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wealth of information I can deduct 
from my father during the course of a 
typical conversation would astound 
even the most astute of information 
gatherers.   
 
In fact, when I had to leave Sydney in 
my parent’s care for a few weeks dur-
ing our Northern Conference and the 
National Conference that followed, I 
would call home to find out the status 
of my daughter’s well-being at reason-
able intervals of thirty seconds or so.  
Understandable I thought. 
 
When I got my Mom on the phone I 
heard all about Sydney’s activities of 

the day including how 
many times she rolled 

over and the size, 
shape and color of 

anything that had 
landed in her diaper 

since the last time 
we talked.  When 
my Dad an-

swered, I got “She’s 
fine.  She’s around here 

somewhere.”    
 

I think he has just learned the hard 
way not to express himself in our fam-
ily—cause if you mess up, your gettin’ 
called on it.   The one time my Dad 

(Continued on page 25) 

It wasn’t hard to tell that under his 
gruff exterior and the intermittent 
noises that constituted his half of 
the conversation, he was actually 
wondering if he should get her a 
pair of tights with ruffles on the 
butt or if that was so last season.  

Yeah.  He was 
pumped. He would 
never admit that 
out loud, but the 
cues were there. 
 
That’s the thing 
about the “strong 
silent” men in our 
f ami ly —desp i t e 

their lack of conversational skills, 
they are always wanting to recon-
nect on a deep personal level with 
their loved ones—you just gotta 
know what to look for. 
 
For example, if, after bearing your 
soul over your life’s latest trau-
matic incident you hear  “Great.  
OK then.  Here’s your 
Mother—I’m miss ing 
M*A*S*H.” you 
have really made a 
dent.  His eager-
ness to get out of 
the phone call is 
really just an at-
tempt to hide the 
tears that are now dancing so near 
the surface. 
 
And, as if the emotions conveyed 
in silence aren’t enough, the 
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I  just got off a phone call with 
my Dad.  At least I think it was 

my Dad.  It could have been any 
male member of my family and I 
wouldn't have known the differ-
ence.  It was a typical conversa-
tion—I talked rapidly and without 
ceasing.  He emitted 
a series of grunts.  
Then I asked for 
Mom.  
 
It’s not that I don’t 
like talking to 
Dad—in fact he is 
one of the most in-
telligent people I 
know—until you get him on the 
phone.  Then all of a sudden it’s 
like trying to hold casual conversa-
tion with a caveman.   
 
And I’m not jus talking about the 
little, day-to-day, hope-you’re-
alive, glad-you-got-the-garage-door
-fixed conversation.  This is big 
stuff included.  In fact, when we 
found out our baby was a girl, I 
called home excitedly to relay the 
news.  My Dad answered the 
phone, I told him, he gave an extra-
animated grunt and then said some-
thing like “Welp, thanks for letting 
us know.”   
 
I know what he was really thinking 
was “WOO HOO!  A grand daugh-
ter!  More incessant chatter and 
raging hormones and even larger 
phone bills!  Yee Haw!”    
 

It’s like trying to 
hold casual 

conversation with  

a caveman. 
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chose to open his mouth and soliloquize his opinion on 
how ridiculous everyone looked sending their dang “text
-mails” on their phones all the time he was met with 
gales of laughter that lasted for hours.   
 
When we had calmed down enough to 
breath and talk again, we asked him if by 
“text–mailing” he was referring to the 
popular sport of text messaging.  Or was 
that emailing?   
 
No wonder he never talks.     
 
Of course there are times when the si-
lence of a manly man can really get him 
ahead.  My early lesson in this phenome-
non occurred in 1983 when Wade Hatch 
and myself—the only two members of my kindergarten 
class—brought our semi-hefty teacher a modest haul of 
treats for the Christmas season.  After viewing the bas-
kets we had laid at her feet she replied “If I eat all of this 
I won’t be able to fit through the door!”   
 
I thought it over, and told her that if she had any trouble 
she should try going through sideways.  Wade just 
smiled. 

(Continued from page 24) 
 
Wade finished first in the class that year. 
 

Today I am sure Wade is somewhere 
making some lucky lady an excellent 
husband.  He mastered the trickiest part 
about marriage early on in life—his part 
in the communication.   
 
I would bet anything when Mrs. Wade 
asks “Do I look fat in these pants?” or 
“Was I the cutest one there” or, my per-
sonal favorite, “Can I have the credit 
card?”  his simple smile and nod or 
shake of the head has earned this man a 
place in the husband hall of fame. 
 

And my poor husband?  He should have taken the time 
to speak with my kindergarten teacher before making 
his vows—cause he sure wasn’t going to get anything 
out of my Dad. 


