
Fifteen Fathers





The	same	year	I	became	a	Father,	my	own	Father	died.		

My	biggest	regret	was	that	I	could	not	share	this	experience	with	him.		

Though,	 in	a	sense,	my	Father	 is	 s<ll	here	 ...	and	 is	 in	my	own	ac<ons	
(good	and	bad),	as	much	as	his	Edwardian	Father	was	in	his.	

Neil



My	 Father	 was	 a	 mining	 engineer.	 He	 worked	 throughout	 the	 world	
from	 Canada	 to	 Africa	 to	 South	 America	 to	 Australia.	 Was	 working	
offshore	 a	 lot	 while	 I	 was	 growing	 up,	 but	 he	 always	 was	 home	 for	
Christmas,	tried	to	be	home	for	our	birthdays,	and	made	sure	we	had	a	
decent	upbringing.	He	was	the	2nd	genera<on	to	work	underground.	 I	
later,	for	awhile,	became	the	3rd	genera<on	to	work	as	a	miner	on	my	
Father's	side	of	the	family.	 I	miss	him,	 I	some<mes	frustrated	him,	but	
he	made	peace	with	that.	Now,	as	a	Father,	 I	understand	the	how	and	
why.	

When	I	was	a	4	year	old	boy	I	watched	him	rescue	and	bring	back	to	life	
a	boy	who	had	drowned	in	a	hotel	pool.	He	spoMed	the	inert	boy	on	the	
boMom	of	 the	pool,	dove	 in,	brought	him	 to	 the	 surface	and	gave	 the	
boy	ar<ficial	respira<on.	The	other	families	and	kids	were	stunned	and	
silent.	 I	 learned	that	day	 that	superheroes	are	not	 just	 in	comic	books	
and	don't	wear	capes.	He	never	spoke	about	it	except	once	aQerwards	
to	tell	me,	"It's	what	you	do	for	others	that	counts".	

Michael



This	was	 a	 photo	 taken	 by	 a	 local	 newspaper	 for	 a	 story	 of	when	my	
Mum	saved	my	life.	 	The	pond	is	out	of	the	shot	here	but	played	a	part	
in	the	story.		
 
I	was	being	looked	aQer	by	someone	while	my	Mum	was	out	and	like	all	
kids	when	you're	told	not	to	do	something,	you	wait	for	the	moment	to	
do	it.	So	when	my	nan's	back	was	turned	I	went	to	the	pond.		
 
My	Mum	came	home	in	<me	to	find	me	face	down	floa<ng	in	the	pond.	 
She	resuscitated	me	and	saved	my	life.	
 
AQer	she	passed	away	I	knew	a	photo	existed	but	never	could	find	it.	It	
was	aQer	going	through	the	 libraries	files	 I	 located	the	newspaper	and	
even	located	the	original	images	that	were	in	the	ci<es	storage.	
 
My	Mum	was	a	single	parent	and	acted	as	both	roles	in	my	upbringing	
hence	why	I	chose	this	story.	

Mat



Dad	and	I	at	lunch	today..	he	worked	hard	to	get	us	the	things	in	life	we	
needed	 and	wanted,	 sacrificing	 his	 health	 forcing	 him	 to	 re<re	 early..	
but	almost	thirty	years	 later	he's	s<ll	going	strong,	despite	three	heart	
aMacks,	a	brain	haemorrhage,	and	a	stroke	…		

He	taught	me	to	be	a	survivor,	to	fight	for	what's	right,	and	to	care	for	
others	...		

Thank	you,	Dad	...		

James



My	 Father	 is	 obsessed	with	 rock/wall-climbing	 so	 would	 sooner	 scale	
this	wall	than	use	the	ladder.	

So	the	ladder	being	aMached	to	the	wall	makes	metaphorical	sense	for	
him!	

Stella



My	Dad	was	a	 truck	driver	 for	a	big	part	of	my	childhood.	He	worked	
con<nental	and	was	away	all	week,	just	returning	on	weekends.		

I	would	 clean	 his	 truck	 out	 for	 him	 listening	 to	 the	 Top	 Twenty	music	
charts	 on	 the	 radio	 enjoying	 the	 moment	 but	 also	 knowing	 he	 was	
about	to	go	away	all	week.	

Gail



I	remember	my	Father,	an	engineer,	virtually	always	had	a	camera	with	
him.	If	not	his	Leica	M2	(now	mine)	then	he	would	be	in	a	cathedral	or	
some	such	place	with	his	Sanderson	half	plate	camera.		

He	gave	me	my	first	camera	when	I	was	five	and	sparked	a	passion	that	
has	been	with	me	ever	since.	Thank	you	Dad!		

This	photo	is	me,	Mum	and	my	brother.	

David 



My	Father	died	almost	30	years	ago	in	1989.	When	I	think	of	him	i	think	
of	his	hands	-	he	had	very	nice	hands.	He	used	to	steeple	them	under	
his	nose.		

When	I	was	a	very	small	child	he	used	to	play	the	“There’s	the	church,	
there’s	 the	 steeple,	 open	 the	 doors	 and	 there’s	 all	 the	 people”	 game	
with	me.	He	also	let	me	crack	his	joints.	And	while	he	was	first	a	teacher	
and	 eventually	 a	 company	 director	 he	 always	 loved	 to	 work	 with	 his	
hands	-	gardening,	DIY,	oil	pain<ng.		

