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Gold Beating 

This goldmine is my father. I come every day now to mine and search for his secrets 

locked up behind the stone walls. Once the secrets come alive with the touch of my pick axe, I 

am one step closer to knowing why my father has always been so distant.   

While my dad’s physical body functions like a regular human, his psychological body is 

locked up behind the walls in a gold mine waiting to be picked apart and scavenged. He keeps 

his secrets kept petrified in veins of minerals like mosquitoes in amber. Questions have been 

avoided and untouched for so long that they’ve began to mold.  

The questions started when I was too young to know that my family had a problem. 

When I saw my father coughing up dust in the kitchen, I asked my mom what the gold flakes 

were. I asked, “Why do they dissolve when you touch them?” As I grew older, I saw my dad 

untuck his shirt and wear his hat backwards more and more often. I knew then that when he 

transformed, he was no longer safe. My mother always told me that if he tries to drive in the 

car with me when he’s “like that,” to wait for her.  

As my sister grew older, she has different questions. I never know what they were 

because we had different relationships with our dad. But I know that what she asks herself is 

different than my questions. I don’t think she can see the dust or the gold flakes behind his 

eyes, but she knows when they’re there. She knows that means trouble. It wasn’t uncommon 

for there to be disagreements so full of life while we grew up. My dad’s will to keep his head so 



Aleesha Lange 
CW 302 

  Professor Arisa White 
12/19/2016 

 

2 
 

hard was as great as his ability to escalate any situation. My mom explained to me when I was 

younger that they just don’t get along.  

This is the fuel to the fire in my heart that drives me to mine for his secrets. I wake up 

each morning with the desire to learn why my dad has been so troubled. This matter is so 

important to me that even my family comes second to the desire to investigate. After Ken has 

gone to work around 4:30, I turn the news on and get every chore done to keep the house 

running while I am not home. Before I started mining, I would spend most of the day cleaning 

and writing while Kay played with his toys. That was before Kay even had teeth. Now he’s in his 

terrible two’s and I just stick him with the babysitter every day while I try to figure out secrets 

that don’t mean a thing to his innocent eyes. I would rather be home watching that blue eyed 

kid grow up with his mother right next to him.  

But instead I walk. I walk to the mine every day, no matter what the weather is. I walk 

down Grape Street, where the big intersection is. I pass the same people going to work every 

Monday through Friday. On the weekends I see them jogging. As I pass by them, they don’t 

make eye contact with me and all conversations stop. They think I’m this crazy woman with a 

wild dream of getting to know my dad even though he didn’t love me. While I let their 

judgments slowly run past me, I turn right onto Main Street and walk for about two miles, 

where I meet a dead end and go left onto Vineyard Avenue. The mine is about three miles 

straight of there. Along the way, I pass an elementary school where young eyes watch me float 

by.  
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Once I get to the mine, I have to pick up where I left off. I only bring two bottles of water 

and a head lamp with me in a small orange draw string bag I carry on my back. I grab the pick 

axe firmly by the edge of the handle and drag it behind me as I walk to the next tunnel. I’m 

currently deep into the heart of the tunnel. I know that I’m close to finding the last piece of 

information I need because I’ve been seeing little sparks fly when I hit the stone walls with the 

pick axe for weeks now.  

So I tread all the way to the middle of the mine and start on the left tunnels. I take my 

hand and drag it along the wall looking for a new spot to mine. Each divot in the stone is 

programmed into my memory as if I were a computer storing data. Each hole my fingers fit into 

are past places I’ve found one of my dad’s secrets. They’re warm to the touch, electrified with 

the excitement felt after each discovery. I finally find a piece of the wall I haven’t mined and I 

inspect the surrounding stone. I have to be careful. When you mine a person, you are probing 

for information. I can’t just stab someone I’m asking information from, I might hit an artery or a 

vital organ. Once that’s happened, there’s no turning back. If an organ is struck, I have to mine 

the whole area until it is forgotten that I even tried to look inside in the first place. Those day 

last the longest.  

