
Yesterday I tried to fit all my 
love in an envelope, but I found there 
wasn’t enough room. Today I’ll try 

again. I’ll put my mom and dad’s name on it, 
stamp it, then send it from Switzerland to 
South Carolina.

Every day I walk beside the little lake 
behind our flat, and I think about my parents’ 
love for water and what to do with the painful 
longing in my chest. On many days I cry a 

little, and the dogs look at me with concern. 
Why would water make me cry?

My dad was a naval officer and a navigator. 
My mom was his “deckhand,” sailing beside 
him all along the US shores. As teens, my 
two sisters and I whined about when we’d 
finally reach land and escape our parents. 
My dad would mutter about his desire to 
keep sailing—all the way around the world. 
I thought that dream was odd. In truth, my 
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dad was pretty eccentric. But now that I’m 
a mom with teens, I understand. He wanted 
to stay in that little space with his family. It 
was relatively safe and defined. The bow and 
stern of the boat held us together, pausing 
his ad agency worries, his parenting woes, 
his desire to drink beer. The boat gave us a 
heightened ability to see reality, to hear real 
voices on the hushed water. There, when we 
turned away from one another, we saw only 
light on the horizon, a flock of birds maybe, 
and a trusty sail pulling us onward.

Now I’ve been separated from my parents 
for almost a year, locked-in mostly with three 
kids, a husband, two dogs, and two cats. And 
when I stare over the water while walking the 
dogs, I dream of my parents beside me. If only 
Dad could see how serene the fishermen look 
in their red boats, their tiny silhouettes barely 
moving against the big snow-tipped foothills 
filling all that space behind them. If only every-
one who ever loved one another could be togeth-
er again, I think. What a holiday that would be.

But when we’re together, in lockdowns or 
on a little boat—do we ever remember to see 
what’s beautiful in one another?

To me, love looks much more enormous 
when I have the distance to see it. In a 
pandemic, my dad’s mind degenerates with 
the Alzheimer’s he’s had for over ten years, and 
my mom tries to care for him in her eightieth 
year of life. I see how I’ve missed too many 
glimpses of landscapes with them, too many 
exclamations we could have shared, oohing and 
ahhing together while the sun slipped down.

And yet I feel a new kind of love only 
grown at home in a pandemic. Each month I’m 
locked away, I remember more of my mom’s 
pies, my dad’s dreams, my sisters’ laughter. 
I cannot really recall well the details of my 
dad’s alcoholism. I can’t clearly remember 

the disconnection felt among my family 
members while I raised a child in the US with 
severe developmental challenges. I don’t 
feel as often my own sense of spinning in a 
boat without a rudder, alone. And on some 
days even the guilt I’ve dragged around like 
old suitcases drifts off over the horizon. My 
subconscious has quieted a bit with so much 
quiet. It doesn’t always whisper to me of my 
ineptitudes. It doesn’t snicker about how I 
can’t love quite well enough. It doesn’t say 
daily that forgiveness is a myth, that I can’t 
make a family vessel more balanced, more 
perfect on the surface of a rock hard world. 
We are all so soft and flawed, after all.

And yet, like sailing, we keep loving.
Haruki Murakami wrote in Kafka on the 

Shore, “Every one of us is losing something 
precious to us. Lost opportunities, lost 
possibilities, feelings we can never get back 
again. That’s part of what it means to be alive.”

I wonder if the fear of death, naturally 
heightened in a pandemic, digs us tunnels 
through loss. Maybe the divides carved be-
tween us only magnify our routes through. 
This year has unfurled a soul-shaped oppor-
tunity for restoration, for boats and love to 
move forward. It’s a time where envelopes 
must be stuffed with kind words, where 
phone calls must be made in forgiveness. 
It’s one where in our distances we can dare 
to picture our bodies wrapping around our 
loved ones, especially after a pandemic.

I’m discovering that my sense of loss, 
living over this sea, has little to do with the 
space between. It has more to do with the size 
of the boat I need in my mind to get home. It’s 
one I can still piece together as long as I’m here.

Yet today I’ll fill an envelope, hoping it’s 
enough. If I ever fit all my love inside, I wonder 
if it’ll survive the trip overseas. ✦
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