


Daddy's Girl II Faith Logan 

"Daddy, I'm scared." 

*** 

I wasn't there the day she was born. I wasn't even in the same state. It was Christmas 

Eve, and everyone seems to think it's reasonable to wait until the day before the big holiday to 

fly in to see their families. The airport I was working at was filled with angry people in Santa 

sweaters who believed that screaming at me would make the snowstorm disappear so they 

could make it home in time. I was a nervous wreck. Cara's sister had called me about an hour 

after the storm hit. My wife's water broke. Cara was screaming in the background and her sis

ter was screaming at me on the phone and I was screaming and panicking, and let's not forget 

the lady screaming at me to un-delay her flight. I never got to hear my daughter's first screams 

as she came to greet the world. I wasn't there when my wife named her Emmanuelle. 

*** 

"Hey, what do I always say about fear?" 

Emmy rolls her eyes but she recites with a smile. "Fear is not a feeling, it's the stuff 

we eat for breakfast." 

I grin. "Atta girl." 

*** 

Emmy would always sing around the house when she was little. My proudest mo

ment was when she wrote her first song. I remember hoping that her first word would be some 

variation of the word 'daddy,' but instead her first word was 'no,' which also happened to be her 

favorite word and the word preceding most temper tantrums. I didn't get to see her first steps 

either; I had been grilling something in the backyard when Cara shrieked something awful. I 

dropped my spatula and ran inside. It was only Emmy, walking like a pro. These were moments 

that I couldn't have. I was a part of them, but they weren't really mine. Emmy's first song, on 

the other hand, was meant for me alone. She called it "The Daddy Song." I don't remember 

most of the words. They were written by a four year old and didn't make much sense anyway

but I do remember the line about the little girl who would always love her daddy, and I remem

ber thinking it was the most beautiful song I had ever heard. 

*** 

"I just need you to wait," Emmy begs. "Wait just a few more minutes and the ambu

lance will be here. Just hold on, please." 

My arms feel heavy, but I'm strong enough to lift one and brush a flyaway hair from 

Emmy's face. I want to wipe away the tears too, but attempting it only makes her cry harder. 

*** 
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I taught her how to ride a bike and pick a lock and how to punch a bully in the face so 

that it'd look like an accident. I couldn't teach her everything. I couldn't teach her about periods 

or choosing a bra. I couldn't teach her how to live after her mother died. I didn't know how to 

live after her mother died. Somehow I was able to offer my daughter a shoulder to cry on, and 

she gave me a foundation to stand on. Somehow the days continued, and one of those days I 

saw Emmy smile for the first time in a long while. 

*** 

The sound of the gunshot rings in my ears, but I barely feel the wound. It's funny how 

things that should be painful don't hurt when you're focused on protecting the people you love. 

I saw him take aim at my daughter and everything else stopped. 

*** 

Emmy was fifteen when she had her first boyfriend. She was fifteen when she had her 

first heartbreak. I was forty five the first time I truly felt the urge to kill someone. There couldn't 

be anything worse than seeing my baby girl with tears rolling down her face. She would just look 

at me with those large, pleading eyes that once belonged to her mother. She needed me to take 

the pain away, so I sat her on my lap like I used to when she was four and told her a story about 

an ugly Prince Charming who came to rescue a princess, but the princess kicked his butt when 

she found out that he was part of the reason she was trapped in the first place. 

*** 

My eyelids were getting pretty heavy. When I let them close Emmy sucks in a violent 

breath before she grabs my hand and presses her face into my neck. "I love you," she says, re

peating it over and over like a mantra. 

*** 

There was a father-daughter dance Emmy's senior year of high school. I almost cried 

when I saw her in her beautiful red dress, hair in soft ringlets splayed over her shoulders. She 

looked so grown up. She looked so much like her mother. She rolled her eyes when I started to 

gush about how proud of her I was, but whether I was being cliche or sappy or whatever, I 

meant it all. Music was already playing when we got to the reception hall. Emmy and I had been 

practicing for three weeks, and at this point I felt that I could do a waltz like nobody's business. 

We were getting into a good swing number when the first shot rang out. 

*** 

I don't have enough energy to say it out loud, but I think she knows. Daddy loves you 

too, Emmy. 
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