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			To my wife and shining armor, Samantha

			Son, Clayton

			Daughter, SaMya

			Mother, Frankie

			Auntie, Diane

			Cousin, Anthony

			And the supplemental fathers who hold me close

			Without you, I am nothing.

			Thank you for loving me into being.

			Roger, your belief in me and the love you’ve shown will forever echo in my heart, reminding me of the profound impact you’ve had on my life. I love you, my friend.

		

	
		
			Author’s Note

			 

			Present is partly an exploration of my life’s work, which includes co-founding a nonprofit organization, alongside my wife, Samantha, that helps men, especially men of color, be better dads. It’s also partly a memoir, chronicling my life and how my father’s absence shaped much of it. To tell this story, I relied on a number of sources in recounting moments from my life, including interviews, journals I kept during particularly challenging moments, and in certain instances, my memory alone. I strived to tell these stories as accurately as possible, as I remember them. When I’ve recreated dialogue, it was always with utmost care. In some instances, I have changed the names of individuals to protect their privacy. I am grateful for the grace that my family has shown me during what has been a joyful and sometimes painful process in discerning lessons from my past.

		

	
		
			1. My Journey

			 

			No young man wants to grow up to be an absent father.

			As a dad to two young kids, and as a son who never had a close relationship with his father, I know this to be true.

			But I also know that men never dream of being absent fathers because of my years working with men who, for various reasons, grew up to be just that: fathers who rarely, if ever, see their children. Men like my friend Sean, who, after personal struggles that landed him in jail, turned to the nonprofit my wife, Samantha, and I founded in 2011, called Fathers’ UpLift.

			Sean’s father hadn’t been around much when he was a kid, and Sean never learned how to process his emotions. He harbored lots of anger and self-doubt into adulthood, which resulted in a slew of challenges, including interactions with the criminal justice system. Following his release from prison, Sean remained captive to the shame and guilt he felt over his stalled relationship with his own children. He wanted to be present in their lives, and though he couldn’t figure out how to make that happen, he had the wherewithal to know he couldn’t do it alone.

			Through hard work, and sometimes sheer force of will, Sean learned to forgive himself for his past mistakes. He took important steps to heal from past trauma and engaged in the hard work that would ready him to reach out to his children. It wasn’t easy, and there were many moments when Sean doubted whether he’d be able to succeed. But I’ll never forget the moment when Sean finally picked up the phone and made the call he had dreamed of for years.

			What would he say? Would his son be angry? Would Sean be confronted with rejection? The anxiety had taken a toll and roiled him with self-doubt. He couldn’t help but imagine worst-case scenarios coming true. But I stood by Sean, coaching him along each step of the journey. Practicing with him what he’d say. Preparing him for a range of responses. Giving him tips about how to process what would surely be a flood of emotions after he made that call, regardless of what happened.

			The big day finally arrived.

			We were sitting in my office, a phone on the table. Sean picked up the receiver and tensed up as he dialed each digit. The line rang. Sean said hello. And just like that, all the stress and fear and shame seemed to melt away.

			“Dad, I missed you, man!”

			Tears ran down Sean’s face.

			Sean told his son how much he loved him, too. How he had missed him every day they had been apart. The words didn’t come easily to Sean—it’s difficult to express years of love and regret and longing in one phone call—but the feelings he sought to convey flowed freely.

			“I love you,” Sean told his son.

			There would be more work ahead. The counseling and therapy would continue. I’ll talk about that in more detail later and explore the work I engage in with other dads like Sean. But in that one moment, Sean took an important step and, as a result, one more child had a father back in his life.

			

			—

			The relationship between sons and their fathers has been written about in many books. The lessons Dad taught, the challenges he overcame. How to love your father despite his flaws, or coming to terms with a relationship that might not have been perfect but was still important and helped make you the man you are today.

			This isn’t one of those books—at least not when it comes to my own life, pieces of which I’ll share throughout the book. That’s because my story is saturated by the lack of a relationship with my father. I yearned as a child to know deeply a man I saw just a handful of times in my life, and almost never for more than a few minutes at a time. A man who captivated my mother and who held a firm grip on my imagination. Despite this lack of relationship, my father, or more accurately, his absence, nonetheless shaped my life in profound ways.

			Because of my father, with whom I share a name but little else, I sought love in places where love wasn’t to be found. My longing for him caused me to lie when people asked where he was, and it’s also because of him that I let anger get the better of me at different times over the course of my life.

