
Fathers and Sons

There is a hunger inside boys that searches for a like mind to commune with. 
Perhaps it is the womb wrapped beginning that has it's own spirit, 
imbued with the temporary. I always had the stunned awkward presence
of an unneeded refugee. Everywhere I looked, nothing made sense. The 
world seemed so incomplete as I looked for the place to fit my piece of 
the puzzle. My parents seemed so out of place in the world that I could 

only look to find their missing jigsaw and so put mine. The empty places soon filled with 
anger until that original hole lost it's light.

As I look back with the wisdom of hindsight I shake my head at the dizzy search for 
father. I have many men in my life now and their honesty warms my heart enough to see 
where the cross words fits. I am humbled enough by life to only hope I am right. Come with
me to the glow. Put your hand in your own father’s hand. You will need the eyes of a little 
boy to put your Dad on your own milk carton. When you grow up as a child it is hard to 
imagine that we always remain as children. God do I miss my Dad. 

I found myself strung between two remarkable adults who had lost themselves along
with their love for each other. Men make a shell game of love. They hide pieces and ransom 
them with trust as the lock on the golden chest. The ‘if only’ replaces ‘I would do anything’.
I have been caught up in the game myself, you never see it coming, this is why I tell young 
lovers to always remember that first moment of love. What colour was her dress, was it 
sunny or dim, did birds and butterflies appear? This is the moment needed to grasp love.

I ran back and forth between the two looking for answers. Loving both 
and not understanding why they could not see my love and copy me. 
After years in the world of women and teenage years hungering for 
women, I ditched the guy. He became the one to hate. The one piece in 
the equation that would not change. He was a piece of me that could not 
see me through the bottom of his bottle.

For years the hunger gnawed at me and I looked in
books and movies to find that perfect father. He

was never there for long as they all fell from grace. After all, no
matter how high they built their cross it was not as good as Jesus’. I
would look at these gifted men and wonder if they really existed. The
hunger burned like a Klu Klux cross.  I felt like strange fruit
dangling on the family tree.

What had changed a man who had faced battle? What had
added up to defeat? I remembered the stories from the war. The five
thousand cartons of cigarettes he stole from the officer’s mess. The
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thousand pounds of butter looted from Spitsbergen and flogged from the back of their 
truck to English women tired of the war. I remembered the invention of a cable spewer to 
shoot telephone lines up into the safety of the trees and away from tank treads. The Defense
department had wanted to send him to officer school and send him home to recruit. He had
no love for officers and a man who could not eat a rabbit because they were cute did not 
want to add to the casualty lists by recruiting. He had volunteered to escape a cheating wife
not to complicit other men. He liked to shoot craps which he was almost too good at, and 
rob from the rich and give to the poor. He would find himself in the brig time and time 
again busted to private only to be a sergeant a month later.

A consummate partier, even as a youngster, he had rigged his mother’s sewing 
machine to a homemade generator to shock the visitors to his parent’s home. He loved 
technology as much as he loved people. I only knew him as a man who could not hold his 
liquor. I met his first wife when I was barely five. She told me he had not turned to drink 
till he met my mother. This was a hard lump to swallow as I knew more of the story than 
she or my mother knew. Over the years I dredged up a more or less complete picture of a 
boy growing up poor and an aunt who wrongly accused him of theft. His mother backed 
the aunt and this event placed a barrier between him and his womb, the lack of trust that 
would later feed the bottle. The doctor in town wanted to send him to Medical school, but 
his pride turned his back on the offer. He had other ideas.

Life rolled on as the ideas came and went. Men came back from war feeling that the 
worst was over and soon they would be with their families. They had conquered it all; the 
rest would be a piece of cake. Dad brought his brand new start home in the arms of the 
woman he had met selling butter. I can only imagine the picture he had painted to convince
his princess to travel so far from home. Many men returned to find a world of changes. 
Dad had invented the first car wash and rented the Wrigley Chewing gum warehouse 
during the depression to house it. He had employed 20 men to wash bankers’ cars. The 
business was mismanaged and the equipment stolen while overseas. A man with too much 
pride to go to Medical School could not have lasted long under the withering look of 
disappointment from his princess.

