You tried in your own way

Waking up in the morning,

I would hear a crackle under my pillow

as I rolled over

and would already know what it was – 

A bag of plain M&Ms

left by “The Fuzzy”

the cute little bear

that met you by the side of the road

each night on your way home from work.

Sometimes he would give the M&Ms to you,

and sometimes he’d put them there himself.

But each morning we’d run up to you – 

“Daddy!  Where did these come from?”

And you would tell us the story of “The Fuzzy”

and how you saw him walking down the highway one night

and offered him a ride.

He politely declined, but gave you two bags of M&Ms and told you

to give them to little Jessie and Brian.

“That’s us!” We’d squeal, delighted, with our mouths full of the candies.

And so every night you or the Fuzzy

(who in my head looked like the snuggles bear)

would sneak little brown bags under our pillows as we slept.

Then came the day – 

you were either broke from buying M&Ms everyday or

thought we were getting too old for silly stories – 

there was no candy under our pillows

and you sat us down for a talk.

“Kids, I have some bad news.

I was coming home from work last night

and while looking for the Fuzzy,

I accidentally hit him with the car.”

“I ran him over.”

I screamed, I cried, 

and didn’t talk to you for a week.

When I look back now, though, I smile.

You tried in your own way with us.

And as for doing things the way 

mom would have, I’d have to say…

Close enough.

