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I lost my love for superheroes when my dad returned home from the war. I used 

to find them strong and incredible, but they paled in comparison to my dad. His 

infectious smile and sandy blonde hair shook my life upside down when he returned, and 

I could just barely see the glimmers of a cape hanging off his back in my imagination.  

It wasn’t his uniform or his title as a soldier or losing a leg that made him a hero 

to me. It was how tightly he held me when I shook in the night, waiting for the monsters 

to get me; it was how he grinned and tousled my hair every morning when I trudged into 

the kitchen; it was how he stayed up for hours to help me with my homework; it was how 

deeply he loved and cared for me that made me view him with the reverence of a hero.  

Loyalty bound me to an entire community of service members and their 

dependents. Faith in my dad’s ability to always do the right thing drove me forward as I 

bounced from place to place, meeting different people from my small community. His 

strength resonated with me when we woke up in the darkness at 5:00 to do P.T. together, 

spending several hours walking the halls of my middle school, and saluting next to him 

outside as the National Anthem rang across the sky.  

My alarm blared loudly as I got up and put on workout clothes. I begrudgingly 

entered the kitchen to drink some water. My dad ran his fingers through my short hair 

and smiled as he asked, “Ready for a run?” 

I nodded, banishing the sandman from my eyes as I welcomed the bright stars 

twinkling in the night sky. It had been a long time since I last ran, since dad was a world 

away, so my side immediately screamed and I panted for breath. My pace slowed and I 



feared that I would stop after several agonizing minutes. Dad--practically hopping as he 

was adjusting to his new prosthetic--grabbed my hand and eased me forward in a pained 

determination. The pair of us ran for miles; our warm hands never let go. 

“You can make it, ranger. You just have to push harder. Just one more minute. 

You can make it.” 

Growing up as an army brat had toughened me up at a young age and pushed me 

to run the fastest, throw the hardest, and play the roughest out of anyone else my own 

age. I quickly adopted the nickname once I started working out with my dad in the 

mornings a few years ago.  

It wasn’t until we reached the three-mile marker that we finally stopped and 

collapsed to the ground. The run had exhausted me more than usual. I could typically run 

five miles in my sleep, but I stopped exercising when dad was sent off to war. I had 

already been fighting one uphill battle with dad being gone, and I simply didn’t have the 

energy to fight another one. 

The shadow of an invisible man glittered on the damp ground beneath us and, if I 

squinted hard enough, I could pretend that his body was whole. But that wasn’t reality. 

No longer was the man from my memories an invincible masked champion for good. 

Now, he was human. He was a man with weaknesses and vulnerabilities.  

But he was still the superhero I remembered from my childhood.  

We leaned against each other as we hobbled back to the house as champions. We 

sat on the porch steps with a pained groan. We waited for the canon to go off on base and 

for the sun to triumph over the darkness.  

“Why haven’t you been running?” he asked me quietly. 



I shrugged after a long pause, “Been too busy eating Oreos and watching 

Supernatural.” 

He turned his head so he could see the expression on my face. We both knew the 

struggles we faced on our own and the strength it took to simply live another day. There 

were some things that we could fight for. There were others that we simply didn’t have 

the strength to overcome alone. I averted my eyes as I peered at the horizon.  

Nothing needed to be said; in the silence, I found myself lost in memories. 

Dad had deployed to Iraq over a year and a half ago; his job--was to help the 

wounded. He had been in the field, treating a fallen soldier, when a mine suddenly 

claimed both the life of the man and my dad’s leg. He returned home soon after that and 

spent several months healing and adjusting to his new prosthetic. I was finally able to 

return the strength that he lent me for so many years. He leaned on me for support as he 

hobbled from room to room; I brought dinner to his room in the evenings, and held him 

while he shook in the darkness.  

This was the first time we ran together in almost two years. Maybe it was fear, or 

devotion, or pain that held us back for so long. Now--now that we had seen the stars, felt 

unbearable pain, and was about to watch a sunrise together--I didn’t know what we had 

been afraid of. 

All of that was in the past. We could finally move on and look forward to facing 

the uncertainties of the future. 

We held our breaths as the canon went off in the distance, signaling the beginning 

of the day on the army base. The sky lifted from a smothering blackness to a glorious 



mixture of pink, red, and orange. I sighed quietly and enjoyed this single moment with 

my dad. 

“I can’t think of a better way to start the day.” I whispered. 

He squeezed my hand, “Me neither, ranger. And the best part is, I get to do it with 

you.” 

We turned our attention back to the sky and waited for the sun to fully rise so we 

could finally resume the rest of our lives together. 

 
	


