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With gratitude to fathers everywhere
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Introduction by Larry King
My father died when I was nine and a half years old, but I have very distinct, strong memories of him. I think about him almost all the time. My brother, who was six and a half when our father died, has no memory of him. We had lost a brother before I was born. My father had lost a son to a burst appendix. He was five years old. So my father really took care of me. He took me to Yankee games. In fact, I smoked when I was seventeen because he smoked. He died very suddenly from a heart attack. He was only forty-seven. He came here from Austria, and I felt very close to him. I got to know my mother very well after he died. He was a patriot. He had a little business that he sold to work in a defense plant to help his country. As an adopted American, he felt intensely loyal. He was just a special kind of guy. One of the values he taught me was never to lie. In fact, once we were sitting at the dinner table and he asked me how I had liked Hebrew school that day, and I said, “Fine.” He whacked me in the head, and I fell down. He had run into a kid who said I  wasn’t in Hebrew school that day. That was a lesson well learned.
A father provides us with some of the most important life lessons of all. He can be a friend, a disciplinarian, a nurturing parent, a seemingly endless well of experience, our greatest enemy, and our greatest hero. Oftentimes, he can be all of these things at once.
For this book, I have personally asked famous people from all walks of life to share with us, in their own words, memories, lessons, and tidbits of advice from their fathers. Although the range of experiences within this book is vast, everyone here, like the rest of us, is moved by that unique and special influence of his or her father.
I have had the unique opportunity to interview thousands of people during my career, and the importance of fatherhood and the passing on of knowledge and experience has always been a truly powerful topic. This book contains offerings from social leaders, entertainers, writers, athletes, and other successful people, all of whom are tied together by their appreciation for the dynamic and rewarding task of fatherhood.
I believe you will find their words insightful and enjoyable, funny at times, poignant at others, and always celebratory of the wonderful gift of fatherhood.

Chinua Achebe
A prolific novelist, an editor, and an educator, Chinua Achebe has won countless awards for his vital contributions to African and English literature. His novel Things Fall Apart has sold more than 10 million copies all over the world and is considered by many one of the hundred greatest novels ever written. He is currently a professor of languages and literature at Bard College.
My father was born in the 1880s when English missionaries were first arriving among his Igbo people. He was an early convert and a good student, and by 1904 was deemed to have received enough education to be employed as a teacher and an evangelist in the Anglican mission.
The missionaries’ rhetoric of change and newness resonated so deeply with my father that he called his first son Frank Okwuofu (New Word). The world had been tough on my father. His mother had died in her second childbirth, and his father, Achebe, a refugee from a bitter civil war in his original hometown, did not long survive his wife. My father therefore was not  raised by his parents (neither of whom he remembered) but by his maternal uncle, Udoh. It was this man, as fate would have it, who received in his compound the first party of missionaries in his town. The story is told of how Udoh, a very generous and tolerant man, it seemed, finally asked his visitors to move to a public playground on account of their singing, which he considered too dismal for a living man’s compound. But he did not discourage his young nephew from associating with the singers.
The relationship between my father and his old uncle was instructive to me. There was something deep and mystical about it, judging from the reverence I saw and felt in my father’s voice and demeanor whenever he spoke about his uncle. One day in his last years he told me a strange dream he had recently had. His uncle, like a traveler from afar, had broken a long journey for a brief moment to inquire how things were and to admire his nephew’s “modern” house of whitewashed mud walls and corrugated iron roof.
My father was a man of few words, and I have always regretted that I did not ask him more questions. But I realize also that he took pains to tell me what he thought I needed to know. He told me, for instance, in a rather oblique way of his one tentative attempt long ago to convert his uncle. It must have been in my father’s youthful, heady, proselytizing days! His uncle said no, and pointed to the awesome row of insignia of  his three titles. “What shall I do to these?” he asked my father. It was an awesome question. What do I do to who I am? What do I do to history?
An orphan child born into adversity, heir to commotions, barbarities, and rampant upheavals of a continent in disarray—was it at all surprising that my father would eagerly welcome the explanation and remedy proffered by diviners and interpreters of a new word?
And his uncle, a leader in his community, a moral, open-minded man, a prosperous man who had prepared such a great feast when he took the OZO title that his people gave him a praise-name for it—was he to throw all that away because some strangers from afar had said so?
Those two—my father and his uncle—formulated the dialectic that I inherited. Udoh stood fast in what he knew but he also left room for his nephew to seek other answers. The answer my father found in the Christian faith solved many problems, but by no means all.
His great gift to me was his love of education and his recognition that whether we look at one human family or we look at human society in general, growth can come only incrementally, and every generation must recognize and embrace the task it is peculiarly designed by history and by providence to perform.
From where I stand now, I can see the enormous value of my great-uncle, Udoh Osinyi, and his example of fidelity. I also salute my father, Isaiah Achebe, for  the thirty-five years he served as a Christian evangelist and for all the benefits his work, and the work of others like him, brought to our people. I am a prime beneficiary of the education that the missionaries made a major component of their enterprise. My father had a lot of praise for the missionaries and their message, and so do I. But I have also learned a little more skepticism about them than my father had any need for. Does it matter, I ask myself, that centuries before European Christians sailed down to us in ships to deliver the Gospel and save us from darkness, other European Christians, also sailing in ships, delivered us to the transatlantic slave trade and unleashed darkness in our world? Just a thought.