He	 was	 a	 Flight	 Sgt	 in	 the	 RAF	 during	 the	 war.	 Yes	 he	 had	 beau<ful	
hands	-	I	always	no<ce	men’s	hands!	

Clare 



This	 is	my	Father's	Purple	Heart,	which	he	was	awarded	when	he	was	
wounded	in	ac<on	during	the	Korean	War.	It	was	1951	and	I	was	three	
years	 old.	 The	 telegram	 sent	 to	 my	Mother	 announcing	 this	 event	 is	
under	the	felt.	 
 
A	few	years	ago,	the	case	and	its	contents	were	stolen	from	a	closet	in	
the	 classroom	 where	 I	 had	 been	 teaching.	 I	 made	 several	 tear-filled	
pleas	for	its	return	in	various	year	assemblies,	but	no	joy.	Then	about	a	
month	aQer	it	went	missing,	a	student	calmly	walked	into	a	room	where	
I	was	marking	and	said:	"I've	got	something	for	you	miss.	Hold	out	your	
hand."	 He	 then	 dropped	 the	medal	 into	my	 palm.	 I	 didn't	 ask	 where	
he'd	found	it	and	I	didn't	really	care.	I	was	just	so	glad	to	have	it	back.	 
 
My	Father	died	when	he	was	only	39	and	I	don't	have	many	things	that	
belonged	to	him.	This	one	was	very	precious	to	me.	

Deirdre



My	Dad	was	a	nature	lover.	Every	Sunday	he	took	me	on	his	bike	to	the	
woods	to	spot	birds	and	tell	me	about	plants	and	flowers.		

I	was	4-5	years	old,	but	have	vivid	memories	about	these	good	<mes.	

Frans



My	 Dad	 was	 the	 most	 pa<ent	 person	 I	 have	 ever	 known.	 He	 never	
rushed	me	 in	anything	we	did	together,	even	at	 the	dining	room	table	
while	I	threw	fits	trying	to	solve	an	Algebra	equa<on	and	him	knowing	
the	 answer	 but	 let	me	 get	 there	 on	my	 own	 no	maMer	 how	 long	 he	
waited.		

He	would	wade	in	the	deep	end	while	I	would	stand	at	the	edge	of	the	
high	diving	board	too	scared	to	jump	..	and	as	I	climbed	back	down	the	
ladder	would	say,	it's	ok,	I'll	be	here	when	you	are	ready	to	try	again.		

Time	never	maMered	to	my	Dad	when	he	was	with	me.	I	felt	worth	his	
<me.	I	miss	him	tremendously.	

Lisa



Very	many	moons	 ago,	when	 they	first	 came	out,	my	 father	 bought	 a	
Sinclair	Scien<fic	(self	assembled)	pocket	calculator.		

At	the	<me	it	cost	a	fortune	(£49)	-	but	he	said,	“One	day,	these	things	
will	be	as	cheap	as	transistor	radios”.		

I	was	unconvinced,	to	put	it	mildly……	

While	he	 lived	 to	see	early	 simple	mobile	phones,	 I	have	no	doubt	he	
would	 have	 been	 completely	 unsurprised	 at	 the	 capabili<es	 now	
available	in	an	iPhone.	

Peter



“This	was	my	Fathers	watch,	it	was	what	he	called	his	best	one.		

Used	at	weekends	when	he	was	not	working.	I	remember	him	keeping	it	
in	the	bedroom	and	can	s<ll	see	him	winding	it	before	using	it.		

The	only	<me	check	was	the	radio.”	Dad	

Gem 



It	 wasn’t	 un<l	 the	 last	 10	 years	 or	 so	 of	 his	 life	 that	 I	 started	 to	
understand	that	his	modest	assessment	that	he	was	lucky,	privileged,	
and	 grateful	 was	 almost	 en<rely	 due	 to	 the	 influence	 of	 just	 a	 few	
years,	or	more	likely	a	few	months	of	his	life.		
 
He	volunteered	 for	 the	army.	He	didn’t	need	to	do,	he	was	a	 farmer	
and	his	childhood	TB	meant	that	he	was	medically	unfit.	Such	was	his	
determina<on	he	simply	avoided	 telling	 the	whole	 truth.	He	 just	 felt	
that	to	volunteer	was	his	duty,	not	to	the	King	and	Country	but	to	his	
family	and	friends,	as	he	put	it	‘to	preserve	their	way	of	life’.		
 
I	 only	 really	 got	 to	 know	 the	 events	 that	 shaped	 the	man	 50	 years	
aQer	the	events	had	happened.	I	visited	Normandy	several	<mes	with	
Dad,	and	some	other	veterans	of	his	genera<on	who	clearly	had	been	
as	profoundly	influenced	as	him.	Only	then	did	I	begin	to	realise	how	
that	rela<vely	short	period	of	his	life,	that	period	he	had	deliberately	
shut	away	in	some	corner	of	his	mind	for	most	of	my	life,	had	shaped	
his	life.	Just	a	few	months	of	terrifying	experiences	had	such	a	las<ng	
influence	over	the	remaining	70	years	of	his	life.

Nigel



He	was	shit.	Hope	this	helps.	

Don’t	be	sad.	He	made	me,	I	believe,	a	great	Dad.		

So	I’m	told,	especially	by	my	son.	X	

Adam
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