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Extra-ordinary

My humble parents were born in Taiwan and immigrated to the United States nearly two decades ago. Through both endurance and perseverance, they created something from nothing, a family and a modest, happy lifestyle from perseverance and sweat. Like anyone else, they worked for what they have today, worked to be successful and happy. Like anyone else, they may not be rich, but are happy and content with what they have. And like anyone else, they have their vices, their strengths; their problems, their qualms, their moments, their… non-moments. They do what every parent should do: take care of their children, love their children, little more, but definitely nothing less.
My father is owner and manager of the Southwest Moving & Delivery Co, a respectable company he built from the ground up many years ago after several occupations as street vendor, assistant cook, bartender, and truck driver. He works anywhere between forty and eighty hours a week. Though not a sentimental man, he hates seeing others upset and loves being the life of the party. And as fitting with his idea that we should always live for the moment, despite my mother’s attempt to stop him, his favorite foods include, well, just about any kind of meat. He’s a family man at heart. Though I’m pretty sure he hates classical music, his support in my siblings’ and I’s musical education has never waivered. He maintains a garden in our backyard that provides us with fresh vegetables for both family and friends year-round. No man with his two feet together could hate my father. I don’t think he’s ever laid a hand on or raised his voice at me before. I don’t think he has to; the idea of disappointing him is more painful than either. He’s a very permissive parent; his philosophy in life being is that his children will learn on their on, a method that have seem to have succeeded for two children so far. Like any good father, he’s taught his son how to drive, fish, play Chinese chess, and, more importantly, live happily and honorably. But like anyone else, he is not without fault. Despite all my best efforts, he smokes and drinks, not through any character fault, but—quite ironically—because he loves life. I remember a childhood scheme to have him quit. “But if you don’t stop smoking and drinking, I’ll start too!” Quite seriously, he replied, “It’s okay, I’m a very open-minded person.”
My mother is a hard-working housewife who spent over two decades dedicated to raising her three children—four, if you count the dog, driving them to and from school, extracurricular classes, and volunteer events, then feeding them, scolding them, raising them, washing their clothes, drying their clothes, washing their dishes, cleaning up after them. She’s almost spoiled her children that way; if they offer, she simply tells them no, no… they always were so busy and she simply wanted to save some time for them. She’s a great cook, is skilled with the needle, and handles the family’s financial transactions. I can’t recall how many times family friends have, in Chinese, told me something that roughly translates to: “Your mom is a hardworking woman.” Having to take care of three children like that… She is, and I know she is. She purchases nearly nothing if it’s not on sale. But when it comes to the education of her children, there is no limit in terms of money, distance, or her own time. She’s insisted that every child of hers learning violin and piano because she never had the chance herself. She has insisted every child have a background in art, a hobby she finally and happily picked up herself recently. She, like any other Chinese parent, ensures every child of hers is learned in their ancestral language. She’s much stricter than our father, but then again, someone has to be. I sometimes think that she likes to yell at me. Heck, she keeps my father in check.
In the most literal sense, those are my parents. After all, that was the prompt, was it not? But here’s the stunner: it’s impossible to capture a person in full with mere words. Their hard work, their interests, and their actions can be recorded, but not their spirit, their soul, their influence on others. They’re good people, what more could I add? They’re good parents, what more could they be? And in truth, no amount of words could embody a parent’s love for their children and no amount of words, however beautiful, can truly describe this child’s appreciation for what they’ve done. My parents, like anyone else, love their children. Quite simply, my parents, like so many others, are average, yet, in their own right, impressive, nothing close to average.
