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Tape a photo of you
and your loved one here












Train a child the way she should go,

and when she is old she will not turn from it.

PROVERBS 22:6





TO MY LITTLE GIRLS,
Bug Meat and Monkey Feet
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ONE DAY WHILE at work, I had a conversation about my relationship with my then eight-year-old daughter, Meagan, my only child. A divorced dad with joint-custody privileges, I had Meagan for two weeks each month. This on-again, off-again visitation schedule at times created challenges for me, both at work and in my personal life. Yet, it also gave me a wonderful opportunity to be involved in my daughter’s day-to-day activities. I organized my schedule around hers during our time together, skipping lunch in order to leave work early enough to pick her up from school and hosting slumber parties on our weekends together.

During that workplace conversation, I was asked if I truly enjoyed the rewards of parenting, or if they were overshadowed by the challenges I faced as a single dad raising a young daughter. I answered quickly and adamantly—the rewards were endless and worth any challenge or lost opportunity I had to deal with. For the remainder of that afternoon, my thoughts were filled with one reason after another about why I would rather, and without hesitation, compromise my career and single lifestyle than my relationship with my beloved little girl.

A lifelong note taker and list maker, I sat down when I arrived home that evening and in short order wrote out a list of reasons why I thought Meagan needed me—indeed, why I needed her. I ended up with one hundred reasons.

That list was originally like so many others I had written before, an attempt to get thoughts on paper before they were forgotten. When I finished the list, I read it over—once, twice, and then many times. At some point, I saw my written words as more than a simple list—they were a tribute to our relationship, a reassurance to my child that her father will always love her, passionately and unconditionally, no matter what.

It was also, quite frankly, a tangible reminder of what I, as one of her parents, should do for her as well as what I hoped not to ever do.

When it occurred to me that I had read the list over a dozen times before putting it down, the idea for my first book was born.

Nearly four years later, the book was published; it was titled Why a Daughter Needs a Dad: A Hundred Reasons. I still remember the day Meagan and I first spotted copies of it on a bookstore shelf. My own words, on bound paper and in hardback no less, were right there in front of me! Even if no one other than my family and friends were to buy the book, I was proud of it. And it influenced our relationship in ways I had not expected.

We began to talk more often about our relationship and improve upon it where we could. I worked harder to live up to my published words, and she began to have a better understanding of what concerned and motivated me as her father. A few times, she even reminded me of what I had written when I was not conducting myself or handling a matter as I had suggested I should.

Soon, we learned the book connected with others as well. I began to receive letters and e-mails from dads and daughters from all walks of life who wanted to tell me about their relationships. Many were from daughters who heaped praise on their dads; others were from dads who told of their hopes and dreams for their daughters. Occasionally, a daughter wrote to express her longing for a dad who had passed away, and now and then a perplexed or frustrated dad would ask for advice. Most messages from daughters included hints of what a dad had actually done, knowingly or not, that contributed to the happiness and well-being of his loving daughter.

Today when I ponder my relationship with Meagan and now also with my stepdaughter, Linley, wondering how best to handle or think about this or that situation, I often turn to my cache of e-mails and letters. I scan them for advice and reassurance; surely some other dad has told me of when he was in a similar predicament, or a daughter has inadvertently described for me what to do when I find myself in a certain father-daughter quandary. Thankfully, I always find at least one note filled with welcome wisdom.

It occurred to me on one occasion while reading these stories that perhaps with the advice and insight I’ve found in them, I could help other dads and daughters better understand their own father-daughter relationships. With that idea in mind, the plans for this book began to materialize.

I corresponded with my readers, asking them to elaborate on stories they had shared with me and to tell me new ones. I wanted to hear what dads and daughters had learned from each other, how their relationships had changed over time, what challenges they faced and how they dealt with them, and what their favorite memories and special moments were.

I eventually received nearly four hundred stories—stories that not only continued to teach me a thing or two, but also reassured me there are plenty of dads and daughters who want to celebrate their relationships by sharing them with an eager and appreciative audience. I received funny and heartwarming stories about birthdays, daddy-daughter dates, emergency-room visits, graduations, weddings, late-night chats in the dark, and so much more.

As I read the stories, I began to notice a few common threads running through them: Fathers and daughters have a tremendous capacity to love each other no matter how challenged their relationship might have been at one time or another. And no father ever thinks his daughter is too old to call on him for help of any kind, just as every daughter eventually realizes she, no matter what her age, will always be her daddy’s little girl.

That brings me to the little girls in my life today. Meagan is now a high-school senior preparing to enter college, and nearly every day we are reminded that in just over a year she will not only leave home but our community as well. For her, this book is a reflection on the times we’ve spent together since I wrote Why a Daughter Needs a Dad and a reminder that though she may leave the nest, she can never leave my heart. My stepdaughter, Linley, has now lived nearly three years with me and is embracing a new kind of daddy-daughter relationship, one with a stepdad. For her, this book is a promise that she can have as much of me as she wants, and in these stories I hope she sees just how much that can be.

You are about to read stories about dad-and-daughter relationships, some downright funny and obvious, others subtle yet thought provoking. Dads, I hope you will finish this book with the same feelings of enlightenment and inspiration I experienced while writing it. And, daughters, after you’ve turned the last page, I hope you give your dad a great big hug and a kiss. I assure you, he’ll be delighted that you did.


