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Introduction

	I could pretend this is the first text I’ve written about you—that would be bullshit. I’ve written about you in every piece I’ve ever written. I’ve written about you in every Barbie scenario I dreamed up. I’ve written about you in every RPG character I’ve created. In my writing, I will you into existence. I write the dad I wish you were. 

	Even in my novel, you exist—I named the dad David for god’s sake. But the David there is me. My voice comes through him. I wrote the dad I wanted and needed by making myself the dad to the little girl who is also somehow me (I guess we all write ourselves in various forms and characteristics into characters). 

	I figured it’s time for me to stop recreating you, trying to get you right, showing how many different ways you could have been better. I’ve spent a lot of time writing the dad who can’t get back to his little girl, the Camelot story; the single dad whose life is his daughter; the tragically dead dad whose daughter yearns for him every day, who gets to have an idealized image of him. Instead, I’m going to write you as you are: mundanely absent while taking up space.

	A lot of these feelings started surfacing when Mom was deciding on the divorce. I became a receptacle for her anger. And then I found my own. 

	Mom says I should talk about it or write about it. She says I need to heal, that I need to forgive you. I don’t know if that’s what this is. I don’t know if that’s what I’m trying to get out of this. I don’t know if I’m trying to learn more about you or see who you are or feel bad for you. Maybe I’m trying to make you the bad guy. Or maybe I’m still writing you because I’m angry and if I can’t have the best dad, I’ll make you the worst. You’re not the worst. You’re not the best. 

	It was hard to start. I didn’t know how to write you, the real you. So, I killed you. I started with a story of myself at your funeral. It’s easier to bare all if I could claim it as fiction. It’s easier to bare all if you were dead.

	The you in these stories is you, Dad. I’m addressing you here because I will never tell you any of this. When I publish this, I will not show you. I won’t tell you about it. If you get it, if you read it, I know how you’ll respond. You said it in every card for years after the divorce—some iteration of “I know I wasn’t the best dad. I’m sorry.” Never talking to us about it except for the quick rub of eyes, get ‘em nice and red, say sorry. No examples. No acknowledgement. No changed behavior. I’ve stopped expecting more from you. This is for me.

	 

	
Letting Go

	The pulpit is a frightening place. I find myself trembling as I stand surrounded by family members telling stories about you, the rest of the church sitting, staring, tears rolling down their faces, some more loudly than others. Soon it will be my turn, and I haven’t decided what to say. What is there to say? What on earth does one say in front of a crowd as foreign and familiar to her as the stars on television about a man that she is not sure she even comprehends though she spent every day of her life knowing him? 

	I hear Aunt Martha describe you as a five-year-old riding your bike around town with the utmost joy. Suddenly, I have a memory. You taught me how to ride a bike. 

	You took my training wheels off, and I was terrified. We stood in a face-off—you holding the bike up, waiting for me to get on, me staring at you, resolved not to move until the training wheels were replaced. I was determined, but so were you. I was the defiant child, but a defiant child is not nearly as strong as a man trying to defy his scared self. 

	Eventually, I got on.

	I don’t know what you said to get me on that bike, but I got on, shaking. The bike wobbled. I got off. Not even a scrape to prove the terror of a small six-year-old—I assume that’s how old I was. But then, I always describe myself as six when I share a memory. 

	I stood there, still shaking but fighting to control it, hands on my hips, demanding you replace the training wheels. 

	Another standoff. 

	You refused to replace the training wheels and demanded I remount the bike. Stop being scared. There’s nothing to be afraid of. 

	But I knew. That wobble had shown me that I was right all along. The bike would wobble and I would fall. 

	And I wasn’t going to let that happen again. Instead, I left you with the small, training-wheeless bike and went inside. If you weren’t going to put my training wheels back on then I just wouldn’t ride. It was as simple as that. 

	I don’t know how you got me back outside, but that’s the next thing I remember. I guess you followed me in the house and talked to me some more. I don’t remember. All I know is that I made it back outside. 

	I know you yelled. I remember yelling. That’s enough! Now get on this bike and learn how to ride. You can’t be scared of a bike all your life. 

	You told me you wouldn’t let me fall. You said you wouldn’t let go until I was ready. Tentatively, I allowed it. 

	You warned me you were going to let go before I was ready. I remember. I remember screaming hysterically for you not to let go, but I felt your hands leave the bike. I jumped off. The image of the stubborn child infuriated at the betrayal of her father. You didn’t wait for me to say I was ready. You let go amidst my horrified cries. 

	You had it. Do you really think I would let you fall?

	I think of my body decorated by the scars of my clumsy coordination. I can’t blame you entirely. The scars are not purely from falling off that bike, but whether you wanted to or not, you had let go of more than just the bike. I had fallen over and over again through the years and gotten up each time. Alone.

	Tears stream down my face. It’s my turn to say something, but that memory is too personal. It’s mine. I cannot share it in front of this crowd, standing over your dead body. I say something else. I don’t know what exactly, but I’m sure I said the right thing because as I immersed myself back into the gathering on the pulpit everyone overwhelmed me with physical affection. 

	And there you are, lying in your coffin, leaving me again. 

	 

	 

	