
  
 

Looking out the window at the dark clouds, the day reflected my mood, dark and 
gloomy. I was anxious about going downstairs.  I wasn’t sure what was waiting for me.  I had 
had a quarrel with my dad last night and accused him of neglecting me and my little brother.  I 
didn’t really mean it.  I was just feeling insecure about not having mom around anymore.  I 
could talk to her about anything and she was always there when I needed her.  She was 
passionate about the things I was passionate about….art, music, dance!  I cherished the 
memories of our special times together as we enjoyed these things. It was traumatic for me 
when she died.  But then again, it was traumatic for all of us.  

Dad was different from mom.  He was very humble He worked hard to make sure we 
had what we needed.  He was frugal, not seeing the need to spend money on art supplies or 
concerts or visits to museums and theaters.  It wasn’t that he didn’t care.  I think he just buried 
himself in work.  Originally, to make sure he could provide everything we wanted.  Not just what 
we needed, but also what we wanted.  Later, I think he did it to avoid coming home and not 
finding here here.   Deep down, I knew I was really fortunate to have such a great dad. I 
regretted my words, and accusing him of neglect.  I was just feeling lonely and wanted him to 
spend more time with us.  I wonder if he knew that?  

Slowly, I dragged myself toward the door.  I hesitated as my foot hit the top step. 
Thinking about what I had said to him last night humbled me.  I took a deep breath and started 
downstairs.  
(What do you think will happen next?  Write an ending for the story.)  


