Memories of Dad
I have many wonderful memories of Dad. One of them is playing baseball catch with him on Buena Vista Road in Arlington, when I was a kid. We used to play in the evening before dinner. When Dad got off of work, we would go out and play catch for 20-30 minutes. Dad threw me grounders and high flies. It was the highlight of my day – playing catch with Dad. And when Dad was a kid growing up in North Dakota he was a catcher on his baseball team. He said he sometimes had trouble throwing the ball all the way to second base, if someone was stealing. Recently on our trips to NH each July, I spent a lot of time watching Red Sox games with Dad. We also watched just about the entire Ken Burns video cassette series on the history and highlights of baseball. I will miss that time.
Another memory I have from my childhood is going to the hardware store in Arlington and Sears in Boston on Saturdays. Saturdays were always Dad’s day to work in the yard. We would go get whatever tools or supplies we needed, then go home and work around the house or in the yard. And Sunday was always church day. Dad taught Sunday School, and he was the church superintendent for a while in Cambridge.
Dad was many different people in his life. Dad was a farm boy as a kid. He was a school teacher after college. And he was an Air Force Captain during World War 2. He was a hard working meteorologist and research physicist during his prime working years. He was a devoted husband and a proud father of his children. He was also a devoted care giver to Mom for 20 years after retirement. He willingly and lovingly took care of Mom after getting Parkinson’s disease. In many ways, he was a role model as a father and husband.

Dad liked his work. He had a curious, scientific mind. He could analyze things well, and keep good records. He used his knowledge and training to be an expert in his field of research meteorology and physics. He published over 50 scientific journal articles, I believe, and also gave many presentations and lectures on his findings to scientific groups around the world.

Dad loved to go back to North Dakota to visit family and friends. Every two years we went to North Dakota as a family. It was always fun stopping at motels along the way to and from North Dakota. We would also stop and do some sight seeing on the way. I remember going to Niagara Falls and the Wisconsin Dells, on one trip. Then when we were in North Dakota we would go between Mom’s family in New Leipzig and Dad’s family in Belfield. It was fun visiting family and riding horses and going hunting. 
Dad also loved to tell stories. He was a very good story teller. He would tell stories about growing up on the farm in North Dakota. You can read his stories in several magazines. Dad also liked to tell jokes. After he delivered the punch line, he would let out a long, loud laugh. One of the stories that Dad told a lot, that involved me, was a time when I was little and we were taking a nap together. Or at least I was supposed to be sleeping. You see, I hated naps, and very rarely slept. Well when Dad woke up, he said I said to him, after studying his face and noticing the gray hair on his head, “Daddy, how long do people last.” Dad thought that was pretty funny, so he sent it in to Reader’s Digest as one of those funny stories that you can earn $100 if printed. I don’t think he got anything for it, but it made him laugh.
Dad was very devoted to his family. He was always there to support and encourage us. During tough times in my life, for example, when I was raising the kids in the ‘90s, and recently when I was going through cancer surgery and treatment, Dad was always a good listener and always there to help out in any way he could. Just knowing I could call him and talk with him was very helpful. Dad was an empathetic person, who shared in our pain, and also shared in our happiness. Although we didn’t live close together after I moved to California in 1976, we stayed close. Dad always told us that he loved us. Dad was also the match maker for Sonia and me. Dad really loved and appreciated Sonia, partly for all she did for my Mom while she was sick. Dad liked her so much, that he enthusiastically suggested that I invite Sonia to my 25th high school reunion in 1997. That was the beginning of what has become a great relationship. Thanks Dad, and Mom, for that. And Dad and Mom also loved all the grand kids, and Paulena, very much. He often said that he wished we all lived closer together so he could spend more time with the kids.
Most of all, Dad was a Christian person who had a strong faith in God. He lived his beliefs and convictions. We look forward to meeting Dad in heaven someday.
We love you, Dad.
David

