
The Briar Patch 

Berries and Thorns   

It is just before eleven P.M. on Palm Sunday. I 

am at my computer working on this book, specifically 

the Chapter “In this Life I want you to know” and the 

phone rings. (When you visit your mom, I remain 

heightened, because we have been through so much 

stuff. That is the nicest way I can say it, and that is 

how you would want me to say it). I look at the I.D. 

and I see that it is you.  

It is late; my heart sinks.  

I answer the phone… and in one word, I know.  

Dad! 

When you start your conversations with Dad, 

It is an alert word. You say it in a very staccato 

manner and there is urgency in your tone.  



Although it ranks as my third favorite word 

ever when you use it is as your alert, it simply scares 

me to death.  

This time the problem is not so bad. We talk 

for fifteen minutes or so, and find a way to get you to 

relax and ready to try to sleep. This time pales in 

comparison to some of the other events we have gone 

through and so tonight, we manage to get off easy. 

However not without the evenings event leaving it’s 

residue as always.  

This time you have a cell phone, unlike one 

time in the past when your choice to call had been 

negated by the removal of all phones, and therefore 

you were unable to call and talk though the alleged 

madness of the moment. That time I found out a day 

later that there had been an episode and even then, 

you could not say anything, but you managed to 

squeak out the request for me to meet you at school 

for lunch on Monday. It was then you reveled what 

had happened on the prior weekend. You recounted a 



very troubling story, however I am sure there are 

children that experience much worse, still (it is my 

opinion) no child should ever go through an 

experience like that. Even as I write this chapter, I 

realize I must tread very lightly. The briar patch 

always makes for tricky maneuvering.    

I was at work when he walked in. My cue came 

the night before but I did not know it. It was then our 

next store neighbor had called me and suggested that I 

not return to our house after work, she said, “I should 

let things have a day of rest”. When I said I did not 

agree, and that you would not understand her reply 

was… you would have to understand soon enough.  

It was odd to see a sheriff come in to the music 

store. He asked for me specifically and then he handed 

me the papers and asked me to sign them. He said that 

I was to understand that I was not to make any contact 

with you or come any where near my home or your 

school or even the bus stop for two weeks while we 

waited for the trial.  



He then spoke to me from his heart; He said “Sir, 

I am not sure what is going on here, but the best thing 

you can do is hear me when I say… don’t make any 

attempt to contact your daughter or the family. It 

would be seen as an act of aggression and that’s the 

last thing you want”.   

 My world turned upside down.  

You get hints and you know things aren’t going well. 

You talk to family members that you can trust, as you 

try to find direction, and make sense of the senseless.  

 You wake up, you are in the accident, and the 

lights are flashing the sirens blasting. You do not 

remember losing control of the car, but there you 

are… in the accident.  

It is now six years later, I am your sole 

custodian both legally and physically. In another 

book, I will tell the full story from my perspective. 

However, today this book is for you. It is your gift to 



the world, because in this book we talk about life.        

Yep! You and I… just like always. 

I know you remember the “take off” in the plane as 

we headed to Florida. For some goofy reason you 

were uncomfortable. You said to me “Dad I don’t 

mind flying, I just don’t like the take off”  

Being dad, I tried to find “just the right slant” 

to get you to reconsider what you were experiencing. 

I figured if I could expand your perspective, even a 

bit, maybe you would be more comfortable.  

Therefore, as I always do I broke into a tale. I 

started to tell you that take off was my favorite part 

of the flight. It was the closest I ever felt to being a 

racecar driver. I did not find take off scary; I found it 

exciting. Where else could you speed with no fear of a 

ticket? I reminded you that your uncle was a pilot.   

You looked at me…gave me the “dad your full 

of it” look, but you relaxed… just a bit. You squeezed 

my hand and settled in for take off. 



That’s when it hit me. It had hit me once 

before, but this time… it knocked me over.  

I would write a book. I would write a 

humorous life guide that you could refer to though 

the years. I would not write you a “how to book”. I 

would write you a book that could help you playfully 

expand the productive ways you could observe life. 

 In Dad’s typical “weird” fashion we will look 

at every idea under the sun, and just like our funny 

breakfast conversations, we will take life apart one 

screw at a time.  

I also realized that every parent I know could 

benefit from multiple, creative solution explorations. 

It’s what we do in the arts. 
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realizing the purpose of the box is to show 

us where not to play . 
 



It’s sharing with my friends what they see 

when they see how amazing you are and ask me “how 

do you get there from here”?   

 

 

 

…And so, we begin. 
Learning how to navigate the Briar Patch  


