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Chapter One: The Letter I Never Sent
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Dear Father,

I don’t know how to begin this letter because I don’t know you.

Not your voice.

Not your scent.

Not the way your footsteps sounded in the hallway.

Not the way you might have said my name.

I don’t even know if you ever said it.

I’ve imagined you more times than I’ve imagined myself.

You’ve been a soldier.

A poet.

A coward.

A ghost.

A man who left.

A man who was taken.

A man who never knew I existed.

I’ve written this letter a thousand times in my head.

But this is the first time I’m letting the ink touch the page.

The First Memory That Wasn’t Mine

I was five when I asked my mother where you were.

She said, “He’s not coming back.”

I didn’t know what that meant.

I thought maybe you were on a long trip.

Maybe you were building something.

Maybe you were lost and needed help finding your way home.

So I drew maps.

Crayon maps.

With rivers and mountains and stars.

I left them under my pillow, hoping you’d find them.

You never did.

The Silence That Raised Me

I grew up in a house full of silence.

Not peaceful silence.

Not the kind that lets you rest.

The kind that hums.

The kind that presses against your chest.

The kind that makes you wonder if you’re the reason no one speaks.

There were no photos of you.

No letters.

No stories.

Just a name.

And even that felt borrowed.

I tried asking again when I was ten.

My mother looked at me like I’d opened a door she’d nailed shut.

She said, “He made his choice.”

I didn’t know what that meant either.

So I stopped asking.

The Mirror

I used to stare at myself in the mirror and wonder which parts were yours.

My nose?
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