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Up until today, in this corner of this tiny room I am forced to call home, as I jolt down this painful essay that no words can properly claim context, I knew life as one whole perfect rhythm. Life, to me, was only but a roller-costar with much more happiness to give. My parents were always full of surprises, and they lived each day at a time, happiness was one simple thing to achieve, just as eating candies or maybe I thought. I remember this particular Christmas when I was ten, my father had disappeared on the evening of a day to Christmas-Eve without any explanations and it appeared nobody seemed to care where he had disappeared to. Many people in my block remember it as the first Christmas that Santa had gifted everyone while they were in their sleep; well, from how I remember it, my dad was that Santa, and naturally, that meant I had to spend more time with Santa at home. He knew just how to make me happy and how to surprise me, something he perfected his entire life.

It was on a Monday morning when I woke quite early for my history exam, which I was to undertake later in school; I had rushed to the kitchen and packed two slices of bread and kissed my mother goodbye. Just before leaving the house my father came running quickly to wish me a good day, feeling sorry for not noticing him back in the dinning, I apologized for my manners, hugged him and rushed down the streets where my friend Toby had been waiting for an hour. I looked back before I jumped in and found him waving with that smile that he always had, I waved back, and we drove off. Later in the day, I was called into the principal's office, where I found Mrs. Linda, the student's counselor, and Mrs. Ann, my class teacher. 

Immediately, I felt an unusual sweat run down my spine; fear engrossed my presence like I had felt a sudden aura of darkness. Mr. Parks approached me and placed his hands on my shoulders, looking at me straight in the eyes and told me words I will never forget, "Son, I am sorry, but we have lost a good man today; the man is your dad." And with those words, I fell into temporary amnesia; I could not remember what or where I had come from and why I was there; the only thing I knew was that I was standing right in the middle of three adults with each one of them struggling to save whatever sense I had left.
“It was a car accident; the driver was reported to have been drinking while driving." Several eyewitnesses said they had seen a distorted man who was focused on causing some fatal accident. The headlines that day were quite a different picture from what I knew. My father was not an addict; he had never smoked nor taken any alcohol. Why would they report such untruthful things about him, and why are they hell-bent on tarnishing the good name of a man who we all saw as a good father. I had left home with the hope of coming home to my parents later that day as it had been planned; we were all going to watch football, only if I did my exam well. The day ended with one of us canceling the plan. 
Painful as it was, I had to accept this reality. The sad fact that I was almost never going to wish my father a goodbye kept coming back to me like flashes of nightmares. Was it goodbye? Was it a way he was trying to wish us a goodbye?. What I still failed to fathom was why he felt the urge to drink that morning. After the burial, we hosted a series of family guests, including friends and colleagues from my father's office, they all had good things to say about him, and they too wondered why he had to fall into depression and whether it was worth the risk. One would only see a sort of judgment from the mourner's eyes, but not one dared actually to spill it out. 

Two weeks later, a bank representative and a legal representative came home for a financial position statement. Unfortunately, he had one last surprise for us all, nothing in his will or savings. He had literally left nothing for us to take care of my education; mother had nothing to live on despite being a primary next of kin. On further details, we were made aware of the huge withdrawal he had made a few months ago; the heavy drinking had taken a toll even on his finances.  
Soon, I remember life changing from what we used to be to being only glad for living. My mother, who had quit her job to be a housewife, started working two shifts for the meals and basic education I had to get. Relatives disappeared into thin air. I approached one of my uncles one summer to ask for financial help to pay for my tuition fee and purchase some literature books, the results of which was nothing. Life changed the meaning, and for the first time, I saw life for what it truly was. One day in the evening, my mother fell sick and could not move her joints, I called an ambulance, and we rushed to the hospital, where she later became critically ill and had to be placed in the Intensive care Unit. Living on my own meant I had to drop out of school for a while. 

Before I could make that choice, I approached some of my father's colleagues and asked for assistance. One was my father's best friend. They did almost everything together, including inviting him over during football nights. Unfortunately, he said he was not in any position to help but instead offered to hand me over for an adoption program, which I refused, fearing to be separated from my sick mother, battling for her life. When the doctors found me asleep, across the hallway, they woke me up, took me to their office, and inquired about how we got there; tears ran down my chicks as I went back to the first day I saw life In its true colors, a day I was chased away by people I called uncle and people who until the time of my father’s demise loved me so much. 
I reminisced how we all gathered around the fire, how my father used to spend heavily for those family gatherings, and it all came back to me. My father had spent it all on his siblings and providing for the life they recklessly lived, and now, as we stared into the abyss of extinction, they took the little compassion they had and threw it into that abyss. Last week, as the doctors placed my mother for the intensive care unit's final round with the hope of her showing signs of life, I got a foster home. Life has taught me numerous lessons; one is that people will always be with you if they stand to gain; however, one of the greatest lessons I have learned is to count on no one but myself first. My father's death presented me with an opportunity to live in the real world, a real-world where happiness is not guaranteed. In this real-life, I came to learn the hard way; I had to put family and relations aside to go past what I expected life to give me on a silver platter.
 
