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February 28, 2012 
 
Dear Carolyn … 
 
Another set of birthdays has rolled around for you and me.  I sit here with a million things 
I wish to say to you.  I do hope that you will take the time to read my letter. 
 
As you might have read in my Christmas letter, your Grandma Connie fell down the stairs 
in her Rockville home on November 01 and wound up with a compression fracture of her 
L1 lumbar vertebrate.  She is doing well, but I feel as though I have done little else since 
then but take care of her.  She moved into a retirement community in mid-November—
spending four weeks in the rehabilitation unit before moving into an independent living 
apartment in early December.  At first, she had only her bedroom furniture, kitchen stuff, 
and bathroom things.  Shortly after the Christmas holidays, I started packing up the rest of 
her things and have slowly, but surely, brought things from her old place to her new place. 
 
Her home of 42 years now sits almost entirely empty.  The painters are halfway through, 
the floor folks start doing their thing next week, and cleaning crew should be done in two 
weeks or so.  The house will be placed on the market in mid-March.  If you go to the 
Coakley Realty Web Site (www.michaelprose.com), you should be able to take a virtual 
tour of the place.  I’m not sure if you were ever in the house before your move to Virginia. 
 
It has been difficult work over the last two months.  Physically demanding to be certain.  
But more so, it has been very emotionally draining.  There are so many family possessions 
for which I have had to find new homes—so many of these things should be going to you 
or your sister by all rights.  My maternal grandfather’s (Karl Steik) beautiful Conn french 
horn and balalaika, Bibles from both sides of the family, pieces of furniture from my 
grandparents and great-grandparents.  The list goes on.  But homes for them I have found. 
 
I have, however, saved a few things for you, including a beautiful sewing cabinet given 
by your Great-Great-Grandmother Elizabeth Beatrice Prince to her daughter, your Great-
Great-Aunt Kay (Catherine Thomson Cullen).  There is a matching cabinet that Elizabeth 
gave to her other daughter, your Great-Grandmother (Beatrice May Thomson Steik).  I am 
saving this for one for Laura.  I can send you a picture of the cabinet if you would like. 
 
I have been saving things for you and Laura over the last twenty years—doing so with 
the belief that some day I would have the opportunity to pass them on to you.  But I do not 
have the room to store all of the items that I wish you to have.  So—I have chosen to give 
some things to your cousins, Melodi and Samantha—and to my cousins and their children 
(your second cousins).  But lack of storage space is not the only reason.  The messages that 
you have sent to me over the last year and a half have been pretty clear.  Accepting checks 
with no acknowledgement, re-selling the tickets to the baseball games, and choosing not 
to meet me or seek me out.  The message is loud—and clear—and very, very painful. 
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During the first eighteen years of our separation—whenever people asked me about my 
daughters, I would always reply that I have the world’s only perfect children.  I would 
explain that they had never done anything wrong or anything to disappoint me.  I could say 
this because it was your mother’s actions that separated us—her decision to move to 
Virginia—her choice to concoct and perpetuate the very graphic allegations of sexual abuse 
against me—and her need to portray me to you as some sort amazingly horrible person. 
 
But the last two years have been different.  As I have said to my closest and dearest friends, 
my daughters are now old enough to make their own choices.  They have both moved out 
from their mother’s home and into their own places.  They both have professional careers 
and circles of friends with whom they must certainly share something of their past.  They 
are now at an age where they can make up their own minds.  If they stay away now, it is 
their doing, not their mother’s.  This has been a heavy burden for me to carry. 
 
And now that you are old enough, I would like to think that you can look at yourself and 
know which parts of you were inherited from your mother and which parts of you were 
inherited from me.  If you do believe me to be some sort of evil person, then I wonder what 
you think of those parts of you that were inherited from me.  Are those parts evil, as well?  
I certainly do not believe that and I hope that you do not believe that either.  I would hope 
that you find the parts of me that are in you to be good—maybe even some of your strongest 
assets—your aptitude for the legal profession, your music, your art, your love of being out 
on the water.  All things to feel good about! 
 
One of the rituals I have developed over the years is to spend a bit of time on Christmas 
Eve searching for you and your sister on the internet.  Imagine my delight in finding 
a little digital Christmas present under my virtual tree this year.  I found your profile at 
George Washington University.  I had to smile when I read it!  Whether you know it 
or not, you are following in my footsteps!  I began working on my Masters Degree at 
Georgetown University two years after I graduated from college.  I am avid lover of 
sailing—hobie cats, sunfishes, and windsurfers.  And I have been a pro se litigant for the 
last seventeen years.  I have had judges tell me in open court that my pleadings are the 
best they have ever seen—including pleadings from the attorneys present in the room.  
Just last month I was meeting with an attorney to address certain estate issues for your 
Uncle Jeff and she asked me if I was an attorney.  I said “no” and she said that I sure 
seemed like one!  So imagine my pride in you for doing what you are doing!  Wow! 
 
And while I am proud of the profession you have chosen, the fact that you have achieved 
certification as a paralegal, and your decision to continue your education—I cannot help 
but wonder how it is you balance the ethics demanded by your profession and the 
commandments to which you hopefully to adhere as a Christian—with your choice to 
maintain the silence between us.  I wonder what it is your studies taught you about an 
individual who was wrongly accused of a crime, who had their legal documents stolen 
by their accuser, who had an accuser who hid relevant facts from the Court, and who was 
denied the opportunity to face their accusers in open court with those facts.  I do wonder.   
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One last item of business before I close.  You will note that I am not including a check 
with your card—and did not do so at Christmas.  I wish it were otherwise.  But I am 
opting to take the funds that would have gone to you and your sister and give them to 
your cousins, Melodi and Samantha—and to the children of my dear friends who have 
stood by me and supported me for the last twenty years.  There is a certain joy in seeing 
a face light up when you unexpectedly pay for a niece’s pending trip overseas, or in 
giving money so a niece can pay off their car loan early, or in covering the expenses 
for a friend’s college-aged daughter so that she can work in the inner city teaching 
underprivileged children during her spring break.  I look forward to the day when I am 
able to do the same sorts of things for you, your sister, and—some day, perhaps—for 
your children. 
 
My apologies for the tone of this letter—especially on your twenty-fifth birthday.  But 
you are now a full-fledged adult.  I can no longer sugarcoat my messages in hopes of 
protecting your emotions.  You need to understand how it is that I feel and something of 
the twenty-year long trial that I have lived—and will continue to live—until such time as 
you develop the strength to face your fears and the courage to reach out and contact me.  
No small chore, I know.  But I do pray each and every day that the GOOD LORD grants 
you such strength and courage. 
 
Happy Birthday, dear daughter.  Have a wonderful twenty-sixth year!  May the GOOD 
LORD bless you and keep you each and every day.  Work hard, have fun, drive safe, and 
savour the day!  May you be a ray of sunshine in everyone’s life that you touch! 
 
Much love to you always! 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
PS— 
 
I will be turning 56 years old the day before your birthday.  It occurs to me that 56 is two 
times twenty-eight (2×28)—good numbers, to be sure! 


