“That change I want most in my life, resembles that first flight of a butterfly;
And that, I believe, is a beautiful thing to see.”
~Ida~
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Trying to change it to what is; beautiful.

When I was a little girl my relationship with Dad was always adventurous and exciting. We would go everywhere together, doing things without arguing. Dad would use magic to start the old white ford without using a key, and we were off. Dad and I were either out looking for a fishing spot where no one else has been, or looking around at the trash pile for scrap metals. Of all the fun things we did together, I enjoyed the one that I believe started it all. That particular moment where Dad was teaching me how to use the long swing set chains at the playground.

It was in the fall of 1995, outside of Loneman’s kindergarten building. It was cold, but not cold enough to keep Dad from teaching me how to use the swings. I was excited, because Dad was going to let me play at the playground; and to let me learn how to swing. My mother went inside to enroll me into kindergarten. If I could I would go back to that moment to tell Dad to go get Mom, because she deserves that moment more than Dad. Mom never let me down or made me sad; she quit drinking because I told her how it made me feel. Or was it Dad who really had to be there?

The sun painted everything an orange color, including Dad’s smile. While grasping the cold metal chains with my thin mittens, I laughed at what Dad said. “Keep trying and don’t you fall off”. Those words meant a lot to me and my relationship with my father. I wish things can be back at that time where I was too young to understand what drinking does to Dad. I gotten older and realized that alcohol was what put dents in my relationship with my father.

I was doing it, I was moving faster and my feet were getting farther off the ground, I was terrified and wanted to get off. I knew though that I shouldn’t because Dad was there, and that proved he wouldn’t let me fall. I felt in that moment that I could do anything, because he was there. As I was swinging back and forth I looked at Dad. My father was smiling and it wasn’t just that smile he gets when he thinks he’s out of beer and finds a single cold one behind the commod cheese. This smile was a new one; it made me happier inside, and was rarely seen since

That moment to me was like that moment of when a butterfly comes out of its chrysalis. Everything seemed so different and I was starting to understand what kind of a person my father really was. The wind was blowing behind my ears and then into my ears; I was more aware of my surroundings and was excited to learn about anything, just like any other four year-old would. It’s amazing that I remembered such a moment from such a young age; I have to say again, this was very special to me.

From that moment I always wonder, what exactly was Dad thinking about so he couldn’t stop smiling at the sky?  I believe it was pride, pride he had for himself for teaching his only daughter, how to do something. From then on, we hung out together, and had so much more good times. As I gotten older my thoughts about Dad’s drinking made me angry at him. I must have asked him a thousand times to quit drinking, and maybe it will take much more than a thousand begs to keep Dad sober. 

Though wanting the changes you know you deserve, takes a lot of effort, and patients. The change that I desire most is that Dad realizes that life is not as depressing as he says it is. Though I can’t do anything, but just wait for him to want that change. I know that I can make him want that change by rebuilding that bond Dad and I had when I was little. Today we argue every time we talk, when he is drunk it gets much worse. I use to beat my father every time he showed up drunk, but realized that it was unnecessary. I would say I hated him and that I wished he would just leave, but I would only cry and regret what I said. I do really love my father, he’s a great person but the alcohol has made him weak, and confused.

We don’t go fishing together anymore, the old white ford has been sitting in the back of the house for almost six years now, and the swing set at Loneman hasn’t seen our bond a second time. Times change and people forget things, I changed to forget things, and Dad still drinks to this day.  The more I think about how much I need Dad to change makes me realize that I’m not the one on the swing, learning to keep my balance and to move my legs. It’s my father who needs me to say, “Keep trying and don’t you fall off”. 
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