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Amid the many days which are observed in this nation one which does not enjoy an 

excessive or notable amount of attention is “Father’s Day.”  I am not acquainted with its origin 

nor greatly concerned about its purpose.  It rather appears that it owes its continued existence and 

observance to the haberdashery shops and places which sell things which are of special interest 

to men.  It seems to afford a good excuse and reason for the loving daughter or wife to bestow 

upon the head of the family a goodly supply of sox, shirts, ties and various other accessories.  It 

is not without reason that our church scarcely notices this and many other such “days” for the 

primary reason for their existence is altogether too evident.  Neither is it our intention to use this 

means to popularize this day.  However, I do believe that there are some things which may be 

mentioned and a poignant observation which may be made and it is an observation which will 

afford but scant comfort and popularity to the propagators of this day. 

Father’s Day?  Yes, and for many it has been especially significant.  Many are the fathers 

who in the past few weeks have had their hearts gladdened by the news that their sons have been 

liberated from the prison camps of a foreign land.  Some have already embraced them and 

enjoyed the reunion as only a father can.  Banished have been their fears and anxieties and the 

disquieting doubts when the weeks dragged by without word concerning their beloved sons.  For 

them it has been a joyous and thrilling day. 

Father’s Day?  Yes, indeed!  For sons, who were not only sons but also young fathers, 

have returned and been united with wife and family and have gazed upon children, their sons and 

daughters, some for the very first time!  Awkwardly, perhaps, they have for the first time held 

their children in their arms and proudly noticed a reflection of their image in the face of that 

babe.  Daily they are learning the mysteries of baby care and its related subjects.  For them, too, 

it has been a Father’s day in a very special way. 

Father’s day?  No, not in the same sense for some.  It is also well for those who rejoice in 

these pleasant reunions to pause and soberly reflect upon the lot of those fathers who cannot look 

forward to that joyful reunion with their sons.  Fathers whose hearts have been made heavy by 

the most dreaded of all governmental notification.  For them the proclamation of a “Father’s 

Day” is only a reopening of the painful wound which they have suffered and a sorrowful 

reflection upon memories of laughing boys at play, sturdy sons who in the vigor of youth 

marched off to war and have been slain in mortal combat. 

Father’s day?  Not for sons who are also young fathers but who have not been able to be 

reunited with that young wife and babe.  Some have been transferred to another area of activity 

to aid their comrades in their march toward another capital city of the world.  And, to them the 

sound of the words “father’s day” is a bitter mockery, a frustration of dreams which they 

dreamed during those seemingly endless days of toil, sweat, blood and tears.  Father’s day?  A 

nameless fear gnaws at their vitals and they wonder if they shall live to see that day when the 

awful business is ended. 

Father’s day?  There it is, my friends, in its practical reality as we live and see it from day 

to day.  There it is as we experience it as creatures of time.  There it is with all its hopes and 

fears.  There it is in its joy and sorrow.  And yet is that it?  That?  That finite, that paradoxical, 

that seemingly inconsistent happy and unhappy observation? 
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