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        This is a collection of stories about my life, told the way I remember them, after losing a couple hundred brain cells. I changed some names, but not all of them. If you remember these stories differently, good for you!

      

    

  
    
      
        
          

        

      

      For Aaron.

      Us.

       

      For Steve.

      Semper Fi. 
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      You are holding a book by another youngish white woman who had a pretty charmed life until her father and husband died of cancer a few weeks after she miscarried her second baby. That’s just the truth: 2014 sucked pretty hard, but for most of my life, things were easy. I have three siblings and we are all (currently) on speaking terms. I was voted Most Likely to Have a Talk Show in high school. My parents mostly loved and respected each other, even if my dad referred to my beautiful, thin mother as Large Marge. My grandparents died when they were old, so I was sad but okay with it. I got to go to private school from kindergarten to college and I don’t even have student loans to pay off. Seriously, how much do you hate me right now?

      But easy as things were, I was always certain that I was somehow wasting time, that everything was slipping through my fingers and I was never going to do anything with my one wild and precious life. I kept waiting for someone else to tell me how to do it. It seemed like everyone else always knew what they were doing… but how? How did they know who to marry and how to get a car loan, or what number to put for their tax deductions so their parents wouldn’t end up paying their income taxes during their first year of “adulthood”? Where was the life syllabus, and how did I miss it?

      Now I am a thirty-two-year-old widowed mom and I don’t have time to worry about whether or not I’m doing it right, because I know that my one wild and precious life is indeed slipping through my hands. If I want to do something Big and Important, I have to do it before five o’clock because day care is strict about pickup time. I’m not so worried anymore, because now I know nobody knows what they are doing in life, and nobody knows what to do when bad things happen, to themselves or to other people. We make it up as we go, and sometimes we are big and generous and sometimes we are small and petty. We say the wrong things, we obsess over all the ways we got it wrong and all the ways that other people did, too. The only thing I know for sure is that it is okay not to know everything, to try and to fail and to sometimes suck at life, as long as you try to get better.

      I’m not writing this book to bum you out, although parts of it are for sure a bummer. I’m thinking specifically about the parts where my dad dies, or my husband dies, or I miscarry a baby. I don’t need your pity – I have plenty of my own, and I spend it creating sad stories about old men I see alone at the bus stop. I am writing it because bad stuff is like good stuff: it just happens.

      People really expect that huge life events will make you older and wiser, and in some ways, they do. I now have a will! I don’t give all the fucks about what people say about me on the Internet! And in some ways, I came out of these events like any other person: a little irritated at how many people complain about cold and flu season like they were just diagnosed with Stage IV brain cancer, and a little preoccupied with how flat my butt looks since I had a child.

      I’m writing a book about it – the good stuff and the terrible stuff – because I know I’m not special. This stuff happens to everyone. I’m not an expert on grief or parenting or even writing (maybe I Googled “How to Write a Book,” maybe not; who’s to say?). I am just another dummy with a blog and a collection of Most Improved awards from her days as a mediocre high school athlete, trying every day to get better at life. Not every life lesson comes from death and tragedy: sometimes it comes from flipping off your high school principal because he was illegally driving in the carpool lane.

      This is for people who have been through some shit – or have watched someone go through it. This is for people who aren’t sure if they’re saying or doing the right thing (you’re not, but nobody is). This is for people who had their life turned upside down and just learned to live that way. For people who have laughed at a funeral or cried in a grocery store. This is for everyone who wondered what exactly they’re supposed to be doing with their one wild and precious life. I don’t actually have the answer, but if you find out, will you text me?
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              Lay Off Me, Mary
            

          

        

      

      
        Tell me, what is it you plan to do with your one wild and precious life?

        
          —Mary Oliver
        

      

      Umm, I don’t know, Mary. I’m not great at planning, can’t I just go with the flow? Honestly, this little quote stresses me out sometimes. It’s like YOLO for women with Pinterest.

      My life is wild and precious. I only have one. What am I going to do with it? Well, for starters, I’m going to do so many things I never wanted to do. I’m going to play sports I don’t even like just because I’m tall. Even as a grown-up, years after my last game, I will say “yep” when old men ask if I play basketball just because I don’t want to disappoint them. I’m going to be mean just to fit in. I’m going to tip waitresses 20 percent even when they are mean to me. I’m going to live with a thin little skin, where I let every insult wound me and every compliment slide right off my back. I think I am doing this wrong.

