
A KETCHIJP KISS

Ever since our little boy Caleb started

walking, it has been his habit to welcome me

at the door when I come home from work. He

more or less knows my schedule. when he

hears the noise of the garage door opening, he

would leave behind whatever he may be

doing and literally rush to the door shouting
"Daddy is back! Daddy is back!"

There are times he really does not know

how to greet me as t walk into the house with
a briefcase in my hand. Often he would simply

stare at me with his happy eyes, waiting for

me to hug him. Sometimes he would insist

dragging the briefcase away from my hand. lf
he has hurt himself earlier that day, he would

point to the painful area and expect me to
comfort him.

There was one particular evening that he

gave me an extraordinary weclome which I

will never forget.

I returned rather late that evening. The

children were hungry so they had started eat-

ing. Caleb was having some ketchup with his

meal. when he heard the garage door open-

ing, he immediately leaped from his chair and

ran towards the door. He was all set to give

me a big hug.

"Caleb, wipe your mouth first!" Someone

in the kitchen tried to stop this energetic

three-year old to no avail.
"Daddy is back! Daddy is back!" He just

wanted everybody in the house to know about

Daddy's return.

By the time I realized how greasy his
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mouth was, it was too late. The irresistible

happy eyes told me that he was ready for a

big bear hug.
"What should I do?" I hardly have time to

ask that question. If t was not careful, he

would surely share some of his ketchup with

my shin. My suit might even get into the

way.

But how can a father turn away his three

year old child who misses his Daddy very

much? After all, all he wanted to do was to

hug his Daddy.

During that split second, I quickly squat-

ted down and gave him my cheek. Sure

enough, it was a warm hug. It was a ketchup

kissl
"So what if he did mesh up my shin and

dirty my suit?" I asked myself later.

I have been trying to teach Caleb how to

show his affections to the other family mem

bers. It is not part of the Chinese culture to

openly express your love to your parents or

children.

When I come into the pressence of my

heavenly Father in prayer, I am always con-

scious of my weakness and unwonhiness.

Very often there is the reminder shouting
"Wipe your mouth first! Clean up your deeds

firsfl" But when I rhink of the love that God

openly demonstrated on the cross for me, I am

reassured that I can come to Him just as I am.

our heavenly Father does not mind our

greasy mouths. He is waiting for our ketchup

kiss! 1J
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