The Man Behind the Newspaper
My father lived most of his life
Behind a newspaper-
A wall of headlines
And gray silence,
Cigar smoke curling upward
Like a “keep out” sign
We all learned to obey
He never spoke
The kitchen was his 
Kingdom-
The chair, the newspaper,
The smoke,
His face hidden
As if fatherhood was
Something he would fold
Away like yesterday’s news.
And then one day,
As a teenager,
I watched him pack up 
His life to move out
I wasn’t expecting anything
Not a goodbye,
Not a glance,
Certainly not a moment.
But he handed me a 
Scrapbook, 
A souvenir from Hawaii,
Something he’d picked up
While visiting my stepbrother.
He held it out awkwardly,
Like a man holding a fragile thing
He didn’t know how to give
And he said
“I want you to have this”.
Then, almost under his breath-
“I’ve always liked you.”
A strange thing
From a stranger man,
And yet it landed
In that empty place 
In my chest where 
A daughter hopes her father
Is hiding a soft spot
He never learned to show.
Years later,
After I joined the military,
I wrote him letters-
Words bridge a distance
He had built long before 
I was born.
And somehow, miraculously,
He wrote back.
He said I’d performed a
Miracle by getting him
To write at all,
As if speaking to his own
Child was an act of bravery
He’s never been taught
And at the bottom,
Where fathers usually sign
Without thinking,
He paused long enough
To write something
I’d never seen or heard before.
I Love You, Dad.
Four small words
From a man who spent
A lifetime 
Hiding behind silence-
Yet they glowed
Like a porch light
Left on too late
For someone who never
Stopped hoping
It would one day flicker on.