[image: ]AUTHOR’S NOTE[image: ]

This book is a collection of stories about fathers and daughters. Simply put, I could not have written it without the generous permission of daughters and dads to tell their personal and heartwarming stories alongside my own. In addition to permission, they also granted me editorial privilege to retell their stories as I saw necessary for the sake of creating an even book that would be enjoyable for all to read.

Stories were sent to me by traditional mail and e-mail and through my Web site or were told to me in recorded face-to-face and telephone interviews. As you might guess, the writing and storytelling styles I encountered varied considerably. In some cases, English was not the primary language of my source, making editorial changes all the more essential to create a brief but readable story for my audience.

In every case, however, I stayed true to the original daughter-dad story, even sending many of them to the storyteller for review and input. I hope that those who read their own stories in the following pages will be satisfied with how they were reproduced in my voice and then woven together with other positive messages about daughter-dad relationships.

I photographed family and friends to illustrate this book. No relationship between the models and the stories is implied by the placement of a photograph before or after a particular story. Finally, real names were not used in this book in order to respect the privacy of all the persons portrayed within each story
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MARGO’S HOUSE FINALLY sold after being on the market nearly three years. She and her husband were so happy to finally have a buyer that they signed a contract requiring the family to move out within two weeks. Despite the inconvenience, everyone pitched in to prepare for the expedited move. Then, two days later, Margo’s mother-in-law died suddenly and unexpectedly.

Although she tried to plan a funeral and continued to pack up their home, Margo accomplished little, her progress constantly disrupted by her tears of grief and overwhelming worry for her distraught husband.

Concerned about his daughter’s situation, Margo’s father told her not to worry about finding a new place to live and that she needed to grieve and be available to support her husband. He suggested she and her family of four move back home with him and her mother, at least until the dust cleared.

Even though her parents’ company and accommodations provided Margo with much-needed support, she still needed to fill the void left by her mother-in-law’s death. The two women had been close, and Margo felt the pain of her loss almost as intensely as her husband did. Soon, she found herself going to her parents’ mailbox every day, hoping for mail—a card or hand-written note from a friend—something to make her feel better, lift her spirits.

One day, disappointed once more after not finding any mail addressed to her but seeing stacks of it in the box for others in the family, she expressed her doubts about being important to anyone.

Her dad overheard the comment.

The next morning when Margo entered the bathroom, she found handwritten notes taped to the mirror. She also found notes in every drawer in her bedroom, in the kitchen cabinets, nearly everywhere she looked. On the notes were messages that said, “Someone loves you,” “Someone’s thinking about you,” and “You matter to me.”

They had all been written by her dad. Her heart began to lift, and she smiled again as she peeked here and there, searching for other notes of love and solace.

Several days after finding the hidden notes from her father, Margo made another trip to the mailbox and discovered a letter, this one addressed to her. It was from her father. He had written it at his office just four blocks away and sent it through the mail so she could find a letter to her in the mailbox. Opening it there on the sidewalk as tears ran down her cheeks, she read of the kind of love only a father can express to his cherished daughter.

Her dad continued writing and mailing letters to Margo for more than a year, telling her how much he loved her and what a wonderful daughter, wife, and mother she was.

During that time, Margo’s grief fell away, and, of course, she realized just how important she was to someone special—her dad.
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“He is not only my dad,
but my best friend and confidant, too.”
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DICK ENJOYS SPENDING his days of retirement in Florida, sitting in the sun and reflecting on his long life and list of accomplishments. At the top of his list is the knowledge he has raised two wonderful daughters; his little girls have become grown women he can be extremely proud of.

Inevitably whether when looking at old photographs or daydreaming about memorable events in his life, his thoughts turn to the days of four decades ago, when his little girls looked up at him with dancing eyes and thought he was the source of all things fun and joyful.

One morning, as images of Evelyn, his younger child, played like a treasured home movie in his imagination, a song suddenly popped into his head. It was a song he had not thought of for many years, and although he could hardly remember the last time he had sung it, every word came to him as if it were just yesterday that he had memorized it. He sat down at his computer and quickly typed an e-mail to his forty-six-year-old daughter, one that included a few lines from that song:


You’re the end of the rainbow, my pot of gold,

You’re daddy’s little girl to have and to hold.



Moments later he received an e-mail; it was from Evelyn. She was crying at her desk, she told him. She hadn’t heard that song in thirty-five years. It had been her favorite bedtime song, one that Dick always sang to her each night while he made sure she was warm and snug beneath her bedcovers.

Even though Eveyln is a grown woman, hearing her dad say that she is still his little girl touched her heart that morning just as it had each night when she was a young girl. She went on with her day, knowing that no matter what challenges they may have faced over the years or how many miles now separated them, her dad still loved her just as much as he always had, if not more. He was still a source of joy.

And Dick, well, he sat back in his chair and shed a few tears of his own, moved by remembrances of his little girl and the knowledge that she still wanted to be his pot of gold.
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“To this day, whenever I hear a song my daddy
used to sing, tears come to my eyes.”
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