
Dad! 

by Mark Brunner 

Fragrant In Our Memory! (Proverbs 23:22) 

One thing that I've reluctantly learned about being a father is that by the time 
you're experienced, you're unemployable. All of my children are adults now 
and grand kids are now part of my life. It's kind of strange how you keep on 
learning new things about parenting even as a grandfather. Problem is, it's stuff 
that could have come in handy a decade or two ago. I guess that's why, when as 
a father you have an opportunity to teach, guide or direct you need to take it. 
The day will come when, in retrospect you wonder, why you didn't and it's too 
late to make a difference. You may be all the wiser but, unfortunately, all the 
older. 

Here's a story: One evening the day before bass season opened, a little boy and 
his father were fishing. Suddenly the little boy's pole doubled over, and he 
knew something huge was on the other end. He skillfully worked the fish along 
side the dock and gingerly lifted the exhausted fish from the water. It was the 
largest one he had ever seen, but it was a bass. The father lit a match and 
looked at his watch. It was 10 p.m., two hours before the season opened. 
"You'll have to put it back, Son," he said. "Dad!" cried the boy. "There will be 
another fish," said his father. "Not as big as this one," cried the boy. He looked 
around the lake. No other fishermen or boats were around in the moonlight. 
Even though no one had seen them, nor could anyone ever know what time he 



caught the fish, the boy could tell his father's decision was not negotiable and 
he lowered it into the black water. That was 34 years ago. Today, the boy is a 
successful architect in New York City. His father's cabin is still there on the 
island in the middle of the lake. He takes his own son and daughters fishing 
from the same dock. He has never again caught such a magnificent fish as the 
one he landed that night long ago. But he does see that same fish, again and 
again; every time he comes up against a question of right or wrong. (Author 
Unknown) 

The decision to do right lives fresh and fragrant in our memory. It is a story we 
will proudly tell our friends and our grandchildren. Not about how we had a 
chance to beat the system and took it, but about how we did the right thing and 
were forever strengthened. A Bible Proverb instructs: "Listen to your father, 
who gave you life . . . (Proverbs 23:22)." Dads, give your children a life that is 
fragrant to remember; memories they will go back to time after time when face 
with making right or wrong decisions. Teach them to do the right thing even 
when the wrong thing is easier. Thank God for fathers who learn this before 
their children are grown and gone. Hindsight is a bitter pill to swallow when 
our children have no fresh and fragrant memories as this to hold on to. 

"Therefore do not worry about tomorrow, for tomorrow will worry about itself. Each day has 
enough trouble of its own" (Matt 6:34) 

Honest Toil! (Mark 7:10) 

Dan and I had just finished taking down an old Elm tree, cutting it up and 
splitting it. What was left to show for our efforts was a neatly stacked pile of 
split wood, a bare stump and a pile of brush. We walked back toward the house 
and that's when I paused. Turning around I cast one last look at the stump, the 
brush and wood. I guess you could say it was a guy thing, but I just wanted to 
take in one last satisfying look. I put a hand on Dan's shoulder, smiled and gave 
him one of those “good job Dan” remarks. He smiled and said thanks. 
Somehow it was so satisfying having done the work, especially sharing in that 
feeling with my son. I guess you could say there was honor in it. We did the 
work, took the risk and made it happen. Honest toil. There's nothing like it; 



there's nothing more satisfying to a man. And, to do it with your son, well, that 
just makes it that much more satisfying. 

Honest toil – as a father there's probably few things in life more valuable to 
teach to your children. 

Here's a story: A young teenager had to get up at four every morning to help his 
father milk and do chores. On one occasion the boy overheard his parents 
talking. They were trying to figure a way to allow him to sleep longer but 
because of the demands of the farm there were no options. From the 
conversation and the tone of their voices it occurred to him how special he was 
to his parents and how much his father loved him. That night, the day before 
his Dad's birthday, he turned in with a heavy heart. He had been unable to 
afford some wonderful gift for his Dad. Suddenly he had an idea. He would get 
up extra early and do the milking and feeding as a grand gift. At four on that 
next morning his father called him then headed out to the barn. In a few 
minutes he heard his dad come back into the house and into his room. The man 
was so overcome with emotion he could scarcely speak. He just took his son in 
his arms and said over and over "This is the finest gift I ever had, the very 
finest." (WIT & WISDOM) 

Father's Day has come and gone. Hopefully your kids got you something as a 
token of their esteem for you as a dad. I made out well too. The cards and gifts 
were thoughtful and just having the family together, well that made it all 
worthwhile. But, you know, when it comes to gifts that really last, that really 
make a difference, I have to say that the best gift I've ever gotten as a father 
wasn't the tie or even the hugs and the cards. It was being able to look back at 
some small job accomplished knowing that my son or my daughter felt the 
same way. They knew that in hard toil there was honor. Thank God my dad 
taught me. And, what an honor it is to see that take root in our children. Thank 
God! 

