A Moment of Realization
My father used to play a vital role in my life.  We had many happy moments together when we would draw pictures and put them up on the livingroom wall, or when we played hide-and-seek in our small apartment but still took him hours to dig me out.  He was a scientist, a historian, a Mr. Know-it-all, for he could answer any of my bombarding questions such as: why is the sky blue, what does a hippocampus eat or how did Alexander the Great build his empire.
Father was liberal with me, yet not without discipline. When it came to moralizing and punishing, he would never be merciful or easy, but he would make his standards clear when I crossed the line.  There was once when I was being irrational, crying and screaming for a toy I wanted, father just dragged me to the bedroom, threw me on the bed and locked me in.  As I looked up to and respected him, I think maybe I am also a bit afraid of him.
When I was eight, studying at a cram school on a normal school day, the teacher called me to the office to say that my mother came to pick me up.  Excited by the thought that I could leave school earlier, I asked mother what the special occasion was.  As it turned out, it was indeed a very special day: my father had gone bankrupt and we were all going on a run from the creditors.
My memory about the run was vague, shocked by the unbelievable news.  The whole family was jammed into a van and we traveled down the road as if there was no end to it.  I could not recall how many nights we spent at different relative’s houses and how many fights my parents had.  I had never seen them fight, let alone seeing my father being speechless in a fight.  In the end, my mother decided to take my brother and me back home for school. We sold the apartment and moved several times.  At first father still moved with us, however, I noticed that his stuff became less and less every time we moved.  He also spent less and less time with us.  He was often at work, at least that was what he said.  Then his stuff disappeared completely when we last moved.  As I learned later, my parents got divorced.
Father and I became strangers.  We seldom met, if luckily, once a year at Chinese New Year.  It was hard for me to accept the fact that the man who was an important part of my life, and whom I thought would always be there, gradually became only a name typed on the back of my ID card.  I wondered what went wrong but did not want to say anything. 
It was not until I reached eighteen that I could finally talk about this with my mother.  I did not want the childhood trauma to continue.  Mother said, “Your father has always been afraid of you.  He once told me that every time he looked into your eyes, he could see you blaming him for his failure, for being a bad father.  He is too guilty to face you.  Eventually, he missed most of your life and became less and less familiar with you.  But he loves you, always.” 
For a long time I had taken him as someone who simply left without any explanation.  What I never realized was that he drifted out of my life not because he was irresponsible, but because he was punishing himself for being less of a man.  Here is this middle-aged man, divorced, struggling to pay off the family debt, while his two children grew more and more distant from him.  And to think I blamed him all the way.  How selfish I was!  
Father had nurtured me and taught me well.  It’s now my turn to set him free.

