
“When I was a child, all problems had 

ended with a single word from my 

father. A smile from him was sunshine, 

his scowl a bolt of thunder. He was 

smart, and generous, and honorable 

without fail. He could exile a trespasser, 

check my math homework, and fix the 

leaky bathroom sink, all before dinner. 

For the longest time, I thought he was 

invincible. Above the petty problems 

that plagued normal people. And now 

he was gone.” – Rachel Vincent


