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The alarm went off like it did every morning. He rolled over and shut it off, then lay staring at the 

ceiling. He didn’t even glance at the empty place on the bed next to him; he could feel the absence 

and knew where she would be. It had been like this every morning for the past week. He was sure it 

wasn’t healthy for her emotionally, but wasn’t sure the right way to bring up that conversation so 

he just let her be. It was as though the events of last week had turned them into strangers living in 

the same house – a house that had once been full of excitement and energy, but now stood silent 

and empty. Last week there had been plans for the Sweet Sixteen party which would never happen; 

in its place they were now making different plans entirely. Plans no parent should have to make.  

He slowly pushed the covers off and sat up in bed. Though summer was in full swing, the air 

conditioning was set to frigid temperatures in the bedroom; it was easier to sleep that way and they 

had enough trouble sleeping already. He walked down the hall, pausing briefly at her bedroom 

door. Each time he walked by he imagined seeing her sitting at her desk typing away on the 

computer, or lying on the bed chatting with friends on the phone. Instead he just found his wife, 

lying on the bed clutching an old raggedy teddy bear. He quietly walked into the room and laid a 

blanket over her, grateful she was getting a little rest. Yesterday had been a long difficult day of 

dealing with friends and family, all offering comfort and help but none truly understanding.  

Downstairs he started the coffee maker and sat down to read the newspaper. His simple daily 

routine seemed to be the only thing keeping him sane anymore and he had to hold it together for 

his wife. She needed him. As he was reading through the newspaper he suddenly realized what day 

it was. It was Friday, but not just any Friday, it was the Friday she had been waiting for, counting 

down to for weeks. She had bought concert tickets for a small, sold out show in Philadelphia and 

had been practically bubbling with excitement for over a month. He didn’t even know the name of 

the guy she was so excited about seeing. It was some young guy from a TV show she loved –  a show 

he had never taken time to sit and watch with her. She had a huge crush on this actor and could not 

wait to see him perform live in concert. He wished he had paid more attention to those details of 

her life. The little things that had seemed unimportant at the time were now huge holes in a life he 

wanted to hold onto so badly.  

He went back upstairs and into her room. Careful not to wake his sleeping wife, he logged onto the 

computer and brought up her email account. He found the email with the ticket information and 

sent the ticket to print off from their printer downstairs in his office. Glancing over at his wife, he 

made a decision. He knew she wouldn’t want to go – she hadn’t left the house in over a week – but 

he had a feeling this may be his last chance to connect with their daughter; to enter into her world 

one last time.  

That afternoon he took the ticket, and started out on the two hour drive to Philadelphia. Along the 

way he immersed himself in memories of a life so short – her first steps, first words, first crush. 

Memories good and bad flooded his mind as he drove and more than once he was nearly forced to 

pull over as tears threatened to overcome him. He arrived at the theater and waited silently in the 



rain for the doors to open. All around him in line there were girls giggling and talking, singing songs 

he didn’t recognize but felt he would have if he had paid more attention and spent less time 

working. Each of these girls could have been his daughter, they had the same excitement and 

enthusiasm but they were more fortunate than she had been.  

Once inside he took a place slightly off-center, but in the middle of the crowd. Most of the parents 

and other concert attendees his age were there as chaperones and stood off to the side or in the 

back, but he wanted to immerse himself in the music and the experience as she would have.  

He stood silently through the opening acts, whom he had no more knowledge of than the main 

performer. When it came time for the main act the audience broke out into shrieks and cheers that 

were almost deafening –  a roomful of girls who had come just for this. He could tell some of the 

girls around him were frustrated by his presence – his 6’4” frame likely made it difficult for them to 

see around him, but he stood his ground. He had as much right to be there as they did.  

The first few songs weren’t bad. He did recognize the opening number – a song from the Disney 

movie The Lion King. It had been one of his daughter’s favorites when she was younger. As the 

audience around him jumped and cheered and sang along with nearly every song, he just stood 

watching the young kid on stage (because he was young; though when he thought about it, 

everyone in this room seemed rather young).  

Then, about halfway through one of the songs early in the set his heart stopped. This guy on stage 

was singing his daughter’s name. He closed his eyes and a single tear fell as he listened to the song. 

For that moment, as the musician on stage, and everyone in the audience, sang out her name it was 

as though she were standing there with him; he could almost feel her presence and hear her voice 

singing along over the sound of everyone else in the room. In that moment he was with her again.  
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