The Confrontation
By: Anitra Cherie

Angel steps into the doorway, but Mr. Walker blocks her. She backs onto the
porch and removes an envelope from her purse. Mr. Walker grabs her left hand and
stares at the engagement ring.

“Yes, Dad, I'm getting married.” She explains, as she hands him the wedding
invitation.

“Who is this feller?” He tosses the invitation.

“His name is Jason. He’s a great guy!” Angel sighs and retrieves the invitation
from the porch floor.

Mr. Walker looks around. “If he’s such a great guy, why isn’t he here with
you?”

“I want to speak with you first. Can I please come in so we can talk?”

“You should have called! No one comes to my home uninvited and expects to
come in!”

He slams the door, but Angel catches it and pushes the door open. She steps
back onto the porch but remains hold of the door. “Dad, It would mean the world to
me if you will walk me down the aisle.”

“How much do you need? I'm not made of money!”

“Nothing, I just need you to be there.”

“Yeah, right!”



Angel looks around the yard as she gathers her thoughts. She can’t leave
without a breakthrough. She searches her mind for a way to break the ice. “I see the
lilies still bloom nicely.”

“Those are new.”

“Oh, I didn’t know.”

“Rather difficult to see from across town, huh?” He snarls and walks away.

Angel enters the home behind him. A large portrait of her mother hangs on
the wall in the foyer, which opens to the living room. She smiles at the portrait.
“Honestly dad, after mom passed away, [ didn’t think I could ever come back here.”

“Yet, here you are, letting out all my cool air.”

She shakes her head and smiles again at the portrait. “Sorry,” she utters, and
closes the door.

Angel takes a deep breath and sits in a chair across from her father. Mr.
Walker opens a prescription bottle and removes a pill. He reaches for a beer can
that sits on the small table next to the sofa. “Let me get you some water for that,
Dad.” Angel hurries to the kitchen. “What are those for anyway?”

“Blood pressure. It usually goes up when people ask for money!” Mr. Walker
takes a gulp of beer.

Angel takes a deep breath and yells from the kitchen, “As [ told you, I'm not
asking for money. I want you to walk me down the aisle.” Angel freezes at the site of
liquor bottles that align the kitchen counter. Things are as they have always been.

Her father refuses to spend more than a few dollars on a bag of groceries, but he will



drop his whole wallet on a bottle of booze. Angel could never understand why his
guilty pleasures were more important her. She finds a glass and fills it with water.

Angel returns with the water. Her father holds the glass to his nose,
examines it, and slams it down.

“I only took out an insurance policy on you and your mother. If something
happens to me, you get nothing!” He grabs the beer can and gulps.

“What the hell are you talking about?” Angel wipes sweat from her palms on
her shirt, as her breaths grow rapid.

He yells, “You come here, out of the blue, after ten years? [ wasn’t born
yesterday!” He gulps the rest of his beer.

“Do you honestly think I would kill you for your money? I did attend college,
Dad, and I have a good job, and so does Jason. We don’t need your money!” Angel
stumbles as she stands.

He burps and smashes the beer can. “What was your major, basket weaving?”

Angel’s entire body trembles. “You would know that if you had come to my
graduation.” She leans against the wall for support. Her legs are now like jelly.

“Why on earth would I come after [ advised you not to go waste all that
money for nothing? Women have one purpose in life. Why did it take you 30 years
to understand that?”

Angel grasps for air. “This is why Jason insists that I go to therapy!”

“What’s the matter now? Can’t decide if red is a better color nail polish than

pink,” he chastises.



“It's a lot more complicated than that.” Angel takes several deep breaths and
moves to the door.

“Well?”

“You did nothing but belittle me as a child. [ don’t know why I thought
coming here today would be any different, but I'm suppose to confront you as part
of my healing process.”

“Oh no! You're not going to blame your failures on me!” He stands and
punches a whole in the wall. “I raised you and fed you. I owe you nothing!”

“Do the terms love and kindness, encouragement and support, mean
anything to you?” She says, as tears form in her eyes.

“You ate three meals a day as a child. You've got all the support you're going
to get!” He snarls and rushes into the kitchen.

Angel removes the portrait of her mother from the wall and sits it on outside
on the porch. She leans in the door and yells to him, “If you can’t apologize for the
way you’ve treated me, I don’t want you at my wedding.”

He emerges from the kitchen with a bottle of vodka. He grabs the doorknob.
“I wasn’t planning on doing either!” He slams the door.

Angel wipes tears from her face, and hurries to the car with the portrait.

Just as she reaches her car, she notices the stack of bricks that create the
island around the oak tree in the yard.

Angel smiles and drives away. She watches her dad in the rear view mirror
as he yells over his broken windows.

“Yes!” She exclaims.