Patch Adams, M.D.
In 1972, Dr. Patch Adams founded the Gesundheit! Institute, an organization based on promoting available and compassionate health care throughout America and the world. A physician, a social activist, a performer, and an author, he was the subject of a feature film starring Robin  Williams in 1998.
My father died when I was sixteen as a result of war. He was a professional soldier who fought during World War II and in Korea. Before he died of  body, he died in his soul and heart to me, his second of two sons. My father met my mom in New York City for a weekend furlough in the fall of 1944, and I was born on May 28, 1945. He first saw me long after I was born. Half of the sixteen years we had together, he was away being a soldier, an officer.
Today, his lost humanity would be foolishly and simplistically called post-traumatic stress syndrome. I don’t hear it being said that maybe the natural, healthy response to the horror of war (even when you fight for “good”) is to crumble inside, like the most potent allergic reaction (of mind) I have experienced. Healthy people cannot help but be traumatized by it. For the doctor in me, it is evidence of mental health to be traumatized by war—especially if you participated. Growing up on army bases, I saw the palpable trauma in the countless officer parties that consisted of heavy drinking and smoking. The only weeping I remember Dad doing came when he was asked about the wars. It is very natural for a son to ask questions about his father’s job. As a kid, at home, when he was in Korea—every day I thought he could be killed. As I went from age six to age nine, I began to imagine what he was doing to others.
I thought he didn’t love me as I grew up. I was a sissy, a nerd; he was the big athlete. As a teenager, I crumbled when he died suddenly. We had just begun to talk (he apologized for not playing with me and told me a lot of war stories). We moved to the South in  1961, gallantly engaged, fighting racism. I was shocked, horrified at the segregation and at how few people spoke up against it. I went to marches and sit-ins. I connected the spirit of hatred I felt in that struggle with what had killed my father—just another form. I did not fit in. When I was seventeen and eighteen, I was hospitalized. I hurt from the stupid horror. I wanted to die, unable to understand the adult world’s choosing violence and injustice over compassion and generosity. These qualities—compassion and generosity—found pure expression in my mom.
In the last hospitalization, on a locked ward, I put my intelligence to reading and interviewing and understanding all that had happened. There were alternatives to the violence and injustice. My attempted suicide had simply joined the style. I think I became a citizen and said to myself that since I am concerned about peace and justice, then I must speak up and provide alternatives. It was a call to be proactive (a call my father answered in 1942). Inherent in the effort is the opportunity to feel fulfilled with meaning. I have found this to be one of life’s enchantments.
I have lived every minute since leaving the mental hospital in 1963 in service to peace, justice, and caring for others. My father was instrumental in that choice, so indirectly my father gave me my life’s work. I decided to be nonviolent, so during the Vietnam War I put great effort into getting a conscientious objector status and  succeeded in 1971. I was declared unfit to kill. My children also automatically earn the same status. What a gift Dad gave me to protect myself and children from harm. I am so glad I have not hurt people.
I’m sure the same ethical river, the activism I rode on, led me to create our free model hospital project and zealously stick to it all this time (it’s been heaven). I quickly and clearly saw the relationship between what wars are all about and what prevents the richest country of the world from caring for all of its citizens. In the last twenty-one years, I have also led as many as nine clown trips in one year. We have taken clowns into war zones three times and into many refugee camps. It is the sweetest time of my life. My brother and both of my sons assist me in this work. Combined, they made a total of ten trips in 2004.
Dad showed me the work I must do and was smart enough to court my mom and wed her. She gave me the tools needed to carry out the work with relentless glee and creativity.
Finally, Dad was an intellectual, well read in literature and ideas. When he was home while I was growing up, I saw him, in his chair, drinking and smoking heavily while reading books. Reading has been so important to me that no other pastime has intoxicated me like it has. If his reading got me reading, then I kiss his feet.
As I reflect on all this, more than I have ever done before, I feel a well of gratitude for my life of nonviolence  and working for justice for all people. I’m a happy man because I was never involved in a war. I want to thank Dad for the richness of my life in such bountiful quests every day. But I would have traded all these lessons his life gave me for a regular dad, present, playful, and tender.

