communion and with himself,
his Son and the Holy Spirit. We
honor our heavenly Father for
these rich spiritual gifts; We
honor our heavenly father for his
magnificent grace.

We celebrate as we share these
gifts with each other and with
the world around us.

The historical evolution and
modern-day celebration of
Father’s Day the world over gives
us time to remember and reflect.
Billy Graham’s thought that a
good father is one of the most
unsung, unpraised, unnoticed,
and yet one of the most valuable
assets in our society holds so
much truth. Although we know
that not all fathers are good
fathers, we honor and celebrate
those who, as Christ-followers, do
their best.

Many of you, our friends and
partners, are fathers, grandfathers,
stepfathers and mentors to the
people in your lives. We honor
you for the loving roles you play.
As the men of Plain Truth
Ministries, we play those same
roles. We know the time, energy,
care and resources being a father,
or father-figure, can require. We
celebrate you. From all of us to all
of you, Happy Father’s Day! Q

Ed Dunn is Vice President of
PTM and serves as an associate
editor of CWR/PTM.

See what love the Father
has given us, that we
should be called children

of God, and that is what
we are.

—1 John 3:1

Ken Williams
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LIFE: Death, Dust & Dirt

MEMORIES OF MY FATHER

ad took advantage of gaining a college education, becoming
the first in our family line as far back as the 18th century to do

so. He graduated with an associate’s degree from the Iberia
Academy and Junior College in Missouri. He excelled in advanced
calculus and accounting. He taught mathematics and became an
accountant. He prospered and saved his money during the 1920s. He
had plans.

Toward the end of the 1920s he bought a cattle ranch near Liberty,
Kansas. The Great Depression destroyed businesses, but not the Black
Angus cattle ranch, which provided food and remained profitable. The
Great Influenza pandemic turned his plans to dust, but he survived.
The Great Depression didn’t hinder his plans but then came the Great
Dust Bowl that blew his ranch away.

He and his cattle nearly starved to death. He paid people in Texas to
accept his herd and paid for shipping freight. He paid the shipping fees
as well. Dad put the wellbeing of these animals ahead of his own needs.
He was 6’ 2” and weighed only 135 1bs. He was starving to death. He
moved his parents and siblings to California where there was work.

The third “Great” left him penniless and starving, but not to death
and dust. Dad was not a church-going man but trusted God. He didn’t
ask, “where is God in all this?” and he didn’t succumb to self-pity. At
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age thirty-eight he started
focusing on his dream of owning
some dirt and owning his own
business. California had jobs and
he went to work cleaning sewers,
salvaging the fatty materials for
soap and processing castor beans
to make castor oil. He and his
family were sheltered and
received their daily bread with
gratitude. More well laid plans
and dust followed.

WORLD WAR 2

When World War 2 started, my
tather found work in the San
Pedro shipyards in Long Beach,
Southern California. He advanced
to become superintendent of a
crew of fellow shipbuilders and
saved his money. He met and
married my mother, and in 1943
had twin boys, Johnnie and Joel.
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They died soon after birth and
my parents buried them in a
Bellflower, California cemetery—
dirt and dust.

Mom expressed her feelings
openly. She was creative, musical,
poetic and alternately given to
outward expressions of her anger.
She entered a prolonged,
damaging depression. Dad kept
his feelings to himself. His poker
face gave him an advantage in
poker but not in marriage. He
stuffed his grief. Mom and Dad
withdrew from one another, and
this ultimately ended their
marriage.

I was born March 14, 1945, at
the end of World War 2. Dad’s
shipyard employment ended, and
he used his savings account to
buy a used car business.
Returning WW2 veterans
increased the demand for the car
market. The “boom and bust”
nature of this business led to
congressional intervention and
turned dad’s used car lot into dust
by late 1940s or early 1950s. Broke
and unemployed, he took a job
driving a laundry truck serving
hotels in and around Pasadena,
California. He accepted a
superintendent’s position at one
of eleven Dry Kiln businesses in
Los Angeles. They all closed in
following years - his was the last
to close. Again, more dust and
dirt.