      I will be stressed to the max, Mary. Even when I’m a kid. I’m going to be certain that every paper I write will be the one that determines my future.

      In the summertime, I will go to Lake Superior with my brother and my cousins. I will float in the icy water and imagine I am a tiny pebble. I will swim until my lips are blue.

      I will play the saxophone for a whole year and nobody in my family will remember. This will annoy me because who lies about playing the saxophone?

      I will forgive my uncle when he calls me, a seven-year-old, impersonates Goofy, and tells me I’ve won a trip to Disneyland.

      I will go to Disneyland – as an adult. My husband and I will watch the haggard couples screaming at each other over their strollers. We will hold the sweaty little hands of our niece and nephew and purchase overpriced souvenir ears and limp salads. That night, in the dark of our hotel room, we will decide to have a baby together. Cancer be damned, whatever it takes.

      I will say the f-word even after I’m sent to my room for shouting it when my little brother breaks my tailbone in a wrestling match for the remote control when we are both in high school. One day, while I am changing his diaper, my two-year-old son, Ralph, will smile, look me right in the eye, and say, “Oh, fuck!” And I will laugh.

      I’m going to make sure I spend most of my college experience stumbling drunk through the streets of Cincinnati. Or, better yet, being pushed around in a stolen grocery cart. I will know I am wasting this opportunity, so I will try to keep that feeling quiet. I will try to starve it away, or push it down with hours in the gym. I will let my jeans slide on and off without unbuttoning them. I will count my ribs with my fingers at night.

      I will spend years mimicking the fashion stylings of Britney Spears: pierced belly button with a hot pink jewel, tanning-bed tan, and chunky highlights. When she and Justin Timberlake break up, I will cry in my dorm room and wonder if love is even real.

      I will listen to a friend tell me about having sex in the basement of a party with a senior. When I repeat the story to my boyfriend, who is halfway across the country at a small liberal arts college where he takes women’s studies and plays football, he will say, “That’s not sex, that’s rape,” and I will know he is right but not what to do about it.

      A very important thing to do with your wild and precious life is to get a job, so I will do that. I will sit in a cubicle, I suppose. And then another cubicle. I’d always imagined a really stately office with lots of books, but this beige little pen will do just fine. It comes with a wastebasket! And a little sorter thing for all my folders, which I will never use because that’s what a computer does now. I will make a lot of PowerPoint documents about very important “strategies” for things like how a “consumer” can “connect” with a fossil fuels brand on Twitter, because you know what? That’s all people want to do these days. They’re just opening up Twitter hoping to start a dialogue with the guys who put the gas in their SUVs. And I can say I helped make that happen, Mary. Isn’t that something?

      I will sometimes hate-read blogs written by people I despise, just to make my blood boil. You probably don’t hate-read anything because you have a sparkling mind that has not been pecked to death by the incessant information assault that is the Internet. But seriously, Mary, how many lifestyle blogs does the world need? How many photos of coffee? How many hashtags do we need on one photo and can’t we just have a brunch without labeling all the beverages with small chalk signs, Mary?? Can’t we?

      Sometimes I will read Twitter right when I wake up, when only one of my eyes opens fully. I will follow hashtags that make me want to punch someone. I’m talking about you, #notallmen, #meninism, and #alllivesmatter.

      I will fall in love, quickly the first time, and slower every time after that. “I hope we are in love FOREVER,” I will write in my bubbly, high-school-girl handwriting.

      I will say “I love you” when I don’t exactly mean it, but “I love you” sounds better than “You are my best option at the time, though I know you have reached your full potential and I am destined for greater things, buddy.” That’s okay, right?

      I will choose the wrong man sometimes. All right, most of the time. Okay, every time except once or twice.

      I will sometimes miss these men who were not right for me. I will think of them when I hear certain songs by long-lost indie bands, or smell marijuana in the summertime. I will always say it wasn’t love, but it was. Love is not always perfect, is it, Mary? Isn’t it sometimes awkward and bumbling?

      I will move to New York for love. I won’t have a job, or any money, but I will feel very alive and very special and cosmopolitan even though “date night” sometimes means eating at Olive Garden in Times Square, because I am dating a man who is comfortable enough to admit that his favorite kind of Italian food is “Italian food.”

