. Written with the intent of eliciting emotion in the 
form of humor and sadness, I sought to transition between these two extremes. Another 
central goal of the novella is to build rapport with the audience, connecting on a deeper level 
with characters that the reader can easily relate to. The novella seeks to emanate themes of 
forgiveness and a turning-away/turning-toward dichotomy. Written through the eyes of a 
rough-around-the-edges yet loveable character, this novella will make you ponder the 
unpredictability of life and how people put the pieces back together when it strikes. 
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 Her elongated figure floated gracefully next to me as I escorted her down the 

aisle. When I reflect on that day, I always stifle a chuckle. Here I was preparing myself 

for the fatherly role, the role of protector and solidifying myself as the rock to lean on, 

when in fact, that role was completely unnecessary. She marched down the aisle like 

she’d been there before—which she certainly hadn’t…or better not have for that matter! 

Instead of supporting her, I found her supporting me. Masculine me, tripping over my 

feet and dreading the quickly approaching alter as if it was the approach of Judgment 

Day.  

 We arrived at the altar without any bumps along the way. The wooden altar 

popped against the beautiful blue sky, daisies peeking out of the crevices. As her fiancé 

stepped forward to meet her, I resisted the urge to punch him square in the nose or kick 

him in the genitals—anything to keep him from deflowering my little girl! I quickly 

shook the thought out of my head, but within seconds my mind was repeating the mantra, 

“genitals, genitals, genitals.” Rainy looked at me nervously just as my left eye began to 

twitch and muttered, “Dad, we talked about this.” She slowly searched my face, making 

me feel as though I were acting like a 5-year-old. She then leaned toward my ear and 

softly spoke those four words that mean so much, “I love you, Daddy.” By that point, I 

knew I wasn’t going to last. All my hard work, all my perseverance, and I was going to 

breakdown at my daughter’s wedding. I fidgeted around a bit, shook my future son-in-

law’s hand and then sputtered as a last resort, “Welp, are we gonna get on with it or 

what?” adding an aggressive, “Jesus” for emphasis. The priest, or whatever you call him, 

quickened the pace and soon I was striding off to my seat. Now, safely seated and away 

from the commotion, I again could admire the most precious thing in my life.  
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 Her green eyes stared determinedly forward, looking piercingly strong. By 

contrast, her cream-colored dress illuminated her silhouette, giving off an ethereal of 

angelic charm. Instead of a halo, her head held scattered daisies peeking out from loosely 

curled tresses. As a child she had often commented on the daisy, anthropomorphizing the 

flower as a jovial and well-mannered friend who always brought out the best in others. 

Perhaps that’s why she grew to be such a wonderful person; she had the gift of being a 

dreamer. And on this day, like the child smiling down at her daisy friend, I knew how 

perfectly happy she was. Her smile melted all of my past uncertainties away, leaving the 

core belief that nothing would stand in the way of my daughter’s happiness.  
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 Rainy was born on June 3, 1992. She was quite a surprise…I think they’re calling 

them “love babies” nowadays, although that love sure didn’t last long in our case. There 

were never any hard feelings between Rainy’s mother and me. Everything’s salvageable 

to a degree, but when you reach the tipping point, it’s all down hill from there. 

 From the second I brought that baby into my home, my life was forever changed. 

I had never needed to be so responsible before, and there I was faced with the 

responsibility of a human life. I always thought of responsibility as a hierarchical climb; 

if you can keep a goldfish alive for six months then you can proceed to phase two of 

keeping a dog alive. After six months of keeping a dog alive, you’re then allowed to 

move “toward” a human life…and even then there are exceptions! I avoid telling people 

this but my track record had consisted of two dead goldfish and a cat that was confiscated 

by my best friend Paulie.  

 Paulie and I, we became friends simply because I didn’t joke about his 

androgynous name nor did I quote The Godfather every time I asked him something. As a 

kid, he was picked on a lot, but nowadays, I don’t think anyone would give Paulie shit. 

He’s about 6 foot 2 inches with perfectly sculpted black hair and a body women drool 

over. It’s no wonder Adriana fell for him, although she’s quite the catch herself. She has 

long blonde hair, buns of steel, and a no-bullshit policy (I would have snagged her first, 

but she’s a little sassy for my taste). Anyway, when Paulie broke into my house that night 

to steal my cat, I nearly hit him over the head with a baseball bat out of sheer fear, and 

later after realizing his true intent, I did hit him over the head with a baseball bat. He’s 

still got that damn cat…and luckily, our friendship leveled out after my assault.   
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 Around the same time that Rainy was born, Paulie and his wife got pregnant with 

Jorma. I’d like to add that Adriana is also Italian. I’m pretty sure Adriana and Paulie are 

the only two Italians I’ve ever met in this small town and yet they managed to find each 

other, marry, and have a kid whose name is—well hell if I know the actual origin of his 

name, but it definitely ain’t Italian. After Jorma’s birth, the plotline changed from being 

one idiotic man attempting to raise a child, to two idiotic men attempting to raise 

children. Paulie’s wife always seemed open to letting us take the kids, but in secret I 

think she shuddered imagining our incapability.   

 The adventures of Poopy-pants and Insti (Insti being short for Instigator) began 

with what seemed to be a normal Thursday. Paulie and I had decided to cook some 

smoked salmon and baked potatoes. I can lie all I want, but the fact of the matter is that 

we wanted a little peace and quiet. As we played our little game of domestic partnership, 

the kids played their little game of Poopy-pants and Insti.  

 We had just added lemon to the fish when an annoyingly rhythmic dripping sound 

arose. My eye began to twitch as I started assessing the possibilities. Paulie scratched his 

head in confusion while fumbling with the ground pepper. I don’t claim to notice much, 

but a small river running down one’s walls doesn’t stay hidden for long. With one more 

glance toward the wall, we gained consciousness and bounded up the stairs. I flung 

myself through the doorway only to discover Jorma and Rainy in the bathtub…depositing 

water onto my bathroom floor. If they were able to talk, I’m sure they would have said, 

“Ohh, it’s pro-bono—all in a good day’s work, dads.” I know I shouldn’t feel like my kid 

is conspiring in a plot in which I end up in a mental institution, but sometimes it sure as 

hell feels like it. How could they not know what they were doing? Sitting there shoveling 



8 
 

that water onto the floor…smiling those maliciously sweet smiles. Rainy simply cocked 

her head to the side and with a giant smile deposited another bucketful of water onto the 

floor.  

 You may be thinking that I am a horrible and neglectful parent, to which I reply 

with a, “Fuck off.” If you have kids, you understand, and if you don’t, you have no idea 

what it’s like. Kids can make you do crazy things, things you never thought you were 

capable of. I truly believe that kids are one of those exceptions where you are forced to 

act insanely simply to keep your sanity. I hold my memories dear and always look back 

laughing but at the time it never seems to be quite so funny… 

 We decided to get a dog. I was lonely and needed a companion other than a 

screaming child, and Rainy wouldn’t stop screaming once she set eyes on the thing (win-

win). Although I had something a little bit more masculine in mind, and to be frank, a 

little less ugly, we ended up choosing Ghost. Ghost was this old, rundown, smelly, and 

bug-eyed Pug, with a butthole that would later be known as the “one-eyed monster.” 

Every time I looked at Ghost, I felt bad for the poor bastard and he must have known it 

too because after staring into my eyes for a beat, he would always turn his head down, 

seemingly ashamed. I can’t understand why she chose to wrap her arms around that dog. 

His mouth was constantly agape with a foul-smelling odor and his hair came off in little 

clumps whenever he brushed against anything. He had wide eyes that never seemed to 

focus on any one thing and scratchy little claws that clinked against the hardwood floors. 

Perhaps most repulsive was the noise he made whenever he breathed; it was a noise 

similar to someone having an asthma attack. Every time he approached me, I feared that 

he would sneeze a monstrous mixture of slobber and snot onto my face. For these 
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reasons, I started calling him Ghost, in the hopes that he would disappear and I wouldn’t 

be burdened by his bug-eyed stare.  

 He never did disappear and I guess that was alright. There are things about that 

dog that…well, there are just things about that dog. He constantly licked the carpet, the 

ottoman, the walls…I always wondered what it is he had found and felt a little jealous at 

how great whatever it was must have tasted. And I guess I didn’t mind having a 

companion that didn’t understand anything I said; it’s incredibly liberating knowing that 

you can yell all kinds of obscenities and not be judged for them. He ended up being a 

pretty good dog, to me and especially to Rainy.  

 Rainy never let that dog out of her sight and surprisingly, the dog seemed to be 

just as obsessed with Rainy as Rainy was with him. I still feel a twinge of guilt for 

throwing Ghost to the wolves (or wolf more appropriately). That dog did anything and 

everything Rainy wanted him to. At one point I envisioned my daughter becoming some 

form of animal trainer due to her success with Ghost. I was almost positive she would be 

working for the K-9 unit or teaching an elephant at the circus how to blow water onto a 

crowd.  

 Her talent with animals was my first experience with being bitten by the proud-

parent bug. I had invited a couple of my closest friends over for dinner and drinks. As we 

sat in the living room becoming increasingly inebriated, I looked over to find Ghost and 

Rainy parading around. In an instant, I was on again about my daughter being an animal-

whisperer and how animals respect her because she respects them. I glance over with a 

showy swing of my glass toward her and Ghost to catch Rainy poking a pencil into 

Ghost’s butthole. Immediately I fling my drink across the room while mouths open in 
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horror. I quickly unarm Rainy and carry her off to her bedroom while simultaneously 

rescuing Ghost from his assault. I never thought I’d be more embarrassed than the time 

my parents walked in on my high school girlfriend and I, but low and behold, here I was. 

The room was full of shifty eyes, people uncertain as to whether it would be more 

awkward to stay or more awkward to get up and leave. I pursed my lips together a few 

times and took a big gulp of my drink. “Hah…ha. We all have our quirks. Besides, Ghost 

didn’t seem to mind. Perhaps his being sodomized is the highlight of his day; I mean 

really, it’s either that or crapping in the yard.”   

 I guess I assumed, perhaps naively, that Ghost would diffuse the alliance between 

Rainy and Jorma. Instead, Ghost only strengthened the alliance, adding another layer of 

depth to their horrific scheming. One such occasion immediately centered on Ghost, I 

refer to as the “Christmas in July.”  

 The temperature outside had been warm enough for Ghost to take refuge in the 

shade of our pathetic apple tree. Rainy and Jorma were both outside splashing around in 

the purple kiddy pool I had bought for such warm occasions. Paulie and I watched from 

afar, two cold beers in our hands. Aside from the excited squeals of our children, the day 

had been fairly relaxing, until Rainy started pressing me about taking a dip. I spewed out 

white lie after white lie, but like any incessant child, Rainy refused to quit. Eventually I 

was forced to throw out my trump card and bring poor Ghost into the mix. “Honey, look 

at Ghost under that tree over there. I think this weather is too hot for him. Perhaps you 

should take him inside to get a drink of water?” Rainy stared me down, challenging the 

authenticity of this statement. Finally she shrugged her little shoulders, almost resulting 
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in a complete disrobing of her polka dot bathing suit, and ran toward the house. Ghost 

instantly followed, as did Jorma, Paulie, and I.  

 At this point, I was just happy to be out of the crosshairs of a water war. As usual, 

the three musketeers disappeared from our sight, going to play upstairs in Rainy’s room. 

Paulie and I cracked open two more beers and proceeded to unwind in front of the 

television. Seven innings of the Red Sox game unfolded in front of our gleeful eyes 

without any interruption from the kids. This happenstance was a gift from God and also a 

punishment. If you’ve ever been a parent you know how capable kids are of entertaining 

themselves but that entertainment can come at a cost. As our initial excitement died 

down, Paulie and I started contemplating the location of our children and their activity of 

choice. “Perhaps we should go check on the peanut gallery...they’ve been gone for a 

while,” Paulie prodded. 

 We removed ourselves from the sanctity of my family room and went searching 

for the trio. It wasn’t long before we heard uninhibited laughter and a pattering of small, 

busy feet. They were in Rainy’s room, no doubt. The pit of my stomach said I was in for 

a surprise, but I’d been wrong before and was hoping it was another one of those times. 

“Rainyyyy!” I called in earnest, giving her a chance to clean up any potential mess she 

had made. Against my rules, Rainy had closed her bedroom door, a sure sign that trouble 

awaited. Paulie and I exchanged a look of “here we go again” and slowly opened the 

door. 

 Rainy’s sunshiny room had been transformed into a startlingly white winter 

wonderland. Her mahogany dressers, desk, and bedside table had been powdered with a 

sugary coating. The gray carpeting looked sickly, as if it had become a breeding ground 
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for lice, and the comforter’s numerous jungle animals seemed to have relocated to the 

arctic. Ghost scrambled for the door, a trail of white particles taking flight behind him. I 

raced over to Rainy and seized the industrial-sized bottle of baby powder from her hot 

little hands. She was wide-eyed and giggly, Jorma and her resembling two miniature 

yetis. I got down on her level, literally and figuratively, and asked her exactly what she 

had been thinking. Rainy looked at me intently and said in a very serious voice, “Ghost 

was weally, weally hot and so I put snow on him and he all better!” I looked at her 

wearily and retorted, “Well, that seems awfully nice of you, but perhaps next time we 

should cool Ghost off in a way that won’t cause possible asphyxiation and death.” She 

smiled up at me, puffing her chest out with pride. I turned to Paulie and questioned, 

“How come this stuff never happens at your house?” to which he replied, “You know 

Adriana is on top of their shit.  

