
A Father’s Legacy        FUPC 

I Kings 2.1-4         June 19, 2016 

 

My father died in 1991, almost 25 years ago.  I still miss him.  He was taller than me, still had all 

his hair, and man… could he give a hug!  I treasure the memories I have of him as an adult child 

when we’d have a chance to sit on the front porch of his house and talk about life, his triumphs 

and regrets, his faith and his doubts.  It was a rare gift that he gave me in those years before he 

got cancer.  He was not afraid.  He was ready.  He was at peace.  He died one day before his 70
th

 

birthday.  

 

He named me the executor of his estate, and I can tell you, it was a very easy job.  He didn’t 

leave much behind…. No property, very little cash and few material possessions.  But he left my 

two sisters, my brother and me and our children something infinitely more valuable than wealth 

and property.   What he gave us doesn’t have a price tag.  You could never buy them anywhere 

and no bank or pawn shop would give us any cash for them.   

 

If all your property, possessions, bank accounts, heirlooms, and family treasures were to be 

destroyed and disappear, what would you have left to leave your children?  Before Dad died, we 

all had a chance to be with him spending long days in the hospital.  We talked about important 

things, deep things that really mattered…. We expressed our gratitude and he gave us his 

blessing in return.  He gave me this ring… and its one tangible connection I have to him today.   

 

Whether we know it or not, every day, we are bestowing on others our legacy… mostly 

intangible and invisible but all important.   In our Scripture reading today, the scene is a 

deathbed and King David is close to taking his last breath while his son Solomon sits in vigil, 

loving his father, helpless to heal him… waiting with his Dad for the end to come.  What did 

they talk about?   David’s words to Solomon were not about how to be a great King, how to rule, 

how to win wars, how to be a political power broker, how to accumulate and increase wealth.  

There was none of that.  David’s last words to his son were all about being faithful to God in 

simple, daily, trust and obedience.     

 

Here are some of the gifts  from my Dad that I’m thankful for on this Father’s Day: 

 

1. He was a man of prayer.  Talking to God was as natural to him as talking to me.  At the 

table when we ate, morning, noon or night, whenever we gathered, Dad would lead us in 

prayer.  At bedtime, getting tucked in, Dad prayed with us.  When Mom was sick – he 

would hold her hand and pray.  When we were going on vacation, all packed and jammed 

into our car – all six of us – before we’d leave, Dad would pray for a safe and happy trip.  

When he’d visit a friend in the hospital, he would pray with them.  I learned to not be 

self-conscious or hesitant about talking with God from my Dad. 

 

2. He loved music and singing and passed that love on to me.  His favorites were the peppy 

gospel songs – Love Lifted Me, At the Cross, There Is Power in the Blood, He Lives, In 

the Sweet By and By.  He would sing them loud and fast.  He played the trumpet and 

would lead the singing in church by playing that thing loud and fancy.  As a young man, 

he played in a dance band and it carried over to church.  On Sunday morning, there’s no 

place he’d rather be than in church – even on vacation.  When we kids wanted to go 

swimming or do something fun, he’d say No, we’re going to church.  We’d never miss. 

And when I tried out for Little League baseball and was chosen by a team to be a pitcher, 



Dad found out that the games were on Sunday morning. And that was the end of my 

baseball career. 

 

3.  He loved God.  I never heard him once take God’s name in vain, or utter a swear 

word for that matter.  He was in control of his negative emotions and rarely did we hear 

or witness him complain or say anything derogatory about anyone – at any time for any 

reason.  From Dad, I learned that God was interested in me personally and that God was 

not a scary, judgmental deity far far away, but close and intimate – a Friend.  And Dad 

was looking forward to meeting him face to face.  He taught us about what it means to 

trust God, especially when the future seems uncertain.  He lived the life of a godly man 

who prayed daily for us and who was well acquainted with Scripture because he read it 

daily.  He taught a SS class all his life and prepared for it each week faithfully.    

 

4.  He was the most patient man I’ve ever known.  Mom was sick for much of their 

marriage and I watched him care for her without complaint or betraying any feelings of 

irritability.  He didn’t seek pity or feel sorry for himself.  He never complained, never 

asked for help, never showed any bitterness.  Rather with quiet, gentle love he’d serve her 

needs and make her as comfortable as he could.   

In the same way, he was patient with us kids, gently yet firmly loving us and teaching us 

– guiding and encouraging us, steady as a rock.  He lived with gentleness and integrity.  

He didn’t cut corners to gain personal advantage.  During his last days when he had tubes 

and treatments, tests and inconveniences to deal with, he was a patient man… and all the 

nurses expressed deep sadness at his death for they knew him as a man of great kindness.   

 

I could go on, but I won’t.  I don’t think Dad set out to leave us the legacy that he left us.  But in 

the daily living out of his life, these gifts emerged from his character without his even trying to 

think about it.  Its just who he was.  No he wasn’t perfect… but he knew that and was OK with 

it, because he did the best he could with what he had and left the rest to a gracious God to fill in 

all the blanks and cover his failures and frailty with Amazing Grace.   

 

As I prepared this sermon, I got to thinking… twenty years from now when my life is over and 

my wife, my children and grandchildren are talking about dear old Dad and Grampa… what will 

they say?  Will they find comfort and pleasure in their memories?  Or will there be an awkward 

silence?  What legacy have I already given them?  What can I do in the time remaining to me to 

make the best use of every opportunity to love them, share the wisdom life has ground into me, 

offer guidance when asked, let them see my vulnerabilities and frailties?    

 

On this Father’s Day… its not about what they are giving me.  Its about what I have given 

them…and still have a chance to give them in the time I have left.  How about you?  What 

legacy are you leaving your kids, grandkids…. Your loved ones?  Amen. 

    


