None Perfect

By Mark R.

When I was three or four years old someone gave me a toy ukulele that had broken strings. A plastic toy, but to my child's mind it was a treasure!  I just knew that my father could and would fix it for me.  I had only to find him and ask him.  And so, I immediately went searching. I found 'the old man' in the alley, drinking beer with his cronies. They were all well under the influence. He was definitely not in his sober mind at the time.  When I held the little uke up and asked him to fix it, he laughed and said, 'Sure, I'll fix it.' And at that, he put the uke on the ground and stomped it into bits!     
       My father never knew the damage he did that day. From that moment on I hated him, though I wasn’t consciously aware of that fact. There were both good and bad side affects of that act. First, I was determined, in my innermost thoughts, to accomplish things that my father never could. I would learn to play the instrument. He had always wanted to but never could. I learned to play the uke, then the guitar. My father was a good baritone singer. I set out to become a better singer.   I believe I accomplished that, too, in time. My father never sang professionally, only with his cohorts, while drinking and standing on street corners, etc. I have, in the past, formed two bands and headed them up, at different times. My goal, though I wasn’t aware of it for many years, was to be better than my father at everything I did. That was the good side.
      The bad side was that I was hell-bent on self destruction, too.  Without knowing why, I seemed to be heading down a one-way street to hell.   
      Then one day I woke up, consciously, and realized that my father was just a man, like any other man. He had faults!  Oh my gosh! Fathers were not supposed to have faults, were they?!  They were our role models. They were supposed to set the perfect example for their children~! Like 'Father Knows Best', or Ward Cleaver, or one of those ideal fathers we saw on television years ago.   Imagine my shock when I realized that my own father wasn’t like them!
    Yet, it was at that moment that I realized why I had been bent on destroying myself! I couldn’t forgive my father, and thus I couldn’t forgive myself for not being perfect!  And the moment I realized that, it was as if someone had lifted a huge weight from my shoulders!   I didn’t have to go on trying to prove anything to myself!  I was forty-six years old when that revelation came to me!   And from then on, I think, I was 'saved'.
     On the good side, again, my mother was the daughter of a Christian minister. It was her faith and guidance that ultimately saw me through the bad times. Knowing that she believed, and that she forgave everyone, no matter how bad they seemed, got me on the right track in the end. I set out to do good. My goal, from then on, was to raise my children in a good Christian home, with values and beliefs that would see them through their lives, too. But more. I think I instilled in them the fact that they didn’t have to be perfect, any more than I was perfect. All they had to do was strive to be as close to Godly as they were able. Not perfect, but pointed in that direction, for as much as they were able. They knew that their father was not perfect, only a man. I had faults. They were aware of that fact from a very young age. And, I think, by lifting that burden from their shoulders at an early age, I allowed them to be human.  
    In the end, all we can do is strive to be more like God. We know we will never be perfect, as He is, but we have to be aware, and to work every day to be more like Him. Faith. That's the key.  Believe, and have faith, and trust God to lead us, and we can’t lose! Just hang onto that faith.  Never let go of it! If we do that, He will be there for us every moment of our lives.
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