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Our footsteps echoed quietly through the waiting room and on to the elevator. There was 

no need to ask for directions; we had gone this way many times before. The sights and sounds 

were all too familiar. The elevator carried us up to the 6th floor and we quickly found Dad’s 

room. The antiseptic odors spilled out into the hallway and the beeping of the ever-present heart 

machine greeted us at the door. Family members were sitting and standing in various areas of the 

room and the usual, “How ya doings,” were quickly dispensed with. Dad was glad to see us, 

almost relieved. Our drive to the hospital was approximately 100 miles, and we didn’t get there 

as often as we would have liked. 

Stepping closer to the bed, I realized this was not what I expected to see. His white-

grayish skin against the white sheets and the outline of only bones beneath the covers, almost 

took my breath away. It took me some time to find words to say what I was feeling. He had been 

my Dad for some 49 years, and it was hard to see him this way. He had always been there for us 

seven children and I could see that he wouldn’t be with us much longer. 

“It’s hard to see you this way,” I muttered through my tears. And then I added, “I love 

you Dad.” Dad answered me with words that took me by surprise; words that I knew all my life 

to be true, but had never heard him say. 

“I love you too,” he replied, his voice weak, “We love all you kids.” 

Memories flooded through my mind, as I reflected on our conversation. Why had he 

waited until he was on his deathbed to say what he felt? I had never thought about it too much 

while growing up and I don’t think it ever bothered me. But I knew that he loved me. I knew 

because I experienced that love every day that I was his daughter. My six brothers and sisters 

knew it, too. They had shared experiences with me that told me that. We knew, because his 

whole life, and everything he did, reflected what he believed. He was our Dad, and his calling as 

our Dad was his first priority in life. 

His strong spiritual beliefs dictated everything he did, from the way he raised us kids, to 

the way he did his job. Church attendance, twice a Sunday, was a part of our lives that we never 

questioned. Catechism lessons, which were memorized word for word, were considered no less 

important than school work. 

Compromise was not part of Dad’s personality. When the union was voted in at the 

factory where Dad worked, he refused to join. He believed that union membership was rebellion 

against authority, and his answer would remain the same even if it would cost him his job. His 

uncompromising spiritual strength always seemed unshakable. 

His quiet strength and patient ways had a way of keeping order in a household of seven 

children. Dad did not argue. Dad spoke. His sense of right and wrong was never watered down, 

or put to one side, for any reason. It was always front and center. I remember all too well the 

time I copied some schoolwork from a girlfriend. His way of seeing through me, and the look in 

his eyes to tell me he did, was a discipline problem taken care of, without raising his voice, or his 

hand. 

His dedication to his family was always evident, but even more so, when one of us was 

sick. I recall the incident of my younger sister being very ill. We all knew how sick she was, 

simply by the worried look on Dad’s face. After gathering the family around the supper table, all 

my Dad could do was cry, instead of eat. His concern and patience left no question in our minds, 



that this was a father who cared very deeply about each and every child that he had been given to 

bring up to be responsible and caring adults. 

We lived by the words, “It’s for your own good.” This was always his final “edict” to 

anything that we had to have permission for, which was just about everything. It was on this 

simple theory that we obeyed him. I am sure that it took some time and many years of growing 

up to accept this as his way of showing love for us. But there was something in his way of telling 

us, even then, that we knew this to be true. 

As I stand by his bed, I think of all the weeks and months of Dad’s final years that have 

been spent in hospitals. I look at the machinery and I.V. bottles that are attached to his worn-out 

body and realize that I can’t begin to count the operations, blood transfusions, and other medical 

procedures that he had to endure. He had accepted the pain and suffering with more grace than 

any of his kids did for him. Visits to this hospital and many others, have become a way of life, 

for the whole family. Dad was always glad to see us and was quick to inquire about one of the 

grandchildren, or a sick acquaintance that he might have been concerned about. This was Dad’s 

way. His way of showing that he would be concerned with his family, as long as he could be 

with us. 

Within minutes of our conversation, Dad passed away. I will always remember our 

conversation, but I will remember even more his life of dedication and love that he gave to his 

family. His life spoke volumes. Volumes of love that were there for all of us to see every day, 

anytime that one of us needed confirmation and assurance, that he truly did love us. 
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