It was years later that I had found the wisdom to reconnect with the man I had 
wished dead and blamed for everything. I asked him to tell me his story. I recorded all he 
said as I tried to track my family tree. One statement made sense. One statement said it all 
to me. He said, “I returned from the war and found everything changed, nothing ever went 
right after that.” I knew how hard he worked because I was sent to make sure he returned 
home sober. I always failed, but I did notice the grinding hard work and desperate search 
for a way out. I can cry to the depths of my soul when I remember those lost days.

Dad had a stroke at home with my mother. I found him in a hospital bed unable to 
hold his tongue and get the words out; he had always been so full of words. I remembered 



the man who always had a joke or story to share. I use to watch him with people and wish I
was them. It seemed to me that I was his therapist always listening to his stories, but he 
never saw me. I think when I was whisked away to Wales as a baby and returned a 
Momma’s boy he dismissed me as a lost boy.

I told him that I would try to find a place in a nursing home for him close to us, but 
found that this had to be setup years in advance and that there were no places. My cabin 
was small with a young child to care for. Dad's humour had become quite ribald and I 
didn't think it would be good for my young daughter, so told him he had to stay with his 
bride. He looked up at me with disgust as if I had abandoned him. I felt ashamed, but knew
I had made the right decision for my family. Dad then made the decision to die. I still 
traveled to see him and clip his nails, but each time he faded more. I was traveling to hear 
the reading of the Great Law of the Iroquois when I stopped to see him the last time. He 
was curled in fetal position and so small. I sat with him a long while but he didn't stir. I 
remembered all that I have written and bent close to his ear. "I am proud of you," I 
repeated. A tear formed in the corner of his eye and slid down his face. That was the last 
time he communicated with us.

Weeks later having reclaimed his ashes I spread them on a spot by the river that he 
loved. I invited ten friends and with a twelve pack of Crystal Lager, we offered a salute to 
him. We left the twelfth bottle at the base of a white pine. Some of the ashes we let drift 
down the river to Foxborough where he began.

I had gone back to school for my BA and was a little lost as to where my studies 
were leading. I decided to sleep outside for the night alone with my thoughts of Dad and 
school. When I was a kid I use to just take my sleeping bag and a ground sheet and camp 
without a tent and so I did again. It was October and crisp, but my home made forty pound
bag would keep me warm in the cold night air. I awoke with frost in my hair. I did the 
chores, and headed to the house to make breakfast just trying to stay quiet inside myself 
hoping that the mysteries would sing to me. I made breakfast for my family and sent them 
off to school and work. It already felt like an ordinary day was dawning. I checked my 
mental priority list and remembered that there were wet clothes in the trunk of the car 
from the laundromat in town. They were washed the night before, but if I did not get them 
to the clothesline soon they would need another ride to town to be
washed again. I plunked the basket on the ground behind the house and
as I bent to pick up a shirt to hang, time stood still. There was a huge
Black Spruce fifty feet behind the house. I use to climb it with my
daughter and scout the place by climbing to the top when I first bought
the land. At the moment I rose with the wet shirt, I looked up through
the two lines spread by the clothes pulley and could see the Spruce top.
There landed a huge Golden Eagle. He looked down at me as he folded
his wings, his weight almost enough to snap the top of the tree and gave
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me the look I wanted from my Dad. We had that few seconds as the spring of the tree to 
recover its height coincided with his decision to leave. I became that moment I savoured it 
and it washed over me like a wave on a lonely beach.

The following Spring my daughter herded me to the place
where we spread Grandpa's ashes. It was a nice place and she lay
in the spot he had claimed when he had slept there so long
before. The bottle of beer still laid propped upright against the
tree. It looked the same as the day I had placed it there. I picked
it up and immediately noticed it was empty. I fully expected that
the bottom of the bottle would be on the ground, but it was intact
with the cap still in place. It is said that you can't take it with you

when you go, but my Dad had
found a way. He only left one thing behind under the sun 
and it is Full.
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