			But in some ways, it’s also because of him that I earned a doctorate in clinical social work and co-founded the nonprofit organization that helps men like Sean be better dads. I have chased excellence and success my entire life, and it doesn’t take an advanced psychology degree to see that some of that drive stems from not having my father in my life.

			My father may be something of an unseen character in my life, as well as in this book, but he somehow still exerts an influence over me and my work in profound ways.

			I have a lot to say about fatherhood and fathers, even if I can’t write a whole book about my own. Instead, I remember the people who stepped in to father me when my actual dad seemed to want nothing to do with me. My mom and my aunts. My cousins and my brothers. The men at church who taught me how to tie a tie and how important it is to look another person in the eye when shaking hands. The professors, coaches, friends, and mentors who stepped up when I needed their help. These are the people who taught me lessons that I still use today in my work at Fathers’ UpLift.

			I will also introduce you to some of the men who have turned to Fathers’ UpLift for help, and who have turned around their lives and gained the skills to be present with their children. Many of them did not have a father figure in their own lives, and thus did not have role models. But that doesn’t mean they can’t be good dads. Sometimes these men have been written off by society, but we always take a deeper look, applying lessons from my time in the classroom to figure out: How can we help them in their journey of learning what it takes to be good dads?

			As I wrote this book, I returned again and again to my experiences in classrooms, as both a student and a teacher. The transitions I’ve made from student to educator, and eventually to college-level instructor and founder, have left a profound impact on my journey.

			The principle that attracts me most to teaching is the idea of lifelong learning. The value that accompanies being a perpetual student resonates deeply with me. The best educators recognize that every student ardently craves knowledge and strives to excel, even when it may not be readily apparent. I keep this belief close to my heart, and it’s a mindset I bring to my work as a social worker, a CEO, and a father. In these roles, even though I’m not working inside a traditional classroom, I see myself as an educator. The subject? The art of self-parenting and fatherhood. My “students” are eager to master these subjects and succeed in their roles. For many, I might be the first teacher that ever believed they have the capacity to excel.

			But what about students who aren’t putting in the work or who aren’t even showing up? As you’ll read later in the book, I was one of those students earlier in my life. But luckily for me, one professor took time to ask me what was going on after I missed a few classes. When I explained that I was juggling life with a newborn and sharing one car with Samantha, we found solutions. I was able to keep studying. I’ve never forgotten that, and I try to apply the same mercy to the men who turn to us for help but who aren’t always where they’re supposed to be. Similarly to any classroom, men who want to be good dads may be absent for various reasons, many of which remain concealed until we take the time to understand their lives beyond the classroom. Grasping their reality is crucial in guiding them back to the learning environment they desire.

			As an educator, I try not to judge or penalize students the first time they miss class. Instead, I try to understand their circumstances. This same principle shapes my work with fathers. I seek to comprehend the reasons behind their absences and understand the underlying factors contributing to their challenges in parenting. This approach serves as a means to explore diverse experiences, beginning with my own, while leveraging my perspective as both a learner and a teacher.

			One of the most gratifying aspects of being an educator is realizing that your students are also teachers in their own right. As a teacher, I embrace the chance to learn from my students, whether in a traditional classroom, a counseling session, or a group meeting. Throughout this book, I present insights into the numerous educators, literal and otherwise, who have taught me, and distill these experiences down to a lesson that I apply in my work to support other fathers as they work desperately to get back into the classroom. There’s no lesson I share that I haven’t gained from a gentle teacher and applied to my own life.

			Before getting to particulars, it’s important to understand the state of fatherhood today, and the impact that not having a father figure has on children.

			More than ten million children in the United States—equivalent to about the entire population of Michigan—see their fathers less than once a month. And when children don’t have father figures in their lives, the results are often devastating. Poverty. Issues with emotional and mental health. Trouble finishing school. A higher likelihood of spending time in prison. And those are just the realities we can glean from statistics. Behind each statistic is the story of a man struggling to make sense of emotions that often rule his life. I’ll introduce you to some of these stories throughout the book. But here are a few circumstances that we see regularly in our work.

