CHAPTER 1:
Meet My Family
Psalm 127
Children are indeed a heritage from the LORD, and the fruit of the womb is His
reward. Like arrows in the hand of a warrior, so are children born in one’s youth.
Blessed is the man whose quiver is full of them.
Mom was the stable spiritual influence on each of us. She held the troop
together. She had to bind up our wounds, and more often than not, to pray us
through sicknesses, accidents, and the crises of life. Mom was the prayer warrior
sitting in her favorite rocking chair every morning with her Bible and prayer list as
she interceded on our behalf. Mom grew up in a non-Christian home with a lot of
dysfunction. I didn’t realize how bad it was until late in her life my mom told
frightening stories of her home life. We are so glad that mom did not drag those
dysfunctions into her home. God knows we all had enough dysfunction of our
own. I thank God over and over that mom came to know Jesus as her Savior and
brought us up in the nurture and admonition of the Lord.
Dad was the hard working absentee father much of the time. Mostly I remember
dad sitting in his chair behind a newspaper. He read it every day, cover to cover.
Dad came to know the Lord early in my life. I have vague memories of dad
carrying cigarettes rolled up in his t-shirt sleeves. He would go to church with
mom but would get out quickly for a smoke with some of the other smokers
outside the church. I remember the day dad got saved. He had hightailed it out
of the church as soon as the last verse of the closing song was sung. The pastor
pursued dad outside the church and asked him if he didn’t think it was time to ask
Christ into his life. Dad followed him back into the church and knelt at the altar to
receive Christ.
In many ways my dad carried the scars of his previous life that often interfered
with him showing affection. I never knew my dad to say, “I love you.” He didn’t
know how. He was not a touchy-feely kind of person. Dad had an explosive
temper. He was a Jekyll and Hyde father, alternating between spiritual on
Sundays to a carnal angry man on weekdays. Dad would have been called a
“son of thunder” as Jesus nicknamed James and John. He grew up in a large
family and was probably happy to go to work each day to escape the chaos in
our home.
My Siblings

I grew up in a family with six children. I was the third child born into this family.
As I look back on those days growing up together I thank God that He put me in
a good family with four brothers and a sister. We had a lot of fun, many
adventures, frequent mishaps, hilarious events, and bad things we did. But we
were a pretty happy lot, at least that is what our spouses and children think when
we get together and start to reminisce. Our stories provide lots of laughter and
we have often heard our children say, “You ought to write these stories down.”
Norma, the eldest and our only sister was the know-it-all big sister. She had her
own room, unlike the rest of us. We boys shared one room and later in our
teens, two or three to a room. Norma was our big sister. We looked up to her
vast sum of wisdom in our early years. She taught us how to play baseball and
instructed us in the sciences. Once as we lay on the grass contemplating the
skies my brother asked her where thunder came from. Norma responded, as any
big sister would, that thunder was clouds bumping together. I remember that
because my brother David’s teacher asked his class if they knew what caused
thunder. David quickly raised his hand and said, “I know! It’s clouds bumping
together!”
David was a year and ten days older than me. He was the loud mouth, talkative,
“say-whatever-comes-into-your-head” big brother. I remember mom and dad
asking him if he ever thought before he spoke. To me it seemed that whatever he
was thinking came directly out of his mouth with no filter. Dave was held back a
grade in school because of missing much of the year with pneumonia. Being only
a year apart in age put me in the same grade as David, to his eternal chagrin.
Dick, that’s me, the quiet, shy, quick tempered middle child, who always felt
cheated. I wore hand-me downs from my bother David when he outgrew his
clothes. My other siblings inherited my cast off clothes when I outgrew them,
which wasn’t often, because I was short and my clothes fit longer than normal.
Mike, the next in line, was the handsome cunning, sneaky cheat. He was two
years younger than me. Mike didn’t look like the rest of us. He had dark hair and
a Roman nose. I say he was a cheat because he could trade almost anything for
something better. One day he came home from school with a transistor radio,
which back then was a big deal. When my parents asked where he got it he
responded that he traded it for a fountain pen.
Tom was born a couple of years after Mike. He was the runt of the litter. He
became the comedian and goofball brother. He says he developed his sense of
humor because he was picked on by the bigger boys at school. One day they
even held him by his ankles dangling perilously over the school staircase. His
one defense was to joke about it and make everyone laugh. When Tommy was

just about two years old I remember coming into the living room and seeing my
dad holding him on his lap in the rocking chair. I clearly remember it because it
stopped me in my tracks. I remember thinking I had never been held by my dad
like that and it made me jealous.
Steve, being the youngest, was born out of time, maybe he was an accident. I
remember being in the car when my dad picked him and mom up from the
hospital. He was a scaly looking kid. It looked like his skin was peeling off. Steve
became the spoiled brat of the brood. I’m sure we picked on him a lot so he had
to develop defense mechanisms to survive in our tribe. As a teenager (the rest of
us were out of the home by then) he would disconnect the odometer in dad’s new
Volkswagen Beetle and cruise around while dad was sleeping from working
midnights. Dad got so frustrated at the poor gas mileage he was getting that he
traded in the VW for another car. Only much later did he learn what Steve had
done.
We were all different. Each came under the same household, same parents and
disciplines but each of us uniquely different. I am sure each has their own flavor
of memories of the events that I tell.
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