A Tribute to Dad!

March 3, 2001

To my children & grandchildren,

One year ago today (March 3, 2000) at 11.48pm, My Father your Grandfather and dear friend who I love very much left this mortal existence and moved on to the spirit world.  Arriving there he joined My Mother, your Grandmother my dear friend who I love very much.  Now once again my parents joined their parents, grandparents, and other relatives who have passed on before are reunited in the spirit world.

I like Nephi of old was born of goodly parents.  It was the hardest thing that I have ever done, to give my father a blessing and tell him it was ok to go and leave his mortal body and move on in his eternal progression.

I know with assurety that my Parents and Grandparents along with other worthy relatives are teaching the gospel to other family members and others in the spirit world.     

I chose as did my brother’s and sister’s in the pre-existence Don & Laura Baker as our earthly mother and father.  It was not by coincidence that Dad survived more than 20 bombing missions as a belly gunner aboard a B-17 Bomber during World War II, during his last mission (a bombing raid) he was seriously wounded by machine gun bullets to his hands.  He finished his wartime service as an armorer.

To Dad everyone was family and always welcome, a hug or a handshake became his trademark.  Dad always treated his friends as extended family and you knew that he cared.  Dad’s greatest possessions were his children, grandchildren, and great grandchildren.  He would call me and ask if I would do something for him that seemed at the time was of little importance, but being brought up right I would do as he asked.  As I have stopped many times thinking back, all he really wanted was to spend time with me.  The things that I have missed the most besides the big hugs and telling me that he loved me was talking to him on my cell phone while I was driving.

Our life on this Earth is very short and I know that the veil between here and the spirit world is very thin at times.  At times it seems as though

 Dad is talking to me saying “Tommy Boy” do it this way.  If someone would have said to me on Monday, March 6th of the same year that I would be standing with My Brother Don for the last time in this life while he blessed Dad’s grave.  I would have told them they were crazy.

Less than two weeks later my brother Don had a massive heart attack and also died.  Don never served a mission for the church in this life, but now is serving one in the spirit world.  My brother did as he was taught, as all of us were by Dad and Mom, to tell the truth and be honest in all our dealings with your fellow men.  Don saw his work as a journalist as a battle between good and evil.  Those who knew Don well said he was as successful as any human being can be at separating his deeply held religious beliefs from his work as a reporter.  One of the speakers at his funeral noted that he’d seen Don get mad when he learned that a church official was abusing his position of trust to keep a story out of the newspaper.  There was never a doubt that Don was on the side of good.

We were always taught by our parents the most valuable possession in life are those that cannot be bought for money and that people always mean more than things.   The next great principle is to always stay together as a family no matter what even in the toughest of times.  Today

aunt Marilyn and uncle Joe & I were mentioning that its hard to believe that a year has passed.  When we talk it’s very easy to remember the good times and what great fun Dad was to have around.  This morning I was reading a letter that I wrote to Dad on June 21,1999.  I wanted to let him know how much I love and appreciated him.  I wanted to thank him for all the things he has done for my children.  He needed to know that all the kids admired and had great respect for him.  I told him that I had a lot of fond memories of when I was young and the fun things we did as a family.  But, most of all the times we worked and played together side by side.  I remembered putting in a lawn for John Kneeliman, shoveling snow together in the early morning on the east bench of Salt Lake City for Sam Keiser before he went to work his regular job.  Having Dad play second base on a church ball team with Don & I and the great fun we had.  The fun deer hunting trips we went on, especially the first time I shot a deer and was lost dragging the deer yelling for Dad.  He found me and helped back to camp.  I wanted to thank him for always supporting me in whatever I have done.  This great man will be really missed until I reunite with him and mom along with brother Don and the rest of the family who have left this mortal existence.

Love Eternally, Dad “Grandpa”

John 17:3  “And this is life eternal, that they might know thee the only true God, and Jesus Christ, whom thou hast sent.”

