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You Don’t Need To Ask Why

Author's Note:
      Deuteronomy 25:6

Dean was not blotted out.

    


    
    
  {To see this poem in its original structure, please click here}



 

You grow up in the shadow of the man your father sees every

time he looks at you, and he invokes that man every time he

says your name, because your name is not  your  name,

but it is your birthright.

 

There are two ways your father says your name: 

The one you want to hear means  you. 

But the one you hear in the middle of the night is a nightmare.

You still run down the hall anyway, as if he is calling for you.

You jump into your father’s bed and announce your presence

loudly, because if you’re too quiet, your father won’t know

who you are for a minute or two, even if he says your name. 

He never scares you, not really. 

He never sends you back to your room. 

He promises he’s sorry. 

You promise you are never scared. Not ever. 

“It’s okay, Dad,” you always say. 

He hugs you and falls asleep again.

 

Your father has a box of old phones he won’t throw out.

Clunky heavy plastic things, they would not turn on even if 

you could charge them. When he caught you playing with 

the phones, he only took one away:

The Other Other one.

He carried it in his pocket for the rest of the day.

 

Your father has a box of cassette tapes he won’t throw out. 

The tapes sound churned and stretched and spread too thin, 

but the tapes belong in the car, even the ones that don’t 

work anymore, and your father says all the songs on the tapes 

are your inheritance. So you sit on your father’s lap in the 

front seat, and he plays the music off his phone, and explains 

what your name means and who you are. 

Your name is your birthright.

 

Your name does not belong to you yet, but it belongs  with  you.

 

Your father wears a watch that does not belong to him, 

but it belongs  with  him. And your father belongs  with  the car.

Your father doesn’t drive the car much but he takes care of it.

He says it is your inheritance, too.

 

Your father doesn’t like Halloween.

He takes you trick-or-treating every year. 

You want to be Batman this year, and he says

“Of course you want to be Batman,” 

and you won’t know what he means until you’re older.

 

You don’t know if you should ask  why.  

Sometimes you ask anyway. Sometimes you ask the same

questions again just because you like the answers. 

When your father is cleaning the pistol, you know it belongs

 to your name but it doesn’t belong with you. 

The gun is not your inheritance. 

You don’t need to ask  why. You just watch. 

He talks about his brother.

You knew he would talk about his brother. 

Your uncle’s name is your name, 

and your dad always tells you why. 

“Dean saved my life,” he says. “You saved me too.”

  
Author's Note:thank you for reading!
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