      I will learn the words to misogynistic rap songs, even though I am a feminist. I will always turn it down when my car rolls up beside an elderly person.

      Sometimes I will be small and mean and ugly and jealous.

      Sometimes I will be open and loving and generous.

      I will do anything to avoid being lonely. I will wake up in beds where I do not belong, grab my things, and go.

      I will pick my nose and hope nobody is looking.

      I will judge other people, and find myself doing nearly all those things I judged them for. See: my giant, all-terrain stroller; handing my child an iPhone to keep him quiet when we are out to dinner and he is losing his mind; co-sleeping with him until he is thirty (fingers crossed).

      I will choose the right man when it really matters. I will tell him once that it is my dream to be on the kiss cam, and at every sporting event, he will conspire to make sure we make out hardcore every time the Jumbotron camera passes by us. I will watch him die in my arms. I’m not saying that to be dramatic, I’m saying it because aside from pushing a live baby out of my hidey-hole it is the most meaningful thing I have done with this wild and precious life. I will tell our son that his papa is in his heart, and in mine. Like the word “fuck,” Ralph will remember that. He will remind me on gray spring days when I am wiping his lunch from the floor, where he’s been so kind as to sprinkle it. “My papa loves you,” he’ll say to me, with his crooked-teeth grin, “he’s in my heart.”

      I’ll be quick to forget everything good I’ve ever done. I will replay every time I have ever been an asshole, and hate myself for every wrong thing I’ve ever said and done.

      Yes, it stressed me out to be asked about my plans for my one – ONE – wild and precious life, but I will still like this phrase every time someone has turned it into art on Pinterest or Instagram. I will try not to let it stress me out. I will try to be better. I will try to bring more love to the world.

    

  
    
      
        
          
            Chapter 2
          

          
            
              
              Now
            

          

        

      

      “I don’t want to have cancer,” he whispers. We are curled up in his hospital bed, trying to go to sleep in the alternate universe we’ve found ourselves in. When we woke up this morning, we were just a regular young couple secretly cohabitating after a year of dating. But somewhere in the middle of the day, he’d had a seizure, ended up in the hospital, and found out he’d somehow grown a brain tumor without even noticing.

      “You don’t have cancer,” I tell him, because he doesn’t. He has a tumor. And until they open up his head to take it out, that tumor could be anything: a conjoined twin absorbed into his skull at birth, a silver dollar, a handful of cotton candy.

      But it’s not cancer. Because I won’t let it be, and in my twenty-eight years on this earth I’ve become goddamn used to getting whatever the hell I want. My first boyfriend, an A when I deserved a B in American history junior year of high school, my first job, the dimple in my right cheek. That’s just a sampling of the things I’ve gotten through sheer willpower.

      Whatever the nurse gave Aaron a few minutes ago is starting to work, and I can feel his body gently relax next to me. I’d asked if I could have a sleeping aid, too, but Nurse Neil just laughed and dropped his signature line, “I know, right?” so I’m left wide awake in the glow of my boyfriend’s heart monitor. I keep my hand on his head and my head on his heart and in the glow of our new night-light I command the universe to keep going my way.

      And then I am standing by his grave, having traveled at light speed from the present to the worst-case scenario. The priest is swinging incense over Aaron’s body, I am kneeling next to his mother in a church pew, I am throwing a handful of damp earth onto his casket, shiny as a Cadillac.

      We are young and in love, and my boyfriend is going to die.

      He will die, I know it, and I go there, though I have no business doing so. Our human imaginations are woefully unprepared for predicting actual pain, but I hack away at it anyway, trying to form a scar before I am even wounded.

      November has always been the cruelest month. November is gray and stark, each day growing shorter and shorter until December can plunge us into total darkness. November took my uncle and my grandmother and many years after we’ve laid them each to rest, when the sting of this month has become more of a dull ache, November is trying to claim Aaron.

      As a child, I was always worried that my parents would die if I slept away from our home, because I was a very normal and happy child with no anxiety issues at all.

      Sleepovers were rare, because my father was strict and old-fashioned and believed that a child belonged in her bed and not on the floor of some half-finished Minneapolis basement watching PG-13 movies and getting made fun of for her headgear, but they did happen, and I’d always spend the night racked with insomnia, imagining the demise of my parents and my impending orphanhood.