 Maybe I wasn’t the best parent…some may even go so far as to coin my parenting 

style as idiotic. However, I have yet to meet a parent who I would label a “child 

whisperer.” Parenting is a skill, but not an easily mastered skill nor a straightforward 

step-by-step process. One can’t master the skill of parenting like the skill of brewing beer 

or training a dog or even learning how to correctly disarm a bomb. No kid functions the 

same way, and most importantly, no kid is sane in the mind. I’m not a psychologist by 

any stretch of the imagination, but I was forced to take a lifespan development class in 

college, and drawing from that class I can decisively conclude that children are 

impulsive, inarticulate monsters. Children are like untrained dogs. Though you 

continually tell yourself that the dog doesn’t know any better, this fact doesn’t reduce the 

embarrassment you feel when your dog shits in the store, nor does it reduce the horror of 
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having your dog bite an innocent bystander en route to the cereal aisle. The point of my 

ramblings is to inform everyone that parenting is hard as hell. Little did I know that these 

earlier years would be some of the easiest and that no amount of practice could have 

prepared me for what was to come. 

 On this note about parenting, I’d just like to state the obvious and say that I was 

fairly alone in this job. You should see the way some of those mothers looked at me. It’s 

no secret that moms have a special club that only adequate moms and extraordinary dads 

are invited to partake in. I was obviously not invited to partake in this secret club and in 

no way was I upset about being left out. Who wants to sit around with a bunch of angry 

housewives eating bon bons. They can have their stupid squabbles and fattening food. 

Those housewives can think what they want, I raised a fantastic daughter who is leagues 

above any of their children…not that parenting is a competition (but if it was, I’d be the 

winner). Rainy turned into a very well rounded woman who is highly capable and 

adaptable. Of course, it took some time and some guidance to help her to become that 

way. If you’ve been skimming over these last few pages (and I don’t blame you), this is 

one of the few times where you should tune in because, for once, I’m going to reveal a 

more sensitive side of myself. 

 Rainy has always been hyper-emotional and hypersensitive—although, to call a 

girl hypersensitive and hyper-emotional is sort of redundant. For all you feminists who 

just shit your pants, I’m going to warn you ahead of time that squawking about 

statements such as that one isn’t going to help your case at all. I know that may seem 

unfair and render you helpless, but males have been hiding behind these sorts of fallacies 

since the dawn of time and I for one, refuse to give up that power. Anyway, Rainy has 
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always been hypersensitive, a problem we had to learn how to deal with considering my 

emotionally unavailable and stoic nature. It would be unnecessary for both of us to 

change our ways, and so I deduced that Rainy was in a better position to alter her issues 

of hypersensitivity rather than myself. That’s a joke. I was obviously the one who had to 

change and with great difficulty, I managed to cope in the face of adversity and surface 

on the other side…somewhat unscathed. 

 Rainy doesn’t have anger issues, but at the ripe age of five, there were times when 

I wasn’t so sure. In retrospect, I now realize that all kids have an over-active amygdala, 

the source of their excessive emotional bouts. Rainy’s rages (a term I coined after this 

recurring pattern) consisted of incredibly passive-aggressive motions that resulted in sly 

smiles and sarcastic remarks rather than the intended frustration. She would get so 

worked up and unable to express herself through words that she would lash out in 

physical ways. Most people would agree that physical lashing out is no laughing matter, 

but in this case, it was. Rainy had such a pure soul and a good heart, and her lashing out 

only exemplified this characteristic. When she got so worked up that she had nowhere 

else to put her anger, Rainy would stalk through the house tipping every monumental 

item upside down. Tipping doesn’t even describe the passive-aggressive behavior…a 

better term would be “laying.” She softly laid down every dining room chair, every 

ottoman, every object that she was capable of turning over unharmed. This was her way 

of releasing all of her pent-up anger, as if to say, “Take that! Ha! You better watch out or 

I’ll gently tip over all of your furniture!” And boy, that really showed me. Every time that 

she “acted out” by laying all of my furniture down, I responded as any sane parent would, 

“Oh my gosh…no! Not my furniture! Oh, this is tragic, I’ll never be able to sit again!” I 
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guess I got a kick out of her belief in this strategy, like tipping furniture was some kind of 

diabolical plan. Besides, the sooner she found out that her tipping my furniture over 

didn’t get my goat, the sooner she’d be on the right track to what really pissed me off 

(and what kind of a parent is going to draw a map of how to push their buttons?).   

 I’ll admit, I may not have handled that situation in the “appropriate” way…but 

c’mon, that’s funny! Me making fun of my daughter was not the sensitive side I was 

meaning to show you, but now I plan on fully disclosing my sensitive side. In response to 

Rainy’s obvious expression issues, I devised a plan to help her release that pent-up anger 

in an even more satisfying way. Though I’m sure that tipping over my furniture was 

equally as pleasing, my newfound idea was problem-focused and resulted in not only the 

expenditure of the anger but also the understanding of all parties involved.  

 Channeling my angry housewife/feminist side, I advised Rainy to explain her 

feelings to me. After painfully watching her stutter over her words, I then suggested she 

start to write me letters. My initial idea was focused on Rainy writing letters and me 

pretending to read them, the perfect compromise. However, life never seems to go as 

planned, and I ended up having to forgo hours upon hours of my life spent “pretending” 

to listen to Rainy reading her “feeling” letters to me. She would get so damn excited 

about her creation that she would approach me happier than a clam and refuse to leave 

until I listened to her letter.  

 Do you know how difficult it is to listen to someone complain about all of your 

wrongdoings and your bad traits? Well, imagine having to listen to your bad traits and 

wrongdoings from the perspective of a 5 year-old. There’s only so much one man can 

take until one’s brain completely shuts off. I like to tell myself that there was nothing I 
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could have done, that my unconscious ability to tune out my little girl spurred as a 

defense mechanism and was completely out of my control. I knew I sounded like a robot, 

but apparently Rainy didn’t catch my monotone responses such as, “Hmm…yeah honey, 

I am a big doo-doo-head sometimes” or “ah, you’re right, I’ll call you Yoshi in the 

grocery store next time” or even, “peanuts and potty, good idea.” And since Rainy never 

found out that I was only listening half of the time, everything seemed to work out. She 

has since grown up and as far as I know, she doesn’t have any daddy issues or any other 

problems directly reflecting my bad parenting. In my book, I check that off as success.  

 Although I gave Rainy an outlet for her emotions, there were times when nothing 

could soothe her emotional turmoil. I do stick by my claim that all women are a mad 

mess of emotion, but Rainy is a mad mess of emotion with an addition of aggressive 

heatedness. At first, I antagonized the crap out of her…until I began to analyze the 

implications of her aggressive tendencies and how she possibly adopted this trait. 

Whether she adopted her aggression from genetics or from the environment is a moot 

point—either option ends with the same conclusion of me being at fault. So I guess it’s 

true that the parents learn just as much from the kids as the kids learn from their parents. I 

learned that I might, in fact, be the slightest bit aggressive, on occasion. When I confided 

in Paulie about my epiphany, he merely scoffed, “you’re just now realizing that?” His 

comment induced one of those pensive states in me that one usually sees at a pivotal 

moment in a movie. That point where the main character reflects on his actions and 

realizes some obvious truth that has been evading him. In that moment, I had one of those 

flashbacks and realized that I am not just aggressive “on occasion” but aggressive quite 

opportunistically. I’m aggressive when faced with incompetence, I’m aggressive when 
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dickhead drivers cut me off, and I’m definitely aggressive with cocky SOB’s, and the list 

just continues from there. I would have been fine never finding out what an ass I am, but 

looking at Rainy was like looking into a mirror and unfortunately “unrealizing” doesn’t 

exist. She had picked up some of my worst habits, adding her own special flare. “Move it, 

dickhead” became “pull head out of ass—then drive!” She certainly had a way with 

words. 

 Anyway, Rainy was as volatile as I when she fought and there were many times 

when she announced her departure. For the life of me, I can’t remember what kinds of 

things led her to plan her escape, but my guess is the woes of wearing coordinated outfits 

or my inability to cut her french toast perfectly symmetrical. After a squabble, she would 

go upstairs and rummage around in her room. I could tell when she was plotting her 

escape because she’d mutter things to herself like, “Gonna be sorry…I’ll show him!” I 

also acknowledge rather pathetically that I passed down the talking-to-yourself-when-

angry gene. Soon she would be teetering down the stairs with a suitcase precariously 

bumping along behind her. The last stop before she made her getaway would be the 

kitchen, where she would load up on loaves of white bread and peanut butter (what a 

healthy staple—I taught her well). I think the goal of this last stop was to make sure I saw 

her so that I could beg her to not go and apologize for commanding her to go to bed on 

time (she was going to make some husband incredibly aggravated someday with her 

passive-aggressive powers).  

 As any supportive parent would do, I cheered her on with, “good luck in the real 

world honey, I’m really rooting for you!” After my sarcastic comments, she would blow 

her gasket and huff out of the house. I know what you’re thinking. You know my way of 



18 
 

handling Rainy is hilarious, but your morality is telling you that I’m neglectful and that 

my daughter will wind up in a ditch someday. Fortunately for me, my daughter is as 

much of a control freak as myself and cautious beyond belief. As she aged, I found 

myself playing the devil on her shoulder, “Go have fun for once, you’re way too cautious 

for your age” or “Jesus, Rainy, I should be locking you in your room, not begging you to 

go out and find trouble.” As a child, however, this cautious side worked to my advantage. 

I’d let her haul her suitcase out the door and wave her a farewell, wishing her luck on her 

trip because I knew she wouldn’t make it past the driveway.  

 She would park her little butt on our stone driveway and wait it out. Eventually I 

would cave in and come outside to talk. I remember the first time she “ran away from 

home.” I’ll admit I was nervous; I didn’t want to go chasing down the street after my kid, 

possibly riling up the good old neighborhood watch. Getting into a chasing match with 

your child that results in bystanders questioning whether you may be a pedophile is never 

a fun ordeal. And yet, to save your kid from a potential pedophile, most parents are 

subjected to being in that bystanders-thinking-you’re-a-pedophile-because-you’re-

chasing-your-kid fiasco. I wanted to avoid that fiasco and therefore watched out the 

window as Rainy made her great escape from the Tinger prison. It was that day that I 

realized how cautious my daughter was. She wouldn’t cross that driveway line and 

decided to set-up camp in the middle of our stony hill. Reflecting back to that moment 

still chokes me up. It didn’t matter that Rainy had a good head on her shoulders, life 

found a way to shatter our world.  

 Anyway, I watched her for a while to see how she fared with the boredom and 

whatever was scaring her, but she can be incredibly rigid and apparently she’s quite good 
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at staring off into space for long periods of time. Perhaps she was imagining my 

beheading or giving me the spanking. When I walked out there to see how she was doing, 

she kept to her guns and ignored me. I may have apologized, but only because of my 

curiosity. I just had to know what was keeping this six year-old glued to my driveway. 

When I inquired, “You didn’t get very far, did you?” she immediately retorted, “What 

kind of a father are you? You’re just going to let me leave so that I can get kidnapped by 

a complete stranger!” And in that moment I realized that life might not be so hard after 

all. Sure, she can be a real crazy and I’ve never met anyone who infuriates me more than 

Rainy, but at least I don’t have to worry about her being incompetent and/or making 

idiotic mistakes (as aforementioned to be one of my pet peeves). I can take whatever she 

dishes out, as long as she doesn’t put herself into a precarious situation and/or act like a 

real dumbass.  

 I believed the above statement until our next ridiculous fight in which I banned 

her from the local pet store. Going to the local pet store to look at the dogs and kitties had 

become a usual occurrence with Rainy and I, but lately I had noticed that she was getting 

more and more intent on buying an animal. We still had fatass (I mean Ghost) and he was 

more than enough dog for the both of us. The more I told Rainy, “no,” the more she 

begged, “yes.” It was a constant uphill battle. Rainy has always been a well-mannered 

and respectful child (unless she’s making one of her “stands” and then watch out!) so she 

never broke down in public, but when we got home, she immediately threw a tantrum.  

She would begin with a crowd-pleasing, “I want the Blue Heeler/Australian Shepherd 

mix!” and then make a grand attempt at logic, “Dad, I’m really responsible and capable 

of taking care of this dog.” She would then shift to pathos with, “I want something to 
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love that’s all mine besides Ghost because he’s old and his farts smell and he licks the 

carpet.” And finally she would end the argument with accusations, “You never gave me a 

brother; it’s all your fault!”  

