
			HEARING THE TRUTH - FINALLY

	I suppose my mother told me she was getting married, but I don’t remember. I don’t remember meeting the man who became my step-father either. I was seven years old.
	 While outdoors playing with my friend Lorraine one day before the wedding I remember making the comment. 
	“My Mum’s getting married.”
	“Yeah, I know,” she said.
	“But there’s something I don’t understand.”
	“What?”
	“How can she be getting married when she’s already married to my Dad?”
	“Well, your Dad’s dead.”
	My heart stopped.
	“No, he’s not. My Mum told me he’s just gone away,” I whispered,
	“Well, my Mom told me he died. Let’s go and ask her.” she said.

	Ruby was one of my Mum’s best friends. Lorraine took my hand and we slowly walked into the house where her Mom was baking bread, her hands covered in flour. Looking over her shoulder she asked what we wanted.
	I told her my dilemma about not understanding and turning towards me wiping her hands on her apron, and placing them gently on my shoulders, and looking me straight in the eye, gently said, “Darlene, it’s true, your father is dead. He died when you were four. That’s why you and your Mom came to live with your grandparents.”
	Stunned as I was, I was thankful Ruby finally told me the truth. I was intuitive enough to know that something wasn’t quite right about the story I had been told.
	I never saw anyone in my family grieve. I received no  comfort, nor reassuring hugs or words to help me understand why my father left without saying goodbye.  I spent three years waiting for his return, and have spent the rest of my life dealing with complicated grief as other traumatic events occurred in my life.  