I remember the first golden secret nugget I found. I struck the wall with my pick axe and 

saw the spark. Then I struck again, and again, until I saw gold. The vein was small, but brought 

closure plentiful enough to feed an entire family, just like a clump of gold this small would do 

for the family of a 49er. I picked the nugget up and held it in my palms, admiring it’s similarity 

to the gold flakes that swim behind my father’s eyes every night. As I wrapped each finger 
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around the nugget, I heard my dad’s voice telling someone he was offered the job of repairing 

race cars for a driver who was gaining fame.  

When I experienced this discovery, it was like no one else in the world mattered except 

for me and my father. I felt so close to him in that moment, like he was talking directly to me. I 

imagined him standing and laughing half buzzed around a fire with a friend dressed in a 

victorious jumpsuit, talking about times and days. I heard him tell his friend that he wouldn’t be 

coming with him across the country to help. He said that he would miss the birth of his first 

child, Sharon. I replayed that memory for hours that day.  

As I entered the door home the day I learned about the race car driver to greet Ken with 

the discovery, he seemed puzzled, but very supportive. I could tell that he didn’t get it. His face 

said, “Why am I doing this?” but he didn’t ask me out loud. I ask myself this question every day. 

But once you’ve been given the opportunity to find out the real reason behind your father’s 

demons, it’s easy to see the light at the end of the tunnel. Ken doesn’t understand this because 

his father wasn’t so fucked up. He had the privilege of knowing everything about his dad. They 

were so inseparable that the only bond stronger than theirs was super glue.  

Ken’s dad died a few months before Kay was born. Ken is named after his dad, but 

everyone called his dad Kay. So Ken asked if we could name the baby after him. I didn’t protest 

out of support for my husband while he grieved, but it made me think about why my dad’s 

name wasn’t good enough to give to the baby.  
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As thoughts run through my head, I can’t help but focus on the task at hand: mining. I’ve 

found so many new spots to probe for information that it’s hard keeping up where I’ve gone 

and haven’t gone. The energy of what lies ahead thickens the air and smells musty. Each strike 

of the axe to the wall generates a spark of light that illuminates the possibility that any move I 

make could be the one that gives me all the answers to my questions.  

 This morning’s broadcast said it would rain around 5 pm. Had I really been here that 

long already? I head home earlier than usual so that I don’t get caught in the heavier rain on 

the way home. I walk all the way back with the promise of a hot shower on my mind.  

 Once I am home, I go straight into the bedroom to get new clothes that aren’t dusty 

from the day’s activities. After I am showered and clean, I am filled with determination to make 

the house as clean as I felt. I started in the bedroom, getting clothes together for laundry and 

picking socks up off of the floor. I moved on to Ken’s desk, straightening out papers that have 

been thrown with intentions to be read. There are old envelopes of mail. I find one from Ken’s 

cousin, the psychologist.  

 While I know perfectly well that it is wrong to read other people’s mail even if it is open, 

I find this moment important in the way that Ken has never had a good thing to say about his 

cousin. What could he possibly want from us?  

Ken – 

I am returning your letter about your wife. You told me about how deep 

your connection with her is, and I understand that it might be frustrating to be 
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put in this situation. You do sound like you love and care for her as well as your 

son. 

The truth of the matter is that your wife’s actions are not that of someone 

looking for answers as you think. She is ill, she needs help. I have access to a 

facility that can help with this kind of behavior and I can make sure that Brandy is 

happy there. I’ve sent some information along with this letter. 

Unfortunately, as a member of the Society of Psychology, I am required to 

report any behavior I find suspicious. Your wife could be in danger out there 

alone by herself, so I’ve arranged for members of the facility to meet with you 

this month on the 25th. This letter should reach you by the 7th, so that gives you 

plenty of time to talk to her, which I strongly recommend as it will help her 

transition from home life to institution life. 

Signed, 

Dennis 

 How could he do this to me? This Dennis doesn’t even take the time to know me or 

speak to me, he has no idea how much of a danger I am not. What does this mean? The 

calendar reads November 20th, do I really only have five short days to prove that I’m not crazy? 

