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 Mom woke me up. 

 “Come on, your dad’s in the hospital we gotta go. Hurry up. It’s serious.” 

 She woke me around ten-thirty. Or we got there at ten-thirty? I don’t care. 

+_+ 

 

I wonder as I wander out under the sky 

How Jesus the Savior did come for to die 

For poor on’ry people like you and like I; 

I wonder as I wander out under the sky. 

 

+_+ 

 Things were ok with my dad; I know that and accept it now. But the last time I talked to 

him… well he had his good days; he had his bad days. 

--Do you know where it is? 

-No, I don’t know where the money is, dad. 

--Are you sure? It’s 60 dollars. 

-Yeah, I don’t know. I don’t have it. 

--Well then who does? 

-I don’t know. 

--You don’t? 

-No, I really think you did just lose it. 

--But I looked everywhere. I don’t have it. 

-Keep looking. 

--I looked everywhere. 

 I don’t remember how we ended the conversation. I don’t care. Like I said, he had his bad days. We watched 

the mind deteriorate. 

+_+ 

 About fifteen months later, I will be fine for a week and a half, wandering the streets of 



Reykjavik, with fluid architecture sweeping a wide, romantic gesture of comfort. The evening lights 

warmer than the wind that sweeps away my dust, the sprinting clouds sixty-six degrees north of the 

equator, but back to the States all too soon. Back to nothing. 

+_+ 

Right away, I understood the words: he is dead. He died this morning they declared him and 

I’m crying. When did that happen? And my sister is crying and my mom is crying even though they 

divorced and we are all crying in some room. I later find out my mom didn’t cry for my dad, she said 

she cried for us. I don’t know these people. 

 

+_+ 

 He served in Vietnam so we are at the Indiantown Gap for his burial. And I am lucky 

enough to be one of the few people to get a flimsy, plastic grey chair. It’s not that cold out three 

days before Christmas, at least not for me, but my legs will not stop shaking. I have no idea why, 

something other than temperature controls me. Maybe wind trickled down my spine. They don’t 

stop and it kind of makes me feel self-conscious. 

+_+ 

-Hello? 

… 

--Is this James? 

-Yeah, hey dad. 

--I just noticed that you called me today. 

-Yeah, mom said that you were going to the doctor today to see what it was. 

-Mom told me yesterday that I should call. 

--Thanks for calling. Listen… you’re the first person I’ve told this to- 

That’s what he said to me when he started taking Ibuprofen for his Diabetes, taking lesser medications before that. 

--but they know what it is. I have stomach cancer. 

Cancer lingered in the back of my mind the whole time. 

-I’m sorry to hear that. 

--Yeah, I am too. I am going in tomorrow to get a biopsy to see if it’s something that can improve. 

+_+ 

 FACT: He didn’t say whether it is treatable or not, but I know he means that. He doesn’t 

explain that the biopsy could say the tumor is benign, meaning it isn’t really cancer: it can improve. 



 FACT: I don’t know this. 

 FACT: So I guess that I really shouldn’t jump the gun just now. We really don’t know much 

yet. I don’t know whether he’s going to die in a year, in a month, half a year, years from now. I don’t 

know yet that it’s actually pancreatic cancer- that it spread, that it’s malignant, that he’d been told it’s 

less than a year, that he dies in a month. 

 FACT: I don’t know whether he’ll live to see my sister become a mother, him a grandfather. 

I don’t know that it doesn’t happen. The baby’s birth or his death; I don’t know that he dies first. 

 FACT: I also don’t know that dad will die eight entire months before my stepdad who 

already received his diagnosis of rare leukemia. 

 FACT: Death lives with everyone continuously- a fact most people never learn. 

+_+ 

 My sister was going to drive him to his first session of chemotherapy that morning. They 

were outside and a woman stopped driving, got out of her car and rushed to my sister, my name is 

Colleen and you shouldn’t have to be alone right now. From her car, Colleen saw my dad collapse on the 

pavement. 

+_+ 

 I sing at his funeral at my church. One practice yesterday and I don’t need any more. I can’t 

word how satisfying this feels right now. And later I speak people are made of chalk to everyone 

attending and that also has the same feeling with a different medium. 

 Two friends from college sit downstairs; one additional friend from my area brings her 

friend. I sit with my two friends from college. Not my family. 

+_+ 

 My dad is dying and I was afraid he would say something else to me. I even asked my best 

friend just before it happened, what do I say? If he says-- 

 “K bye, I love you.” 

 … 

 “Thanks dad.” 

 He chuckles. 

 I couldn’t do it. I’m not sure. I’m an asshole. 

+_+ 

 If I didn’t sit with my friends at my dad’s funeral I wouldn’t have cried- even once. I don’t 

know how I would feel if I never cried: something seems rude to other people about it. I sat with 



two women, two friends. I live through my friends; I have faith through my friends. I know they 

were the only reason how I could cry. I believe that. I don’t have a family; I just have friends who 

are like family. 

+_+ 

 Just under three months after Christmas I barely endured one of the worst weeks of my life. 

I had no idea why: it took me another six months to figure it out and much longer to recover. Most 

people don’t understand. This week, I played lacrosse so much and did homework so much and 

went to meetings so much and I cried so much –for reasons I didn’t know, and I ate so little and I 

slept so little and cared so little. It was three entire months; I thought I should be fine. Why wasn’t 

I? 

+_+ 

 I never ended up saying it. 

	  


