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Narrative Story: The bond with my Son


Just the other day on Friday last week, I was having some good time with my son at the veranda of my residence while writing some articles to post to a website. At my table was a big cup of coffee along with my Toshiba laptop that quietly played Seventh Adventist Hymnal Songs. I coupled the same with old Classic music that reminded me of my good old days before I got married. In the evening, on the previous day, my wife and I got to invite our friends to come and have dinner at our place. This meant that the day ahead of today would have been a pleasant one. It was going to be a pleasure to be enthralled on such a peaceful day after having engaged in some three weeks of snowboarding, hiking, and general entertainment.
“Hello, Father!” My son retorted onto the balcony, removed his backpack, and hurried onto my lap while breathing quite heavily; after some time, he jumped onto his feet and dashed to the kitchen. 

“Would you want some Oranges?” he shouted to me from the kitchen.

“No, kindly bring with you some plate of rice! I retorted.

On some occasions, when I did not get what he had said to me for close to three times, he would joke that I had become too old and that my hearing was not good. On such occasions, he would do all to ensure that he yells at me to get my attention.
I am quite happy with the swiftness with which my son gets to move into the house. Unlike several of his age mates, Caleb (Yes, I am fond of biblical names) would never spend a minute without making some movement. Whenever he was waiting for something, he would move in circles; whenever we went fishing, he would put his fishing rod next to me every fifteen minutes so that he would stretch his legs; whenever he walked, he frantically made some gestures. It was never known to me how he survived in school with the bunch of stern teachers he had.
The basis of the temperament of my son was to put everything to the limit. This helped him in realizing tasks that he had to perform on his own; my wife and I endeavored to offer him all the right support we had at our disposal, but he played even great on his own, and this made me proud of him. Further, the same trait made him fall into trouble a couple of times since he never knew when to stop. During such moments, I would try to behave as the super-father and offer him advice along with warnings, which he mostly ignored; Of course, I was never happy when this happened, and we would have our usual fights after this. Caleb had the belief that I always strived to limit the freedom he had, that I wanted to behave like me. However, this was not the case. 

This struggle was never much about decisions in life, but it concerned what people would refer to as "teenage riots." On occasion he pierced his ears, I never wanted to talk about it (I restrained myself from talking about it because I had stabbed mine when I was his age). Later that month, he wore a Mohawk hairstyle, I tried in vain to convince him to have a regular trendy haircut in vain. When he finally got a tattoo, I could never restrain myself further, and so we ended up getting into an argument. 
 
This was quite weird; however, when I was a teenager, my father never had rest. I lost count of the number of times he would command me to be careful with girls. This is the same trend that was now catching up with me when it came to dealing with Caleb. Quite frankly, I learned my lessons to let him be himself and only interject whenever he went overboard. Further, I also learned the wisdom of engaging his mother to help me in taming some of his behaviors that I considered was out of the ordinary.
