
AJ

My father’s departure left a void that I eventually filled with words. This poem is a reflection of that, and I am
entering it based on the encouragement of friends who believe my writing has a future.

DEAR FATHER

When my father left at age two, he left behind a silence I could only learn to fill with my own voice. This poem is the
result of that long conversation with his absence, a piece I’m finally sharing after years of my friends insisting that
my words were meant for more than just a page. This poem explores the emotional impact of my father’s departure
when I was two, serving as a reflection on how I used writing to navigate that absence. While a stepfather entered
my life, he couldn't bridge the gap left by the man who was supposed to stay. Growing up as the child of a father who
walked away is a unique weight, no matter who fills the seat at the table, the empty space in your history remains.
This poem explores the distinction between having a guardian and having a father, and the lingering question that a
replacement can never quite answer.

(she/her)


