
Bio Clip - My Father
My father would tell me on many occasions, “You have to love your mother more than you 

love me, because there is nothing like the love of a mother.” Then he would begin to cry and 
tell me about his mother’s love for him and how  much he missed her. He never did see her 
again after he left Cuba in 1959. Papi also had a high regard and respect for women in 
general, and their accomplishments never threatened for him his masculinity. He was too sure 
of himself as a man. I think that is why he always became joyful when a woman achieved 
recognition and stature, in particular as the leader of her country. He would always speak 
about that with admiration, as if cheering her on. And it was Christ’s tender treatment of the 
woman who was about to be stoned that won my father’s heart for the Lord. It was that 
particular passage of Scripture that Papi spoke about the most pleading with his listener to 
envision the merciful heart of God in that narrative. Many times his eyes swelled up with tears 
moved by God’s love as he conveyed the scene of Jesus writing on the sand. Among the 
many poems my father wrote, one of my favorites is the one he wrote to Jesus which I’ve 
attempted to translate:

Never knock on my front door
When You pass by my abode
Just give it a push and enter

You know it’s in opened mode
My attentive spirit sings

Awaiting for Your appearance
While I prepare Your portion

That with joy I’ll set apart
So that You may find Your supper

Already served in my heart
I appreciate that I grew up in a home where the man of the house never used fowl 

language or told off-colored jokes. Not only that, but he reasoned that because my mother 
also worked outside the home, it was not fair that she should do all of the housework. 
Thereupon he announced to Mami that she was to never again do laundry or the dishes, nor 
a few  other chores. He appointed himself to do those and did them to the very end. And in the 
final years when Mami became very fragile he would then do all of the housework, including 
ironing her clothes and dressing her. Though he was a military man, his spirit at home was 
always that of servitude. The final year of my mother’s life when she was in a nursing home, 
Papi went to visit her every day.

Papi was born in 1911 but his birth certificate reads 1912. He always said his legal age 
and would add, “plus a burnt one.” He loved to exercise his mind by memorization, which I 
believe is what kept him having a sharp mind all of his life. In the 1950‘s when a position 
opened to head the company of tanks as captain, many officers were selected to take a 
written exam. Papi studied hard but I didn’t know  how hard until I learned that one of the 
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questions was, “What do you remember about chapter 8?” And Papi wrote down the entire 
chapter verbatim. He was the one promoted. The military men he commanded saw  him as a 
father figure, and many of them who came to the U.S. would call him on Father’s Day year 
after year.

Having been a captain and losing that status made no dent in Papi’s ego. Most of his 
friends and church brethren in the U.S. never knew about the rank he had held. As a matter of 
fact, with grace he accepted his new fate working as one of the dishwashers at New York 
City’s Presbyterian Hospital. One day he announced with a wink in his eye that he had been 
promoted to pot washer.

Papi enjoyed teasing people by constantly playing with words. If any expression you used 
could possibly have a second meaning, he would answer pretending you meant it the other 
way. He frustrated me so doing that. The week prior to his passing I went to visit him in the 
hospital. I found him shivering from how much cold he felt though the nurses had covered him 
with a couple of blankets. He was very weak but what I asked immediately perked him up. 
“Papi, do you want me to bring you another blanket?” The little spark of a nutty boy came to 
his eye. “But you haven’t brought me any yet.” His wide smile followed his words savoring that 
he had fooled me again.

He always supported me when I gave a presentation about a Biblical pattern. A video of 
the correlation between the history of the world and the seven last plagues I’ve chosen to add 
to this writing and is uploaded to my website.

Papi loved to hear my mother sing. After she left us then he started singing. When I visited 
him, he always made me sing to him. The nurses announced his demise to each other by 
saying, “the gentleman who was always singing has passed.” I asked the funeral director to 
print the word “Captain” before his name. Most of those who came to say their good-byes 
were surprised that they never knew. I felt pleased that Papi never made a big deal about it. 
Everybody misses my father. Papi died at age 90, plus a burnt one.  

~*~
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