MISSING MEMORIES
The dark, toned man set on the mahogany bench of the crowded shopping mall, smacking himself on the legs repeatedly as hard as he possibly could.  These shopping days with his daughter were limited, and as he waited on her, he wasn’t in any hurry to leave.  He began to watch as people passed by, reminiscing and imagining what possibly would be the future.

Tons of families passed him by with their children, and even their own parents. Grandpas gave piggy-back rides, grandmas soothed boo-boos, parents pushed their babies in strollers, and children smiled with joy to the love and attention they were receiving.  The man remembered that day, eighteen years ago, when his wife gave birth to their daughter. She was a delight with her bright blue eyes and heap of curly brown hair. How could he make such a stupid decision to throw all of that away? Why did he choose to walk out on them? Why didn’t he just stick through the hard times? Now, he would never be able to know his own daughter.


As the man opened his eyes, he took notice to the booths that were set up down the aisles of the halls. One booth held portraits of family gatherings, births, graduations, proms, and such. Above the display, a banner read “Don’t let time pass! Let us capture your memories today!” The man felt a sharp pain in his stomach. He wasn’t there for his daughter’s first steps. He wasn’t there for her first words. He wasn’t there for her first day of school. He wasn’t there for her first big game, or her first date, or her first, nor last, prom. He had missed those memories.

A young woman, with her apparent husband and newborn baby stuck out as a green leaf would in the fall. The man kissed the woman’s forehead as he took the baby from her arms.  They began walking alongside each other, smiling and continuing a happy conversation. Was this what his daughter’s life would be like? Would he be a part of his grandbaby’s life? Where would he begin to start a healthy bond between him and his own flesh and blood?  Maybe it was too late, but he didn’t want to accept that fact. 

He snapped back to reality when his daughter appeared through the crowd and pushed her way to take a seat on the bench next to him. “I thought you weren’t going to show, or if you did, I wasn’t sure how I was going to find you! I’m glad you could make it.” Her long, dark curls fell over her shoulder as she sat her purse between the two of them.

“I wasn’t busy anyways. I was surprised when you called to say you were leaving for college so soon, but I’m glad you invited me to come along.” He paused, staring at his own eyes that his daughter withheld. “I’m sure you need a lot of stuff to get started.”

She nodded and shifted in her seat. “Yes, plenty of stuff: clothes, shoes, and household things. Mom won’t be around to do this stuff for me, so I gotta learn on my own.”


He smiled at his daughter and removed a hundred-dollar-bill from his wallet. The girl looked curiously at her father. “Chris, I don’t need money. That’s not why I invited you along. I just wanted to be sure I would see you before I left. We may not live very far apart, but it seems like it.”

The man looked down at the floor, then back to his daughter. “You just might need it for some things. Please, take it.”