"Therefore do not worry about tomorrow, for tomorrow will worry about itself. Each day has 
enough trouble of its own" (Matt 6:34) 

 

    



Bounce Back Prayers! (Proverbs 22:6) 

When I was a teenager I made life pretty miserable for my Dad. It seemed that 
I had all the answers and, well, he didn't even know the right questions. 
Sometimes I wonder how he tolerated me at all, let alone cared for me and 
provided for my every need. Dad's been gone now for over a decade and the 
memory of those turbulent days is beginning to fade. Recently, however, I ran 
across these thoughts from a young woman, perhaps my clone, that brought 
those old memories pouring back. I'd like to share it with you and, well, no 
comment is really necessary. 

"No one can tell me that fathers and daughters can't have close relationships, or 
even become best friends. People are almost envious of the love you and I 
share. But our relationship was not always this warm. There was a time as a 
teenager when I felt I had lost my ability to love my father. He was strict. I was 
angry because he refused to back down from the standards he knew were right. 
Things were going from bad to worse during those years. We hit bottom the 
day I looked him square in the eyes and told him that I hated him. I didn't really 
hate him. I hated me. I felt I wasn't bad enough to be accepted by my friends 
and not good enough to be accepted at home. He carried the brunt of my pain. 
He even became my enemy. In my heart I knew I didn't hate him. I was angry 
and confused. He risked losing my love to save my soul. His fear of the Lord 
withstood his fear of pain. I'm sure at times he wondered if he was doing the 
right thing. There must have been times when he felt like his prayers were 
hitting the ceiling and bouncing back at his feet. He stood firm and prayed 
harder. My father has a wonderful ministry to God in prayer. I think I had 
something to do with the character God worked in him during those days. His 
prayers ultimately turned my life around and gave me the greatest gift of all, 
the realization that my Dad loved me and that's all that really matters. (Author 
unknown) 

Listen, please don't give up on your teenagers. Don't sacrifice God's standards 
of righteousness to appeal to their worldly nature. They can't respect you for it 
and God won't honor it. Your children as God’s gifts are dedicated to the Lord. 
He has had His hand on them and He will not forget them. He hears your 
prayers and He is faithful to your cries. He is God. Prayer works. I'm living 



proof of it. I look back now and see how right my father usually was and how 
wrong I often allowed myself to be. The point is: God will not forsake His 
children. He will not turn His back on them. We are never too far from His 
reach. Believe the promises of the Lord. He is not a liar. He honors a steadfast 
heart. So fathers, hold on! Your children will come back to the Lord. Thank 
God for fathers who hold fast even when it hurts. 

"Therefore do not worry about tomorrow, for tomorrow will worry about itself. Each day has 
enough trouble of its own" (Matt 6:34) 

God Must Be Just Like You! (1 Corinthians 11:3) 

A father once shared this rather emotional definition of Fatherhood with me. 
His little girl had asked him "What was God like?" He responded by telling her 
that "God is like love and sunshine, and all the good things you know." She 
looked at him and smiled. "Then, Daddy, God must be just like you!" 
Sometimes we dads have a pretty low opinion of ourselves. I guess it goes with 
the territory. If you listen to the media, watch the talk shows or, better yet, view 
the commercials on TV, dads don't come off well. We're often portrayed as 
bumbling, dense and, well, not very godly. In many ways dads have gotten an 
inferiority complex, especially in the last several decades. We know that we're 
necessary for baby-making purposes and bringing home the bacon; but, beyond 
that any purpose greater, let alone divine, is debatable. 

As dads have we succumbed to the media barrage? Are some even 
conveniently hiding behind the ridicule? 