 I’m not sure what the “correct” parental approach is in this situation, but I took 

the approach of ignoring her. This constant battle reminded me of watching a wild animal 

being caged. She would buck around her room, throwing her fists on the ground like a 

baboon and crying out in this guttural rage. I got so used to her escapades that I could 

literally tune her out. It was as if she was making sweet, sweet music, pounding above 

my head in her bedroom while I read the paper. Paulie came over during one of her 

escapades to drop off my Cabella’s magazines and nearly crapped himself. He had this 

look on his face like an earthquake had just torn my house apart. I looked up from my 

book and replied, “She’s on about some dog she wants—you have a wife, don’t look so 

surprised” and went back to reading.  

 After her first idea (tantrum) didn’t work, she concocted a second scheme that she 

obviously thought was bulletproof due to her devious smile. She informed me at dinner 

one evening that she was going on a hunger strike until I bought her that dog at the pet 

store. I didn’t have anything to say to her. What do you say to a child who has never 

known hardship? The worst event in her life was the day I forgot to buy the cartoon box 

of popsicles rather than the on-sale popsicles I brought home. Even though my daughter 

was naive, she still deserved an answer and so I told it like it was: “If you want to go on a 

hunger strike, be my guest. As far as I know, the only people capable of starving 

themselves are Muslims because of religious devotion and Gandhi, who fought for peace. 

I understand that you think a dog is as important as peace but number one, it’s just not 
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and number two, Gandhi was a special kind of man and you’re not Gandhi. But I wish 

you luck and even if you succeed, the answer is a resounding “no.”  

 My monologue sent her into a tizzy of pouting and what I can only imagine is the 

equivalent of cursing for kids. The funniest part about her second scheme is the fact that 

she stuck to her story for so long. She told me she was fasting and left the dinner table 

that night. For the next three days, I didn’t see her eat one bite of food, but obviously that 

meant nothing to me. She was either starving herself and would eventually cave, or, the 

likelier circumstance, much like a greedy cat, she was getting food from somewhere else. 

I didn’t even try to catch her, something that made her downfall that much funnier. I had 

gone over to Paulie’s to show him my new bow and arrow. As I walked into the door, I 

caught Rainy and Jorma sitting on the couch with purple popsicles in their mouths. As 

Rainy registered her defeat, the popsicle slipped out of her mouth and onto Adriana’s 

white couch, her mouth forming a perfect “oh” of shock. I left Rainy to her own devices 

and proceeded to find Paulie. Before diving into the most important topic at hand (my 

new bow and arrow), I politely apologized for the couch and gave the explanation, “You 

know that whole starvation thing I was telling you about? Well, I suspect Rainy, in the 

living room, with a popsicle stick.” He just shrugged with a neutral expression and 

declared, “white couches are stupid anyway.” 

 As Rainy got older, the consequences of her actions became worse than spilling 

on white couches or negotiating how many times I’d let her drive the car around the 

block. That last statement may sound a little crazy, but you’d be surprised how wonderful 

a tool rewards can be. I could get Rainy to do anything if I promised her a couple of laps 

around the cul-de-sac in my car. And before you start to judge me too harshly, I’ll have 



22 
 

you know that Rainy didn’t drive my car by herself. She would sit on my lap and 

navigate the car while I controlled the gas and break. In this manner, her driving my car 

was nearly bulletproof. Besides, she loved it and that gave me an advantage over her 

behavior; any advantage a parent has, they should take it. Looking back on Rainy’s 

driving skills, I’d have said she was surprisingly better at driving a car than she was at 

riding her bike. People rant and rave about the dangers of a car, but get my little girl on a 

bike and watch out!  

 The first day I taught Rainy how to ride a bike she ran head-on into our 

neighbors’ black SUV. It was arguably one of the most awkward moments of my life but 

nothing seems to embarrass kids. Here she was, riding off into the sunset, when she took 

a swerving turn and kept on going. It was one of those slow-motion moments where the 

father is waving his arms frantically and chasing after his daughter who has gone rogue. 

Jesus. I guess the good part of that story is that she kept going strong and didn’t waver.. I 

expected something for God’s sake, a short “daddy!” or “uh-oh” (her seemingly favorite 

word). The cherry on top of the cake was that the neighbors had guests over and everyone 

was huddled outside saying goodbye. The shocked expression on the faces of the 

bystanders as Rainy plowed into the SUV was classic. I, of course, was humiliated and 

apologized profusely, offering to fix the small dent in the car. My neighbors have more 

money than they know what to do with and no kids in sight so they waved the whole 

ordeal off. Looking back on the situation, they were probably more embarrassed for me 

than I was for myself. Though I may be speculating here, I really do think that people 

without kids look down on parents with feelings of pity and confusion. It’s as if my 

neighbors were exchanging condolences telepathically; the husband questioning, “that 
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poor bastard…what has he got himself into?” while the wife replies, “Oh I know and 

think of his nonexistent sex life—he must be like a creaky and dried-up water spigot.”   

 I know it seems like I’m always harping on Rainy and telling horror stories about 

how many problems she caused, but the truth is, she was quite the terror when she was a 

child. Once she got older, she started learning manners and understanding what it means 

to be polite, but for the first stretch of her life, she was quite the hellion. She has always 

been feisty, opinionated, and loud—I remember her scoffing at one of her teachers for 

being unfair. Rainy told me, “Yeah dad, and she told me to be quiet in front of the whole 

class, but I wasn’t the only one talking and when I pointed that out to her she told me, 

‘Yes Rainy, but unfortunately your voice carries and is the only one I hear. It’s a burden 

you’ll have to face for the rest of your life.’” I about crapped my pants when she told me 

that one. It’s true—my daughter’s voice is like a soccer ball to the face.   

 Another one of her traits that is a blessing and also a curse is her competitiveness. 

She must have been in the 5
th

 grade when I was called into the counseling center at her 

school. Let me deviate from the story for a second to bash on these stupid “counseling 

centers.” Perhaps I have a biased opinion and am not involved in the serious cases, but it 

seems like all that these counselors do is mediate for disputes involving stolen carrots and 

playground inequality. And on top of that, counseling centers are increasing the number 

of adults who become trapped in their patronizing roles and continue this “baby talk” to 

all people they encounter in their everyday lives. Example: “Oh, excuse me but I believe 

that I saw that television first. How can we solve this problem? Let’s look at our options 

and compromise.” 
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 That’s the kind of place I was called into when Rainy was having a problem at 

school. I had no idea what to expect and because of protocol they were incapable of 

telling me what Rainy had done wrong until I came into the office. I bet they have that 

protocol because if they did tell the parents 90% of the parents wouldn’t come into the 

office to discuss this bullshit “problem.”  

 When I walked into the office, Rainy was sitting in the waiting area along with 

two of her friends, Karin and Jessica. I know both of their parents and neither of those 

girls are troublemakers, so I was intrigued as to what kind of shenanigans the three of 

them had gotten into. As soon as the receptionist noticed an adult had entered the room, 

she phoned the counselor and my daughter and I were swept into the counselor’s office. 

She ushered Rainy and I into two adjacent chairs facing her desk and introduced herself 

as Pamela. After a few seconds of smiling silence, Pamela delved into the problem. 

Apparently the girls had become quite possessive over the foursquare game and were 

teaming up against a group of guys. The way Pamela described this feud one would think 

that a world war had broken out. She talked of casualties, those being the kids who were 

easily picked off due to my daughter and her friends’ alliance. I don’t doubt that those 

kids felt bad about foursquare but unfortunately that’s just the way the world works. 

Adults are always complaining about the competition in kids’ sports and the necessity for 

all kids to receive a trophy but what about the real world? I think it’s best if kids see the 

world for what it is instead of the sugarcoated world adults try to create. 

 On a less serious note, the fact that this counselor was getting all bent out of shape 

because some kids decided to make an alliance and dominate the foursquare court was 

laughable. I tried to stifle my laughter as any controlled adult would, but in the end the 
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laughter won. Pamela continued to explain the horrors of Rainy leaving lunch early so 

that she could get to the foursquare ball first. It’s been a while since I was a kid, but I do 

vaguely remember doing the same kind of shit then that Rainy was pulling now. Hell, 

back in the day I was getting into fistfights on the playground and knocking teeth out. I 

think a foursquare rivalry was a whole hell of a lot better than that scenario. 

 Eventually Pamela finished her lecture on the abysmal nature of foursquare and 

waited expectantly for my reaction. I think she wanted me to agree with her load of crap, 

but I just didn’t have it in me to even make an effort. I looked at that lady and laid down 

the law. I told her, “I understand that it’s your job to make sure every child grows up 

thinking life is full of rainbows and butterflies, but that just ain’t how the real world 

works. Besides, Rainy is just being a stupid kid, forming alliances and dominating, and 

frankly, that is the whole point of any game. I respect your opinion, but this whole 

meeting is a waste of my time and yours. If my daughter dismembers someone or ignites 

a fire in the school cafeteria, then please do call to tell me that we have a problem. For 

now, I don’t see a problem and I’ve got work to do. I hope you have yourself a wonderful 

day Pamela.”  

 I got out of my seat to leave with Rainy hot on my trail and Pamela’s mouth 

hanging loosely in shock. With a tip of my hat, I took Rainy’s hand and led her out of the 

counselor’s office. When we were out in the hallway, I turned to Rainy and said, “Don’t 

worry about Pamela and the stick up her ass…I bet you holes to a donut that she was one 

of those ‘casualties’ in foursquare” as a kid. A slow smile crept across Rainy’s face 

reminding me why this crazy life was all worth it in the end.  
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 Rainy’s competitive and unsympathetic attitude helped her to become as 

successful in sports as she was. In general, most athletes who excel at their sport have an 

attitude, whether they admit to having one or not. It’s very much an “I’m better than you” 

or a “Watch this” kind of mindset. You can’t teach that kind of mindset, a person either 

has it or they don’t. I think one of my first inklings that Rainy was going to be an athlete 

was in the early stages of her dance career. I didn’t know the first thing about girls so I 

followed the gender stereotype and put Rainy into a tap dancing class. She said the girls 

were all bitches (Rainy used some other age-appropriate language). I thought that getting 

her involved in something was what was best for her and so I gently nudged her forward.  

 On the last day of her dance class, Rainy and I were walking out to the car and I 

told her, “You know honey, if you want to be a dancer or a cheerleader, we’re going to 

need to sign you up for some more classes. Practice makes perfect.” Rainy stopped dead 

in her tracks and gave me a piercing stare. Along with her glassy gaze came a forward 

response, “I’m not going to cheer for anybody, they can cheer for me.” Upon hearing her 

testy reply, I decided that perhaps boys and girls weren’t that different after all. It took all 

the strength I had not to burst out laughing as my eyebrows shot skyward. In that instance 

I made a parental decision and acquiesced, “let’s sign you up for some contact sports, 

shall we?”  

 Rainy decided on soccer because she liked hitting people and because there 

wasn’t anything more satisfying than kicking a ball as hard as possible. She had willingly 

joined soccer at a relatively young age and fell quickly in love but basketball took a little 

bit of persuasion. Her group of soccer friends had decided to try basketball and from 

hearing through the grapevine of parents, I encouraged Rainy to do so as well. She fought 
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and fought, saying that she was only interested in soccer and didn’t want to try her hand 

at basketball. I’ll admit that I basically forced her, but if I hadn’t then she never would 

have found her second passion and logged away the many wonderful memories that 

accompanied the court.  

 Though she’s neurotic as hell and stubborn to boot, I still remind her of her 

opposition to basketball and how that whole shenanigan ended up. It’s funny looking 

back on the past. I’ve tried to use this example to sway her toward my viewpoint, but the 

truth is, ever since she crossed that threshold into womanhood, she had been an arrow of 

precision. I can’t recall a time where she up and changed her mind once it was set…her 

stubbornness made me crazy but her absolute certainty and strength amazed me. I know it 

may sound like I’m rambling a little but I guess that’s what happens when something 

shakes you to your core. You start reflecting back on your life, attempting to safeguard 

all of the memories you once collected, wishing you had piled more inside. But the thing 

is…you can’t go back, you can’t change the past. You just have to battle with the present 

and hope for the future. 
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 I could feel the grass underneath my feet and thanked god that it hadn’t rained.  

The pale yellow color that peppered the wedding decorations stood in stark contrast to the 

vivid green of the grass. My first (and only) marriage hadn’t lasted. And yet, sitting here, 

looking up at my daughter, I wanted to believe that marriage could end in “happily ever 

after.” Her smiling and determined face stirred a hope that I thought I had lost long ago. I 

watched her as she intently admired her future husband, wondering if it was possible for 

him to love her as much as I did. I guess it doesn’t necessarily need to be a competition 

and in fact, shouldn’t be. She would always be my little girl but she also deserved being 

someone’s beautiful woman and somebody’s mother. I hoped that she would know the 

adoration a child feels for his or her parent. Rainy deserved every type of love that a 

person could possibly experience. I won’t lie that sitting there, staring up at her, I was 

also just as scared as I was excited for her. It felt as though my heart was being pulled in 

two opposing directions. Of course I wanted my daughter to fly the coop and become a 

happy, independent woman; however, there were consequences to this scenario as well. I 

wouldn’t be able to provide for her, I wouldn’t be the person she looked to for help, I 

wouldn’t be able to protect her from harm… 
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 Has your world ever fallen apart? Not in the “my seventh-grade girlfriend broke 

up with me” kind of way, but in an earth-shatteringly nothing-will-ever-be-the-same kind 

of way. I don’t know if I’m explaining this quite right—words really never seemed to be 

my thing. What I mean is, there comes a time in some people’s lives (and we pray that 

this doesn’t happen, but it inevitably will for certain people) when they are truly faced 

with a scenario so terrifying and so uncontrollable that they feel absolutely debilitated. 

