                                 FATHERS

In this world that we live, we can see that young me have a very different view of fatherhood than I had when I a young man

When I was a small boy when my father said jump and I would say how high on the way up. 

When I used to hear the TV talk about E.F Hutton and how people listened when they spoke I’d think they were talking about my dad.

When my dad was growing up he outran a cop on a motorcycle and about a block from the house he shut the motorcycle down and pushed it home. When he got home there was the cop he’d outrun and he had a belt in his hand and told him to bend over the bike. When my grandfather saw what was happening, he asked what was going on, when the officer told him, he said when your done with that belt let me have it.

My grandfather was doing the right thing by disciplining my dad and likewise did my dad to me.

Now the word we use discipline comes from the word disciple, which means to teach; train. My grandfather taught my dad and my dad taught me and I taught my boys and my boys will teach theirs and so until Jesus comes back. 

I have to say however that even though my dad taught me my heavenly father is teaching me too. And he will be teaching me until I make heaven my home. 

Pro 4:1  Hear, ye children, the instruction of a father, and attend to know understanding. 

Pro 4:2  For I give you good doctrine, forsake ye not my law. 

Pro 4:3  For I was my father's son, tender and only beloved in the sight of my mother. 

Pro 4:4  He taught me also, and said unto me, Let thine heart retain my words: keep my commandments, and live. 
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Not only do we fathers have to teach our children but the children have a responsibility to but the children have to learn eph 6:1-4                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                            

This is a perfect example of our heavenly father
A father was watching his young son trying to dislodge a heavy stone.  The

boy couldn't budge it. "Are you sure you are using all your strength?" the

father asked. "Yes, I am," said the exasperated boy. "No, you are not," the

father replied. "You haven't asked me to help you."

This is a perfect example of one of the most important aspects of a relationship between a father and his children.

Fatherhood isn't brain surgery. I say this in defiance of the new

conventional wisdom that being a father is breathtakingly difficult, that it

creates tough dilemmas, and that fathers need a strategy for carrying out

their duties. I don't think so. Most men I know have an instinct for

fatherhood that is triggered the day their first child was born. They

instantly recognized the number one requirement of fatherhood: to be there.
—The New Republic

My dad also loved me.  I've known that from my earliest moments of

awareness.  I'm told that when I was a small child, perhaps three years of

age, we lived in a one-bedroom apartment. My little bed was located beside

the bed of my parents.  Dad said it was not uncommon during that time for

him to awaken at night and hear a little voice whispering, "Daddy?  Daddy?"

He would answer quietly, "What, Jimmy?" Then I would reply, "Hold my hand!"

My dad would reach across the darkness and grope for my little hand, finally

engulfing it in his.  He said the instant he encompassed my hand, my arm

would become limp and my breathing deep and regular.  I had gone back to

sleep.  You see, I only wanted to know that he was there!

—Dr. James Dobson, Straight Talk to Men and Their Wives

 

#2

While Dr. J. Wilbur Chapman was conducting a prayer meeting a man gave this

testimony: "I got off at the Pennsylvania depot as a homeless person, and

for a year I begged on the streets for a living. One day I touched a man on

the shoulder and said, 'Mister, please give me a dime.' As soon as I saw his

face, I recognized my father. 'Father, don't you know me?' I asked. Throwing

his arms around me, he cried, 'I have found you; all I have is yours.' Think

of it, that I, a homeless person, stood begging my own father for ten cents,

when for eighteen years he had been looking for me to give me all he was

worth!"

Perhaps you've seen the poster that pictures a dad and his seven- or

eight-year-old son in an old rowboat on a little lake.  It's early in the

morning, there's a faint mist still on the lake, and the father and son are

sitting there, quiet and still.  They're each holding little bamboo fishing

poles, and the two corks attached to their lines are floating motionless on

the placid water.  Underneath the picture are two words: "Take Time."

 