      One by one, my friends would drift off to sleep, and I would lay awake among them, imagining my older sister delivering the news when I walked into our home the next day with my sleeping bag under my arm, and calling out to our family, “Yoo hoo!” in imitation of our now dead mother. I pictured my siblings and myself lined up in the front row of the church, kneeling before our parents’ coffins in coordinating all-black outfits. My brothers would offer me their handkerchiefs to dry my tears. My brothers would apparently have handkerchiefs.

      There would be a custody battle, of course. We’d all be split among our godparents – that’s what godparents do, right? Just take over when your parents die in a sleepover-related accident? – and that would be the end of our family. All because I needed to sleep at Catherine’s house and chat on AIM with strangers.

      My parents never did die (or, my dad did, but later, and of cancer, and that wasn’t my fault, I wasn’t at a sleepover) but I replayed these scenes all the time throughout my childhood, a way of trying on feelings and situations that didn’t fit yet, that wouldn’t for years to come.

      But this is different. This is fucking wrong.

      It is wrong to try on this fictitious sorrow for size when Aaron is sleeping beside me, and I drag myself from this imaginary hell into the real and present one in front of me, sneaking out of our hospital bed to wash my hot, tear-soaked face with cool water and look into my own tired eyes in the tiny, beige-tiled, fluorescent-lit en suite bathroom in his hospital room. There are two tiny soaps that you know will instantly turn your skin to sandpaper, plain toothbrushes with bristles so weak it’s like brushing your teeth with baby hair, and a small bottle of lotion that smells like gasoline. If you had a really excellent imagination and a really bad sense of what a hotel experience should be like, you could almost pretend you were at a cheap motel, though even those don’t have ball-chain cords next to the toilet to pull in case of emergency.

      Aaron was where I’d left him, sleeping on his side in a hospital bed built for one, leaving space for me. You cannot do that again, I tell myself. You cannot bury the man you love while he is still alive.

      So I didn’t. I fought the urge to try to feel things before they happened and instead tried to feel what was actually happening. I think this is called “being present” or “living your life” but it was a really new concept for me, and it blew my mind in the same way discovering that Lumiere in Beauty and the Beast is voiced by Jerry Orbach from Law & Order, or that Drake was Jimmy on Degrassi. Aaron had brain surgery and got discharged from the hospital and we went to the supermarket Target, as is customary. He was diagnosed with brain cancer and we decided to get married, like, immediately, cancer be damned. We didn’t spend time reading about brain tumors or bothering with statistics because fuck it, we had several HBO series to watch, and that didn’t leave a lot of time for worrying. We got so good at being alive in the moment that I think a lot of people in our lives forgot Aaron was sick. And actually, I think we sometimes forgot Aaron was sick, and that an incurable cancer meant an impossible future. But who needed the future? Until we’d have to wake up at 6:00 A.M. for an MRI or go see his oncologist, we were just a regular young couple who had more chemo than food in their cupboards and were on a first-name basis with the radiation staff.

      A day before our wedding, I had one small word tattooed in cursive inside my right wrist. It was my “something new” for our wedding day, and a reminder to myself that nothing good ever came of time traveling.

      It’s just one tiny word that helped me do the biggest things in life, like getting married and buying a house and having a baby or getting my ears pierced at age thirty-two. I look at it every day, to remind me what time it is: now.
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              Stories
            

          

        

      

      There’s very little that makes me as sad as seeing a couple sitting silently at dinner, pushing their food around their plates or ignoring one another in favor of the cool glow of their phones.

      I’m not talking about the quiet rhythms of a loving relationship, or the nights where you and your dining partner agree to tandem-eavesdrop on your table neighbors in order to fully understand just whose brother slept with the other’s wife while he was in jail. I’m talking about two people who love each other out at dinner having separate dates with their iPhones, who find reading tweets from strangers more interesting than the person who knows them best.

      I promised myself a long time ago that I would never be that person, that I would never resign myself to a relationship where there was a possibility that you could ever run out of things to talk about.

      That is perhaps the defining characteristic that distinguishes my relationship with Aaron from my relationship with any other boy, man, or man-child: Aaron always had a story to tell, and always wanted to listen to my own.

      We started our daily ritual on the first night I spent at his house: my head on his bony chest, drifting into the first stages of sleep while he told me about The Time a Kid Threw a Bees’ Nest at Another Kid at the Bus Stop or The Time He Fell Through the Ceiling at the Movie Theater or The Time His Mother Tried to Teach Him to Drive a Stick Shift.

