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Erasing Bad Memories to Become a Good Daughter
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However, even after all these years, my duties as a daughter prevented me from moving on and

for some reason I could not ignore that my father is still alive. Now that he is rg

sick, it kills me inside to have this feeling of anger and vengeance. This is the st
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Deep down, I secretly preferred being with my mother.
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revealed to me that she was being mistreated by my father. I realized my mother was not happy.




At that time, I was still innocent and didn’t know what to do. As a child, my job was to go
school, play, and wash the dishes when it was my turn. My older brothers Kept my mother’s
unhappiness a secret from my little brother, sister, and I because they didn’t want us to find out
what was happening. | remember times I would notice my father being really tude to my mom,
but I thought it was normal because | was raised to believe this was all normal: that a man was

considered head of the family and he was the one that dictated the rules and women followed. I

began to get exposed to more of their fighting and arguments, but [ had believed every family

had their share of arguing. However, soon I realized their problems would not
remember listening to my Mom saying she was going to leave my father, but
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yelling with a pain that made me feel like | was the one getting beat. After that my mom would
come out of the room and tell me she fell off and hit herself and that everything was fine, but I
kept hearing the same story until [ was 12 or 13 years old. I realized that my mother would leave
the house to survive and be happy even if it meant leaving me and my brothe¢rs behind. Many
things happened and after she left, I wasn’t the same happy child anymore. My father did not
treat us badly, but the fact that he was the one that made my mom leave made

him a stranger to

us. Luckily, a few years after my mother left she got a job and a place for us to live with her.

One day, she came and we all escaped with her. After that, I never heard anything about my

father. We were not rich, but my mother raised us to the best of her ability and despite not having

money, | was the happiest I could ever be because [ would not see my mother’s|tears and bruises

anymore.




A few years ago | heard my father had become very sick with Parkins
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father. There are times I struggle to let go of those hurtful memories, but he is my father and my

love for him allowed me to establish a new relationship with him. My father ha;
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Then, something beautiful happened: I became a mother. My son has given me a chance
to look at myself and ask “do I want to become like my father? Have my son hdte me for the rest
of my life? Or do I want him to be better man than him and I a better mother?” Being a parent
has allowed me to conquer my anger and seeing my son every day needing and loving me has
provided the courage I needed to share this story knowing that one day I may be in the same
situation as my father: needing someone to take care of me. I’m not sharing my story to inspire
pity, but to show that despite one’s past circumstances one won’t ever be happy until one can
forgive those people that hurt us. I've always read the Bible and often brqwse for positive
messages whenever I felt lost; I dedicate this to those that are going through similar situations.
“Bear with each other and forgive one another if any of you has a grievance pgainst someone.

Forgive as the Lord forgave you™ (Forgiveness Bible Verses Colossians 3:13).
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