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A Father’s Love by Kariym Joachim
…continued from front page

My father always tells me and my sister stories. His tales have spanned
from High Park in Toronto to the view of the Rockies in Banff, Alberta –
from driving in the deserts of Southwestern United States to staring at the
northern lights up North.  His stories have always been of a life lived to the
fullest – from his humble beginnings in Trinidad to his travels across North
America.

One of my favourite stories, though, is his recount of the day of my birth.
He remembers that after I was born, I was alone. My mother was in
recovery, asleep, and he had been relegated to a waiting room. As he
describes this, his facial expression saddens – a distant, sad memory
recalled of his worry and his anxiety at the time. “I was just sitting there,
and nobody was saying anything. It was for a long, long time”, he says
softly.

He’s positive that the clinicians were perplexed by my facial difference, and
didn’t know how to deal with him. Afterwards, they would tell him that there was just ‘a little problem’ with my ears. Nothing a
little surgery couldn’t ‘fix up.’ His frown quickly turns into a grin of defiance as his eyes brighten. His voice rises with confidence,
“You were lying there by yourself, so I decided to look for you on my own. They sent me one place, then they sent me another
place, and nobody wanted to say anything to me. Eventually, I found the place where they usually have the newborns – the
nursery.”

“A nurse pointed you out, and I was a little surprised to see you,” he
closes his eyes, his voice becoming soft again. “Nobody else was in
the room with you and me… And I was standing there and
thinking…” He pauses, clasping his hands together, “So I held your
little hand, and I said: ‘It doesn’t matter what you look like. I’ll love
you anyway. And then I said, – remember that there’s no one and
nothing greater than God.’ You were holding my finger, and when I
told you that I love you anyways – you gave me a big smile.”

This story, I feel captures some of the best qualities that my father
has a human being and as a parent. He can’t bear to be apart from
his kids for too long; even though my little sister and I are young
adults, he still desires to know (eagerly and often) if we’re okay. His
love has always allowed him to look past my facial difference, so that
he was always able to see what I could be. He pushes me daily to be
the best that I can be, urging me to accept no substitute. He is also
remarkably stubborn – he would scale high mountains and deep waters for his family. Finally, he has always been a stoic
presence; constantly supporting me in a world where at times, living as a child with a facial difference can be difficult.

Though we might not always agree on all matters scientific or political, I know that I will always have his love, his confidence, and
his catchy little platitudes to warn me about peer pressure (‘Remember – friends take you away, and they never bring you
back!’).

So this Father’s Day, celebrate the fathers in the facial difference community. Though we kids might not always show it,
we love you. Thank you for everything you do!
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