
                                                                                                                                            

                                                   

The Memory of Dad

                      By: Brendan Murray



I  was asleep but it was quiet, a little too quiet… when I heard thump, 
thump.  I knew it was my dad, he was moaning. He was tired like he was the 
abominable snowman but burnt down to flames slowly dying.  My dad was 
very active; he was 50 years old, had brown hair, blue eyes, and brown 
eyebrows and was a loving hugger.  He also wore glasses.  Since he had poor 
eyesight he had an over-developed sense of hearing so if you took away his 
glasses he wouldn’t see but he would hear you and recognize who you were.

 



 
My dad was going for a walk which was very strange because he usually took 

his walk with me on Sunday, every Sunday and never left at 6:00 AM.  He always left 
around 8:00 AM.

I knew something was very wrong, so I quickly got dressed and went downstairs 
when my father noticed me.  

“Hey, Brendan I was just wondering if you wanted to go for a walk with your old 
man, would you.”

It felt like I was on Mercury and I was orbiting towards the sun.  I don’t know 
how it was so hot in my house; it usually feels like I’m on Pluto.  It was 34 degrees on 
the thermostat.  How could it be so hot?

I wanted to but I couldn’t. I too felt like an abominable snowman burnt down to 
dust.  I couldn’t tell him no and I couldn’t tell him yes.  I felt weird and tired but I said 
yes because I didn’t want to break his heart by not going for a walk with him.  

We went out but it felt like it was a blizzard and it was negative 100 degrees out.  I felt 
like I was suffering from hypothermia and I was frozen in ice. It was snowing heavily; I 
was walking when suddenly a piece of hail as big as a golf ball fell on my head.



I changed my mind and decided not to go for a walk.  I was too cold and tired 
so I went back to sleep and stayed asleep like a hibernating bear. My head was 
pounding from the injury. It felt like a car broke my head. I couldn’t think what was 
going to happen to my dad out there. “I wonder if he’s okay,” I thought out loud. 

The next thing I felt like an earthquake was going on, but it was really my 
mother shaking me.   I imagined she told me the bad news of my father being in the 
hospital.  I imagined that we rushed to Mount Sinai Hospital and he was lying down 
in his hospital bed.  He wanted some water and I was too tired but I forced myself to 
get him a cup of water.  I got up, ran to the water cooler and got him a nice cool cup 
of water.  When I got back with the cup of water it instantly dropped out of my hands 
and I felt like I was frozen in stone by Medusa.  I imagined that he had died. 

Later my aunt came to my house and went to my room.  She told me it was 
true that my father was in the hospital. When my mother came home with my other 
aunt I did not know what was going on.  My mother sat my brothers and me down 
on the couch.   “The news is very sad.” My mother paused.  I am sorry to say your 
father has left us. But don’t forget he is always in our hearts and in our minds,” my 
mother cried out. I froze in shock.

My mother had made the arrangements for my dad’s funeral which occurred 
several days later.  I felt like I had lost a piece of my heart.  I wished I went on the 
walk with my dad that day.   “Why didn’t I go for a walk with dad?  I’m so stupid!”  

“No you’re not, you were too tired to go so don’t blame it on yourself,” my 
mother whispered because we were at the funeral. 

“I know mom, I know but I am an idiot for not going on that walk!”   I hollered 
after the funeral. 

  My mother had made a rule to follow which I hold to my heart now.  The rule 
is that every spare moment you have spend it with a loved one.   Now I try to spend 
my free time with my family and friends in doing whatever we want to do at the 
present moment.

Dusk was settling in and I cried myself to sleep when I got home.  “What is my 
purpose in life now that my dad is gone?”  “Why am I alive when I don’t even know 
my purpose in life anymore?”  I quietly thought out loud. But I did have a purpose I 
just didn’t know it. My purpose was to spend, every spare moment with loved ones.   


