A tribute to Daddy:

When I was about two years old, as a little boy staying in Choon Guan Street in one crammed room with six other siblings, two elder brothers, three elder sisters and one younger sister.  Daddy was innovative, got a carpenter and custom-made another upper deck so that we all, together with both our parents, could stay under one roof with double the area per person.

He was a no-nonsense man.  I remember when he asked my second elder brother to do little errand and refused, he was caned immediately.  I saw the caning and I “kaput” and reluctantly took over the errand lest I faced the same wrath.

One night while sleeping on one side, turned over and stretched my left arm and accidentally toppled a hot iron when my sister was ironing some clothes next to me and scarred my left palm.  I was rushed to a Chinese “sinseh” and a concoction of medical herbs was applied to relieve my excruciating pain.  Today I am still bearing that scar mark and remember the other softer side of him as a caring father, blowing my left palm to sooth my pain when I showed him my scar.

Love,

David Yap

