
Scripture Reading: Exodus 20:12 
 

Honor your father and your mother, so that you may live long in the land 
the Lord your God is giving you. 
  
My father was a gentle giant.  Tall, handsome, twinkling blue eyes – but 
his kindness, intellect, and Christian ideals made him special.  An idol in the 

community, he owned a small self-service grocery.  He gave away more 
penny candy than he sold.  He hand-recorded purchases from his weekly 

customers in a “Blue Horse” tablet.  Then, he took care of the bill on “pay 
day” when they were a little short. 

  
In the church, he held every office and chairperson available.  The church 
doors could not open without him. 

  
His unconditional love for his family will always be remembered.  His 

mother-in-law, widowed at an early age, lived with us.  In 61 years of 
marriage, I never heard him raise his voice to my mother.  His one fault – 
he was always right.  He would argue with a signpost and then throw rocks 

at the sign if it proved him wrong.  But he did not have to throw a lot of 
rocks. 

  
My father loved the Atlanta Braves and UNC’s basketball.  He watched 
every game and knew all the stats. 

  
In the Spring of 1997, he was diagnosed with prostate cancer.  It was 

aggressive and cruel to his body.  As the pain worsened and death seemed 
certain, he worried for my mother and did not want to leave her 
alone.  Once Don assured him she would be in his care, the days of “letting 

go” went to hours. 
  

Late Sunday evening in August, we two were alone.  The morphine drive 
became slower, and the breathing became more shallow.  I held his hand 

and began singing through the hymnal.  Finally, I reached the chorus of 
Softly and Tenderly and felt the release of his hand.  My gentle giant father 
had let go. 

  



Prayer: Heavenly Father, thank you for fathers who live to be examples of 
you and give roots and wings to their families. 
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