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Honoring Fathers

Ed Dunn

Every good and perfect gift is
from above, coming down from
the Father of the heavenly
lights, who does not change.

—James 1:17

It is easier for a father to
have children than for children
to have a real father.

—Pope John XXIII

By the time a man realizes
that maybe his father was right,
he usually has a son who thinks
heis wrong.

—Charles Wadsworth

he history of honoring our
I fathers is not a new idea.

Many ancient cultures
held traditions that celebrated
fathers, and father figures,
throughout time. Archaeologists
in ancient Babylon have
uncovered clay tablets (dating
back as far as 4,000 years)

traditions began. Our celebration
of Father’s Day originated in the
United States in the early 20th
century.

The first known Father’s Day
was observed in 1908 in Fairmont,
West Virginia. A service was held,
organized by the Fairmont
community, to honor 362 men
who had died in a tragic mining
accident. Two years later, in
Spokane, Washington, the special
day gained more momentum by
honoring Stuart Dodd, a local
man who had raised six children
as a single parent after his wife
had passed away. Churches, civic
groups and government officials
recognized Dodd’s paternal efforts
through difficult circumstances
and set aside the date of June 19th
(1910) to honor him. In the 1940s,
The National Father’s Day
Committee was founded in New
York City. The founding of such a

Richard Nixon signed that
proclamation into law.

Father’s Day is now celebrated
around the world. Although
celebrated on different dates, and
in different ways, the intention of
honoring our fathers holds true
in each country. Father’s Day has
become more than just a day of
gifts and cards. The day is often
celebrated with festive events,
charity fundraisers and
meaningful community
gatherings. In the United
Kingdom and Canada, Father’s
Day focuses on the importance of
time spent in family gatherings.
In Australia and New Zealand,
celebrated on the first Sunday in
September, Father’s Day is timed
to coincide with the beginning of
the season of Spring. German
traditions highlight a festive day
of hiking and feasting. And, in
Thailand, Father’s Day is held on

inscribed by December Sth, the
children who . birthday of and
el A good father is one of the most unsung, |-,
good health and unpraised, unnoticed, and yet one of the [EELERICIBIEES
long life. From the luabl . . king.

times of the Middle most valuable assets In our society. Around the
Ages, many —Bil ly Graham world, as it is
European countries celebrated today,
and cultures have celebrated the  national committee gave the Father’s Day goes beyond

importance of fatherhood on St.
Joseph’s Day (March 19th),
honoring Joseph, who raised Jesus
as an earthly father. Our more
recent Father’s Day traditions
have picked up where the ancient

relatively new holiday broader
exposure and credibility. In 1966,
President Lyndon B. Johnson
issued a proclamation
designating the third Sunday in

June as Father’s Day, and in 1972,

traditional fatherhood. It honors
stepdads, grandfathers, mentors,
coaches and community leaders
who provide care and guidance
within their respective
communities. Father’s Day
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encourages families and
communities to focus on
our connection with loved
ones. The day offers a special
time to remember and
reflect upon the good
impact the men in our lives
can provide.

Honoring our fathers and
celebrating Father’s Day has
held a special place in my
life. My grandfather on my
mother’s side, Robert, raised
three children while serving
as a hospital chaplain and
pastor for over forty years.
He helped countless New
Yorkers who suffered from
all manner of accidents and
health challenges in the
hospital in which he
worked. He comforted with
prayer, reminded with
Scripture and held the
hands of those passing away.
His focus was always on
Christ.  remember fondly
our family visits to his
home, and the
opportunities we made to
celebrate him as often as
we could.

My father, Edward (senior), raised five children
while serving his church congregation as an elder
for nearly three decades. My father gave monthly
sermons, counseled the membership and helped to
plan and organize local church activities. He led the
choir, participated in speech clubs and supported his
children in all of our youth group activities. His
focus was always on his family. As his family, we love
to gather and celebrate our father as often as we can
all make it back.

The men on our team here at Plain Truth
Ministries are well-versed in all things fatherhood.
We are honored to teach, counsel, encourage and
share our faith together in Christ Jesus with all of
you, our friends and partners. Our work together in
this ministry is a joy, not a job. We love being fathers
to our children, although most of our children have
grown up and have families of their own. We
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celebrate each other as fathers, close friends and
members of a deeply committed team.

