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CHAPTER

1
༺༻
The Interview
“This ability is what keeps me up at night, it is what
keeps me drowning in my own suffering.”

OCTOBER 10TH, 2000, WAS A DAY I will never forget.
It can’t be forgotten. It was a typical rainy day in Seattle,
but on that morning it was pouring down sideways,
rendering my umbrella practically useless. Using my jacket
as a shield, I ran out of an old red brick office building and
into the street when all of sudden I was stunned by a
deafening horn coming from a car skidding towards me. I
was the deer in headlights and the car was about to buck me
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into the air. My mind was so far away in that moment.
Somehow I escaped to the sidewalk where I stood shaking
and soaking wet, too embarrassed to apologize. Numb from
head to toe, I did not even feel the rain. I hurried over to my
car, got in and hugged the steering wheel with my head
down. I made sure the windows were up all the way so I
could cry as loud as I could, then took a deep breath and
did exactly that.
Just two hours earlier I had parked my car in that very
spot and contemplated my choice to show up. I got up the
nerve, grabbed the shoebox next to me, and walked up to
the building. When I arrived, I was escorted inside and
directed into a makeshift waiting room that looked like it
was intended for something else. I just sat there with my
mind racing and knee bouncing up and down, wondering if
I had made the biggest mistake of my life. Each second felt
like a minute and each minute felt like an hour. I was
distraught, and by the look on everyone else’s face, they
were, too. It was as though we could sense each other’s fear
and uncertainty.
After waiting for what seemed like an eternity, a door
opened to my left and in walked a woman who recognized
me, although I am certain we had never met. In situations
like this you don’t know if your name being called is a
· 15 ·

memoirs of FATHERHOOD

good or bad thing. We were all like dogs in a shelter, either
going up for adoption or going down by euthanasia.
She looked Chinese and her strong accent indicated she
was, which gave me hope because I’m half Chinese and
half Indian in ethnicity. Clinging onto anything familiar
gave me some sense of relief. She introduced herself, shook
my hand and asked me to follow her. It felt great to finally
leave that room until she led me into another room that
looked even more daunting. It was about the size of a
bedroom with two desks separated by a chest-high
partition. There was some sort of meeting or interview
already taking place at one desk, and at the other there was
a dark-skinned man wearing glasses, a suit, and a badge
(anyone carrying a badge could be intimidating, especially
in this building). He appeared to be expecting me, and
waved me in to sit down. In that moment I realized the
woman who escorted me was about to leave me alone with
him. I asked her if he was a “good guy” and she replied,
“They're all good.” What I was really asking was, “Will he
save me?”
I sat down and was immediately distracted by the
conversation taking place next to us. I had no idea what it
was about because it was in Spanish but I gathered it was
quite serious by the tone of their voices.
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After a few introductions and exchange of paperwork,
the interview began. I noticed my hands shaking, and in an
attempt to cover that up, I began biting my fingernails.
What the man in front of me saw was a grown man eating
his shaking hands. He got straight to the point, “We have a
serious situation here, so why don’t you just tell me your
story?” The question itself didn’t bother me, but the way in
which he asked it was so dismissive, it seemed as if he had
heard some version of my story a million times before and
nothing I could possibly tell him would have any bearing
on my fate. Feeling belittled after a series of skeptical and
routine questions, I became overwhelmed with emotion.
Decades of pain all came crashing down on me in that
single moment.
Feeling like my words were about to land on deaf ears,
I tried to speak, but I couldn't. The words just wouldn't
come out. Was I choking? I could not talk, my mouth
would not move. It was as though I was paralyzed,
physically and emotionally. I abandoned the script I had
practiced over and over. I was not prepared to share my
whole life story with anyone, especially not a complete
stranger. Before I could gather my words to form a
sentence, a wave of memories flooded me. I covered my
mouth with one hand, then my eyes with the other. I lost
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control of myself and broke down as quietly as possible to
avoid embarrassment and distracting others next to me.
The officer, who was thumbing through some
paperwork, stopped and looked over his glasses. I’m not
sure what was more disturbing, the look on my face or the
look on his facing mine. It was as if he had never seen
someone say so much by saying so little.

I began

regurgitating flashes of my childhood I worked so hard to
keep buried.
Gripping the arms of my chair, I forced myself to
breathe. I remember telling myself over and over, “Just
breathe.” I tried talking with a trembling jaw and cracking
voice. The officer looked concerned and encouraged me.
One thing was for sure: I had his undivided attention, and
apparently, that of the other two men in the room. I was
the only voice I could hear for a few minutes. I had nothing
to lose at this point so I began to lay all my cards on the
table, delicately and deliberately, one by one.
I started to replay my life in my mind at a million miles
per hour. Images came and went quickly, not in any
chronological order. I always had this uncanny ability I
wish I never had. Whenever I think of my childhood, I see
it through the eyes of my child self. In other words, if I
thought about what happened when I was six, I would see it
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as my six-year-old self, as if I was actually there in that
moment, as that child. This ability is what keeps me up at
night; it is what keeps me drowning in my own suffering. I
settled myself down enough for my brain to organize all
those images. It took awhile for the first word to come out.
Behind each sentence was a series of dark memories and
things that I should have never seen, that no child should
ever see.
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CHAPTER

2
༺༻
Trinidad
“My dad literally flew through the sky, he was like my
very own superhero.”

