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Final Call 

By Donna Jenson 

 

The end took two years. By end I mean the closing and locking of the door on my 

relationship with my father, or as I referred to him back then – my terrorist. It came in 

just under the wire.  

 

Our father was full of prostate cancer when my little brother (all of 35 years old) outted 

me to our mother. There was a flurry of exchanges, some filled with tears, some with 

pure rage; an emotional seismic shifting of a nuclear family that would never recover. 

There’d been enough blame, shame and recrimination to choke a herd of horses. As the 

rubble settled the cancer spread and sent him into hospice – he would remain in that 

holding pen for a couple of months. 

 

One cold night in Jan. 1992, just after I’d returned from facilitating a Palestinian and 

Jewish women’s peace dialogue in Jerusalem, the phone rang on my nightstand, breaking 

the silence. 

 

“Donna?” he said. My head shook once – to clear my mind. Wasn’t he on morphine? 

Who’d he get to dial my number?  

 

“Donna?” he asked a second time. I so hated hearing my name in his voice. How could so 

weakened a person still wield power with the spoken word?  

 

“Yes,” was all I gave back. And then he delivered his last and final say, “Donna, I’ve 

been doing a lot of soul searching.” These words came out haltingly, slurred by meds.  

 

“I called to let you know…” I slowly lowered my torso down onto the edge of the bed. 

After every phrase he paused long and silently as if the effort was draining the life out of 

him. Then came the punch line, “I called to let you know I forgive you for all you’ve 

done to hurt our family.”  
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I dropped the phone onto the nightstand, it missed its cradle, I picked up the receiver like 

it was a hot potato and hung it up. 

 

It took a long time for my tears to start flowing. I suspect I was shell-shocked. It took a 

week for me to compose the letter. Actually, it was hardly a letter. More like a 20th 

century text message. The last thing I said to him was:  

Dad, I no longer want any communication from you.  

Do not ever call me again.  

Donna 

 

In essence it took way longer than a week to compose that message – years not days. 

Years of discovery and purging, tears and rants, shedding shame and embracing self-love. 

Luckily I had wisely married a man who knew the meaning of support, wasn’t frightened 

by my daemons and knew just how tight to hold me.  

 

I hadn’t ever considered cutting him off completely. I was just waiting for him to die to 

be out of my life. But that final call changed my mind. I turned to my community of peer 

counselors who listened to every rendition of the message I crafted until I was done. And 

I looked in my survivors bible, Trauma and Recovery: The aftermath of violence – from 

domestic abuse to political terror.1, by Judith Lewis Herman, where I found her counsel 

on page 193: 

 “Though the survivor is not responsible for the injury that was done to her, she is 

responsible for her recovery…acceptance of this injustice is the beginning of 

empowerment. The only way that the survivor can take full control of her recovery is to 

take full responsibility for it. The only way she can discover her undestroyed strengths is 

to use them to their fullest.” 

 

And that is what I did with my message to my father – found and used my strength to tell 

him I was unequivocally done with him and his abuse.  

 

 

                                                 
1 Published by BasicBooks. a division of Harper Collins, 1992.  

 


