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	Entry 1

	

	

	Happiness has left me. For just over six months I’ve felt empty. Emotionally dead. 

	I’m a widower. 

	My wife Cheryl—she’s dead, it still sounds unreal to me—but I’m certain a part of me went in the grave with her that day. I wanted to just lie down with her and await them covering me up with dirt, eventually becoming worm food. We don’t have that luxury—unfortunately—we have to somehow find a way to keep going after we lose a loved one. 

	For me, it was my kids. They needed me now more than ever and I needed them. I have to fill the role of both mom and dad now. 

	I’m dead inside, but they cannot know that. I have to keep going. For them. 

	Cheryl would have wanted that—no—demanded that. She was a wonderful wife and a great mom. We were a happy family. 

	

	My therapist told me to write down my thoughts, so I do. Obviously I’m not letting him get a peek at all these entries or he would have me committed and my kids removed—but I thought maybe he’s on to something. 

	He said I should write it like I would expect a diary to be written, and as if someone was to read what I write. So well, here we are. 

	First I told him: “Why the hell do I need you, if you’re gonna tell me to write my thoughts down as a therapeutic exercise,” and he went something like: “We’ll go over your thoughts in session, and see what makes you feel those things, work through them.”

	Then he went on about writing things down and talking out loud to ourselves actually helps us to think better, and also remember and learn better. So more often than I like, I find myself talking to myself. Often these conversations are more or less what I transcribe down in my entries here. 

	A few times Alisha (aged 10) or Matthew (aged 7), have heard me talk to myself, and they nervously sneak up on me like, “Dad, are you okay?”

	Of course I’m not okay. I’m as far from okay as anyone can be, but I have to pretend that I’m okay. So I tell them that I am and we all keep going on ahead in our little bubble of lies, telling each other and ourselves that we are okay. A lie so sincere that sometimes I’m close to believing it. I want it to be true, but it’s not.

	

	We can lose each other from day to day. Being alive is a privilege. What a traumatizing life we lead. We never learn to deal with it, we just do because we have to. We don’t move on either—I hate that saying. We get stuck in a limbo until we learn to navigate said limbo and continue on. Not move on. Continue on. There’s a remarkable difference to that. 

	One day will come for many of us, where we leave our house for the last time, to never come back again, and we won’t know it. Yes, I mean we’ll die somewhere. 

	Each day we leave our home we are expected (but not guaranteed) to come home. Each day is a gamble where the dice of life is thrown. 



	




	Entry 2

	

	

	“Describe your three strongest feelings, Rashad,” my therapist, Tanner said. He is a nice therapist. I like him so far, he makes me feel as sane as I can. I’ve been seeing him for just about five months I think. My brother wanted me to get help, psychological help. I needed it. 

	I wanted to answer depressed, anxious, suicidal, but I couldn’t do that. Not the last bit. So I went: “Depressed, anxious, empty.”

	He cocked his head sideways and fiddled his fingers through his beard. His beard was lucious, majestic even. His head though, was as hairless as an egg. Tanner doesn’t look like a therapist, he looks like someone I would expect to fix my car and his clothes look like someone who’s working in a library. 

	“Did you notice,” he started, “that none of those words are positive?”

	My life’s not positive, I thought. 

	I didn’t answer him, so he leaned forward, his notepad in his lap. He barely ever used the notepad, I liked that. I didn’t feel as… observed when he wasn’t scribbling down all the time. Once in a while he jotted down some words, but that was it. He was very present. 

	“Rashad, listen. It’s important that you keep your kids in mind, always. You are the one that has to be there for them. They need you and you need them. Use them to change your attitude, and try again. This time, give me three positive words, what do you feel that’s good?”

	It took me way too long to come up with positives. Instead my head wandered to alcohol. The chance of forgetting. I haven’t touched alcohol in many years, almost my whole life. Last time I drank I was only a teenager and I sorta overdosed on it. To my luck I started puking like a fountain squirting water and so I survived. The hospital I woke up in said it was a close call. Since then I kept away from it and I was certainly going to keep away from it now. I had my kids to take care of. 