I have the honor of being both a father and a
stepfather, as [ have written about previously. In
both roles, the opportunities to coach, mentor,
guide and befriend provide a rich mixture of ways to
care and connect. Although the old joke that fathers
carry photos where their money used to be, may
indeed be true, those photos, those memories and
shared moments, are the true gift. ] am honored to
father. Of all aspects of my life, this honor gives me
the greatest joy.

Our heavenly Father has given us so many good
and perfect gifts—gifts that encourage and touch us
deeply. Our heavenly Father has given us the gift of
Christ Jesus in us; the gift of his indwelling and
transforming power in our lives. Our heavenly
Father has given us the gift of community and



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

Death, Dust & Dirt

MEMORIES OF MY FATHER
Dad took advantage of gaining a college education, becoming

el !

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

CWRm



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
face 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.

I 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.

: '.OI'_.et'Cérr_'lete'.ry. A
. Kalamazoo, Michigan
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From Good
to Grace
Brad Jersak

e have no biblical record of when
or how Joseph, Jesus’ legal father,
passed away. We know from the

Bible that he was present for his Jesus’ birth, his
dedication at the temple, and again when Jesus
went missing briefly at the age of twelve. The
Gospels recall him as a tradesman, but he is
noticeably missing throughout Jesus’
ministry—absent from the wedding at Cana
through to Jesus’ crucifixion. Had Joseph been
alive, he would have been responsible to take
charge of Jesus’ body at his death and burial. So
we are reasonably sure he had gone home to
the heavenly Father by the time Jesus was
baptized.

Ancient tradition, including The Infancy
Gospel of James (2nd century), suggests Joseph
was an older widower with previous children,
charged with caring for Mary (much younger)
after she served in the temple as a child (similar
to Samuel). Such non-canonical stories are
tascinating efforts to fill gaps in the Gospel
records. Other early accounts say Joseph died
peacefully in the arms of Mary and Jesus, an
event that has inspired many works of art.

Matthew 1:19 describes “Noble Joseph” as a
“righteous” or “just” man, who saved the life of
Mary (from stoning) and Jesus (from Herod).

[ would suggest that ultimately, Joseph’s
righteousness was reckoned by the grace of
God through faith in his Lord and stepson,
Jesus Christ. Rather than the slogan “good to
great,” | see Joseph as an example of growing
from good to grace.

My own father, Lloyd Jersak, was also, by
most accounts, a good and noble man. He
passed away in 2023. I had the privilege of
speaking at his funeral—a celebration of life
attended by many grateful community
members.

I believe that like Joseph, my father was
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righteous, not because his life story had no blemishes or
“sin-stains.” He knew all too well not to count on salvation
through his personal goodness. Rather, he relied on the
faithfulness of Christ to lead him from good to grace. In fact,
he had deeply internalized his favorite hymn, “Amazing
Grace,” and loved to play it on his baritone horn to anyone
who would listen—to farmers in their fields, to unhoused
people in the inner city, to seniors in hospice care and in
town squares throughout Manitoba. It is likely that he
practiced or performed that song 10,000 times!

Why? Because he knew that when it comes to being just
or noble or righteous, one’s reputation in the church or the
community could never wash away the shame of his
shadow side. Dad Jersak’s great hope was in Christ, taking
his hand and raising him up from good to grace.

When Dad passed away, like Joseph, he was surrounded
by loved ones. My brother Rodney, his wife Elisa, and their
three daughters held his hand, and ushered him into glory
with “Amazing Grace” and Psalm 23—his final stretch
home from good to grace. Q

Bradley Jersak is the pastoral scholar at CWR /PTM.
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Coming soon from CWRpress

Letters from a trusted friend are keepsakes, reminding us
that companions on our journey home are gifts of God’s

grace.
The Christian pilgrimage through this life features the Letters to My Friends
challenges of time, distance and endless obstacles. At Vol. IT ~ Grace Along the Way

times, we endure fatigue and loneliness, and it is then
that we come to value friends and partners who offer
words of encouragement and urge us forward.

Greg Albrecht is a ‘Barnabas’ (Son of Encouragement)
who has been a familiar and faithful guide en route. In
this second volume of Greg’s “Letters to My Friends,” his
constant invitation to grace is just what the Great
Physician prescribes for these fraught times. Readers will
find comfort in his and their long road following Jesus.

Greg Albrecht

To order books from CWRpress, visit our book
page at www.ptm.org/books

or call us at 1-800-309-4466
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