			First, fathers who aren’t present in the lives of their children are sometimes survivors of horrific abuse, or have been in and out of jail so many times they can’t keep track. Also, addiction is common, but how it affects their self-esteem and their relationships with their children is always unique. It takes time—months, often years—to learn their stories and to come up with a plan that will help them get their life back on track. After all, no two stories are ever the same, and thus we don’t have a one-size-fits-all solution to offer.

			Study after study shows that the negative impacts of growing up without a father can last for a lifetime, and are often passed on from one generation to the next. I explored some of these challenges in a journal article I published in 2023, “Evidence Informed Fatherhood Program: An Evaluation.”[1] I wrote about how a father’s absence due to incarceration has been linked to antisocial behavior, inappropriate behavior, early pregnancy, low academic performance, depressive symptoms, and aggressive behavior.

			Think about it from another perspective. We know there are several benefits to having an active and engaged father. A father’s involvement can be a protective factor against adolescent substance use regardless of gender, socioeconomic status, or the quality of the father’s involvement. A father’s involvement has also been linked to a decrease in behavioral problems and to positive development in children, including their social and emotional wellness and academic achievement. Plus, a father’s involvement enhances cognitive development, decreases delinquency, and decreases economic disadvantages in low-income families.

			But being a good father isn’t always easy, especially if a man lacks role models in his own life or experiences external challenges that make providing or showing up difficult. Black men in particular face unique challenges, especially related to what we call social determinants of health, nonmedical circumstances that impact the quality of someone’s life. Think of things such as racism, discrimination, and poverty.

			Keon Gilbert and a team of researchers produced a 2016 report entitled “Visible and Invisible Trends in Black Men’s Health: Pitfalls and Promises for Addressing Gender Inequities in Health.”[2] In it, they revealed that the experiences encountered by Black men were positively associated with their growing mental health challenges. A typical walk in the park or call to the police station may not be that simple for a Black man. A call for protection could, unfortunately, be a death sentence. The looming anxiety and fear can contribute to emotional duress, even suicidal and death ideation.

			In 2019, the Emergency Taskforce on Black Youth Suicide and Mental Health found that Black men have consistently experienced growing levels of suicidal behaviors and thoughts over the past thirty years.[3] My take on these findings comes down to the permissions we, as Black boys and men, are afforded. All too often, we are not granted permission to feel or process our emotions. The weight attached to being a male in today’s society, and all the expectations that come with it, often lead to a silent and overwhelming pain. But the message remains the same: Men are not supposed to talk about their feelings. Add being Black to the equation, and the unrelenting theme of inadequacy and emotional duress intensifies.

			Only by understanding these challenges, and working to overcome them, can society empower young men of color facing obstacles to be present in the lives of their children. Take prison, for example, and the impact incarceration has on children.

			One study found that more than 5 million American children have had a parent spend time in prison, someone who in many cases was a primary caregiver and who provided financial resources at home.[4]

			What does this mean for kids? We know that when a father is incarcerated, his children are far more likely to become enmeshed in the criminal justice system themselves. This reality hits Black families with particular ferocity. About one-third of the U.S. prison population is Black, even though they make up just about 12 percent of the total population.[5] The reasons for this are complex and often infuriating. And in my line of work, I often meet men whose lives have been upended by the time they spent imprisoned—and who nonetheless want to reconnect with their children.

			Fatherhood programs in the United States have made a difference in the lives of many men. That’s why Samantha and I have devoted our lives to helping men be better dads. But considering the increase in incarceration rates, society must demand additional support for Black fathers. Cultural, institutional, and personal factors create too many challenges for these men as they work to maintain a positive sense of self-worth. This reality warrants a comprehensive approach to offering care on an ongoing basis. Granted, achieving a sense of autonomy has been challenging for these men, and even the best fatherhood programs can’t completely erase these difficult challenges.

			Understanding the challenges resulting from issues of self-worth, discrimination, racism, and systemic oppression is essential when considering how to help men be better dads. Through my work with men over the years, I’ve seen firsthand that fathering programs and counseling decrease feelings of isolation, stress, and violent behaviors, both emotional and physical. Studies back this up.[6] As do the many interactions I’ve had with men who have found themselves in this exact spot.

			Explaining our work can be tricky. We support dads, primarily men of color who want to be present in the lives of their children. But that doesn’t mean we believe in the racist myth that Black fathers are absent by default, or that Black men are incapable of being good dads. In fact, research suggests that Black men who are present in the lives of their kids actually spend more time parenting than their non-Black peers. But Black and Hispanic men face challenges, such as overwhelming rates of incarceration and systemic racism, that can make being present difficult. And those are the men we seek to work with, men who want to be present, who want to be good dads. We aim to get them back on track.