You feel as though you have no control over your life—or anyone else’s for that matter. 

It’s like one of those roller coasters that your friend dragged you onto against your will. 

You didn’t choose this and in fact, it may be your worst nightmare. It goes up and down, 

you feel sick to your stomach like you just can’t take any more, and then all of a sudden 

you make it to the top, or so it seems, until you plummet downward into the dark abyss. It 

is a constant nightmare that leaves your head spinning; you’re fighting for this, you’re 

fighting against that, but really, you just feel like you’re stuck on the same god damn loop 

with no escape in sight.  

 I know you may be sitting here, reading this and feeling sorry for me, but that’s 

where you’re all goofed. It’s a sad truth that we as humans can look at the terrible, 

unforeseen events that happen in this world and pity those they happen to, never 

suspecting for one minute that those same events are just as likely to happen to ourselves. 

I won’t act like an angel here. I’m just as guilty as the next person. I used to sit in my 

easy chair, muttering “poor bastard” under my breath to the latest headline or claiming 

that the world was a fucked-up place after the newscaster recounted the consequences of 

a drunk-driving incident. We always shake our heads, displaying sympathy for those poor 
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souls, never questioning that THAT particular monstrosity could potentially happen to us. 

I know I may sound a little forward but get your heads out of your asses!  

 This is your wake-up call! I know that you won’t be able to stop the impending 

doom that is “fated” to you but maybe this will help you realize how precious and how 

short life really is. So quit that job that makes you want to blow your brains out 95% of 

the time. Encourage your son to tap-dance the shit out of that wood floor. Ask that 

beautiful girl that makes your palms sweat out on a date. And most importantly, realize 

what makes you happy and never, ever take that for granted. For me particularly, the 

thing that matters the most is my daughter. I’m sure that probably doesn’t come as too 

much of a shocker seeing as it’s all I’ve really talked about thus far but I thought it never 

hurt to clarify. Rainy really is my everything. I mean sure, I had Paulie and his family as 

well as Ghost, but other than that, I really didn’t have many other significant people in 

my life. Some would be so bold as to say that I lived a pretty solitary life…I called it a 

life of no bullshit. The real reason is that I was burned once. And being burned is not 

something that a Tinger forgets. We have hard shields to crack through and once you’re 

finally in, you’re in for life. If you cut us, we scar for life. And that’s exactly what 

happened to me. I never told Rainy the details of her mother because I couldn’t unlock 

that door I had shut so long ago. When it first happened, Paulie tried to get me to open 

up, “to heal” as he called it, but I wouldn’t relent. I wasn’t ready to let the flood of 

memories in and for the same reason, I wasn’t able to share with Rainy the details of her 

mother. 

 I met Rainy’s mom when I was about 24. She was a hot, young thing and I knew 

the moment I laid eyes on her that I just had to get to know her. Luckily, she was chatting 



33 
 

it up with Adriana. Although, I suppose it isn’t too crazy to think that the girl I would end 

up with was associated with Adriana in some form or another considering that Adriana 

was basically the loudest chatterbox in the whole world. I really never knew how Paulie 

put up with her. I can just imagine both of them climbing into bed, him attempting to read 

the new war story I had given him and her finding this the perfect time to jump into an 

explanation of the new nail type she had gotten at the salon earlier that day. I mean shit, 

I’m surprised that Paulie hasn’t developed a nervous twitch from her squawking. 

Anyway, that’s a little off topic, the point was that Adriana knew Rainy’s mother and 

that’s how I made my move. 

 Adriana inevitably sauntered over to us after what felt like three hours of 

uninhibited gossiping. I normally would have jetted by then, but I was on a mission to 

find out more about this girl. I tried to bring it up to Adriana casually but of course there 

is no casual with Adriana and soon she was getting all riled up about the possibility of a 

double date. She said the girl’s name was Madi and that she had just started at the 

college. I took that information and ran with it. The upcoming weekend we went on our 

first date and I gave her a goodnight kiss (or more appropriately, she let me). Our story 

ran through the normal trajectory of relationships during that time. We met, fell hard, and 

made lots of love…until that love turned into a baby. I remember her calling me one 

evening, stifling back tears. For the first half of the conversation I couldn’t understand a 

damn thing she said until I caught the words “I’m late.” Those fateful words that every 

man and woman fears. I guess it’s possible that those words could imply a momentous 

event; however, I think more appropriately the words, “yay!” or “I’m pregnant” usually 
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surface instead. Anyway, it was very apparent that neither of us were expecting this 

change of pace nor was it necessarily on the menu for us.  

 She was an absolute mess. It was obvious that Mads wasn’t ready to be a mother. 

In fact, I’m not sure to this day that she ever really wanted to take on that role. Back in 

the day, we assumed that all men and women wanted to marry and pop out a few kids of 

their own—it was just the way things worked back then. But nowadays you’ve got people 

opting out of marriage left and right and tons of adults coming to the realization that they 

would make terrible, self-centered parents or perhaps, that they just don’t have the taste 

for grubby, screaming monsters. Either way, the pressure that society places on marriage 

and children has eased up a little…it never really seemed like much of an option back 

then. I had a decision to make and it was either going to be the right decision or the 

wrong one, and I may be an ass but I have my morals, so of course I asked her to marry 

me. And to be honest, I probably still would have asked her even if she hadn’t have 

gotten pregnant. We certainly had our set of issues, but I fell hard for Madi and I was 

ready to weather the storm with her through thick and thin. That’s where the Tinger gene 

comes into play. We find that person and we make a promise to stand by them for 

eternity no matter if we fight like cats and dogs or hate each other more than we love 

each other. It’s just the Tinger way and that’s exactly what I did. However, I was 

obviously on a whole other page because that’s not what ended up happening. 

 The day after she told me about the pregnancy test being positive, I went out and 

bought a ring. Mind you, it was nothing fancy. For god’s sake, I worked at the Waste 

Management Company down the street, just barely scraping by. I managed to buy her 

what I could, a simple silver ring with a speck of a diamond. I had a plan to take her up to 
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the top of the highest hill in town where you could look down on all of the city lights. It 

was something else up there…looking down on everything you felt like you could finally 

breathe, like maybe, just maybe, there was a little luck out there that could help a man 

like me reach for his dreams. And in this situation, we really needed a little luck to get us 

through. I had ironed my nicest shirt, slicked my hair into what I believed to be a 

“hairstyle” and I was ready to roll. I couldn’t even listen to music on the way over to her 

house, I was that god damn nervous but that didn’t keep a song from popping into my 

head anyway. I could just hear the words of the boss over and over again… 

“We went down to the courthouse 

And the judge put it all to rest 

No wedding day smiles, no walk down the aisle,  

No flowers, no wedding dress.”  

  -Bruce Springsteen 

 

Madi said yes that night and I was ecstatic. I knew that we had the world working against 

us but I was a stupid boy back then, thinking that love and hope could get people by. And 

maybe they can, maybe it was just that we didn’t have enough of it…but I’ll never know.  

 Madison carried Rainy to nine months and delivered her without any problem 

whatsoever, unless you count the loss of feeling in my hand for an hour or so afterward. 

Rainy was a screaming hellion from the second she was born. I could tell that we were 

gonna get along just fine but Madi must not have been feeling the same way. I think from 

the second I married her I was too wrapped up in what I wanted us to be that I didn’t see 

what was really happening. I wanted so much for us to be a family and for us to be 

happy, that I overlooked the reality of the situation. Madi was one of those free spirits, 

the kind of person that can’t really be tied down. She had so much life and so much 
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energy, but after the marriage and the baby it felt as if the light had gone out of her eyes. 

It was as if she needed freedom to ignite her fire and with Rainy and I, we had 

extinguished that flame. I was too exhausted caring for a baby to notice that she was 

slowly slipping away from me. When I think back, I have to stop myself from assuming I 

could have saved us. I have to stop myself from thinking that if things had been different, 

if I would have just done X, that she would never have left. The truth is, some people are 

meant for leaving. I loved Mads like I’ve never loved another woman and like I will 

never love another woman again. That’s the curse of the Tingers. We fall for one woman 

and that’s it. But there was nothing I could do. She didn’t want a baby, a husband, a 

simple life. She needed change, freedom, the insecurity of never knowing and I couldn’t 

give that to her. I don’t regret anything that has happened but I do wish that things could 

have turned out differently. 

 I wish that Madi had given me the chance to say goodbye. I know she was 

probably right in leaving that note but it doesn’t stop me from wishing. It’s a funny thing 

when there’s a hole in your past, a huge regret that you wish you could fill. It’s 

comparable to a sinkhole. It’s something you avoid at all costs; you try as hard as you can 

to step around the edges while simultaneously forgetting its dangerous presence. 

However, you can’t avoid a sinkhole in your heart forever. Eventually you will revisit the 

past and the second you let your mind take a step into that quicksand, you’re up to your 

knees and then to your waist and then you’re spiraling downward in memories. I don’t 

talk about it with Rainy not because I don’t want her to know how amazing her mother 

was but because it hurts too much to recall. When she was younger, she wouldn’t have 

understood why her mother left and I didn’t want her to think that her mother didn’t love 
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her, because I know she did. She just couldn’t love her like a mother should love her 

daughter and in fact, her leaving was probably better in the end. It was a relief when 

Rainy finally stopped asking about her although I don’t think it was because she ever 

ceased in curiosity. As she grew older, there were times when I could tell that she wanted 

to ask about Madi but she wouldn’t. I could see the millions of questions in her eyes and 

the tight lips she had acquired in order to withhold her inquiries. It was a game that I let 

us play because I was too much of a coward to unleash the box of memories I had locked 

so long ago. 

  There is one memory that I could bring myself to share with Rainy and that’s 

“The River.” Some nights after I’ve had a few beers and I get that look in my eyes, I’ll 

put the track on and sit in silence as I listen. I’ve never said a word about the song but she 

doesn’t need me to. She can tell by my glistening eyes what it means to me and who it is 

about. This time around, it’s a different part of the song that I pay mind to. It’s the part 

where I realize what I’ve lost and will never get back. And though it tears me apart, it 

also feels good to open up the wound again and let it breathe…  

“At night on them banks I’d lie awake  

And pull her close just to feel each breath she’d take. 

Now those memories come back to haunt me, 

They haunt me like a curse. 

Is a dream a lie if it don’t come true 

Or is it something worse.”  

  -Bruce Springsteen  

 

 I had lost Madi and the pain had never subsided. It’s one of those pains that ache 

without a cure but as the years go by I realize that another option never existed and that 
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tends to ease my mind. I’m not meaning to gain sympathy or play myself up to be some 

poor and pathetic single father. The point is that I really didn’t have anyone else in my 

life and that I had made my daughter my everything. Watching Rainy grow into a 

confident and independent woman was the highlight of my life. Even though I bitched 

about her being a pain in my ass, I think it was clear to everyone that I wouldn’t have 

traded her for anything in the world. And in fact, I wouldn’t just forgo trading her for 

something else, I don’t know what I would do without her. That’s why her phone call to 

me in early April was so unsettling. 

 Rainy was in her third year of College pursuing a degree in Psychology. She said 

she wanted to help people work through their problems. I was convinced that having been 

raised by a psycho like me, she had acquired a passion to help others avoid her same fate. 

I made sure to remind her that liberal arts degrees are reserved for those who want to end 

up working at a gas station but of course she was far too stubborn to listen to her father. 

She had just settled back into the routine of things after what I hoped had been a relaxing 

and calm spring break but feared was quite the opposite. From the phone calls she made 

weekly, she seemed to be chugging along quite nicely through her first couple of weeks 

of spring term. After the second week, I received a phone call from her detailing a severe 

migraine she had been suffering through for the last couple of days. I of course thought 

that this was strange because she hadn’t had a migraine for years, but there was a period 

of time in her life when Rainy was consistently getting migraines—these terrible, 

excruciating, pain-in-the-back-of-the-eyeball migraines, so I merely thought that the 

migraines had resurfaced again. After all, Rainy was incredibly stressed out with school 

and work and attempting to make the Dean’s List—Jesus, this kid was on her shit. Had I 
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known what the migraine meant, I never would have been so lax about it…recounting 

this experience makes me sick to my stomach. We as parents are the ones who are 

supposed to have all of the answers. That’s why our kids turn to us for advice. I imagine 

Rainy in her apartment, curled up in bed with a cool washcloth over her forehead, 

trusting my advice 100%, trusting that I have all of the answers when, in reality, I had no 

idea what was really going on. I know we all laugh at parents who rush their kids to the 

emergency room when a benign rash appears or when the child’s “cold” is definitely 

more than a cold. From where I’m sitting now, on this side of the line, I urge parents to 

sound the alarms and rally the troops because looking like an overly sensitive wackjob is 

way better than the alternative.  

