A Daughter’s Gift

By: Patti Ashley Ph.D.
When I was 11 years old, my father died of a sudden heart attack. February 4th marks the 24th anniversary of his death. Someone once told me that death is a gift. My father’s death gave me the desire to share his love of children with others.
Experts say that the only way people actually get over trauma is through a desire to give back to others. It equals a purpose for the pain. 
My father was a very quiet and honest man. He spent his days managing a fuel oil company and his evenings in a recliner, usually with me in his lap. Every night before he came home from work, I would hide in the closet. He would open the closet door to hang his coat and I would jump out, shouting “BOO!”
I truly believed I had scared him. Then we would both laugh. It was all just simple fun.
The times we spent together were also filled with simple fun. On Sunday, he would read me the comics. We also alternated between Sundays in the park or a visit my aunt’s house. He often called me “Cheers” because I had a desire to be a cheerleader. Practicing consumed much of my day. He never seemed to mind the persistent chants and gymnastics in the living room. He would just smile, as if he knew that I was following my heart.
I only remember one time when he threatened to spank me with his belt. Although he had been in the Army and believed in strict discipline, he had softened a bit by the time I was born.
I was the youngest of three and he never hit me. Instead, I learned discipline through his gentle ways.
His consistency and love stays with me today. It inspires me to teach others about his type of love. A love of family. We might not have had a lot of material possessions, but we had all the really important things like truth, acceptance, perseverance and responsibility.
We also had a belief that we could do whatever we wanted in life.

People often tell me how much I remind them of my Dad, especially the way I love children. I feel very fortunate to have inherited that trait. It allows a part of my father to live on through me.
I may have taken his love for granted when I was young. I just know that I felt a wonderful sense of trust and truth whenever I was with him.
If we can raise children today with a feeling of trust and truth, we will be fulfilling a deep need for the future. The qualities of an entire society start with individuals in the home. I can’t think of a better way to start than with the truth and trust my father showed me when I was young.
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