      In turn, I knew I could tell him anything, always. And I did. I told him about The Time I Threw Up All My Food for a Year and The Time I Started Smoking So a Boy Would Like Me (He Didn’t) and The Time I Threw Up in My Hands and Pooped My Pants: A College Horror Story. Why are all my stories about vomit?

      We do this every night after that first one. Or we try to. I usually request one of his greatest hits and then fall asleep halfway through with my mouth open so he gets a long, sexy look at my retainer. But one night, he is more tired than usual and wants me to do the talking.

      “Tell me something I don’t know about you yet,” he whispers. So I do.

      I don’t know why it comes to mind, but I tell him about the time when I was ten when two of my friends spent a day passing me mean notes, little bombs of bitchiness folded into perfect squares and dropped onto my lap or my desk between lessons.

      Are you still on the swim team? Is it the chlorine that makes you so ugly? 

      Why are you so annoying? Do you know why everyone hates you? 

      In their defense, I was ugly, and the chlorine wasn’t helping matters much. And I don’t know why I was so annoying, I just was, okay?

      I spent the day feeling sad and embarrassed and small and the next day, for reasons I’ll never understand, I paid the favor forward and started passing mean notes to my best friend, just to see what it felt like to be on the other side.

      It felt shitty, of course. But not as shitty as when she told her mother, who told my mother, who gave me the kind of look that affirms that you are indeed a piece of human garbage who should go spend some introspective time writing in her diary about the time she made her best friend feel like shit.

      I hate this memory, but I pull it out anyway, hand over hand, until all the shame around it dislodges inside me and lays on the bed between us. I can see even in the dark that he’s aghast.

      “That’s horrible,” he says, because all his stories are funny, and because it is, and together we both wish aloud for this baby inside me to be a boy.

      We’re cooking dinner in the kitchen of our condo the next night when he pauses as he sautés chicken at our stove. “I thought of a story I haven’t told you yet,” he says with a smile, and I raise my chopping knife in the air and praise the Lord for the gift I am about to receive from his bounty, amen.

      “Tell me now,” I say. I’m roughly eight months pregnant at this point, and even if the smell of chicken and vegetables makes me want to vomit, this potentially new piece of information about Aaron is all I need to survive anyway.

      I take a break from preparing our salad and lean expectantly over the kitchen island, bracing my arms on either side of it.

      “Aaron. Now.”

      He’s already giggling in his most authentic way: with a shake of the shoulders that means he is already thoroughly entertained with a story he can’t yet get out. He proceeds to tell me about a game he played with himself after his parents’ divorce, when his mother, a young flight attendant, moved her two children out of the home she shared with her now-ex-husband and into a small two-bedroom apartment in the northern suburbs of Minneapolis. It’s a far-northern suburb we’re talking about, with split-level tract homes from the 1970s and tired, featureless apartment buildings lining the two-lane highway that cuts through town. There are many towns like this across America, which seem like they have always been weary and beaten, by weather and by the difficulties of the lives unfolding inside them.

      Aaron was ten when his parents split up, suddenly sharing a room with his little sister. He insists the divorce was no big deal to him, that he knew from a young age it wasn’t going to work out between his parents, but he also tells me that he and his sister never slept in their bedroom, that Nicole and their mother would spend the night in their mother’s bed, Aaron curled up in a sleeping bag on the floor beside them. Not because he was scared, he says, he just liked the feeling of the three of them being close. A unit. A team.

      What Aaron wants to tell me about is a game, a game that to a woman who took not one but two psychology courses in college clearly illustrates how not-traumatic his parents’ divorce was. He played it when visiting his friends, and, um, he would rank his friends on how likely it would be for him to be able to live in their bathrooms? All kids are weird, but I definitely never considered the bathrooms of my friends’ homes for my primary residence, and I want to know more. It was easy, he tells me. He had criteria: Could he lay out a sleeping bag? Would there be a place to store necessities like small dishes and personal belongings? Was it warm? Comfortable?

      The clear winner was a wealthier friend whose parents’ master bath had both a tiled bathroom area and a carpeted dressing area with a vanity, where Aaron could imagine unfolding his sleeping bag and hunkering down for the rest of his life.

