
The drive was enamoring. 
The Bidwell Bar Bridge, 
Lake Oroville, the moun-
tainside.

Growing up, my dad 
often worked 80-hour 
weeks. His customers 
saw him more than I did. 
He has since retired and 
hired George Dorghalli, 
my cousin, to manage the 
store.

I understood in my 
head why my dad was 
never around, but I fi-
nally understand it in 
my heart. My perspec-
tive has evolved. Those ex-
tensive work weeks were 
for me. They were for my 
two younger brothers, my 
mom. And not only us, but 
for Berry Creek.

I wish it didn’t take a 
catastrophe for me to fully 
appreciate my dad’s unfal-
tering devotion to those he 
holds most dear.

I’ve spoken to dozens of 
Berry Creek evacuees over 
the last few days. The con-
versations have wrenched 
my heart. These strangers 
have taught me so much 
about my own family.

“The store is a lifeline to 
everyone in Berry Creek,” 
Ginny Weed said. “It’s like 
family time when we get 
there.”

Looking back, I can’t un-
derstand how my dad man-
aged to build a gathering 
place for his own family in 

Chico and one for a town 
an hour away. Berry Creek 
is hidden. Village Market 
had the food, the gas, the 
company residents needed.

“Your dad is amazing,” 
Weed continued. “He’s 
pretty much a staple out 
there.”

At the time he pur-
chased the 40-year-old 
store, it was run down. He 
transformed it during the 
15 years it’s been in his 
possession. My dad tells 
me his only desire is for 
me to be happy. He con-
stantly works to achieve 
that goal. It seems that ex-
tended to denizens of the 
quaint town.

“You knew if you were 
going there to get a pack of 
chips or just a case of beer, 
you were probably going to 
be there for an hour,” Ja-
son Hill said. “He always 
managed to keep it going 

through all the hard times.”
These tough seasons in-

clude the spillway crisis 
and the Camp Fire.

“It was like a home,” 
Kendall Hill said.

My cousin had no in-
tention to leave when 
he heard of the inferno, 
but eventually surren-
dered. While evacuated, he 
watched flames near the 
store on live security foot-
age. Just past midnight, it 
was engulfed. He’s taking 
the heartbreak better than 
his uncle.

My dad stands tall. 
His hair is peppered with 
shades of gray. His face 
holds a serious expres-
sion, until his lips part. He 
speaks in jokes. They’re 
cheesy ones that don’t 
translate to English well. 
Somehow, that only adds 
to his charm. Whenever he 
needs me, he asks, “Fred-

dy’s ready?” I’m not sure 
if he believes that’s the ac-
tual saying, or if he’s jok-
ing around.

The immigrant embod-
ies the American dream. 
He ensures his answer can 
always be “yes” when I call 
upon him. He paid for my 
college tuition. He paid for 
my car. I’m 26. I can sup-
port myself. But he simply 
won’t let me.

He immigrated here 
in 1988, and my mom in 
1992. Not long after, they 
met and wed. Both didn’t 
have much growing up, 
but were content. Even so, 
they quickly grasped at the 
chance to live in the U.S.

“It’s the best country in 
the world, the country of 
freedom,” my dad said.

They were comfortable 
back home, but knew their 
futures would be more 
prosperous here than in 

Syria. It took time, though, 
for them to acclimate to 
life in the states.

“Nothing was easy,” my 
dad said.

They missed the fam-
ily and friends they left 
behind. The cultural and 
language barriers were 
difficult to bridge. Today, 
they’ve successfully given 
us the life they wanted, a 
life full of prosperity and 
love. It was all worth it.

My mom stayed home 
to raise the kids. She made 
sure we never missed a 
single piano lesson, bas-
ketball practice or tutor-
ing session.

Years ago, with a glim-
mer in his eye, my dad 
told me, “I work full-time, 
but your mom works 24/7.”

There’s an Arabic figure 
of speech: “He stands as a 
mountain, unfazed by the 
wind.”

It refers to one who can 
handle anything. Wind 
can move trees, but not 
mountains. My dad is a 
mountain. The fire, how-
ever, is not wind. It’s an 
earthquake. It would have 
crumbled any mountain.

My dad cried over the 
phone when I told him 
about the leveled store. He 
didn’t stop after I hung up. 
Into the evening, he con-
tinued to weep.

“It was one of the worst 
days of my life,” he said. “I 
lost a piece of my heart.”

It was the second time I 
had seen him cry. The first 
time was in 2015.

I had just flown back 
into California after a 
three-month study abroad 
trip. It was the longest 
I had ever gone without 
seeing my family. I de-
scended the escalator into 
baggage claim. Across the 
room, a hand flew up. I 
looked. There he was. I 
ran. My suitcase dragged. 
I hugged my mom first. 
When I looked up and saw 
my dad’s scrunched face, I 
was stunned.

Now, his retirement is 
over. Though my siblings 
and I are adults, he still 
feels a deep sense of ob-
ligation to provide for us 
however he can. My dad 
is going to use insurance 
money to start a new busi-
ness in the short term. 
In the long term, though, 
there is something he des-
perately wants: “It’s my 
dream to rebuild in Berry 
Creek.”
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Village Market, the lone store in Berry Creek, burns on Sept. 9 from the North Complex 
West Zone fires. 

CARIN DORGHALLI — ENTERPRISE-RECORD

Village Market, the only store in Berry Creek is reduced to little more than rubble. Its gas 
pumps, however, still stand on Saturday, Sept. 12 in Berry Creek. 
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Mitch Dorghalli is weary on Friday in Chico. His store, 
Village Market, burned to the ground. It was the only store 
in Berry Creek. 

DYLAN BOUSCHER — EAST BAY TIMES

Carin Dorghalli of the Enterprise-Record mourns the loss of 
her father’s store, Village Market on Saturday, Sept. 12 in 
Berry Creek. 

We Build
Houses So
You Can
Rebuild
Your
Home.

Construction Services

As you rebuild your
home, Silvermark can
help you every step
of the way.

FREE - Access to our floorplans
- Construction contract review
- Price comparison services

Join us for a live 30-minute free zoom webinar as we
walk you through every step involved in rebuilding, from
talking to your insurance company, clearing your lot of
fire debris, prepping your lot for re-construction, securing
building plans and permits, negotiating pricing, signing
contracts, and timelines for rebuilding.

Pick the most convenient time for you:

Saturday - September 19, 2020
Sunday - September 20, 2020

1:30 PM or 3:30 PM
11:30 AM or 2:00 PM

To register, visit:
www.bit.ly/slhrebuild

or scan the QR code

To learn more, call (707) 450-1243

call, text or email
(707) 450-1243
ContactUs@Silvermarkcs.com

Losing your home is traumatic.
Rebuilding doesn't have to be.
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