The Lessons of a Good Father
  Every day starts a new story, and sometimes those stories look like the final chapter.  Saturday Sue and I went to the viewing for Dallas Goldsmith.  We hadn’t known Dallas for very long, but he had a smile that grabbed you from the get go and that was all it took.  There he was just 16 and looking younger from the illness that took his life.  As a believer I’m convinced that Dallas is running and jumping for the first time since his birth.  Being 16 he might even be pestering God for the car keys so he can learn to drive.  Still I didn’t realize just how hard it would hit me.  I guess I’m like my dad in that respect.  

  When Dad worked for Rozelle’s he could handle any part of death except the loss of a child.  My dad had a real heart for young people.  The little boy next door would see dad working in the yard and poke his fingers through the chain link.  He would jabber on in fluent Dutch, telling my dad the most important things.  Dad would stop his work and smile and nod as he listened intently.  I doubt if he understood one word of the conversation, but it was important to the boy. So it was important to dad.

  One of the great joys of these interviews is the chance to “meet” many wonderful fathers, men who impart great lessons to their children through ordinary living.  One such is Frank Courtney.  Frank’s son Dick fought in Europe and the Battle of the Bulge.  Dick was a man of many colorful stories but none better than the story of his dad.  Frank Courtney owned a men’s clothing store during the Great Depression, and as you can imagine business was a bit slow.  One cold day Frank spotted a local priest shivering on the street.  Without a thought for the financial loss Frank gave the priest one of his best coats.  A few days later he again saw the priest shivering in the cold.  The priest was embarrassed and profusely apologized to Frank that he had given the coat to someone who needed it worse.  Instead of anger Frank realized the double duty blessing of the coat.  Dick learned a lesson through his father’s reaction.

 Okinawa Line Corpsman Frank Mack learned an early lesson from his father the day he came running home from school with the greatest news.  Frank and his dad followed boxing together and when Frank heard from his classmates that Joe Louis knocked out James Braddock he rushed home and into the barn to shout the news.  His dad stopped his work and pulled up a hay bale so his son could tell him all about it.  With tears in his eyes Frank related how years later he understood that his dad knew all about the fight, but he wanted to make his son feel important.

  Good fathers are a treasure, and recently we lost one of the best.  Mike Patterson not only loved and was proud of his children, he was excited at their every achievement.  His wife was the light of his life.  Mike was a shepherd who cared about people and took a genuine interest in their physical and spiritual needs.
  If Mike were only flesh and bone his loss would be too hard to bear, but there was so much more to Mike.  There was a special spirit about him, his friendly manner, and constant smile were his greatest power and a living lesson.
  Mike’s story ends only if we let it.  We can keep him near when we smile his smile, care for our co-workers, love nature, and turn strangers into friends.  When we mow the lawn or wash dishes take time to pray for his young widow and her children.  They need the care that Mike can’t give them anymore.  Most importantly there is a maturing girl, and a growing boy named Patterson, who if they follow their father’s lessons will give him honor and keep alive his inspiring story.  
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