A Father’s Day Tribute to DAD

The greatest lessons in life are never realized until later in life for most of us.  My Dad loved life and loved people and made you feel important especially in the last year here on Earth.  Sometimes he would call me up and ask me to do things that seemed unimportant at the time.  When I think back on those times I now realized that he just wanted to spend time with me.  I remember when he bought the new motor home, he called me up and wanted me to pick up a piece of wood that I could cut to fit over one of the sinks.  I gave Dad the piece of wood and told him to measure and mark where he wanted the wood cut.  When I came over he handed me the piece of wood which was never really measured exactly he had just drawn an oval circle.  He said Tommy boy you can make it fit just do your best, which I did and it worked out just fine.  I don’t think he really used that sink cover, he just wanted to me to spend time with him and he knew that I was good with a saw.  

Looking back I always loved to play baseball, in little league brother Don & I were always on the same teams.  One year we were on a team called the braves, the next years we were on the phillies.  Don was the catcher, I pitched and played 1st base or in the outfield.  From time to time when I was pitching brother Don would end up with a sprained thumb.  He would always say that I was doing it on purpose, I told him if he learned to catch right he wouldn’t have those kind of problems.  We always played next to a field where there was tall grass, my hayfever would act up from time to time and Mom was always there to put eye drops in my eyes between innings so I could see to pitch.  Every chance Dad had he would try to make it to a game to watch us play.

I remember going to Uncle Pete’s and Aunt JoAnn’s cabin, we would always play baseball or softball on the make shift ball field.  Mom would pitch and Dad would catch or play any other position available.  Even though Mom could not run she would hit and have one of us kids run for her.  I believe that Mom could throw a baseball through a knot hole any time she wanted to.  Its was great fun with our Aunt, Uncle and Cousins.  We always went together on family campouts and outings with the Guthrie family.  One time while Don & I were playing catch we took out the windshield of our Aunt and Uncle’s car.  Don believed it was my fault, I told him if he learned to catch right things like this would never happen.  Our Aunt and Uncle were cool about the whole situation and they still went on outings with us.  

Dad was a great fan of baseball his favorite all time team was the New York Yankees, even though he loved the Seattle Mariners.  I remember when we went to a game at the King Dome and the Yankee’s were it town I bought him a Yankee baseball cap that he really loved to wear.  When you took Dad to a game it was never over until the last man was out no matter what inning it was.  As a youngster Dad played sandlot baseball in a field never on a real baseball diamond.  He always wanted us to have it better than he did and encouraged us to do our best in any sport we played. 

When Don and I were on the 3rd ward church softball team in Salt Lake City we needed another player.  We convinced Dad that he could still play the game, and Dad played second base with me in the outfield and brother Don behind the plate.  I still remember to this day my greatest hit, I drove a pitch over the left field fence clearing it easily.  They never did find the softball it landed way back in the field behind the ballpark.  It looked like a rocket leaving my bat and first appeared to be a mamoth home run, but the ball veared left of the foul pull by about a foot.  I was very disappointed until Dad said to me, Tommy boy just get a hit.  I don’t really remember whether I hit a single or a triple during that at bat or if we won the game, but what I do remember was Dad being there for me.

I remember after I graduated from High School and we moved to Ogden, Utah.  We lived just a short distance from the park which made it great, rather than finding a job right away I decided to play a little ball and not work.  I went down to the state employment office and put in my paper to draw unemployment after finding out I was eligible and could qualify because I had worked while I was going to high school..  Dad never said a word, and I guess he knew I would get a job as soon as I got bord just playing sports.  I met a girl by the name of Kay Whitely who was coach of the girls softball team.  She was not real good at softball but could play tennis very well.  I agreed to teach her softball if she would teach me how to play tennis.  I eventually became assistant coach of the girl’s church softball team.  What an ego trip, every time I played a church softball game a lot of the girls on the team came to watch me play.  When I hit a home run or made a good play you could hear cheers coming from the stands of my supporters.     

I learned from my Dad its not what position you play that matters just go out there and do your best. One summer I played on four different teams, I was a catcher for a fast pitch softball team at the Defense Depot.  I played left field and short stop on the church softball team, 1st base for Utah Noodle a slow pitch softball city league team and catcher for Country Kitchen a fast pitch softball city league team.  I learned it didn’t matter what position I played as long as you could get up to bat and do your best.  I have had many great games in which I hit multiple home runs and made good plays but the one  I remember most was having dad playing second base and telling me to get a hit and not to try and knock the cover of the ball.  

I remember my greatest play was when brother Don and I were in a slow pitch tournament playoff game in Salt Lake City.  Uncle Pete and Aunt JoAnn came to watch us play, I remember they put me in right field.  This wasn’t my first choice but being the team player that my parents had taught me to be I took my position.  During the game I long fly ball came my way, it looked like it was going to be over my head so I started to running as fast as I could and caught the ball.  Just as the ball hit my glove the runner on 3rd base tagged up and ran towards home plate. 

 I just remember a thought in my mind; Dad saying “Tommy boy you can get this guy.”  I threw the ball as hard as I could it looked at the time to me to be an impossible throw being so deep in right field.  I somehow make a perfect throw it looked like a bullet going straight into the catchers mit, the catcher caught the ball and tagged the runner out sliding into home.  I don’t remember what hits I made or if we even won the game, I just remember that Aunt JoAnn and Uncle Pete were there to support us.  Which meant more to me than any game, having my family there for Don and me.

I will always remember our family ball games everyone was on the team regardless of how well you could play.  The only requirement was to do your best and be a team player.

The game of baseball is similar to life. The one’s that have made it back to home base died before the age of accountability or have lived an exemplary life such as prophets. The rest of us struggle moving from one base to another, some try to do it by themselves which is very difficult. Others get help from others such as a hit in baseball to advance to the next base. The truth is you can’t make it by yourself, you need to work as a team to arrive at home base and return to our Father in Heaven…

Love, DAD
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