I would like to describe my Dad to you. He was a great man, a great father, and my best friend. I’d like to describe him by spelling his name for you. Though I am writing this, the “I”s to follow could just as easily be any of my brothers or sisters – or even Dad’s friends and neighbors.

F is for family. Family and the closeness of his children were a huge source of pride for Dad. He reveled in our accomplishments, and shared in our sorrows. He was always happy to point out the number of grandchildren he and my Mom had. Family was everything to Dad.

R is for religion. Dad was the best Catholic I have ever met. He retained linkage to his church through Men’s Clubs, ushering, choir, saying the Rosary, Perpetual Help devotions, Eucharistic Adorations, and his beloved retreats. He loved to be involved with the church, and wild stallions couldn’t keep him from Sunday Mass. I envy him his deep faith.

E is for eye, and Dad had a great eye. He was the family photographer, and chronicled our lives with his camera strung from his neck. Every gathering, every life event, every trip was committed to film. And his eye also took in great beauty in the world around him. He took marvelous shots of landscapes and clouds, and I challenge any photographic service to take better pictures than my Dad!

D is for Dad. He was the consummate father. Firm when necessary, but fair and gentle. Always caring. And, when promoted to the rank of Grandfather, he showed these same qualities to his grandchildren. Dad was always there when you needed him to babysit or to pick up the kids from school.

E is for enjoyment. Dad always found things to enjoy in life. Whether it was the church picnic, a family gathering, a church or work function, a credit union meeting, or the work-a-day grind, Dad always brought a sense of humor, and always found pleasurable facets in any activity or happening.

R is for reading. Dad read everything. He collected and consumed books as an addict collects and consumes drugs. And from his relentless pursuit of all types of literature came incredible knowledge. Dad had a beautiful mind that could take the information in those books and turn it to some practical use.

I is for industriousness. I never knew Dad to stand still, or let anything stand in his way. With six children to care for – Mom & Dad put us all through Catholic school – there was little money left for other things. Dad would do things himself. He sided the house, paneled, papered, tiled, and painted – not just our house, but his sister’s and his mother-in-law’s as well. He installed pools, finished his basement, replaced water heaters… Never did I know Dad to put off anything that could be accomplished now.

C is for caring. Dad cared deeply for all – even total strangers. I’ve known many instances where Dad would go out of his way for others. Most recently, I was told that Dad had welcomed an Arabic family to the neighborhood shortly after the 9-11 attacks. They were fearful because of the perpetrators of the attacks, but Dad went over to them and told them that they were one of us; that we knew they had nothing to do with what happened in New York. That family never forgot Dad’s kindness, and their children thought of my dad as their grandpa.

But that was simply how my Dad was wired. He could not bear to see someone in pain without doing whatever he could to relieve it.

K is for know-how. As I said earlier, my Dad did everything around the house himself. Fixing cars, installing garage doors, and that basement of his – how he solved problems with creating closet areas and door closures fascinate me to this day. Dad just knew how to do things, be it hanging a broken eaves trough at my house, or changing the starter on his car. Brickwork, electrical work, plumbing – my Dad could do it all. And, if he didn’t immediately see the solution, he knew where to read about it – and then he’d do it.

So there, by the letters, is my Dad, Frederick. God has taken him away from us, but, for those of us who know him; those who were blessed by his time here with us, he will live forever in our memories, and through all the things he has done through his life. I hope that I, and all Dad’s family and friends, learn from his life’s lessons and emulate him, for Dad had it right.

The world has lost a great man. Goodbye, Dad. I love you.