MY VERY FIRST MEMORY AS A CHILD is quite vivid
and somewhat extraordinary. I was playing with my friends
on the street in front of my home in Trinidad. We lived on
Beechwood Avenue near the north side of the island. It was
1978, and back in those days we left our front doors wide
open so neighbors could come and go whenever they
wanted. Suddenly, I heard my mom screaming at the top of
her lungs. I raced to the front door and saw my mom with
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her hands over her face crying. My older brother, who was
already there, told me my dad had slapped her across her
face.
My parents got into a fight because she complained
about the color he was painting our newly installed fence. I
ran outside to get my eldest brother and we came back to
see my father pinning my mom down on the living room
couch, trying to wrestle a knife out of her hand. There was
blood on both of them but I couldn’t tell who was cut or
how it happened. The sight of this paralyzed me, and for
the first time in my life I was experiencing shock—deep,
unforgivable trauma. I was only six years old. I had seen
them get into heated arguments before, but this was
something I had never witnessed. My father started yelling
at us, as if we were in trouble for catching them. He
demanded we go to our rooms. My mother begged for us to
stop watching and call our grandmother, but I couldn’t
move. I just stood there so afraid of what was happening, or
even worse, what could happen.
My memories before this incident are blurry but this
one remains crystal clear to this day. Maybe when I stood
there paralyzed, I froze that memory and buried it for no
one to ever find, especially not me. Maybe that’s how it
became my first memory. Little did I know, my parents, in
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particular my father, were grooming me how to treat others
I would someday love. After all, he was my father, my
hero.
My father was a commercial airline pilot for British
West Indian Airlines (BWIA). Their routes took passengers
all over the Caribbean, Miami and New York. His trips
would take him away for up to four days at a time so my
mom was often left alone to take care of us. My mom
didn’t know it, but she was raising three boys who were
becoming clones of a violent, abusive man whom we all
looked up to. In the 1970s, being a pilot was a big deal,
especially in Trinidad. I was often the envy of my friends
mostly because my dad would bring us back cool clothes
and toys from Miami. My dad literally flew through the
sky, he was like my very own superhero.
We were always so excited to hear the mufflers from
his V-8 as he pulled up in the driveway. We usually ran out
the front door and watched him get out of the car. There he
stood in his Captain’s uniform, a sharp black suit, holding
his briefcase in one hand and his cap in the other. He might
as well have been wearing a cape. I saw the way our
neighbors and friends admired him. Even at such a young
age I noticed how women looked at him. Children are like
dogs, they wag their tails and jump on parents when they
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come home, regardless of how they’re treated, and that was
us. When we saw him, we forgot about everything he did
before he left for his flights.
My dad had this habit of never finishing anything he
started so everything was always about 80 percent
completed. When he was around, he was always working
on something around the house, his cars, his boats, or
anything that required his tools—and not us. If he was in a
good mood, which was rare, he would let us get involved.
Whatever he was doing I wanted to do, or even just watch
him do. Sometimes I would imagine myself doing
everything he did, because I just wanted to be like him.
Being around him was good enough for me even if it meant
eventually, inevitably, I would get into trouble for
something I did or didn’t do.
Once, I spilled orange juice onto our new couch and he
saw me. He shamed me for being stupid and making an
innocent mistake. The drama that followed little events like
this was often violent. Even if I was playing with my own
toys and he stepped on one of them, it was my fault. I went
from being a perfectly happy child to feeling sad and
rejected after being hit and yelled at.
His hot, short temper led to many tantrums, threats and
beatings. He beat us with just about anything he could get
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his hands on. This severe injustice was teaching me how to
not trust and love people. As life went forward, the
punishments my father inflicted on me didn’t cause me to
stop making mistakes, they made me so nervous and afraid
that I made them more often.
My mom stopped sleeping in their bed and moved into
my room, which meant I had to share my dad’s bed with
him. One night my dad woke me yelling and cursing. I
thought it was an earthquake, someone breaking in or even
worse, I thought he and mom had gotten into another awful
fight. It was me, he was yelling and cursing at me.
Apparently, I had wet the bed. He turned the lights on and
had me look over the bed pointing out the stains and tried
his best to make me feel guilty about ruining the sheets and
mattress. If our dog had an accident in the house, my dad
used to push my dog’s nose in his own pee and beat him.
That’s how I felt. It made things worse. The more he
yelled, the more frequently I wet my bed. It continued well
into my teenage years. The more he hit me, the more I was
afraid of him, and just like our dog I became afraid when
he called my name. I learned about pain and fear and how
to deal with them through anger, all from the person I
looked up to the most.
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