 Later that day, Rainy called me back complaining that she felt incredibly warm, 

thinking she had a fever. I say “thinking” because of course college students would lack 

things we responsible adults deem as necessities—in this case, a thermometer. Anyway, 

she was certain she had a fever as well as aching in her back. I remember making a joke 

about this to lighten the mood, saying her head must have been lonely and recruited an 

aching back for friendship. She didn’t find this funny…not in the slightest. As her father, 

I have a tendency to play things down because Rainy has always been so high-strung. I 

especially have been known to underplay all things medical. I guess I can’t definitively 

say that Rainy is a hypochondriac but all signs point in that direction. She always liked to 

joke, “it’s cancer!” whenever the most minor ailment befell her. Of course, we all know 

that she really wasn’t joking. For this reason, I tried to downplay the migraine and 

truthfully thought she must have just worked herself into a tizzy, lowered her immune 

system, and acquired the common cold. With the way her symptomology unfolded, I 
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suggested flu as the culprit and that seemed scary enough to satisfy Rainy’s 

hypochondria. Since it was Thursday and she only had one class on Friday, I convinced 

her to skip the bloody class and drove the couple of hours to pick her up. At this point, it 

was my eagerness to have my little girl home more than anything that had me waiting on 

her hand and foot but in the end, I’m incredibly glad that I had made that decision. Had I 

not been around to monitor her, I’m not sure what would have happened. 

 A couple of hours after we arrived home, the symptoms worsened drastically. The 

previous aches and pains progressed toward unbearable proportions and her fever 

skyrocketed to 102.5 (a number I was able to accurately deduce based on my handy-

dandy thermometer). It was at this moment that I decided she needed to go to the 

Emergency Room. I wrapped her up in her favorite blanket and gently carried her aching 

body into the car. She looked like she was going through hell and the lack of complaining 

on her part simply reiterated that this was the case. Rainy was a loudmouthed son-of-a-

bitch and her lack of energy was startling. For this reason, I was California-stopping at 

every stop sign and speeding through the yellows.  

 When we finally arrived, Rainy looked like a zombie with blood-shot eyes and a 

90-year-old’s gait. I assisted her into the lobby, settling her into one of the waiting room 

chairs while I proceeded to tell the front-desk lady or whatever you call her, my 

emergency. Of course we were waiting for what seemed like hours while kids who 

appeared perfectly normal were admitted into the back room. I tell ya, a hospital visit is 

arguably one of the most infuriating experiences a person can go through. I was sitting on 

pins and needles, one tick away from exploding at the nearest health representative. 

Eventually we were admitted through the double doors and into a room that reeked of 
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Lysol or some other disinfectant aerosol. The murse (man purse, man nurse—they go 

hand-in-hand) looked as if he had just graduated junior high—to say the least, I was not 

feeling incredibly reassured. After I ran through the entirety of her symptomology with 

an added list of possible diagnoses—mine being the flu and Rainy adding cancer, the 

murse nodded his comprehension and said that a doctor would be in shortly. I murmured 

something pissy about short meaning excessively long and caught a disapproving shake 

of Rainy’s head meaning she was still semi-conscious—a good sign.  

 By the time the doctor had arrived, I had recounted every one of my near-death 

experiences. I know that sounds weird but Rainy and I have a special bond most people 

just wouldn’t understand. I told her she wasn’t dying, god dammit, and that she didn’t 

know what death looked like. That turned into a recollection of my trying to eat scorpions 

as a kid, falling into a river before I had learned to swim, and telling Adriana that she had 

gained a little weight—THOSE being real near-death experiences. It was perfect timing 

on the doctor’s part because I had just ran out of near-death experiences (aka distractions) 

for Rainy. The doctor was a woman who looked about my age, compassionate, 

competent—a definite upgrade from the murse. She began with a curt introduction that 

segued into a discussion of the problem. She seemed to think that Rainy was merely 

suffering from the flu and that with some meds and rest, Rainy would be back on her feet 

in no time. I was honestly relieved to hear that news. My guess had initially been the flu 

but of course, I wasn’t going to trust myself and having a second opinion from the doctor 

gave me the confidence for Rainy and I to weather out the storm. Rainy was in a daze by 

this point so we collected the meds and hurried on our way. I knew she was exhausted 

and just wanted to curl into bed to get some good sleep. By the time we got home it was 
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around six o’clock, so I tucked Rainy back into bed and decided to take a quick trip to the 

store. Whenever Rainy got sick, I would always buy her lemon-lime Gatorade and cook 

up some homemade chicken noodle soup. Yes I know, look at me being all motherly and 

nurturing—an unnatural occurrence for a dominant male such as myself but when you’re 

the only parent, you have to adopt both roles. And hell, Rainy was worth the trouble.  

 After ensuring that Rainy was snuggled up asleep in her bed, I left for the grocery 

store. It was only 15 minutes away and I assumed I would be back before she even 

noticed I had left. I bought the chicken and the egg-flower noodles, the carrots, the 

celery, and all of the little ingredients that spice up this classic concoction. And of course, 

I remembered to grab the Gatorade. Since it was already past six, I immediately started 

making the chicken soup. It’s no secret that our household has been known to eat a tad 

later than the norm…seven, eight, nine, on occasion ten. I mean shit! Sometimes there 

isn’t enough time in the day! Anyway, I wanted to make sure that Rainy would have soup 

prepared in case she woke up and felt that she could stomach a little nourishment. As I 

began slicing the carrots, I heard a noise downstairs. I thought it might be Ghost scooting 

his ass across the carpet or something equally as disturbing so I just ignored it. A couple 

of minutes later, I heard another noise, this time a loud thud—the kind of thud a tiny dog 

certainly doesn’t make and so I rushed downstairs to assess the situation. Rainy was 

sprawled on the bathroom floor, halfway in the bathtub and half hanging out. She looked 

like she had gone mental. I rushed to her side and tried to help her up asking her what she 

was doing, what had happened. She was completely out of it; her head bobbing around 

like an elderly person with a constant tremor. If I had to compare her physical state to 

something recognizable, I would have said that she had chugged a bottle of Jack Daniel’s 
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while I had been away at the store. She was fumbling from left to right, completely off-

balanced and discombobulated. This is the point where I knew something was terribly, 

terribly wrong and that there was no time to waste.  

 I packed her back into the car, securing her seatbelt and telling her to “hang on.” 

We were going back to that damn hospital; Doctor Jones had some “splainin” to do. This 

time, the only red lights I wasn’t running were lights that would have caused a collision. 

You know how sometimes music can pop into your head during a pivotal moment in your 

life, kind of like the theme song of the protagonist in a movie. Well that happened to 

me—flying down Main Street “like a bat out of hell!” I literally—I shit you not—

screeched the car into the carport reserved for ambulances and jumped out, carrying 

Rainy into the hospital. I laid her gently in the chair while I proceeded to shout excitedly 

at the front-desk lady about getting me Doctor Jones, EEE-MEEEED-IATLY! As I was 

talk shouting at the lady, Rainy had gotten up and was fumbling around behind me. I 

didn’t notice until one of the health professionals responded to Rainy, trying to coax her 

back into a chair. This provoked the front-lady to inquire as to if my daughter was drunk. 

That was the straw that broke the camel’s back. I started in with one of the most 

embarrassing monologues of my entire life (and that’s saying something): “Ohhhh you 

think so, huh? No…no, I didn’t bring my daughter into a FUCKING ER because she is 

intoxicated! In fact, I brought my daughter in because Doctor fucking JONES sent us 

home with the wrong damn diagnosis! I swear to God, if you don’t get on that stupid little 

tiny little whatever-the-fuck-that-is (with an added hand flourish), I will personally track 

down Doctor Jones and I can god-damn-guarantee you that THAT is gonna cause WAY 

more of a disruption than you contacting her now. In fact, why don’t you contact her so I 
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can stop yelling at you and then also contact your COMPETENT doctors that won’t 

fucking kill my daughter. That would be fucking fantastic, Jeeeeeeesus Christ.” I 

expected her to say something snippy or tell me to “sit down sir” in a patronizing voice 

but she simply got on the phone and took care of it. Either I scared her into submission or 

that poor lady had been conditioned to handle scenarios like this with a calm and 

professional demeanor. Either way, doctor Jones came rushing out to personally meet us 

and take us into the back part of the hospital. This time, we weren’t escorted to a tiny 

diagnostic room but rather to an actual heavy-duty equipped room—a real hospital room. 

That’s when you know something’s up, when they escort you to a room with all the beep-

beep machines.  

 Doctor Jones personally took Rainy’s vitals, with a temperature reading at 103. It 

was then that Doctor Jones beep-booped something on her pager resulting in a team of 

medical staff whooshing through the door. I was bumped into and pushed against the 

wall, left to stare helplessly at my daughter bedside being infiltrated by a sea of scrubs. I 

felt like an idiot, a big helpless idiot. For those of you who haven’t been in that scenario I 

can tell you from personal experience that it is by and far the most painful feeling. You’re 

watching your daughter being hooked up to machines, wincing as a nurse pricks the IV 

into her arm. You want to shout, “hey, be careful! That’s my little girl!” but no words 

come out. Everyone is bustling around as if there isn’t enough time to complete each step 

that needs to be done and you’re the fly against the wall, incapable of moving a finger. It 

was unbelievably surreal. Your heart is racing, pounding against your chest, trapped 

inside a body that is frightened into a state of immobility. I’m stuck, I’m staring, tears 

running down my face until one of the scrubs shakes me from my trance, pushing me 
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backward until I practically fall out of the room. She’s hurriedly saying something, her 

lips moving with urgency but I don’t hear a thing.  I’m swept up by a nurse in the hallway 

who inserts her arm through mine and leads me away. I let myself be taken, unable to 

comprehend what is happening or due to cowardice. It must be apparent that I am 

incapable of handling the situation because when I’m finally able to look up, the nurse is 

giving me a pitying look, rubbing my back like an infant and that’s when I lose it. I am 

up on my feet, yelling about my daughter, inquiring as to what the hell is going on. I 

begin the backtrack to her room, halfway between walking and running when I’m 

intercepted by what appears to be the hospital’s security guard. This man is not fucking 

around and though I try to get past him, he takes me down. Looking back, I don’t blame 

him—there was nothing else he could have done. He needed to protect the doctors and I 

needed to have let the doctors do their job. But in the moment, in the heat of things, 

you’re not thinking straight. That kind of helplessness makes you do crazy things. I was 

like a caged animal, trapped with fear and trying to escape. There was nowhere for my 

bottled up energy to go, nowhere for the anger that exploded in me to escape to. I 

attacked the bodyguard viciously, thrashing my body and hurling my knuckles toward his 

head. I’m honestly surprised that nobody came up behind me, pricking me with a needle 

to the ass in order to sedate me. Then again, maybe that kind of thing only happens in the 

movies. Luckily, the bodyguard was able to contain me and deposited me in a small room 

with a table and a couple of chairs. It looked like the kind of place where meetings were 

held or the kind of room used for the unruly parents of patients who need a timeout. At 

the time I was livid, but looking back at things I really appreciate what that guy did for 
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me. He didn’t judge, didn’t even comment on the fact that I had made him bleed above 

his eye. For God’s sake, the man was a saint.  

 I took a moment to collect myself in that room. It seemed like the appropriate 

choice or if I’m being honest, the only choice (I’m not sure I was allowed to leave by that 

point). The nurse who had initially led me away from the hospital room promptly came 

back in to explain what was happening. She told me that the doctors had noticed small 

pinprick-like dots on my daughter’s eyelids, indicating that Rainy may have 

meningococcal. I remember trying to be patient and trying to keep my voice under 

control but the stress and the confusion was too much for me. I couldn’t help but get 

excited, hurrying up her slowed speech, asking clarifying questions. As a parent, it feels 

like the clock is ticking, like maybe if the nurse tells you the information faster, you can 

decode the mystery sooner, find a solution. She continued explaining that meningococcal 

is a specific type of meningitis caused by the bacteria strain, Neissera meningitides. The 

bacteria infect the brain and spinal cord, causing the membranes to become inflamed. I 

interrupted her there, refuting that this couldn’t possibly be happening to Rainy. She was 

a young and healthy adult—these kinds of illnesses just didn’t happen to healthy 

individuals like her. She barely drinks, never smokes, exercises at least five times a 

week—she was a poster child for health. The nurse just shook her head, commenting that 

this particular strain affects young adults, especially those in close community settings 

such as college living quarters. After answering the few questions she could about 

Rainy’s current state, she said that she would return promptly with further news. The 

doctor had ordered a spinal tap that would take approximately 15 minutes and she would 

be sure to hurry back and let me know the results. Before I had the chance to squeeze in 
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another question, the nurse had exited the room and left me to my own devices. I couldn’t 

help but wonder about Rainy, left alone with strangers, confused and in a great deal of 

pain. Would the doctors be kind to her? Would they explain every procedure they were 

embarking on? I knew how neurotic Rainy was and how nervous she got when she didn’t 

know what was going on. I needed to be there for her, hold her hand when they poked her 

with that needle and tell her the pain would only last for a minute and that everything was 

going to be alright. In an instant I was on my feet, marching toward the burly man. He 

knew what I was about to do, he had seen enough throughout his years at this hospital. I 

got close enough to read the shiny placard on his chest, John. Staring eye to eye like that, 

it was one of those moments where both people know what the other is thinking without a 

word being exchanged. He put his hand on my shoulder and I crumbled. He knew I was 

terrified, barely holding it together. I just wanted to be there for my little girl. I needed to 

feel like I had control over something when it felt like my whole world was falling apart 

and I couldn’t do a damn thing about it. He didn’t need to say it, I knew. I knew that I 

would be getting in the way of the medical staff and that I would be putting my daughter 

in more danger by impeding the process, it’s just that I didn’t know what else to do. And 

sitting there staring at the cream walls, the lonely chairs, the vacant space—it all just 

exacerbated my preoccupations.  

