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e drank two Diet Cokes before halftime and now the

daddy’s pee is like a locomotive. Drops splash onto the
back of the daddy’s huge hands, inevitable and warm in a
way he finds nice. The daddy does not — this was a lesson he
taught early and often — does not glance at the penis of the
man peeing next to him. One huge daddy hand rises to the
tile wall, his pee slows to a drizzle, then a drip, then a stop;
and the daddy goes into his routine. He shakes his penis, he
pinches his penis between thumb and pointer and stretches
it outward twice, then shakes his penis some more. When he
is sufficiently convinced his penis is empty, he tucks it back
into his briefs and buttons up his fly. It is Saturday, one of
two days the daddy is allowed to wear denim. Now the daddy
turns from the row of urinals to approach the sinks and long
continuous mirror on the bathroom’s opposite wall. Outside it
is hot and humid enough that just standing creates sweat drops
to slink down thighs into socks. But here, inside the sparkling
and newly constructed boys’ room, it is air conditioned. The
sinks are equipped with automated faucets that turn on and
off with the presence or absence of hands. The daddy leans
slightly forward and examines his hairline in the mirror, then
reaches his hands into the sink. The water, aerated white, falls
in a uniform tube. And even though he wishes there were
a way to control the water’s temperature — the daddy is big
on control — the daddy enjoys the way the water goes from
white tube to clear blanket when it hits his hands. He might
even smile, here, and look up into the mirror to see himself
smiling. This is when the important things start to happen.
The man who was next to the daddy at the urinal, the only
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Kyle Beachy lives and teaches and rides his
skateboard in Chicago. He has a dog named
Lolita, and a taste for the finer/cheaper things in
life. His work has appeared in Otium, along with
several other places he doesn’t think count.
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flesh and blood and breath and stink, two sinks to the daddy’s
left, struggling with a faucet designed to eliminate struggle.
What happens next is the daddy becomes sad, a complex and
elusive sadness that hits the daddy square in his gut, and then
metastasizes outward, filling the daddy with a tightness unlike
any sensation he’s ever known. There are pieces of the sadness
the daddy recognizes — flashes of his own daddy, now dead,
and bits that project forward into the daddy’s future, when he
will end up as pained and plum-spotted as the old man — but
the heart of the sadness is one the daddy understands no better
than the old man does the faucet. Because the moment he pins
it down, it becomes something entirely else. It is like the pain
of a cinder block dropped on a toe, pain so encompassing it fills
you; sadness you cough at; sadness with its own sound. It is a
shifting, changing, comprehensive sadness. And all the daddy
wants is to explain to the old man that the faucet will go on its
own, that it’s very simple, that this is a technology designed to
make life easier, but he is unable to speak because his tongue has
become frigid. And here the daddy begins to cry, tears tracing
paths that quickly become cool on his cheeks, and he is frozen
outside, burning inside, and scared by what this sadness means
about his life and future and marriage and fatherhood, and the
sadness is just much much more than the daddy is capable of
handling. When finally the old man says, partially to the daddy
but mostly to himself, he says, Look at that, just stick them
right under. But the old man’s success doesn’t stop the daddy’s
sadness, on the contrary now the tears erupt and gush and the
daddy can no longer tell the difference between hot and cold,
and he knows there is only one thing to be done.
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And you. Hands baking sweaty inside rubberized gloves
he bought for you, you are eight years old and kicking at the
worn patch of dirt in front of your goal. Across the field your
teammates are beating the utter crap out of your opponents so
badly the ball rarely crosses midfield, much less requires you
to perform even a single goaltending duty, which is just fine,
youre not very good at goaltending anyway. You are kicking
at dirt, bored and wishing you had a button to speed up time
when you see your daddy step out of the bathroom. Your
daddy emerges, and instead of returning to the sideline where
your mommy and a cooler of Diet Cokes await, your daddy
makes an abrupt turn.

You can tell something has changed. You just know, the way
as children we intuit things that really matter, even before our
minds can forecast their significance. You follow his path from
the park’s bathroom toward the parking lot, even at eight you
can tell his steps are determined and important, until his path
leads him behind the crowd of parents gathered on the sideline,
and from your perspective, he is gone. You cant see him
anymore. You see the mommy lift one hand to cover a yawn,
and you see all the other mommies and daddies cheering for
their little boys, but you don’t see the one daddy who matters.
He is gone. Something has happened and you will never know
exactly what, there will be no explanation given by any of the
people who an eight-year-old relies on for explanations, and you
will spend the next twenty years returning to this moment over
and over again, with no relief. It will be torture. And every time
you visit your mother in Atlanta you will return to the now-
decrepit and stinking park bathroom, spend entire afternoons



