FATHER OF THE MONTH
By~
Jim Osbornc

Dear Fellers:

As Father of the month, I
want to say first, that all
Dads thing and feel very much the
same about their sons, so with
your permission, I will start
this letter over and just say:
Dear Son:

Twenty years this April,T
was sitting beside your Motherls
bed, very much excited, also
yvoung and inexperie nced - your
Mother, said, "Its time to call
the Doctor!", I dashed out of
her room and made a bee-line
down the hall of the hospital,

| where I almost had a collision
| with the head-hurse, after
explaining the causec of my rush

— she took over and said she

ed to this sort of thing, as it was a
large hospital and scveral babies were born there every day — in a few minutes the
Doctor arrived and it secmed my presence was no longer desired and I was very de-
finitely banned from your Mother!s room. Regardless of the pain and agony I suffered
for the next hour or so - no one paid the slightcst attention to me, so along with
goveral other prospective fathers, we paced the hall and p-a-~c—e-d the hall, smoking
innumerable cigarettes — after what seemed an endless time, the door was opened and
out came the nurse, carrying a pink wooly object, upon closer inspection, it was
red, it was very funny looking and it squirmed — before I could say "Jack Robinson'
the nurse said, "Herc, hold your Son, for awhile". So with trcembling hands, 1 t ook
you, son, and with your head on my knees, and your little feet against my stomach,

I looked like, "Yes, I told the murse, he does look a little like mc, has my cyes
and nose", then you let out a husky vell and turned your head from side to side,
then crarmed your fist in your mouth, indicating that you werc hungry, and if I may
Jump & little ahead, I think you will agrec with nme, that you've never lost any of
that desire for food in the past twenty years.

Yes, we agrecd right from thc start that we would teke you firmly in hand and
thc.’g you would grow up unspeiled, but after living ncar an "0ld Maid" Aunt and
various othcr doting rclativés for several ycars, I began to ask myself just who
had taken who in hand.

: The yecars passed swiftly by and soon you were big cnough to do such chores as
split the kindlin' and mow the lavin, but I usually dnded up by doing the job mysclf,
for fear you would chop off a fingcr with the axc or clip off one of your toes with
the lawn mower — I begame firmly convinced that you just did not have the ability to
handle tcols of any kind — then one dey, while looking over some of your model
acroplancs and secing the skill and patience that went into their making, I knew
then, that you had simply out-smarted your old Dad, and agein I wendered just who
had teken who in hand,

Well, Son, you arc = full grown man now and arc in o real man's outfit, the U,
S. Arny Air Corps, and I know you arc going to make us all proud of you. We are
looking forwerd to your first furlough home anc when you came, it will just about be
your 20th birthday and oncc agnin as I put ny arms around you, I shall be proud of
your young ranhhood, sc strong and straight, so ferrless and unafraid, of all that
lics nheacd of you, but my mind will wander back to the liftle bundle I held on nmy
lap 20 ycers ago and I'11 know you'rc still our "little! boy in spite of your height
vwhich permits you to l8ok down ot Mons and nc,
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