WHAT | LEARNED
FROM MY FATHER

Dad died April 17, 1982. His body
was buried in the dirt, has
returned to the dust he came
from, and his bones are resting in
his grave in the Mt. Olivet
Cemetery in Kalamazoo,
Michigan. Shortly before he died,

he predicted he would die soon
after he turned 82, like his
parents before him. I heard him
but I was reluctant to let him go.
[ reminded him that Nancy was
pregnant, and his youngest
grandchild would be born in four
months. He was confident,
sensing Jesus’ gift of peace but
assured me he would die before
this grandson would breathe his
breath of life.

[ asked Dad why he thought
our third child was going to be a
boy. This was 1982 and we didn't
know the gender of our child. He
said, “You will see, Kenny.” I
replied, “Dad, you're a
mathematician and decent
gambler, the odds are 50/50 here.”
He replied, “Nancy’s child is a
boy! You will see.” Michael
Edward Williams was born
August 13,1982. Did Jesus tell him
these things? I don’t know but
Dad was not worried or afraid,
and he was right!

DAD & ME AT
SANTA ANITA

Dad’s college major in advanced
calculus opened the doors for
employment as an accountant, a
math teacher, a short-term
politician in his community in
Kansas, and a gambler. He was an
entrepreneur and played the odds
in creating businesses. His poker
tace and knowledge of the odds
enabled him to win at the poker
table. He also made a little money
at the Santa Anita racetrack in
Arcadia, California. He studied
the Los Angeles Times weekly
reviews of winning jockeys and
horses.

[ was nine or ten when I tagged
along with Dad, visiting the
beautiful Santa Anita racetrack.



We visited the stalls where the air
was heavy with horse manure
and hay. This was an environment
I learned to love. Highly spirited,
well-groomed horses were
fascinating. The jockey’s colorful
costumes, the royal regalia of
various people such as the bugler
with his elongated brass horn,
the wealthy owners of the
thoroughbreds dressed as royals,
all fascinated me.

Dad was dressed in khakis and
his work boots. I wore my Levis
and T-shirt. We stood by the
fence while all the elevated, box-
seat-people sat behind us with
our fellow commoners. Neither
of us cared. Dad won enough to
cover the day’s expenses,
including the aromatic hot dogs
covered with relish, onions and
mustard, and, of course, the ice-
cream cones. We enjoyed these
outings and that’s all that
mattered.

WORKING WITH THE DIRT

During the 18th and 19th
centuries the Williams family

survived by working in the dirt as
common laborers and small-farm
owners. Dad grew up with this.
He loved the dirt, and he loved
animals. He had a dream of
owning some dirt and his own
farm. During the Roaring 20s he
earned an associate’s degree at a
Junior College, worked hard and
saved his money. In the late 1920s
he invested his savings of
$16,000.00 in a cattle ranch near
Liberty, Kansas.

When I was nine or ten, Dad
told me about his best friend, a
German Shepherd. They lived

next to a farmer that raised sheep.

One day his neighbor came to
Dad and accused Dad’s dog of
killing one of his sheep. Both
men were working long hours to
provide for their animals and had
little time to investigate the
allegation. Dad defended his dog,
but his neighbor insisted that the
dog could not be trusted after
tasting blood.

Dad gave his neighbor the
benefit of the doubt and
reluctantly shot his dog.

Indignantly, | interrupted my
dad’s story and asked him why he
didn't just tie the dog up. Dad
said he couldn’t guarantee that
his dog would not get loose and
kill another animal. What Dad
told me next broke both our
hearts. Two days after shooting
his dog, Dad’s neighbor reported
another sheep was killed, and
they spotted the wolf that did it.
My child’s mind and heart were
too wounded to see my poker-
faced father’s sorrow—nhis love for
his dog.

[ have kept these memories,
but only now that I'm elderly I
see my father for the man God
made him to be. I learned so
much from my father and I have
SO many memories.

Perhaps the perspective of life
as death, dust and dirt
summarized all my memories
and lessons learned. Q

Ken and Nancy Williams served
for some 25 years in pastoral
ministry, then another 20 years
mentoring pastors.
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