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| am going home tomorrow

want to see him

Sherin Fernando
Lynbrook

After months of cold and wetness, September brings bright and colour adding
warm thoughts of another season of spring. Preparations will go underway
once more when families make arrangements to celebrate another day dedi-
cated to our fathers. The word father is described as the male parent who
functions in a paternal capacity and who brings up his children. He is also the
founder of a line of descend. Father’s Day is celebrated in honor of our dear
dads to show appreciation for their love and support.

The day brings a reminder of not only the fathers who live but the ones who
are gone forever from this world. As a child, | never knew who my grand-fa-
thers were, had no chance to see them or enjoy their affection and being in
their presence. They were long gone before my birth. Children love listening
to stories of the past and | remember the times my parents talked of their era
with their fathers. Those stories never for ones restricted their thoughts to a
day; they were above and beyond with abundance of love and respect for
their fathers who had gone from this life years ago.

Reminiscence of childhood always nestled on my father as the hero in the
family. He was the big tree that spread its branches to shelter us from the
rays of the rough sun. Nourished and cared for by his love and immersed in
his wealth of knowledge, we grew. Observing him as he supported my mother
in the journey of life with three children | learned to look at life and enjoy what
it brings. Calm and quiet nature constantly taught us that we could conquer
the world if we have the heart to do it. My father inspired me to be who | am
and what | have achieved and my life will forever be a dedication to him. Mar-
ried, | flew away from his nest to build my own. Weary journeys and struggled
paths to-date reminds me that he is there as always had been.

How would you know a father’s love if you never had one? This is the heart-
aching reality today. Broken families, separated lives impact on the upbring-
ing of the children and the man or the woman they ultimately grow into.
Deprived of a father’s love as a boy, there is no inspiration for him to be a fa-
ther that his children would long for, look up to and love. Could a mother give
her child the love of a father? She could be the best mother ever but never
the father. Among Sri Lankan songs | appreciate those written for mums in
their honour, immersed in love. But not so much when it comes to a father’s
love. | saw no difference in that love while growing up as a child, embracing
the world as a young adult; or entering into the parenthood. A father’s love
strengthens the family bond tightening the unity.

Galloping across my memory road | am now travelling back many years to an
incident that happened while | was a resident student in the University of Per-
adeniya. Lost sometimes, in the labyrinth of Ramanathan Hall, one of the res-
idence Halls for girls at the time with numerous floors and wings, we shared
most precious moments of a university student life. | remember it was quite
late in the night, possibly very close to midnight, but we were up studying in
our own rooms. The walls of the Hall echoed suddenly with a girl’s lament. It
sounded utterly painful, overwhelmingly tragic and unbearable. We ran out of
our rooms, through the corridors and down the stairwells to get close to the
room of the crying girl. Hovering over the balconies we waited, heavy
hearted. “Her father is dead”, someone said. | couldn’t hold my tears and the
girls looked at each other as if to notice if anyone could. Miles away from
home, moments to midnight, hearing her father’s death, the girl is devastated.
All | could think of was my father. “I am going home tomorrow, | want to see
him.”

We live and thrive in our parents’ love. We treasure the moments that may
never come again. Your dad is your super-power. The world he creates for
you is the world you conquer. Embrace his love and slowly pay it back each
day not holding it for fathers’ day. The day comes and goes, but the warmth
his presence gives you, the comfort you sense around him and the memory
of how you are his pride and joy linger on for days, months and many more
years to come!
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