Reflections of my Dad

There is no doubt in my mind our dad really was an inspiration of kindness, honesty and integrity to everyone around him during his life. His kind heart allowed him to have the joy of giving all he could to everyone first and himself last. That method gave him great happiness inside. He gained a huge respect in this manner that few people could see any sense in, needles to say, myself for one at times.

The last time I spoke to him on the phone 2 weeks before he died,(and twice in the close weeks before that when I was there to visit) he thanked me over and over for saving his life, when I was 11 or 12  years old or so. I am not sure if you know the story what had happened, of when I was able to stop the old Universal Four Nuffield towing some 12  stick cane trucks (before we had bins) on behind down the spur line leading to the main Rosella line, to avoid the rear wheel only stopping inches from running over his head. He recently said, and I quote, life is all good as I may have been dead some 44 years sooner.     
At that time he had jumped off the tractor to open the gate into the Graham Davies cow paddock, and his shorts got caught on the throttle handle on the side of the fuel tank. He then fell backwards to the ground hanging upside down with his head close to the rear wheel. I stopped the tractor just as his pants ripped through the seam and he fell to the ground with his head about to go under the wheel. At that time I did not realize that I had did anything more than I should have naturally done for the moment. He told every farmer in the district that story for a few years or so, at times I was embarrassed when I heard it over and over. He remembered this for ever from that day. So, why were him and I close, I guess that would totally explain it.

Although I try, it is hard to match his words and the way he would see that giving in life was better than receiving. 