			Addressing the root challenges of why the men we serve are estranged from their kids is difficult, and sometimes it feels like the need is too great to make a difference. But when Samantha and I see a man muster up the courage to dial the phone and say hello to his child, sometimes after years of being out of touch, all that work feels worth it.

			The importance of fatherhood is personal for me. For most of my adult life, I’ve been on a mission to parent the child within me, to help him understand that the issues and contexts that kept his father from him had nothing to do with him and everything to do with his father. Later on in the book, I’ll explore this concept in more detail. For me, coming to love my inner child and help him heal hasn’t been easy, but it has been fruitful. I’ve learned to parent my inner child in healthy ways, which has allowed me to step up as a husband and father. But let me begin a bit earlier, back in my childhood, when I began to realize my father’s absence and how it affected my development.

			

			—

			I grew up in Riverdale, Georgia, a suburb about twenty-five minutes south of Atlanta. Riverdale was solidly middle class, about 60 percent Black, 20 percent white, and 20 percent Hispanic, Asian, or something else. We lived in a single-family house, red brick, with maroon shutters and beige siding. This house was the focal point for my family, with many members of my mother’s extended family calling it home, either for a few weeks at a time or sometimes for even longer. It seemed like there was always an abundance of cousins around, and I remember lots of laughter and joy—and a healthy amount of mischief—in that house. There were also questions, so many questions, about a man who wasn’t there, my dad.

			Sometimes the questions would come from me; other times my cousins would ask about him. These kinds of questions at home were one thing, when I was safely ensconced in the love of my mother, aunts, and cousins. When I was young, it was easy for my mother to redirect me to something else, because there was so much activity inside that house. But outside the home, those kinds of questions were brutal.

			Once at recess, a student came up to me and asked point-blank: “Why’s your mom always dropping you off? Where’s your dad?”

			My heart raced. I didn’t know what to say. I froze. But deep down I knew what I wouldn’t say. I couldn’t tell the truth. I stammered. Told a lie. It wasn’t easy. But eventually telling the lies would become second nature.

			There may have been some genuine curiosity from that young student, but other kids could be mean. And not just about my dad. Even though Church Street Elementary was a diverse place, colorism was rampant. Some kids picked on me because my skin was a darker shade of brown than their own. Other kids might pick on me for talking so much about church and God and prayer, not exactly topics that build social cache among six- and seven-year-olds. So my defenses were already on high alert, and questions about my dad only made me more anxious about what awaited me at school.

			Something was at work in me, even at that young age, a burning shame dwelling deep down inside me because I knew my dad should be dropping me off at school—but he wasn’t. No one told me this, necessarily. But I saw how my neighbor, Roy, another kid my age, was always hanging out with his dad, putting up Christmas lights when the days grew shorter, or tossing a football around to get a leg up before the season started. Plus, some of my cousins had good relationships with their fathers. At the park, where I played pee-wee football, I saw how the other kids would glance over at their dads on the sidelines in between plays. I even had a friend who regularly rode horses with his dad. A dad and a horse! It all felt so unfair. I longed for that kind of presence in my own life.

			So when a kid asked where my dad was, my hackles rose and I did what I needed to do in order to conceal my shame. I lied.

			“Oh, he’s a professional football player and he’s too busy,” I’d sometimes say.

			A perfect lie. It lessened some of the bullying; no one wants to mess with the son of a professional athlete. But more important, the lie’s simplicity and directness ended the line of questioning altogether. Young kids aren’t exactly known for asking probing follow-up questions.

			While my dad’s absence forged an indelible piece of my identity, my childhood was hardly colored by a constant state of sorrow and anger and shame. Looking through old photos, I’m struck by all the smiles I see.

			In one picture, taken when I was probably six or seven, I’m dressed to the nines in a gray double-breasted suit, with a white button-down shirt and a black tie. I even have a white pocket square tucked into my jacket. I must know I look great because I’m staring straight ahead into the camera, a wide grin plastered on my small face. I think we’re getting ready to head out to Midway Missionary Baptist Church, the community where my mom found the support my father failed to provide and where I looked up, literally at that age, to strong male role models. Those men weren’t my father, but they sure were my dads.

