
A Fqther's Doy Tribute
My fother wore spots ond o groy Fedoro, not oll the
time mind you, but for special occosions . He was very
hondsome.People soid he looked like Clork Gable.He
hod o mustoche, he wos toll ond hod q certoin chorm,
ond o wonderful sense of humor.

He hod mony trophies ond medols. Severol for skiing
qnd skijumping, speed skoting ,Socce?, Ping Pong,

Tennis, Bridge ond Golf . The lost trophy he won was in

his lote 60's. It wos the Apowomis Golf Club trophy. He

won it three times over the yeors. The rule wos thot if
you won iI three times the silver trophy wos yours to
keep. For mony yeqrs we kepl it on the montle, now my

mother hos it in her Chino cobinet.
He ployed the mondolin. He donced theViennesewaltz
with me. When we donced \felt just like Cinderello ot
the poloce boll. He loved oll sports; he really should
hove hod two sons rother thon two doughters.
I remember when he took me to Mocy's ond bought me

skis. There wos o lot more snow in Norwoy thon in
Oqklond, New Jersey, but he hod plons ond high hopes

f or me. He tolked to me obout the Olympics ond how

with proctice f could be o chompion.



There wos that Christmos when oll the girls were
getling figure skotes, oll except me thot is. f opened
the box ond there wos o poir of rocing skates. You know
the kind, the ones with the long blode out in front.He
took me out on the bi9 pond in our bockyord ond tought
me how to speed skote. He showed me how to leon
forword, honds closped behind my bock ond go like the
wind. Thot wos such fun. f remember how proud he wos
when I picked up speed.

I hove q wonderful memory of he ond f skoting cross
honds gliding ocross our frozen pond. You con just
imogine how wonderful I felt.
When I wos oteenoger he built o cement tennis court
in our bockyord. He tought me the gome. He tought me
so well thot I beot oll the boys in my high school's
tennis club.
My fother wos born in Norwoy qnd left when he wos
just 16. He went to seo. Norwoy hod the second largest
Nory in the world ot thot time. His plon wos to travel
the world endrng up in Americo.
When f wos older he took me bock "home" os he colled
it. Proudly showing mewherehelived,where he went to
school ond where he skied. Norwoy is such o beoutiful
country I couldn't help but wonder why he ever left.



When f osked him he told me thot of oll his subjects in
school he loved Americon History best of oll. Whot
could be more exciting to o young boy thon cowboys ond

Indions?
Rumor olso hod it thot in Americo the streets were
lined with gold.. He just hod to come.

How could you not love o mon thot held you when you

cried, ployed the mondolin for you. Tought you how to
ski ond to skote cross honds? And on occosion would
donce theViennesewoltz with you.

Every now ond then if I close my eyes f con still see
him in his spots ond groy Fedoro.
Doddy died in L978, and every now ond then f think of
him, qnd when I do I miss him so.
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