Here's a thought from Joseph Mazella: "I was driving down the road recently 
with my windows rolled down. I wanted to feel the wind on my face and smell 
the sweet scent of the flowers in the air. It was my ears, however, that were 
blessed with sweetness as I slowed down for a school zone. The laughter of 
dozens of children filled the air as they ran and played on the playground. I 
heard several of them yelling with delight as they swung on the swing set. I 
remembered being their age. Us boys would always give the girls a push and 
then jump in the empty swings next to them and try to catch up. With our legs 
pumping we would soon be soaring through the air. We laughed at the thrill of 



freedom, at the joy of flight, and at the feeling that at any moment we could 
zoom into the heavens. I remembered later being a young father and pushing 
my own children on the swings. I remembered as well one time my five-year- 
old daughter saying, "You swing too, Daddy!" I was embarrassed at first but it 
wasn't long until I was flying high once more. After that I always swung with 
my kids no matter who was there to see me. (Joseph Mazzella.) 

I think that sometimes we forget dads are meant to fly and we need the children 
to remind us. God didn’t put us here to sit and suffer with our feet in a mud 
puddle and our eyes on the ground. He wants our spirits to soar into Heaven, 
nearer to Him, while still here on Earth. God's Word tells us that dads stand 
directly under Christ with his love flowing directly through us. Bumbling, 
dense and without any real purpose? No, godly dads are, by God's creation, 
reflections of His Son, Jesus Christ. In that sense my friend's little girl was 
right, if you want to know God, get to know a good dad. Thank God for dads 
who always try to do their best. May you love well and fly high because that's 
where God wants you to be. 

"Therefore do not worry about tomorrow, for tomorrow will worry about itself. Each day has 
enough trouble of its own" (Matt 6:34) 

 

No Matter How Long It Takes! (Leviticus 1:31) 

A little boy was once asked for his definition of Father's Day: "It's just like 
Mother's Day except you don't spend as much on a present." We smile and nod 
our heads, especially if we're fathers. "Hey, there's nothing wrong with a tie or 
can of Simonize!" Moms are the dearest things in this life and, as a Husband 
and a Son, I can't imagine anyone more dear than my wife or Mother. I guess it 
makes sense about the gift thing anyway. But, when was the last time that you 
gave some thought to the value of your Dad; not in terms of gift value, but life 
value. Somewhere I once heard that Mother's give life and Father's make sure 
that you keep it long enough to appreciate it. When I think of all the long nights 
that my Dad kept vigil over a daughter or son who had promised to be home on 
time but missed the mark; that statement really hits home. When it comes to 
rearing children Mother's scurry and Dad's worry. The roles are often different 



and how easy it is to overlook one or the other. The fact is that God wants us to 
not only love our parents as a team, but He really expects us to love a Mother 
and a Father individually as well for the different but equal roles they bring to 
our lives. 

How DOES God want you and I to see our fathers? Perhaps this letter from an 
unknown author best expresses God's will for us as we remember our fathers. 

"My child, I just had to write to tell you how much I love you and care for you. 
Yesterday, I saw you walking and laughing with your friends; I hoped that soon 
you'd want me to walk along with you, too. I waited, but you never called. I 
just kept on loving you. As I watched you fall asleep last night, I wanted so 
much to touch you. You didn't even think of me; I wanted so much to comfort 
you. I love you. Oh, if you'd only listen. I really love you. I try to say it in quiet 
each day. My love for you is deeper than the ocean and greater than any need in 
your heart. If you'd only realize how I care. I'd die just for you. So please call 
me soon. No matter how long it takes, I'll wait because I love you. Dad" (Author 
unknown) 

The Bible describes a father in Deuteronomy 1:31 as one who "carries his son, 
all the way" until a place of safety is reached. In a nutshell, that's a Father's 
role; to carry and complete our journeys as children growing up into adults. So 
often we're tempted to insist on being put down, thinking we can complete the 
journey better on our own. It's then when Fathers get in the way and we push 
against their love. But, no matter how long it takes, Dad knows best when the 
journey is complete. Thank God for Dad's who are willing to do the carrying 
even when the ones they carry don't appreciate the journey; thank God for 
Dad's who never stop loving, no matter how long it takes. 

"Therefore do not worry about tomorrow, for tomorrow will worry about itself. Each day has 
enough trouble of its own" (Matt 6:34) 

 

 