			In another picture, I’m sitting with a group of my cousins. We’re on the floor, in front of a large speaker with wood-paneled walls behind us, and we’re playing with what looks like pretend cash. We’ve thrown a few of the bills up in the air and the photo shows them falling back down to the ground. We all seem to be getting along, no small feat in a home filled with young kids and headed by two women, my mother, Frankie, and my Aunt Diane.

			At first, it was just my mom, me, and my older brothers, Johnny and Corey. Johnny got married and moved out when I was very young. Corey, then a popular DJ in Atlanta, worked late hours and wasn’t around all that much. It was actually quiet for a bit. But pretty soon, the house would be bustling again. My cousin Janice was around all the time, helping me with homework and giving my mom a chance to relax. Janice was also one of many family members who fed my seemingly insatiable hunger for books, taking time to read to me even though I’m sure I could repeat some of the stories by heart.

			My mom hails from West Palm Beach, Florida, about nine hours south of our home in Riverdale. Family lore held that my grandmother, a housekeeper, had worked for the rich and powerful of Palm Beach, perhaps even for the Kennedys, we were told as kids. I remember seeing her occasionally being dropped off at home in fancy cars when she couldn’t find another ride home.

			Auntie Diane became a second parent, and she was a huge help to my mom. Like my grandmother, she worked as a housekeeper, which meant she could be home to help with meals and get us ready for bed. There’s an African proverb, which is perhaps a cliche at this point, that it takes a village to raise a child. If that’s true, Auntie Diane came close to being the mayor of that village.

			I was a curious child, never afraid to ask questions. My mom says she remembers me wanting to know about my father from a young age. Part of that could have been that my two older brothers each had different fathers, with different levels of involvement in their lives. So fatherhood was a topic of conversation in our home.

			Johnny, the oldest, knew his father. My mom later told me that she had been in love with Johnny’s father. But he cheated on my mom, and she wasn’t going to stand for that, so they broke it off. But Johnny’s dad stayed involved in his life.

			My other brother Corey had a father with a completely different set of challenges. My mom had actually been married to Corey’s father, and they lived together for a while down in West Palm Beach. But he was an abusive man who regularly hurt my mother. Thankfully, she left him and took Corey with her.

			As for me, my mother didn’t exactly hide her relationship with my father, so it was natural that I would ask questions. When the phone rang, she answered, and when she heard his voice, her world ground to a halt. She would take the phone into her bedroom and they’d talk for what felt like hours. Every once in a while, which at first felt like a treat, she handed the receiver to me.

			“Hey boy, how you doing?” my father would say.

			“Good,” I’d reply, unsure what to make of this interaction.

			“Good,” he’d say. “Put your mom back on.”

			That was more or less the extent of our conversations. Too much time has passed for me to be able to recall how I felt after those interactions, but looking back, I imagine I must have felt confused. Why were these brief exchanges the extent of my relationship with my dad?

			Occasionally, those terse exchanges that took place on the phone would instead occur in person. Each summer, we’d load up the cars, stuffed full with suitcases and cousins, and begin our annual trek down to West Palm Beach. We’d sometimes stop along the way in Valdosta, a city that sits just a few hours from Riverdale, near the Georgia-Florida line. That’s where my dad lived—along with his wife and children.

			We would stop in Valdosta so that my mom could get some in-person time with my father. Even if they viewed their romance as magical, these rendezvous definitely were not. At least not to me or my cousins.

			The visits usually went something like this: We’d pull the car into a gas station or a KFC. My father would greet my mom with a hug, then come over and see me. The conversations mirrored the ones on the phone: awkward, short, and clearly not the point. My mom and my father would go off together, leaving my aunt, cousins, and me to melt in the heat. As the minutes ticked by, our collective annoyance grew. Not only was there nothing for us to do, but we still had a good seven hours of driving ahead of us. Eventually, my mom returned, apologized, and we’d be off.

			Back home, my mom kept mementos of my father in her bedroom. A couple of photos, plus some football trophies. Those proofs of his athletic prowess may have served as the basis for my lies about where he was when kids at school would ask, and probably even motivated me to put on shoulder pads and hit the turf when I got a bit older.

			I eventually stopped asking so many questions about my father. There’s only so many times a kid can hear his mom say that his dad is too busy to see him before he decides he’s had enough. That message morphs into, My dad would rather be doing other things than spending time with me. Those internal messages quickly grow even darker and more damaging: If only I were better, my dad would want to see me. It’s my fault he’s not here.