 I sat in my chair, slowly drumming my fingers into the wood. I clasped my hands 

and unclasped them, attempting to keep still the nervous twitch that I had acquired. My 

thoughts started to run away from me. Perhaps it was a wonderful thing for Rainy to 

study Psychology. After all, it is our minds that can either save or destroy us. Sitting in 

my swivel chair, I couldn’t stop myself from contemplating the worst. What if Rainy 
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didn’t pull through? What if the swelling in her brain didn’t stop but kept expanding 

until…finishing that thought made me sick to my stomach. I felt as if I was going to 

puke, my head was spinning. It’s that feeling of a million butterflies migrating up through 

your chest, seeking an escape. I placed my heavy head in my hands, attempting to get a 

grip but there was no relief to be found.  

 I pictured Rainy graduating from college, walking up onto the stage to receive her 

diploma, a smile 10 miles wide completing something her old man could never have 

done. I pictured her gazing into the eyes of her future husband as she says, “I do” while 

the rest of us sob out of pure joy for the loving couple. I pictured her in the hospital after 

delivering her baby, exhausted and victorious to have welcomed her child into the world. 

These were all moments that Rainy would miss, moments that I would be haunted by as I 

continued to get older while Rainy remained the same age. I couldn’t bear the thought of 

having to continue this life without Rainy. Life would have no purpose, no meaning. I 

had nothing without Rainy. I started to hyperventilate, my mind incapable of being able 

to picture a life without my daughter, a life where I outlived her, a life so unjust that 

would force a parent to lose their child.  I had done this. I had blindly allowed a doctor to 

diagnose her incorrectly. If only I had asked more questions, required more tests, refused 

a simple diagnosis. I’m her father! I’m supposed to protect her and make sure that 

nothing in this world would ever hurt her. She’s supposed to be able to come to me for 

answers, to be able to trust that what I say is the truth and that everything will be okay. 

And right now, in this moment, I had failed her and nothing was going to be okay.  

 I was startled from my internal monologue by the door swinging open. The nurse 

had re-entered the room and with her an expectation of an update. I stood up, ushering 
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her into the room, my senses in overdrive. I awaited the news with an alertness I had 

never felt before. The spinal tap revealed that it was meningococcal and that the doctors 

were doing everything they could for her at this moment. However, the bacteria had 

spread throughout the blood, rupturing the veins. The seeping out of the blood was what 

was causing the purplish pink pinpricks that had started appearing on her body. Due to 

the quick dispersal of the bacteria Rainy had acquired septicemia and had been 

transferred the Intensive Care Unit. I could tell by the way the nurse was talking that the 

prognosis was bleak. I tried to hold my voice constant, but the trembling revealed itself as 

I asked her about the prognosis and where the doctors would go from here. She explained 

that Rainy would be put on antibiotics and given fluids through an IV for hydration as 

well as meds to maintain her blood pressure. If her platelets dropped below a certain 

level, they would begin issuing plasma. She paused before continuing and this is the part 

that I clearly remember word for word, “at this moment, the prognosis doesn’t look good. 

I don’t mean to be blunt but I need to prepare you for the possibility that she may not 

survive.” At this point, I collapsed onto the table, unable to be strong any longer. The 

nurse allowed me a moment to collect myself and then continued, “Charlie, we really 

aren’t sure what’s going to happen from here on out. The doctors suggest that you come 

down to the ICU and prepare yourself for...” and with that I was on my feet and out the 

door before she had the chance to finish. She was quick on my heels knowing my 

vulnerable state and led me to the ICU. I was in a daze, quickening the pace with the only 

thing on my mind being the need to take care of my baby. We turned a short corner and 

there. Rainy was hooked up to machines, her eyes shut as if she had drifted into a 

peaceful sleep. In 1.2 seconds, my 20 mph speed walk had come to a complete stop. She 
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looked so frail; the same girl who hours ago had been healthy and strong now appeared 

completely changed. I had to take a moment to catch my breath. I needed to collect 

myself. I had let her down before but I wasn’t going to let her down now. She needed me 

and I needed her. I would be strong for my daughter and we would fight through this. She 

was hell-on-wheels; this certainly wasn’t the way she was going to leave this life. The 

nurse interrupted my thoughts, explaining that this particular strain of meningitis was 

contagious through droplets. The likelihood that I would acquire the disease was 

miniscule but the hospital had to take the necessary precautions to prevent the possibility. 

I was handed a small white mask to place over my face before being admitted into her 

quarantined area. I took a moment, stepping closer to the glass to admire her before 

disrupting the peace. I slowly lifted my hand, placing it carefully against the glass wall as 

a tear slipped from my eye. I stared at my beautiful daughter, my everything feeling my 

heart pounding against my chest. Under my breath, I murmured, “you got this Rainy” and 

slowly, as if she heard me, her green eyes turned toward me and a struggled smile 

surfaced.  
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 I can see Rainy’s hands shaking a little, brushing gently against her cream-colored 

dress. It isn’t a scared shake nor is it nerves; more like an excited ticking. Anyone in the 

congregation can see that she is crazy about this man and that he is nuts about her. For 

this reason, I remain seated in my chair, understanding that I have to let her go at some 

point. Her future husband leans down to slowly and carefully tuck behind her ear the 

stray hair that has wiggled its way loose. In this instance I am reminded of my ex-wife 

and how she looked standing up at the altar. She was even younger than Rainy, jumping 

head over feet into a marriage that she wasn’t ready for. I shake the thought from my 

mind, reaffirming that Rainy is quite ready for this commitment and that this situation in 

no way mirrors my past experiences. I’m reassured by her smiling face and the certainty 

in her eyes. She stares up at him with determination and he returns the sentiment. A quiet 

wind begins whispering its presence, blowing Rainy’s dress softly behind her. Just as she 

is about to say, “I do” the wind whips her hair in front of her face, stifling speech. After 

regaining control of her hair and pressing her dress against her thighs, she begins a 

second time. The wind strikes again, sending a bone-chilling gust throughout the whole 

crowd and almost toppling Rainy and her fiancé. Suddenly, a menacingly dark cloud 

masks the sun transforming the once bright and warm day into a dark and sullen one. 

Rain begins to pummel downward upon the guests of the wedding. Grandmothers’ hats 

are blowing away in gusts of wind while uncles and aunts squeegee the rain from their 

spectacles. And yet, I am the only person who seems to think this weather change is 

unreal; others carry on as nothing has happened. It is within this moment, my chest 

tightening with panic, that the ground begins to move. It feels as if the earth has 

transformed into putty, a sticky and gooey mess. Rainy begins to slowly descend into the 
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putty, sinking without even realizing it. I shout but she seems not to hear. My feet fail me 

as I flounder to get my footing on the mucky ground. It suctions my legs, making every 

step a precarious and impossible feat. Before I know what’s happening, I’m falling face 

first into the ground, the muck consuming me. I’m thrashing and struggling to break free, 

to get to Rainy, to save her…and that’s when I wake up.   
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 I don’t like thinking about it so I don’t. Remembering the event is like reliving the 

pain and fear I felt during my time in the hospital, over and over again. I know it may not 

be right and it may not be “healthy” but forgetting is easier for me than remembering. I’m 

a very simple person. I do things that make me happy and I don’t do things that make me 

unhappy and to be quite frank, I don’t understand why someone would live their life any 

other way. What I went through is a parent’s absolute worst nightmare. I can say with 

certainty that once a person has a kid, the thought of losing that child is unbearable, by 

and far the most tragic thing that could possibly occur. I think that’s why Paulie and 

Adriana shied away from me after the fact. When a friend of yours goes through 

something nightmarish it hits really close to home. We never really talked about it but I 

can imagine that Adriana and Paulie were wondering what they would do if they had 

been in the hospital with Jorma wondering whether their little boy was going to live or 

not.  

 Of course, at first, Paulie tried to get me to talk things out. His heart was in the 

right place but his actions were all wrong. It was obvious that Adriana had forced him to 

come by with a script on-hand about how opening up about things and talking them out 

with friends can lift a weight off of your shoulders. I told him to grab a beer and watch 

the game with me or get the hell out. Like I mentioned above, I didn’t want to talk about 

it—who wants to ruminate on something painful like that? Therefore, I just tried to forget 

it. Paulie took that well, obviously relieved at not having to play “shrink” with me. I 

didn’t need to talk about an event that was unchangeable. What I needed was to watch the 

Dodgers game.  
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 This was all very recently after the hospital stay. That kind of fear terrified me 

and having been raised to reject emotion and ignore fear, I had no other choice but to shut 

all feeling off. Now, five years later, I’m able to recognize my emotions more. Perhaps 

time has proven its worth or perhaps it is my aging. I swear, as I’ve gotten older, I have 

softened around my hard edges and become a lot more sentimental than I once was. I 

remember reading about hormones changing as you age, a possible explanation? Either 

way, time does do wonders. And in this amount of time, I’ve come to see the hospital 

stay as a pivotal moment in my life, as a moment when my life took a 180 and made me 

evaluate everything differently. People say that your life can change in a blink of an eye. 

It sounds so cliché, so silly, but I can tell you from personal experience that it is 100% 

true. I knew during the time that nothing would ever be the same and looking back now I 

can verify that truth. However, that is how life works. We only have so much control, life 

being the ultimate decider in what happens to us. I can’t remember who said this, but it is 

perhaps the most noteworthy quote to remember, the quote about how the only constant 

thing in life is change. People who are able to accept this and realize that life will 

inevitably throw curveballs at you left and right, are the people who will survive. I mean 

sometimes, with the way life can twist and turn, simply surviving is all we can hope for. 

Considering that I am the one writing the words you are reading, you can deduce that I 

survived life’s curveballs. I wouldn’t say that I am the most adaptive, flexible, or 

easygoing person nor do I like change, but I found a way to cope.  In order for you to 

understand what I mean, I think I’m going to have to back up a little bit and start from the 

beginning. 
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 After the event, Rainy was all I could think about. I thought about her constantly, 

first thing when I woke up and first thing before I went to bed. Going through something 

like that changes you forever. You’re no longer the same person you once were and the 

relationship you share with your kid is completely altered. You simply can’t get enough 

of them and you can’t think about them enough. Everything you once took for granted 

now seems like the most important thing you could possibly be focusing on. That stupid 

television show she liked so much, the one you always warned you’d break the TV over, 

now becomes your favorite show. The box of cereal you’d never buy her because it was 

too high in sugar and god knows what else is now sitting on your shelf. You even begin 

reading scholarly articles that she had bookmarked for you that previously would have 

made you want to blow your brains out. It’s all such a crazy phenomenon, this complete 

shift in how you view life. After the fact, I caught up with Rainy every single Sunday. It 

was the occasion I looked most forward to and one I would never dare dream of missing. 

Before, I couldn’t make a phone call last for more than five minutes. I remember Rainy 

always making fun of me for that. She would tell others that I would call her and then 

two seconds later be bidding her goodbye. That she would have to beg me to stay on the 

phone, even though I was the one who initially called her. It was the damn truth, I’m so 

awkward on the phone and I knew she was busy with school, work, and friends. I mean, 

why would she want to talk to her old man? I didn’t want to keep her from more 

important things. But at the same time, I was all alone with her being off at college and 

most of my days were spent in solitude considering I basically dislike the majority of 

people I know so a phone call to Rainy made my day, no matter how short. I’m just lucky 

I have a daughter who puts up with me and thinks my quirks are funny. Anyway, after the 
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event, I made Sundays about her. I learned more about her than ever before—the 

relationship became a lot more intimate which was a great thing but also a not so great 

thing. The not so great part being details I didn’t particularly care to know, things maybe 

a mother would be interested in but not a father and certainly not me. During those parts I 

would just “la la la la la” in order to avoid learning knowledge I had no desire of 

knowing. The conversations altered in length, depth, and intimacy. They changed from, 

“I have a paper to write that I’m certainly not looking forward to but whatever, I’ll 

inevitably get it done. And then I’m going to go play soccer with some friends, such a 

nice day outside!!” to:  

“Today was such nice weather, such good weather that even 

though it was a Tuesday, I skipped my classes to head to the 

beach with friends. Soooooo worth it. It was just me, Tam, 

and Carol and then the boys came along. We brought a 

Frisbee and messed around for a while and then naturally we 

had to go in the water. Carol forgot her bathing suit, typical 

Carol and because I knew she would do that, I brought an 

extra one. I think we laughed about that for probably ten 

minutes straight, Jesus. Anyway, we decided to buy some 

hotdogs and roast them over the fire while watching the 

sunset. It was ridiculously fun. And to top it all off, I mean 

I’m no expert on guys but I definitely caught Jack looking at 

me throughout the day. I was just trying to play it cool, play 

hard to get but I’m not sure I succeeded. God, I’m such a 
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goober BUT then again, there have to be guys out there that 

are going to find that attractive. It’s just science. Welp, I’m 

off to bed—super exhausted from NOT studying, ha ha, 

WOOOOOOPS.”  

