
There have been a lot of tears. 

I knew they would be inevitable today, but over the last few months, with two small children, I've 
found myself explaining the different kinds of tears. There are really just two: sad tears and 
happy tears. 

For me, today's tears are both and neither. This emotion is different from anything I've ever 
experienced before. 

I lost my dad. 

Your husband, brother, grandfather, uncle, friend. The list goes on. Whatever he was to you, you 
loved him enough to schlep out to Dewey Beach to honor him today. Thank you for that. 

One thing I've realized through his passing is that loving someone fully and unconditionally is 
one of the bravest things we do in life. It's scary because, deep down, we know how every story 
ends. And yet, that love is what makes life worth living in the first place. 

So even in this overwhelming heartbreak, I would still recommend loving and being loved. I 
choose to see these tears not only as a sign of what we've lost, but as evidence of everything 
we were lucky enough to have. 

I was going to talk about listening to John Prine songs because they remind me of driving with 
my dad back when we'd listen to cassette tapes all the way through, from beginning to end. 

I was going to tell you about seeing dandelions and thinking of him. About how much it bothered 
him when people pulled them because they were the bees' first food in the spring, even if they're 
technically weeds. 

I was going to talk about how serendipitous it is that the Nationals are playing the Rockies in 
Colorado on my dad's birthday this year, something that has never happened in all the years 
we've tried to pair visits with seeing the Nats come to Colorado. 

I was going to tell you about all the little things I've thought about in my grief since my dad left 
this earth. 

But instead, I want to share a letter I wrote to him during his final days, when I was afraid I 
wouldn't get the chance to say everything I wanted him to hear before he left us. 

I got to read it to him twice. Once, in a little bit of a rush, but while he was awake enough to 
receive it and respond with a hundred little kisses on my hand. The second time, when he 
seemed to be somewhere between sleeping and transitioning, maybe half here and half 
somewhere else. 

Today, I'm going to read it one last time. And I'd like to think that now, he's kind of everywhere. 



—————— 

 

Dear Dad, 

I thought we would’ve had more time, but I feel the grains of sand slipping through the hour 
glass and I’m scared to waste these moments that we have left. I keep thinking about all the 
things I want to say to you and it’s everything and nothing specific at the same time… so I 
figured I would just write and see what comes out. 

When I try to distill it down to a single message, it seems to keep coming back to two simple 
things. I want you to know that I love you so much. And I need to thank you, for everything. 

You and Mom have created such a beautiful life and given us so much. We may have had an 
unconventional upbringing, but the path you chose has created a deep imprint of who you are 
on all of us. You taught me curiosity and generosity. You taught me about culture and language, 
and the love of music, art, and reading. You taught me to always order dessert—and that the 
“Dad tax” will always apply. You showed me the importance of family. You were always there to 
help me grow and to help me be better. Whether it was writing a paper, proofreading my 
wedding vows, or practicing my basketball or volleyball skills, you were there with a red pen or a 
few pointers. 

Of course, things weren’t always perfect and with the help of the Rolling Stones, you helped me 
learn that “you can’t always get what you want,” but you damn well better try. Over the years, 
you also made some questionable decisions like using oil as sunscreen in Paratay, wearing 
jeans to go skiing in Sierra Nevada or adopting a yellow lab from a McDonald’s parking lot in 
Cascais…who would go on to destroy our car, our furniture, and just about everything else. But 
even those moments showed your sense of humor, your open heart, and your willingness to 
take chances. You taught me that even if you have a very serious job, you don’t have to be a 
serious person and that in this human experience, it’s okay to be multifaceted. 

These things may seem small or ordinary, but they became the foundation of who I am. They 
shaped how I move through the world, how I think, how I love, and how I understand myself. 

You are such a big part of me, far beyond the role of being my dad. You’re my friend. As the 
“last one in the nest,” we used to joke that you, Mom, and I were roommates, because we 
genuinely enjoyed spending time together. I loved that time. I was always so proud of you. In 
fact, you’re still part of how I introduce myself to the world. When people ask where I’m from, the 
most honest answer I can give is, “My dad was a U.S. diplomat, so I grew up all over.” You are 
woven into my story. Until recently, that was something I may have taken for granted because 
not everyone’s family is so deeply ingrained in who they are.  

Even as we face some of the hardest moments, you continue to teach me gratitude. Gratitude 
for having a family that goes through the hard things together with so much love and 



compassion. Through it all, Mom’s love and care for you has shown us what commitment and 
devotion really looks like. 

I guess all of this is really just to say that I hope you know you are loved beyond measure. I 
hope you feel the gratitude we have for you, for the life you lived, the values you passed on and 
the love you give so freely. 

When I think of a good hang with my Dad, I’ll think of a slow Sunday morning taking the mini 
van to the field armed with a Chuck It and ball for the dog and a John Prine album on the stereo. 
And in those moments, I’ll smile and remember everything you taught me. 

I love you, Dad. Always. 

 


