Robert Lee

Depression Dad

When Dad ordered his T-bone “done to a T,”
he meant well-done and “why the hell didn’t 
every idiot waiter know?” When I worked
for him, he expected the same—everything done
to a T.  Done well.  Against his T-square
my efforts often earned an L for lazy, worse—a Y

as in “why the hell can’t you listen and then
do what you’re told?”  Like most real men of his
generation, he could whistle. He whistled tea for two 
and two for tea in its entirety while failing for twenty-
six years to ever bring flowers to his wife. Perhaps 
he treated his mistresses to roses but I seriously 

doubt that he ever considered it.  Like most men
of his time he hated dandelions with a passion
better spent at most anything. I still possess, yet 
will never employ the tool with which I spent 
better parts of my youth digging up those damned 

yellow bastards. He’d fought other yellow bastards
in The Big War. Fought against goddamned krauts,
too, except then he went and married a German
so dandelions caught the brunt of his anger. His anger
ever-present, often effervescent, to his only son

who still can’t cut a board to a T, prefers his sirloin 
rare, loves his father from a distance of two-thousand
miles, mourns his mother after more than ten years 
and buys his wife a bouquet every time he recognizes
his passion as an often imperfect arrangement 
between love and rage.