			The self-doubt stemming from my father’s absence made me an easy target for bullies. I became disagreeable, picking fights and trying to push people away from me. As I entered adolescence, these feelings of worthlessness only intensified, culminating in a desire to put an end to them in any way I could. Later on, as an adult, these feelings of worthlessness and inadequacy would come to dominate my thoughts—and would take years of struggle to overcome.

			

			—

			My goal with this book is to show, through examples from my own life and through the stories of men we’ve worked with, that even when a father is not present, it’s possible for families and communities to step up and provide the love and kindness kids need to thrive. At the end of each chapter, in a nod to my belief in the importance of lifelong learning, I’ll offer a short lesson or reflection to consider how we can support dads, or, as I’ve come to think of them, students who are learning the art of fatherhood.

			
				Lesson: What if we embraced the idea of seeing every parent as a lifelong student? Let’s honor the energy, knowledge (both internal and external), and diverse experiences that each parent brings to the table.

			

		

	
		
			2. Fatherlessness Disorder

			 

			Cody, a young man discharged from a local hospital after being treated for suicidal ideations and violent behavior, recently came under my care. It didn’t take long for me to recognize Cody’s symptoms, the result of what I call Fatherlessness Disorder. Cody’s mother was concerned about her son’s well-being, but she didn’t know where to begin. I remember the look in her eyes as she described her son.

			“He was drinking a lot, got into a lot of fights, and was talking about killing his father,” she told me. “He always asks me why his father wants nothing to do with him. He’s now sixteen years old and has never met him.” Her voice trailed off. “He wants to see his father so bad…”

			I agreed to work with Cody, and together, he and I struggled with making sense of his father’s absence and how, as he put it, his dad “wanted nothing to do with me.”

			He desperately begged his mother to continue reaching out to his father’s family. But each time she did, it would take days or weeks for him to reply. The wait each time was excruciating for this young man. He responded by lashing out with outbursts in school, drinking to excess, and undertaking a constant search for validation in unhealthy ways.

			We worked to separate the choices of Cody’s father from who he was, which wasn’t dependent on how his father had mistreated him. The two were intertwined and caused severe injury. But I helped this young man understand who he was, to untangle his identity from his father’s choices. He could then begin to believe that he shouldn’t blame himself for the actions of another person. It was only by accepting this reality that healing could begin to take place. The young man’s drinking decreased substantially as he worked on understanding how to care for himself through a series of interventions.

			In one of the most surprising moments for this young man, his father actually responded to his mother’s request for him to meet his son, and a time and place was arranged. I remember my meeting with this young man prior to him seeing his father.

			He told me, “I will forgive my father because I know how valuable I am today…”

			This touched me deeply and taught me two things that apply to a wider understanding about how young men heal from not having fathers in their lives.

			First, pain is normal, and we can learn to live with it if we understand its origins. Second, healing takes place when we can separate the things that others have done to us from how we see ourselves. This young man blamed himself for his father’s choices—and he wasn’t able to heal until he accepted that his father’s choices had nothing to do with him.

			Whether a father is physically or emotionally absent, or both, his lack of presence looms large over his children’s lives. It’s taken me a long time to learn that, but once I did, I could begin my own journey of healing. Over time, my life’s work has focused on helping others begin their own journeys. Professionally, I’m particularly interested in understanding what a father’s lack of presence does to his children over the course of their lives, and in helping men confront the challenges that keep them from being present in the lives of their children.

			On that first point, the phenomenon of fatherlessness and its associated health risks must be taken seriously. The stakes are too high, both for individuals and society as a whole. The Diagnostic and Statistical Manual, a reference book that covers mental health challenges, describes about three hundred different disorders, but there is no diagnosis that describes the mental duress children and adults experience from not having an involved and present father.[7]

			I’ve already explained that real damage occurs when a father is absent, which often begins in adolescence but which can follow a child well into adulthood. The symptoms that are associated with this reality comprise the condition I’ve coined Fatherlessness Disorder. These symptoms surface regularly in my work with individuals who have struggled living with father absenteeism.

			The symptoms of Fatherlessness Disorder include emotional pain, such as prolonged anger or sadness and bouts of depression, sometimes brought on by feelings of worthlessness. Projected anger, manifested either
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