	“Rashad? Are you there?” Tanner tried. 

	I must have blanked out for a few seconds. 

	“Yes, the positives you said, let me see… happy…” then I couldn’t come up with anything else. Saying happy was also a stretch. I wish I was happy, I’m just not. 

	“That’s it?” Tanner questioned. 

	“Yes.”

	“Okay then, we can work with that. Why are you happy?”

	I’m not.

	“Because I still have my kids… we are still a family…” I strained to say the words. Calling us a family without my Cheryl felt wrong. Worse than wrong, it felt fake, it was fake. 

	“Good, Rashad. That’s right, you are still a family and you are still a father, a dad. You owe your kids everything, you get that, right? Your wife… she would have wanted you to keep going.”

	He rarely spoke about my wife directly. More of it was about how I felt, tip toe-ing around the widower situation and focusing on how we could keep living our lives, surviving our lives. But we also had sessions focusing a lot on the loss. I hated those sessions. They were helpful—in a way—but far more hurtful. Often I teared up, a grown-ass man crying to his therapist. 

	It worked well. I don’t know if I have told Tanner how much I appreciate our sessions, although I might not seem like it. 

	“How are things at home, Rashad? Your day-to-day lives? Work? School?”

	I exhaled and leaned back on the sofa that seemed too comfortable. I just wanted to take a nap in it. “Things are fine, we make do… Not too many days ago the school called me, saying Matt had broken a boy’s nose—”

	“Really, Matthew did that?” Tanner questioned. 

	Tanner was also having sessions with Matt and Alisha. He knew Matt well enough to know that he wasn’t a violent kid. 

	“Yes, apparently so. So I asked him about it, I said something like ‘Matthew why did you break the boy’s nose?’ He looked guilty and sad. Finally Matt said ‘he said I have the wrong color, and that’s why mom left me, so I punched him.’ Imagine that… racism is as alive as ever.”

	“Wow…”

	“Yes, wow… That was my reaction too.”

	“Then what happened?” Tanner asked. 

	“They suspended Matt for three days, because it’s always the one going physical that gets punished, never the ones doing the bullying. Matthew is seven years, seven years old and he has to deal with racism like that. Imagine… he saw his mother,” my temper was getting the best of me, I was cooking on the inside. I felt like punching the wall and I even thought my fist would go right through it, easily even. I didn’t hit the wall. 

	“It’s okay, Rashad, continue, get it out.”

	“Matt was at his mother’s funeral, she is dead. He’s experienced something no child should. Then this moron of a kid goes mentioning her leaving because my son’s color is wrong! He’d said something about Cheryl needing to leave, because of shame. Shame that her husband and kids were the wrong color. What the hell is wrong with people, with kids!?”

	“Great many things, think how much of a racist the boy’s parents must be, since he has learned it.”

	“Yes, exactly. Racism unfortunately isn’t something that people outgrow, they nurture it.”

	“What did you say to Matt?”

	“About what?”

	“That he broke the boy’s nose.”

	“I wanted to say that he should have kept hitting him, breaking more than just his nose,” Tanner just looked at me, “come on, you know I would never actually say that.”

	“I do.”

	“I think I didn’t say anything actually, I don’t remember.”

	“What about the boy’s parents, have you been in contact with them?” 

	“No, I haven’t. I was afraid. Not for contacting them, but for my own temper. I was afraid I was gonna hit them.”

	“Fair enough,” Tanner said and gave a weak smile. 

	“I did go to the principal though, told him about it and he promised to talk to the parents. He said something like the school is not tolerating racism, but they don’t tolerate physical violence either. My question is then, why the hell only Matt got suspended, and not this racist kid?”

	“You got a point there.”

	“I do, but these moron schools always treat violence as if it is the single worst thing that can be done. I would argue that bullying is way worse than catching a punch. That psychological damage is worse in the long run.”

	“I agree, I do. But yes violence of course isn’t okay.”

	“I know it’s not. But at that moment it was. Sometimes violence is all you need,” when I finished that sentence, I saw how worse it had sounded than I had intended it to. Tanner held my stare for a few seconds.
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