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A Father’s Love 


I sat trembling underneath the covers as the icy coolness of a New England wind ripped through the tree tops. I was the only one awake, giving a hallow, almost empty sense to the house while my parents slept at the opposite end of the hallway. The only things in sight from my port-hole style window were the waves of the ocean crashing recklessly upon the shore and the top of a single walnut tree. The tree had no leaves and the harsh spring so far had prevented them from growing back. The tips of the tree appeared as fingers swaying in the wind; they had an eerie scratching sense as they brushed gently across my window and attempted to claw away at the many layers concealing my secret so deep within me. People like me aren’t supposed to deal with these kinds of things, how did I get myself into this? 


I first found out about everything going on almost a year ago now. The fateful day was a bright and sunny Friday late in May. School was almost out and anticipation could be seen in the face of every student. The sun held its place high in the sky like it had been placed on display for all to see. Classes had been dismissed early for the day because temperatures were so high and our school’s air conditioning had broken. Every student went home happy thinking they now had extra time for a weekend of partying and beach-going, and soon to my dismay, the newly lit fire of my hopes and plans would be extinguished before the light could even be seen. 


As usual, I arranged to go to Sidney’s house for the weekend, but before going I needed to stop by home to get my bathing suit and other miscellaneous items I had forgotten. I darted inside, put my stuff down on the kitchen counter, and continued my trek upstairs. Once in my room, I took my bathing suit out of the top dresser drawer and placed it in a small pink duffle bag I had gotten from my father years ago. I sped down the steps toward the front door, but stopped dead in my tracks with trepidation. A noise. Not just any noise, but the noise of another person. Another person in my house. 


I grabbed the first thing I could find to defend myself and darted up the stairs with my arm cocked and ready to unload on the first sight of anything threatening. As I grew nearer to the top of the steps, the noise came again. Following the noise, I was led to the closed bedroom door of my parents’ room. I took a deep breath and swallowed hard, forcing my rock of a heart back down into my chest. The person inside the room was my father, and the woman wrapped in my mother’s sheets, clad in nothing but her own beauty was not my mother. My father’s piercing gray eyes shot through me with a look of infidelity and the only thing I could do was dash out the door. I made it down the steps, out the front door, across the yard, and to my car parked in the driveway. Along the way, I unpacked my things out of the pink duffel bag and left the old gift behind in the yard for my father. I spent the weekend with Sidney and her family without hinting to them about what I had seen.


I was able to keep the secret with ease for months until just recently; it has started eating its way out of me from the inside out. Last month, Sidney and her boyfriend of two years broke up because she red-handedly caught him cheating on her at a party with another one of her friends. She has been an absolute wreck. She can’t eat, she can’t sleep, and she has lost all confidence. All this has made me think about the ramifications of keeping something even worse from my own mother. Sidney and my mom seem to be going through the same thing, the only difference is one knows what is happening and the other has no idea. I can’t let my mom suffer like I’ve watched Sid…I just can’t…I’m going to put a stop to this once and for all. 

I shouldn’t have to tell Mom what is happening… It isn’t my place... Dad should have to tell her and I will tell him it is his responsibility. 


The following day I came straight home from school, hoping my father would still be there. A storm was coming and from the looks of the black cast of the sky it would be a strong one. I found my father sitting in the living room watching Sports Center and sat next to him on the couch, barely close enough to strike a conversation. After discussing the happenings of our days I cut in with my request; one he didn’t seem to handle too well. As soon as the words were out of my mouth, I wished I could take them back. He looked at me and the flash of anger in his eyes mimicked the strike of lightning outside. I knew an acrimonious lecture would follow, coinciding with the distant thunder rumbles. Surprisingly, the anger left his eyes, and was replaced by a sincere merciful look. I looked at him puzzled as he began to walk toward me for an embrace. He took me in his arms for the first time in years, and when I thought it was over, he continued to squeeze just as a snake squeezes its prey. I was caught in the fallacious bait of his trap and there was no way out of it now. The last of my struggle and gasps for air echoed off into the darkness, an eternal darkness preceding an everlasting light. 

