December 10, 2004

My precious little daughter Chloe-Rose,
You have waited for this letter for six very long years. And you probably thought that I didn’t love you anymore. But I do. I still love you “More than the whole huge universe!”, as you told me you wanted me to love you, and as I told you I did, days before our last Christmas together in 1998. After this, you asked me “Oh Daddy, please don’t ever leave me!”, and I promised I never would, and meant it. I always have loved you, and I always will love you exactly that much, and never less. And I didn’t want to leave you when I did. It happens, sometimes, that good men simply don’t have a better choice. Never doubt it. In fact, I loved you even before you were born, though I didn’t get to meet you till you turned two. But it was you who, months earlier, when you turned five, had searched in your very tender heart, and found those words that measured just how great your love for me was, and mine for you. You cast those magic words, and others, that stole my heart anew, in a poem of your own, and asked your mom to write them down on a beautiful white greeting card that you created for me, complete with your imaginative scribbles and colorings. 
I still have your wonderful poem in my treasure box, that large heavy old black briefcase with shiny brass combination locks you may remember. The one you enjoyed exploring because I let you play with the small electronic organizers I kept in it. I first had a black organizer that I still have. It opens up, and has a calculator inside, which is what we called it; you and I back then. And later I had a light grey one that one day went missing. My treasure box also held, and still does, a black stapler you liked to use, and other office knick knacks.  In it I still keep the lovely things you gave me as gifts: the red, green, and yellow lengths of wiry “strings” covered in felt-like material that could be bent into snaky things, and a few pictures you drew. Of course, I have pictures of you at different ages, which I love. And I keep another wonderful gift you gave me when we first met: a pair of soft dark brown leather slippers with red plaid lining: I use them every day and keep them under my bed.
It has taken me this long to reach you, for more reasons than is possible for me to explain here; more than there are cones on an Eastern White Pine in September. I have roamed the Internet a hundred times and more, hoping to find a clue about you, with little success. But a year ago I did find Kazoo School’s web page and a picture which includes a beautiful girl which might be you, when you were about ten. You were a beautiful baby when you were born, and a beautiful, smart, and very sweet little girl when we lived together at the apartment you loved so much on Whites Road, when you were two; the one with the huge oak trees where our friend the squirrel lived. And later, you became a talented little ballerina, when you were four and a half, and we lived together at the apartment on Lilac Lane; the one that had a huge yard with a large play structure with swings, slides, and climbing poles, ladders, and a hanging bridge that linked the two ends of the structure. But you were also an exceptionally good and deserving little girl. That wonderful year of 1998, we went to see a night performance of the magic play “Peter Pan”, and he, and Wendy, and Captain Hook flew all over the stage. You were so happy and impressed, and I was so happy that you were happy. And Months ago I also found a school bulletin on Google which mentioned your involvement in a book fundraiser in January 2002, which made me glad, proud, and happy for you. Even that tiny bit of news about you gave me hope that you were well, safe, and happy, but I don’t really know that.
I have missed you very sorely from the moment I had to leave our apartment, in January 1999 when you were five and seven months old. And I know that it was very hard on you not to have your loving Daddy with you anymore. It was very hard on me too. That is why I stayed in Kalamazoo, for eight months, working at Goodwill and living at a Baptist shelter, hoping to see you. I remember that when I was five, my Daddy sometimes had to go away on business trips. He once was gone for a whole month, and I remember missing him so much I cried in my bed at nights. So I know how much you must have suffered: I haven’t been there for you for half your life. I am so very sorry about that, and can only hope that some day you will learn the truth, understand, and forgive me for it. Please forgive me! But in the meantime, it may help you to know that I have cried very hard for you. Grown men cry too, if they’re brave enough to do so. It is the saddest thing that can happen to a father to loose his most beloved child. And I pray for you all the time, not just at night in my bed. Sometimes I dream about you, which is sad and joyful at the same time because I miss you so much. 
In 1996, for many months, I lived in Miami with my brother, your uncle Felipe, and looked for work so I could support you and your mom, while you remained in Kalamazoo at the Lilac Lane apartment. So you came to me for your third birthday, and I went back to you in Kalamazoo for Christmas. Your sisters Erika, and Tamara, loved you from the moment they learned about you. And they loved you even more when they came to Miami for your third birthday, and actually met you. We all went to Disney World at Orlando with your mom, as your birthday treat. They really were very taken with you, but you were very little and probably don’t remember. We all went to a beach in Miami, in Key Biscayne, and also swam in the pool at your uncle Felipe’s apartment complex, where we stayed. You used to think Miami was my “Ami”, and when you returned with your mom to Kalamazoo, you used to ask me on the phone if you could come to live with me in “your Ami”, which broke my heart because that was exactly what I wanted; but I never did find a job there. 

