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As I sat in the booth at BJ’s restaurant I stared out the window into the dark, rainy, October night.  I wondered what he would look like, what I should call him.  Josh or Dad?  I mean he had never really been much of a dad to me.  I hadn’t seen him since I was 4 years old.  That’s the last time he beat my mom, he never came back after that.  He took all the money and never came back.  Drugs had taken control of his life and once he was hooked, he never turned back.
“Jacob?” said an unfamiliar voice.  Startled, I shot out of my daze.  I looked up and there he was.  It was like staring in the mirror; a spitting image of myself.

“Josh?”  I knew it was him but I had to be sure.

“So I guess we should maybe order some food and some drinks huh?”  His voice was shaky and nervous.  I wanted so badly just to yell at him for making my life so hard.  Leaving my 17 year old mom with no job and no money so he could go spend my food and diaper money on drugs.  How could he do that?  I had heard so many bad things about him but I was about to question him and find out for myself.

“Are you clean and sober?” I asked.  His head dropped in embarrassment.

“Jacob, I’m not the same man that I was when me and your mom got together.  I was caught up for drugs a long time ago and I have been clean ever since.  It’s been 4 years since I’ve even gone near meth and I plan to keep it that way.  I love you and I want to be the father you deserve.  I know I’ve done a lot of bad things but will you please forgive me?” his voice sad and depressed.  I looked at him and tears were rolling down his face.
“I forgive you but I’m telling you right now if you screw me over again by using, we’ll never speak again and that’s a promise. Got it?”  My voice sounded mean and unforgiving but I was serious.  I wasn’t going to look like a fool to everyone who said he would never change.

“I understand.” He said.

“Good.”  I really didn’t know what to say.  We ate, laughed and talked.  The more time I spent with him the more we bonded.  We finished dinner and dessert and walked outside.  We walked to his car and hugged.  He got in his car, rolled down the window and waved goodbye.  He sped off into the rain and I smiled.  I had proved everyone wrong and I was so happy I had met my father.  It was defiantly the most memorable moment in my life.

