By David McGrath
“Tlowve you, Dad’” Janet said
Egzyamgqrnfm}rmfodaughm,
and we were axc] poodbyes at the
ofa phone cony
“Me, too, honey”

“Memo”waspmmeawmsayﬂcca—
sionally, T have even been able to substitute,
“Iﬂuem"ﬁargmdhmuheﬂanywofm
three children is a visit
chem. Thowayous Wi doos o brgish

“Tlove you"?
lanpuage's tinjest, un weigh 2,000
puundswh.en]twtomsmttr?lfl&tat
sontence? My difficulty likely astounds
readers in the year 2023 for whom intimacy
and declarations thereof are commonplace,
which T envy.

Yoz, I can voice the three words tomy wife
ﬂ&meﬂdof&t@%ﬁmmm‘g‘mﬁ:ﬁ;
anne, it involves suchas
turningoff the reading %
to the woman to whuml'vebemmamﬂd for
decades, “Love you” absent the first-person
subject, is way lighter and easier as I'm hang-
%&m one or leaving for anovernight.

can cut to the core of an
issue faster than I can, T asked her the differ-
ence between the two expressions.

“Tlove you"makes adirect connection
with one in uaJ,h-Iamrmsaid.“‘Im
you'is you just flip in the air. No
real investment. ‘love you, guys, or love
that ! or love the White Sox” ™

“Sowhy" I added, “isit easy forme to say,
T love vou,' to Summer?"” Summer is gur
G-year-o

“Summer won't you're weird,” Mari-
anne said. “But our kids would probably
think you are

And that’s the cnee of it: There's no prec-
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edent in our family because thare was no
precedent when I 'was growingup. My father
never sgid ittome.

g h:feﬁismhwhahmbm‘edd_lﬁar
all ofhisc gh‘hﬁupsanm
mrajseus.l-le?erﬁrmed 5, sacTificial
acts for each ofus, like the day I wrote about
in an op-ed last June in the Tribune when he
left work to take me to Aqua Pool in Ever-
green Park to helpme overcome embarrass-
ment over an ﬂ}'sn:a.ronmﬂda
For men of the “Greatest Generation.”
stoicism wasa mechanism for
horrors of world war. The only time 1 ever
saw Dad his 'was after my brother
Patrickwas and left home for the
afrpart and the flight that would take him

to Viemam. My father wept
front porch. (Pat made it back OKL)

[y on our

Or succes SEW OUr
forebears’ stoicism asa of manhood,
perceiving it as an Ernest ay/

Humphrey Bogart ideal, not asho

vilnerahle, totefardmthewalllhuﬂ‘rm

projecta strong father i
J:rn.r erudite children once

but which

Eﬁh mvnmd‘tsiredjd mtsréléznﬂmty

ingly. Strategically. My older brother

reminded meabmn hcrw whenever we were

EI-]:Iﬂjrd..v_l'mdpmj shenewrfaﬂedto

that we
tuckus

in atnight, sa]'ing “Tlove you!" melting any
resentment and restoring our worlds.

Obviousty, I need to before it's too
late, lest my children be saddled with the
same lack I'm describing.

This past year, Iwentmad‘um—dayﬁsh
ing trip with my oldest friand, Tom Booth,
Every year, sme&i;st fishd

in oo, C when we were 1
E'?hawgl:;:nrmﬂess hiours together in =
boats, talking about families, friends,
discoveries, aging and e

the sun, geﬂodswhm&le fish
amn'tbttlngw ch

the “Love you" versus “1love you™ question,
Tom offered corroboration, sinee his father
of the same tiom as mine never said
the words - Atthe end of our
da}'rwllenlmss-gd"fbm&m huld
boalwhj]ﬂg:-t&mcsrmﬁ

with a slight smile: “Love you."

He is wont to wear out for the sake

of comedy, so for the rest of the drive back,

when we for something to
oat, then later for wealrmmtedbetween
“Loveyou™ and "arqg:lume
I:Imes,andmopponummmsm of
strangers, up until themoment he left for the
airportand his flight home.

Tom isnot a psychologist. However, in
his funny, inamely repetitious and ultimately
dﬁﬁmshm, he succseded in reducing the

1t

Mike, Jackie and Janet: I love vou!

Yes, I can write it here. We'll spo what
happens later when the rubber hits the road.
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