How do I prove that what I’m doing is helping me, not hurting me? I have to get back to the 

mine. I have to go and find the secret, I have no time.  
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 I grab my backpack with two fresh water bottles in it and head out the door. I tread up 

the road in the pouring rain in my fresh clothes clutching the letter in my hands. If Ken has the 

audacity to write to his cousin, he will have plenty of time tonight while I search for answers. 

There is no time to waste when my freedom is on the line. At this point, I don’t care if I find 

anything. But I must mine.  

 As I come up to the entrance of the mine, I look at the letter again. I reread it, 

wondering if I really have to put this mine before my family. I look back up to the mine, whose 

luring temptation awaits my decision. I walk in with a strong heart as I drag the pick axe all the 

way back to the spot I left off at only hours ago. My hands, sore and unwilling to work, slam the 

pick axe into the wall with a loud CLINK. The spark coming off of the wall was huge, that can’t 

mean I’m close can it? I strike it again, more sparks. Again, more sparks. I keep going until I’ve 

dug out a medium sized hole in the wall when I start to see color. It’s already dark outside and 

the rain is beating on the ground outside the tunnel so hard that it’s echoing all the way back to 

me.  

 The color in hole I’ve dug is yellow and orange. I know exactly what it is. I grab up the 

axe and pick at the spots around the color, revealing the largest nugget I’ve seen yet. My eyes 

are swelling with amazement that I’ve actually found something after I had already given up for 

the day.  

 I’ve picked so much away that I’m able to grab at the nugget with both of my hands. 

Before I even have the entire thing out of the wall, I can hear the sound of footsteps in the 
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mine. My head turns so fast it’s as if it locked onto Ken’s body heat like a missile. He looks at 

me like I’m crazy and tells me that it’s 1 in the morning. I tell him I’ve almost found the true 

secret that I’ve been looking for for so long. Disbelief fills his face and I try to find a way to 

explain myself, but words are lacking for this heavy moment. So I go back to fishing out the 

nugget in the wall. I put both my hands on it and pull as Ken walks up from behind me and says, 

“You can’t get it out that way, you have to keep picking.” He grabs the axe and hands it to me, 

knowing I would just grab it anyways. The nugget is mined more, and Ken helps me pull it out. 

It’s as big as my head, if not larger. I look at it with eyes that have been waiting so long for this 

moment. I take the gold in my hands and wait. I begin to hear the secret play out as I close my 

eyes and imagine the situation as the tunnels echo my father’s voice.  

 He’s a child, maybe 8 or 9, and I can see a church. He’s with his siblings who I’ve never 

met walking towards it with his mom. She looks solemn and is dressed in all black. Her face 

blank, she leads the way, walking too fast for the children behind her to keep up. They make 

their way to the entrance, and they stop. His mom pauses at the door and I can hear music on 

the inside. She takes a deep breath and holds the door open for her children. One by one, they 

file into the church, each pew empty. They take a seat in the front left pew next to an open 

window. He watches his mom walk from the entrance to a coffin sitting behind the podium at 

the front of the room. She reaches in and leaves her hand there for a long time. The music is 

being played from speakers softly at each corner of the room. My grandma, looking tired, calls 

each one of her children up to the coffin to look in. My dad is last. When it’s his turn, he walks 

slowly to the coffin. He isn’t tall enough to look in, so he stands on a wooden stepping stool 
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next to his mother as he looks in. She’s praying over the body. The person inside the coffin is 

my grandpa, my dad’s dad. I could feel the weight on my father’s shoulders in that moment. 

Growing up long before he was meant to.  

 Ken comes up from behind me and places a hand on my shoulder. The gold slowly chips 

away at itself and turns into dust, just like the flakes at the bottom of every bottle of 

Goldschlager my father has drank. I look up at Ken. “His dad died when he was young. He didn’t 

have that presence in his life to tell him to keep it together. He drinks because his dad is dead.”  

 All the thoughts of my childhood where my father argued with my sister flashed back in 

my head. He didn’t know how to handle her getting into trouble because no one was there to 

teach him the way you talk to your child. All he knew was the anger of being a kid who had to 

grow up too fast. Responsibility fell onto his shoulders as soon as his dad died, and he had to 

fight through it with no one there to show him how.  

  

  


