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: Kelsey Cameron

had a difficult breakup in high school, but I got through it eventually. Tt

I owed to my dad. |

When most of my friends were bickering with their fathers, I was looking to
mine for guidance. He knew more about me than anyone, even myself at times.
He traveled for work and so he’d be gone. Most people assumed we had a distant
relationship because he was not home very often. But we thrived under this situa—
tion because we talked every night by phone, and he made his support known
when he couldn’t be present.

One night my world just collapsed, and it was my dad who was able to pick
up the pieces.

My first true love called from a party and broke my heart. He offered little
explanation and this made the situation all the more difficult to accept. In that
one quick phone call I lost my boyfriend and best friend, a comfort I had enjoyed
for the past year and a half. I was sure I was the most miserable fifteen—year—old
in the world—lost and lonely. It felt like everyone else’s life could just continue
on in its normal way, but mine couldn’t. I would no longer spend hours on the
phone with him each night, and his house would no longer be my home away
from home.

I was forced to deal with my regular routine on Monday morning, as Mom
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went to work, Dad flew out on business and I went to school. Dad wouldn’t re—

turn until Friday. I wasn’t sure how I was going to be able to face everyone and

their gossip at school. I was right: The questions and the whispering started
around second period.

I returned home from school feeling completely defeated. All I wanted to do
was crawl into bed and wallow in my own self—pity. I pulled back the covers on
my bed and discovered a pile of cards left by my dad. I recognized the “calligra—
phy” instantly. Each card included an instruction that it was to be opened on a
particular night that week. He was faraway and still my dad was able to show he
cared.

I made it through that week because of him. Each card seemed to say just
what I needed to hear. Tuesday’s card said, “The past is painful to think about
and the future is impossible to envision. Don’t try. Just take it one minute at a
time.” On Wednesday my mood lifted when I read, “What you are feeling now is
natural and normal. It still feels lousy, but it is part of the healing process.”Fri—
day’s card contained a poem he wrote. The last lines made me smile through my
tears. “Whatever special challenges you face along life’s way. May you trust that
you will find the best in every day.” I was instructed to open the last card after
the party I went to on Saturday night. In it he sagely reminded me to laugh. “The
world isn’t so bad after a good laugh. The more you laugh,. the more you heal.”
Each card was signed, “Love, Dad.”

Even just flipping through the cards made me feel better in the weeks to
come. I looked through them most days until I started to forget about them. It

was then that I knew that I was healing.
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A nonymous

he mysterious golden box was tied with crimson ribbon and sat upon a

T shelf above the sideboard in the dining room.

During my childhood, I would often wonder where it had come from and
why it was never opened. From time—to—time, I would see my parents look upon
that golden box and smile. Sometimes I would climb upon a chair to get a closer
look, but would never touch it for fear I would spoil something special.

When I was grown and off on my own, the memory of that box faded.
However, I would come home to visit and see that small treasure sitting in its
usual place and the mystery would come alive again.

I soon married and had children of my own. But each time we would visit
my parents’ home, I would spot that golden treasure and wonder what story was
held within. Many years passed as that box continued to sit with its mysterious
contents, undisturbed.

The tragic loss of my father happened one spring day. Our friends and
family gathered to mourn the loss of the biggest hero in my life. He was the one
I thought would never die.

After my father’s funeral, I found my mother in their room—on the bed
they had shared for so many years, holding that treasured box in her delicate
hands. With tears in her eyes and a lifetime of memories in her heart, she

carefully untied the ribbon and opened that golden treasure.
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On a yellowed piece of paper were written these words:

My Love, I go far away.

I have to go.

I cannot stay. I \J;ﬁ“
éf»’* -5

My love for you & !&* pa

I will hold dear, M&"F‘{{

Until that time I can hold you near.
So I ask, Darling, wait for me
While I am far across the sea.
“Til I return, Dear, just know this
I leave this box sealed with a kiss.
All My Love,
Frank

Then my mother told me this story: My parents met in high school when
their best friends set them up on a blind date. As my parent’s friendship grew,
their love also grew. They had planned on marrying as soon as they graduated
from high school but “Uncle Sam” had other ideas.

Before my father went off to war, he wrote those words and placed them in
that golden box and tied it with the crimson ribbon as a token of his everlasting
love for my mother. He asked that she open the box only if she knew he would
not be coming home.

As those months passed, their love, faith and prayer sustained them through
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