As you can see there were certainly parts that I had to “la la la” through in her last 

ranting. I’m hip, I’m cool, I’m down with it or whatever the kids are saying nowadays, 

but I guess I’m not THAT “down with it” to want to hear about my daughter and boys (or 

even a specific “boy”) in the same context. But rather than impede on the newly acquired 

intimacy with my daughter, I decided to just take all of the details and try to ignore the 

ones I didn’t want to hear. Having those moments with her was very much needed. It 

really is what kept me going.  

 There was another huge relational change that occurred during this time as well. It 

was something I never in a million years expected to happen. I had been outside since 

sun-up attempting to uproot the weeds in my garden, attacking every unwelcome intruder 

with a vendetta. I had ACDC blaring in the background, getting me pumped to annihilate 

these motherfuckers. I know it may have been a wee bit early to be blaring ACDC but 

then again, maybe people shouldn’t sleep away the most productive part of their day. It 

was equal parts, “wake your lazy asses up” and equal parts, “I don’t give a fuck.” It was 

probably around noon when she came walking in through the back. I say noon because I 

had already cracked a beer and you know how judgmental people get about the 

appropriate hours to drink alcoholic beverages. Anyway, I was taking a swig and wiping 

sweat from my face when I heard the clinking sound of my fence being unlatched. I 

wondered who the hell it could be considering Paulie and Adriana were out of town for 
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the weekend. Ghost just looked up at me, his lazy eye lolling off to the side. I made a 

mental note to take him to the veterinarian, have his hearing checked out. Although more 

than likely it was just the fact that Ghost was a lazy son of a bitch or that he hadn’t a 

single guard-dog bone in his body. Anyway, what happened next shocked the shit out of 

me. I saw her hand first as it lightly brushed away the foliage from where her face would 

soon emerge. Next, my eyes caught a glimpse of a simple flat shoe, muddied from the 

entrance by the gate. I recognized her immediately. She had cut her hair shorter, the sun 

reflecting off of her brunette shoulder-length style. The eyes were still the same deep 

green that I remember them, a pure emerald. The years had been kind but still reflected 

her wisdom. Laugh lines were embedded into the sides of her mouth and she had worry 

lines across her forward that she had acquired since the last time I had seen her. She 

appeared older and yet she still had the same youthful glow. If a hundred years had gone 

by I still wouldn’t have forgotten her smile, her laugh, the way she moved. I was 

completely dumbfounded, incapable of even mumbling a cordial hello, She was the first 

one to break the silence with a simple whispered, “Charlie.” I had no idea what to say or 

do, I was at a loss for words and I’ve never been good in these kinds of situations. 

Luckily, she knew me, understood me like no one had before or since. My tongue was 

caught in my mouth and out of desperation I decided to go inside, put on a pot of coffee. 

Without needing to express this, she simply knew to follow me inside. I gestured for her 

to sit down at the kitchen table while I readied a cup of coffee. It didn’t matter if she felt 

like a cup of coffee at noon, it was just one of those things to ease the tension and it gave 

me something to do while I gathered myself. While fiddling around with the coffee pot, I 

wondered how Madison had found me. It’s not like I tried to remain off the grid but she 
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certainly would have had no idea that I lived here unless someone told her. The only 

possible explanation pointed toward Adriana. Maybe they kept in touch or something. It 

seemed weird that they would still have a relationship after all of these years but I guess I 

would have never known seeing as I never asked. What good would it have done me 

anyway? And then I wondered why, after all of these years, had she decided to pop in to 

see me. There were so many things I could have been feeling at the moment; resentment, 

anger, distrust, sadness…and yet the only things I felt were relief and joy. I was 

desperately happy to see her. I didn’t care why she had come and I didn’t care what her 

motives were, I was just happy that she was here, in this moment, with me. In fact, maybe 

I didn’t want to know any of those things—maybe I wouldn’t like the answers. The older 

you get the more you realize not to ask questions you don’t want the answers to and to 

ignore things you don’t want to know. When I was younger, I used to think that only the 

truth mattered but now I know that what really matters is happiness and perceiving our 

stimuli in a way that induces such. For this reason, I wasn’t going to ask questions I 

didn’t want to know the answers to. I was simply going to be with her and be in this 

moment for however long it was going to last. 

 I returned to the table with two piping hot cups of coffee. She seemed to be being 

polite, taking the cup graciously and sipping without blowing on it. It made me chuckle 

which after she had babied her burnt tongue enticed her to ask what I was laughing about. 

I simply replied with, “nothing,” even though I knew exactly what—her burning her 

tongue was just so Madi, jumping before looking. I changed the subject by asking how 

she was doing? Onto which she gratefully latched onto. Apparently she had just gotten 

back from India where she had been working on a “Top 10 Places to Visit” article for a 
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travel blog. Hearing about how her life had unfolded, the places she had visited and the 

things she had tried, was truly fascinating. I was a little bit jealous. I think that’s always 

the case when you talk with someone who is incredibly passionate and full of life. It 

basically has the opposite effect on you making you feel like a balloon with all of its air 

having been sucked out. She had been everywhere from Abu Dhabi to Seoul, Paris to 

Sydney, Kingston to Rome…it was unreal. She was by far the most interesting person I 

had ever met. And she had a way of making you feel like you could be interesting too. 

She was one of those people who made others feel good about themselves just by being 

around her. It was hard to fathom but she had become even more incredible than I 

remembered. Madi changed the direction of the conversation, asking about what I had 

been up to, but I was reluctant to reply. My everyday activities were nothing exciting to 

talk about, they weren’t even noteworthy. I tried to shift the conversation away from 

myself and Madi acquiesced. She had a way of comforting people, never pushing them 

past the point they wanted to go.  Perhaps that’s why I liked her so much. I certainly 

wasn’t the most emotionally available person in the world and she knew how to accept 

that. It’s funny because she was one of the few people who didn’t push me to open up 

and yet she was the only person with whom I wanted to open up to. Maybe there’s some 

Psychological term for that…kind of like the Romeo and Juliet effect or something. 

When people try to force you into an action you repel and when people seemingly don’t 

care, that’s when you are willing to comply (in this case my opening up with my 

emotions). It was the first time in a long time where I could forget about everything and 

just be. It felt like putting your favorite old T-shirt on, that comfortable “I know you” 

feeling. I didn’t have to think to be around her, I could just be me. Sometimes with other 
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people, I had to make an effort and I had to consciously think about what I said but with 

her, it wasn’t exhausting, it was the opposite, almost re-energizing even. I hadn’t seen her 

in so long that I had forgotten about how good it felt and I remember thinking to myself 

that if I could just get her to stay, to take a chance on me, maybe I could have a chance at 

happiness after all.  

 Before I knew what I was doing, I had asked Madison how long she was staying 

in town with the intent of seeing her again. She gave me a round-a-bout answer, not 

pinpointing an exact time, something I ate up with greedy hope. I didn’t know what to 

suggest but I knew I had only a small window of time to set up another meeting or else 

the silence would have gone on for too long and I would have missed my opportunity. 

Without thinking, I blurted out the first thing I could think of. I asked her if she had been 

up to the David Hill Winery and when she inevitably said no, I pushed back with how 

amazingly beautiful the walk is and how delicious the wine. It would certainly be a 

shame if she left without having made the trek up there. It was obvious what I was doing 

and so when she accepted the offer, I breathed a little easier, knowing she must be 

interested in something a little bit longer than a mere check-in. We set a day to walk up to 

the Winery to admire the view and to taste some of the best Pinot Noir in the Pacific 

Northwest. She left soon after, heading home to a hotel or friend’s house I wasn’t sure, I 

felt it an inappropriate topic to broach. I certainly didn’t want to step over the line by 

asking her to stay with me so I bid her a goodbye and an “I look forward to next 

weekend.”  

 That night I was bombarded by sounds that made my ears perk up, thoughts that 

outlined my loneliness. It’s weird when your home you once shared with a daughter 
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becomes an empty nest. Once filled with laughter and music constantly playing in the 

background, the house now seemed as quiet as a library, as if one could hear a pin drop. 

It’s an eerie feeling, realizing how alone you truly are. Most of the time I was unaware, 

busying myself so as to ignore the fact, but occasionally I would stop and let the silence 

creep in. I would listen and strain my ears for the pitter-patter of footsteps or the vibrating 

of a cell phone. In those moments, I could almost swear I heard a noise, that I heard 

Rainy upstairs. And even though I knew she wasn’t here I sometimes would catch myself 

making the trek up the stairs just in case, just to make sure she hadn’t returned home 

without my knowing. I mean, she did actually do that once so I guess I’m not completely 

crazy to wonder. She had been incredibly stressed out at school that week, about one 

straw away from losing it. Apparently she couldn’t sleep that night and started 

hyperventilating, saying she just couldn’t breathe, couldn’t let things go. Later that night, 

I found her in her bed upstairs, sleeping as sound as a baby. I hadn’t even heard her come 

in, an unsettling thought. But as she drifted away her normal bear-like snoring inhabited 

the house and woke me from my bedroom. I swear, having a kid come home from college 

is like a parent’s Christmas. Opening that door and seeing Rainy sound asleep was like 

unwrapping the model train kit I wanted as an eight year-old but even better.  

 Because of this, I never stop hoping that she is there, I never stop pausing in the 

middle of my dinner to perk up my ears, listening for the clicking sound of typing on her 

computer or the dreaded groan from frustration that used to so readily echo through the 

hallway. During those times that I sit in silence and listen without hearing anything, a 

slow disappointment disperses throughout my being, an inevitable feeling of loneliness 

accompanying. However, worse than those astute times are the moments in which I’m 
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not listening and not trying to hear. The times where I’m busy doing something, my mind 

occupied and all of a sudden I think I hear a noise upstairs, perhaps a pitter-patter or a 

creak. In those moments, my mind immediately jumps to the conclusion that my daughter 

has come home and the delight that I feel, the high that I instantaneously receive results 

in an even greater disappointment when I realize the truth. Anyone who has been left by a 

child, especially those that are single parents, can understand this sudden loneliness and 

the despairingly quiet presence that haunts the house afterward. Being around Madi and 

having that sort of presence in the house just reminded me of how lonely I truly was. We 

can only hide so much from ourselves until the truth seeps in past our defenses and hits 

us square in the jaw. My only saving grace was that it was a Saturday, meaning that 

tomorrow I would be able to catch up with Rainy. 

 She apparently had gone to a festival called Sasquatch, something that had cost an 

arm and a leg but hell, it sounded like it had been worth it. She described the music and 

the food, the copious amount of drinks she had consumed (things a parent cringes to 

know), and the hot boys that ran amok (fantastic). Though it all sounded like a little much 

for my taste, she seemed to have had the time of her life. Loud noises, crowded spaces—

that’s a big “no thank-you” in my book. But Rainy was young and that’s what young 

people do. Sleeping in cramped and smelly tents on the cold, hard ground while drunks 

fumble around outside, yelling obscenities. It was a dream come true for a college 

student. The important thing was that Rainy had an amazing time and enjoyed the shit out 

of that smelly hippie-fest. She added an aside as to how she didn’t bother studying for her 

finals since Sasquatch was an all-weekend extravaganza. That was certainly something 

that I had to grit my teeth at, I mean for God sake, the amount of money I was spending 
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on her education, I wanted her nose to be in a book at all hours. I did have to admit, 

though, that she was pulling better grades than I could have ever hoped for so I really had 

no reason to complain. She worked hard, with her studies and with her job, and she had 

the right to do with the money as she pleased. Hearing about all the memories she had 

made put a smile on my face. I had some crazy times but shit, it sure seemed like Rainy 

had accomplished twice as much as I had at her age and had had twice as much fun doing 

it! Kids these days, I swear to god, they are go-go-go 24/7. I’m just impressed that I had 

created Rainy, she was by far my pride and joy—my biggest accomplishment and the 

best thing that had ever happened to me. At this point, I had to bid her goodbye because I 

was getting all choked up but next Sunday we would pick up where we left off. 

 I waited an entire week for the next exciting thing to happen in my life. I know 

that may sound sad but I never needed a whole lot, I’m just a simple kind of guy. I 

continued with my normal routine of things—work, little Asian market down the street to 

pick up two beers, make dinner for one, read a little bit of the recent Game of Thrones 

novel, and then slip into a slumber. I didn’t see anything wrong with living a simple life 

but I will admit that I had thought about the Winery every day that week and was looking 

forward to seeing Madi. It felt good to have something to look forward to again, I 

honestly couldn’t remember the last time I had been excited like this. Since the Winery 

was a walk from my house, I offered to pick Madi up but she insisted on meeting me at 

the house. I was just trying to be chivalrous but I suppose I came off a little over-eager. 

