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he anodyne called for quiet, preferably for the in that way that deep, still waters do. Oh no, you

patient to be lying down someplace dimly lit, would never hear him make a big deal of whatever
and if the pittetpatter of light rain on the roof he had done or made or the course of action he had
could be added, all the better; chances for successtaken; his strides through life were quiet ones.
were enhanced by covers of old, lawern comfort- Dad wasn’t one for extraneous chit-chat, so we
ers, handnade, if possible. Then a kind man’s thirstily drank in whatever he said, like parched

steady hand and soothing voice were needed to  shingles soak up house stain. It was not that he
gently apply the magical treatment: tenderly rub- measured his words to be stingy with them, as
bing a key around the outer edge of the ear. though there were a scarcity of them, or that he
My father knew this enchanted cure for the nui- had to hoard them, saving them against a time
sance of hiccups that often plagued us as kids. when he might unexpectedly have to give a three
Whether it was a remedy practiced out of his inher-day soliloquy. Nor was he afraid to use them, as if
ited wisdom or the fruit of his imagination, | never uncertain as to their impact or efficacy, or worried
asked, because all that mattered at the time was they would somehow boomerang back at him. No,
that it worked. It never crossed my mind to doubt phrases and sentences actually came quite readily
the therapy because, quite simply, | thought Dad to Pop; they never got caught and tangled, tripping
knew everything. him up like the piles of vines we cut down every
When my sisters and | were growing up, what- summer, nor did they hesitate on the periphery of
ever the question, the problem, the dilemma; what-his mind and tongue, like shy ballerinas stthge
ever was broken or not working or missing; what- before their first performance. Dad was at once elo-
ever was needed, wanted, or hoped for, Dad had thguent and pithy, erudite and entertaining. He could
answer, the solution, the kndwow, the where- be sober and somber, giving ponderous attention to
withal. He could fix, mend, make, adapt, adjust, or serious matters great and small, but yet more than
resolve whatever was asked of him. And he did so anyone else | knew, he was thoroughly consumed
softly, modestly, and without fanfare. | doubt he by a good laugh-often, willingly, at his own ex-
was aware that he was the Answer Man, thelTGo pense-his whole body rocking with the mirth begat
Guy, the Great Font of Wisdom that silently flowed deep in his belly.

Dad could create anything, from a simple box
for kindling to a cottage from the piers up. Design-
ing and building furniture was a hobby (or perhaps
it grew out of necessity, either providing for or es-
caping from four girls!) that evolved into an art. An
“H.O.GJinitials] original” became something highly
sought and cherished by family and friends. No
matter the application of his attention, though, he
did his work with care, commitment, and a fine at-
tention to detail. Even more, he always seemed en-
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