My father's new fiance, ML, is fond of saying to me and my sister: "If only you knew your Dad like I knew him!".  It is true, she saw first hand a side of my father that we have not seen.  Back when he was young and living in a good part of Los Angeles, we've taken the tour of his own haunts and heard the stories but we haven't seen it.  I had to explain to Lisa how back then his family had some money.  My father's father was a rising star in his company, and eventually retired as a successful vice president.  But he started as a boxcar packer, loading hams with his bare hands during the depression, and worked every position on his way up.  My grandfather had money but never got airs, lived comfortably and gave it away in small portions without leaving a big honking estate and clouds of lawers when he passed away several years ago.





But I wonder is she could know our father like we know him.  I can look at the same photographs from the past that she proudly shows us and see somebody putting on a confident face for the world while being eaten up inside.  I wonder if she can understand being humbled by failure and being redeamed by succeeding on your own out of the depths of a debilitating disease.





I wonder if she can understand the triumph of retiring not in a five million dollar mansion but in a nice suburban home with a good government pension.  Can she value the life that Dad has built for himself and respect it?  See that he's not broken and realize that he doesn't have material wealth because his journey has opened his eyes to the knowledge that it's unimportant?





Will she take him down in a flaming wreck of $30K jewlery and trips around the world?





Entirely without our help my father solved the problem of flying alone back from his reunion trip out to Los Angeles.  He brought back his high school sweetheart.