Erika is now twenty seven, is a psychologist, and works at a chiropractic doctors’ office in Portland, Oregon. Tamara is now twenty four, is a language teacher in Spanish and English, and teaches in Lima, Perú. They graduated from the University of Oregon last June. I also have another daughter, Heather, who hasn’t met you but who loves you anyway. She has a thirteen year-old boy Adam, who also loves you despite the fact that he hasn’t met you either. Someday I expect they will.
Then I had to look for work in Lima, Perú, where I am from, and where you have a large family, the Woll Battistini family, but after seven months I gave up and went back to you and your mom, for ever. It was Christmas 1997. I had missed you so much, and being away from you was very sad for me, as it had been for you. And we had a very happy time in Kalamazoo, when I came back. You were four and a half. We used to take long strolls all over the Lilac Lane apartment complex’s large campus, while you rode your little red tricycle on the winding paved pathways. One time, in the fall, you taught me to play hopscotch. You surprised me, and painted the court with chalk on the sidewalk, and we hopped quite happily together. Sometimes I took you to ride the penny horses at a supermarket, which you loved doing. That winter, at Christmas time, we built a beautiful snowman in the back yard together, and slid down a huge snow hill resulting from a storm. It was a very memorable time for me. Other times I used to take you to the children’s museum, downtown, which you loved very much. And yet on many other occasions we went to the mall, to ride the beautiful merry-go-round with the lovely painted horses, and afterwards, sometimes, we would eat “a piece of fish” in a basket, as you called the fish and chips at Long John Silver’s Seafood Shoppe across the street. We had our Polaroid picture taken at a machine at the mall, you and I, with our heads closely together, and that was my favorite picture of all. I hope you have it, because when I had to leave, somehow my album stayed behind. But when I thought about it, I was actually happy because I knew that although looking at the pictures you would feel sad, I also knew that they would remind you that I would never ever stop loving you, as I do now.
That wonderful year, 1998, you started Kindergarten at Kazoo School, where your teacher was a very kind lady whose name was Miss Whitney. She seemed to love you very much, and we all liked her. It was a very good school, we were told, and every morning, for as long as I was able to do it, I would take you there in your mom’s car. You seemed to be happy there. Before you started school, I used to take you to another school for speech therapy, where a very wonderful and kind lady would attend to you and “the little kids”, as you would call small children sometimes. And I know she loved you too. That year we went to the club, downtown, with Judy, for your fifth birthday, your mom’s birthday, and for Christmas dinner, and to the home of my huge kind friend John, out in the country, for Thanksgiving dinner with his family of huge kind ladies, a thin kind lady, and two dogs. At Christmas, our last one together, they and Santa conspired to bring you so many presents, in addition to your mom’s and mine, that they could hardly fit in our living room. 

Chloe, my sweet, you are now eleven, as of June 16th in fact, and have a right to know your loving father, and to love him back. No one can take that from you, for it is God given. I really hope this letter reaches you someday, and soon. I hope you receive it by Christmas, and that you write me back, as that would make me happier than all the birds in the sky, and all the fish in the sea. But I don’t know yet where to send it. When I had to leave our apartment three weeks after that happy Christmas, and remained in Kalamazoo for those months, hoping to see you, I mailed you seven small U.S. Postal Service boxes, one per week, with as many greeting cards bearing my love, little toys or trinkets, chocolate bars, and crisp ten dollar bills for your piggy bank, care of Kazoo School and your teacher Miss Whitney. But I stopped after I learned they were being intercepted by the principal, and being kept from you. I guess not all grownups are familiar with the law that says that no one can stop mail from being delivered to the addressee. I had no idea where else to send you mail; I couldn’t find out where you had moved. But I have faith that I will find a way for this letter to reach you, through our Lord Jesus, who loves us all, and when you do receive it, be sure that it is he that did it, disguised as he may be. I hope that when it comes to you, that you are well and happy and safe indeed, and that that has always been the case since I last saw you. I am well. Please don’t worry about me. And if you have been angry at me, which would be very understandable, I hope that you can let it go soon. Let this letter fill your heart with joy! And don’t let anything or anyone steal the slightest bit of it from you! Be happy always! And please tell me all about you! Remember, to tell me is your right, but not an obligation! For starters, is your favorite color still blue and your favorite tape still “The Fox and the Hound?”
A hundred huge bear hugs and kisses for you, my precious darling Chloe!

Your ever loving father, your very own and true Daddy,

Enrique A. Woll B.
P.S. My email is enriquewoll@yahoo.com