She still ended up coming though so I guess I hadn’t scared her away yet.  It was a 

beautiful and sunny summer day, with a cool breeze providing relief to the hot August 

day. Madi was wearing jean shorts and a tank top, a combination that got my heart 
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pounding from the second I saw her. We began walking through the suburban streets, 

nearing the edge of the gravel road that would lead up to the Winery. She was smiling, 

the sunglasses she had on shielding her eyes so I couldn’t tell exactly what she was 

thinking. Maybe that’s why her next question took me by surprise. I was caught off guard 

when she inquired about Rainy, asking what she was like. I felt a jab in the pit of my 

stomach, something not settling right. I just wasn’t ready to talk about her yet but didn’t 

know how to quite say that. She allowed some time to pass, testing the waters and seeing 

if she had stepped out of line. My silence alerted her that this wasn’t a subject I wanted to 

broach, that I wasn’t ready to intertwine the two just yet, and so she took the cue to 

change the subject. I allowed myself to be taken away on another tangent, welcoming the 

opportunity to switch to a different train of thought. Though the mood had definitely 

shifted, we were able to eventually shift it back. I think that’s an important indicator as to 

whether people should be together or not—their ability to get back on track after 

something unsettling has occurred. It is inevitable that relationships will have storms but 

those that can weather the storm and get back to a better place sooner will have a more 

satisfying relationship. Anyway, we finished the walk up the hill, the sun shining down 

on our backs. Madi’s skin was glowing and I remember how difficult it was to not take 

her hand but it was too soon, I didn’t want to mess up whatever it is we were doing, 

whatever this could possibly turn into.  When we got to the Winery, the Pinot Noir did 

not disappoint. We began with some white wines since it was summer after all, but she 

did come here to try the Pinot Noir so we of course shifted into the reds. I think she was 

awfully pleased—I know I was. David Hill was a diamond in the rough and I was lucky 
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to have it in my own backyard. Being able to share one of my treasures with Madi made 

the experience that much better. 

 It was as if I had been in a fog, in a zombie-like fog, and Madi showing up had 

shaken me out of that trance. She made me break out of the chains I had been stuck in; 

she made me feel free again. She made me happy. She made me hopeful. I felt like I was 

alive for the first time in a long time. And I wanted more than anything for that to 

continue. I remember saying goodbye to her after the Winery. I felt torn inside, I wanted 

to scream for her to stay but at the same time I was terrified at scaring her away. She was 

like a butterfly; if you try and cage her in with your hands, no matter how soft, you may 

break her wings but if you sit patiently and so very quietly, she may just decide to land on 

you and stay awhile. For this reason, I bit my tongue and knew that I had to bide my time 

being thankful for the moments I got to share with her, looking forward to more but 

holding no expectations of such. I made the mistake of trapping her once; I just hoped 

that I had learned from my past mistakes. 

 That Sunday as I learned about the “horrific” test Professor Patterson had 

administered, I wondered silently what Rainy would think of her mother. I wondered if 

keeping them separated like this was for the best or if they both would have wanted the 

opportunity to get to know each other. Had Madi changed? Did she wish she had raised 

Rainy, had the opportunity to get to know her, attend her piano recitals and cheer her on 

during soccer games? I wondered how much it hurt Rainy to not have a mother. Did she 

feel cheated? Was I not enough? These were questions I would never know the answer to. 

These were questions that began to haunt me but questions I wasn’t quite ready to face. 

Instead I turned to Rainy and gave her my full attention, pushing the thoughts as far from 
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my mind as possible. I delved deeper into the exams of that week, the roommate dinner 

that was burnt to a crisp, and the party Rainy was looking forward to that Friday night. It 

wasn’t much, it was only a quick Sunday catch-up, but it was all I had and it was enough 

to get me by.  

 The weeks began to fly by. Sundays continued to be reserved for Rainy but every 

other day began to increasingly be devoted to Madi. The weeks between seeing each 

other began to decrease until we were spending time together weekly and then daily, and 

then she was practically living with me. Things moved quickly but I suppose that’s what 

happens when you’re an adult. As a kid relationships move at the pace of molasses but as 

an adult, they move at rapid speed. Perhaps it was because we didn’t have much time left, 

I mean Jesus, I was becoming an old man—cruising through my fifties. Or perhaps it was 

because we had lived our lives, really lived through a lot of the ups and downs and 

uncertainties. I was near to my retirement, only a few years away—something I looked 

forward to and yet feared. My job had become monotonous and I certainly didn’t want to 

continue devoting my time there but by the same token, I wasn’t sure what I would do 

with myself once I retired. It was a sad truth but I hadn’t developed many hobbies and I 

wondered what my life would become if I had nobody around and nothing driving me. It 

was a fear that kept me up at night and something I tried to shove out of my mind. I was 

desperate to find meaning and desperate to find a purpose. Madi walking back into my 

life gave me hope that I could find these things or at least keep my head above the water 

with her presence but if she left me again, I would have nothing. It was as if she could 

sense my desperation and fear because one night, as we both sat finishing our dinner, 

Madi inquired about my future plans. I told her I didn’t know which was the complete 
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truth. I’ve always been hesitant and cautious, probably the reason why I felt so 

magnetically drawn to Madi, someone who jumps without looking, impulsive and 

carefree. If we waited on me to make the moves, we would be dead before I could even 

decide on a dinner dish. For this reason she interjected with an addition, “I’ve been 

working at The Gazette for three years now and it’s been fun but I’m growing weary. I’m 

meant to travel and to see the world. Charlie…you retire in two years. It’s not that long in 

the scope of things, I’m willing to wait two more years if you want to come with me. I 

know this wasn’t you before…but maybe this could be you now.” The clinking of forks 

ceased as the weight of the conversation sunk in. On the one hand, her leaving was the 

news I feared but on the other hand, she was giving me a choice—she was giving me the 

option of leaving with her. She was right. Before I would have said, “hell no!” but now, I 

was a changed person looking at a bleak and isolated future or one by her side, traveling 

the world. When she had walked back into my life a couple of years ago, she had picked 

up the pieces of me that were shattered all along the floor and she had managed to glue 

them back together in a configuration that left me halfway whole again. It was as much as 

I could hope for at the time. And as we grew together again, I felt myself slowly inching 

toward a whole person again, slowly gaining back control of my life. She saved me. And 

though I never in a million years would have imagined that this is where my life would 

have taken me, these are the cards I was dealt and this was my one chance for happiness. 

It’s like waiting at a train stop and knowing that this is the last train out of town—I knew 

that if I let that train pass me by, I would be making the biggest mistake of my life. Life 

had taken everything from me but it had given something back to me in return. I told her 

that night that I would follow her anywhere and I meant it. 
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 I show up to Dr. Berkham’s office with two minutes to spare, checking myself in 

at the desk with Sheryl. She is the sweetest lady, one of those mother-like figures who put 

you at ease. As I turn to seat myself she calls me back, handing me a homemade goodie 

basket full of cookies and little treats. I am taken aback and try to return the basket but of 

course she won’t have it. I’ve been coming here for the past year and seeing as this is my 

last day it seems she took it upon herself to wish me well. God, she is a sweetheart. I 

thank her profusely and take my seat knowing that Dr. Berkham will be out at exactly 

noon—his impeccable timing is probably the number one reason why I stuck with him. 

He appears in the doorway and beckons me into his room, gesturing for me to sit in my 

usual spot on the couch. He can see that I have the manuscript and that I’m a bit nervous, 

but I hand it over to him anyway. My appointment today will hopefully be the last of its 

kind and this story my last assignment.  

 Dr. Berkham is my Psychologist. I came to see him a little over a year ago due to 

a mental break. I’m sure he used different terminology to describe the situation but that 

really is what it was. The truth is that I wasn’t ready to face reality, in fact, I couldn’t face 

reality. The thought that Rainy no longer existed was unbearable to me. I completely shut 

myself off from the rest of the world the night that she slipped away from me. Seeing her 

in the ICU, barely able to open her eyes, I knew the chances were slim. I of course clung 

to hope like any parent would but the reality of the situation was bleak. As the hours 

ticked away, slowly and yet quickly all at the same time, I knew I was losing her minute-

by-minute. It was around four in the morning when her liver started failing. Soon after, 

her heart and lungs began failing, followed by her kidneys. Each organ began to shut 

down, unable to function with the poisoned blood that had infected her system. It was 
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torture, watching my little girl once so full of vivacity and youth being slowly drained of 

life. It was like trying to trap sand between your fingers, the harder you hold on the 

quicker it slips away. With each minute, her body sunk into itself even more, her lips 

paling and her eyes glossing over. I crawled onto the bed, I held her in my arms trying to 

breathe life back into her but there was nothing I could do. I watched the life slowly and 

painfully leave my little girl’s eyes until her body became a used-up husk of a body that 

had once encased my baby.  That day, although my heart continued to disperse blood 

through my veins and my organs thrived, I died. My soul shriveled up until I wasn’t sure 

I had one and my heart seemed to shatter into a million pieces; if it wasn’t for my pulse, I 

wouldn’t be sure that I still had one. For a long time I remained that way, shutting out 

anyone who may interrupt my trance, may remind me that life had continued on when I 

wish it had ceased. It took me months to get out of bed and even then I was simply 

making trips from the bed to the fridge for another six-pack. Every morning on my porch 

there would be a casserole of some kind and a six-pack, no doubt the work of Adriana 

and Paulie. It took a while for me to break that cycle but I slowly did. It was at this point 

that I found Rainy’s journal.  

 I know that it may not have been right of me to read her journal and I know that it 

may not have been healthy, but it was what kept me going through those beginning 

months of darkness. I promised myself that I would only read one entry every Sunday so 

I had something to live for, something to look forward to. Every Sunday I would read an 

entry and pretend that Rainy was still away at college, that she had just left me in 

location, not in life. I could pretend that we were catching up and that she was telling me 

about her week. It was easier that way for a long time. It was easier tricking myself than 
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facing reality. And then Madi showed up. I refused to understand the reason behind her 

sudden appearance though it was obvious. She saw how broken I was and knew that I 

would never heal. I think she knew that she was the only person who could save me even 

before I knew it myself. Life has a funny way of doing that to you…taking everything 

from you and kicking you to the ground but providing you with your one saving grace. 

She stuck by me, slowly gluing the shards back into place and though they will never 

again fit perfectly, there is a chance that the putting back together just might hold. I’ve 

clung to that hope all of these years and I can say that the road has been rough and 

certainly long, but the glue continues to hold and that’s really all I can ask for. 

 About four years after her death, I came to Rainy’s last journal entry. It took me 

weeks to read the entry. I kept putting it off, knowing that this entry was the last I would 

ever hear from her, the last words my daughter ever wrote. Knowing this forced reality 

back into my life. I could no longer pretend that Rainy was away at college…time had 

finally caught up to me. I still hadn’t talked with Madison about Rainy yet, keeping the 

journal reading a quiet and secretive activity reserved for myself alone. I knew Madison 

was aware of my coping mechanism because she would leave the house every Sunday, 

meeting up with friends to grab coffee or go shopping at the mall a town over. The night 

that I finished the final journal entry, Madison found me curled up in Rainy’s room with 

the door ajar as I had left it. I had never left Rainy’s door open and as far as I knew, Madi 

had never ventured inside, pretending as if the door didn’t exist. But that night, I left 

Madi no choice. I lay incapacitated in the bed even as Madi tried talking to me, rousing 

me, carrying me out of the bed. It was so bad that she was forced to call Paulie to help her 

settle me into the car. I was catatonic. They checked me into the hospital and stayed with 
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me all night. It was there that I met Dr. Berkham and began our regularly scheduled 

meetings. The next year was the hardest year of my life, finally coming to terms with 

Rainy’s death. Truthfully I don’t think that I will ever completely come to terms with her 

death, I don’t think any parent can ever fully accept the death of their child. However, I 

am in a much more stable place and am able to contemplate a future in which Rainy 

doesn’t exist. This is a miracle.  
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THREE WEEKS LATER… 
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 Re-marrying my ex-wife in Greece is not where I expected my life to go. And yet, 

I can’t help feeling that this is where I should be, this is the place I belong now. Looking 

into her eyes as we restate our vows, the difference is apparent. So much is the same as 

before; her beautiful smile, the way the daisies dance in her hair as the wind blows, the 

gorgeous hills in the distance. But there is one key difference. That this feels right, that I 

have nothing to fear. Our hands intertwine, displaying the emotions that need not be said 

and I let a smile ease its way across my lips. My life is nowhere near perfect, nowhere 

near a “happy ending” but I am finding moments of life that feel good, moments that 

make life worth living again. 

 I wish I could wrap this story up with a nice little bow on top but then I’d have to 

lie and that won’t do anyone any good. The truth is that I still wake up every day and 

fight an uphill battle with no peak to stumble over. The pain of losing Rainy will never go 

away but I have come to accept that. Madi has kept me going, breathing hope and love 

back into my life. It may not be pretty or neat and it may be a glued-back-together and 

twisted mess but it’s functional and it’s mine. We all expect life to be fair and to be 

perfect, but life doesn’t do promises. All we can hope for is to make the best out of the 

hand we are dealt and pray to God that the best we have is enough. I won’t sugarcoat my 

story and I doubt that this will provide you any relief but for what it’s worth, I’m still 

here. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