      He’s laughing so hard he can barely get it out, and I’m laughing so hard that the kitchen island is holding up my breathless, pregnant body. I definitely peed in my leggings. Just a little bit.

      When I’m done laughing, I’m suddenly crying. Big, round tears that wash off my mascara and soak my shirt. Thick sobs that turn my face red and make my nose run. It’s an emotional flash flood, and Aaron is watching from dry land, shocked and amused and horrified all at the same time and all I can say when he asks what the hell is wrong is that I don’t know, but I do know.

      I’m crying because I’m pregnant and crazy and totally out of control and the universe is random and there is no order to things and when I look at this man who so gracefully deals with a shitty reality he doesn’t deserve I can perfectly see the little boy who imagined living in his friends’ bathrooms and the poignancy and beauty of this very moment is too much for me to bear. I can never say it, I can barely even think it, but I know that I am crying because I am afraid that when Aaron is gone, there will still be parts of him I do not know, little things like this that he forgot to share with me. I’d felt that from the moment I met him, before we knew he was sick, but I feel it more urgently now: like I want to just stick a little USB drive into his arm and download everything about him. I want every memory, every feeling, every thought from baby Aaron and child Aaron and punky teenage Aaron, who pierced his ears multiple times. Grown-up Aaron hugs me close to his skinny chest until the fire alarm lets us know we’ve burned our dinner to the pan.

      When our relationship started Aaron and I had traded these little pieces of ourselves so freely and so immediately that we both started to fear we might run out sooner than we’d anticipated, that our respective wells would run dry and we’d end up just like the couples we pitied, passing the saltshaker without even looking up from our crossword puzzles or even worse, a game of Candy Crush.

      But love is funny, and there’s something about the thrill of discovering another person that makes even a story you’ve heard before a story you want to hear again and again, like the childhood books whose spines wore out from so many bedtime readings.

       

      I had a high school teacher who was obsessed with the Vietnam War. We called this teacher Bilbo Baggins, in part because he was small and beardy, and in part because all high school kids are terrible people who should be caged until they are at least twenty-one. Really, though, the joke was on us because Bilbo Baggins is a damn hero and that guy, like most high school teachers, was a saint.

      “You know what I would love?” he said one day, pacing the room in his worn, wide-wale corduroys and loafers. “I’d love for a real Vietnam vet – a guy who was your age when he fought a war – to walk through this door and tell us his story.” He was just talking to himself, but my good friend and one-time boyfriend Guy raised his hand and announced, “Nora’s dad is a Vietnam vet!”

      “Is that true?” Bilbo asked, and I nodded. What I didn’t say was that my father had never talked about it, not to me, not to my siblings. What I didn’t say was that his time as a marine, when he really was just a kid, was a point of quiet pride for him. That it imbued him with the fastidiousness he still carries today: A place for everything, and everything in its place. Take all you want, but eat all you take. Take the message to Garcia. Semper Fi. Stand up straight, goddammit.

      “So,” my dad says over dinner that evening, reaching across me to take seconds, “I’ll see you tomorrow at school.”

      “What are you talking about?” I ask, suddenly racking my brain for any rules I may have broken that would necessitate a meeting with my parents at school. How many times did I get a uniform violation for having my shirt untucked? Is that an offense punishable by a secret parent-teacher conference?

      “Your history teacher called!” he says, almost giddily. “I’m coming in to talk to your class.”

      I’m shocked not because my father isn’t a generous man, but because he is such a private one. I’ve never seen the man naked – though, who wants to see their parents naked? – he wears a bathrobe over his pajamas, always, the ultimate in modesty. He called the past Christmas “total bullshit” because my mother gave me a water bra from Santa. Why Santa cared enough about my flat chest to give me a bra that simply included a set of water balloons stitched inside the cups was beyond me, but I was grateful to suddenly have a B cup underneath my school polo. Most of what I knew about my father and the life he lived before I was born, if you can call that a life, even, had come to me slowly, usually as we drove around the city that raised him.

      “See that?” he’d say, pointing vaguely out the driver’s-side window. “That’s the tree my sister used to have me climb as a kid to steal her green apples. She’d give me a paper bag and tell me to jump the fence and fill it up.”

      I loved those moments, when he would give me a piece of himself without my asking, a little treasure just for me.

      My dad is already in the classroom when I arrive. History is the third period of the day, right before lunch, and
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