Bertie Ahern, T.D.
Former Dublin mayor Bertie Ahern is the youngest prime minister in the Republic of Ireland’s modern history. He assumed the post at the age of forty-five after twenty years as a member of Parliament. He was born and attended school in Dublin.
My father always said to me, “Be truthful with yourself and always be truthful with others.”
You may ask how I have been in public life for more than thirty years considering the latter part of my father’s advice!
My father came from a generation that put so much emphasis on personal qualities such as truth, dignity, and respect for others. He was a wise man, but, like many of his day, he did not wear his wisdom on his sleeve. He was actively involved in the struggle for Irish independence and passionately believed in the rights and freedoms that all people should enjoy. He also knew at times that there was a terrible price to  pay for such rights. And I think that is why I have always sought to understand both sides of an argument, that no one is ever totally right or wrong, that respect is due to all protagonists, and that everyone needs to be heard.
He was a quiet man, devoted to my mother and his family, and although his words were sparse, I always knew he wanted me to aspire to the values he held close. They were simple values, the same as any father would instill in his children. I would like to think that they have helped me along my life’s journey.

Buzz Aldrin
In 1969, Buzz Aldrin became only the second man to walk on the moon as part of the Apollo 11 crew. He founded the ShareSpace Foundation, a nonprofit organization dedicated to promoting space tourism.
My father taught me to work very hard in school and persevere with my goals. He was an excellent example: a good Air Force pilot with a doctoral degree. I graduated near the top of my class at West Point. I got my doctoral degree at MIT. I was a decorated fighter pilot in Korea. I wanted to be an astronaut—and after being turned down the first time, I persevered and became one. I shot for the moon, and I got there.

Jayne Meadows Allen
Actress Jayne Meadows Allen has received numerous honors for her work on stage, screen, and television. She made her Broadway debut in 1941, and has worked continuously ever since, often appearing with her husband, Steve Allen.
My father, Rev. Francis J. M. Cotter, served for fourteen years as an Episcopalian missionary in the “Temple of Hell” district outside the city of Wuchang, in China, a poverty-stricken cotton-mill town on the banks of the Yangtze River. Today, Wuchang is better known as the birthplace of the Chinese Revolution. It was also my birthplace.
One stormy afternoon, while playing a game of jacks with my friend Sh[image: image]o Li, son of one of my father’s converts, I became so annoyed by Li’s repeated cheating that I hauled off and fired a handful of metal jacks with all the power my six-year-old arm could muster, landing a bull’s-eye on his nose.
Blood spurted like a faucet from poor Li’s face. I don’t remember who screamed the loudest, but I do recall a sobbing Li fleeing our compound, leaving me in a state of shock.
Fortunately, my father, working on his sermon in the next room, had heard enough to fear the worst. The sight of a bloodied Chinese child staggering out of an American Christian mission is all the Communist  leaders would have needed to incite a riot. Talk about manna from heaven. These revolutionaries had already threatened our lives and those of the entire congregation on several occasions.
Without stopping for an umbrella, my father grasped my hand and, with the simple command “Hurry, you must find Li and apologize,” we were out in the muddy streets, which were teeming with the usual weary peasants suffering their endless struggle for survival.
We discovered dear Li huddled against our massive brick wall under the Communist Executioner’s Box, which neighbored our compound. An old beggar woman held his little face to the cleansing rain.
My father swept Li into his arms and rushed him back to our mission clinic. I sheepishly followed, struggling with my tearful apology.
There are times when that terrifying experience is  as vivid to me as it was almost eighty years ago. Had  it not been for the sensitivity of my dear father, we might all have been executed.
In fact, later that year, 1927, Generalissimo Chiang Kai-shek launched a violent purge against the Communists in Wuchang, and the first bomb in his campaign landed inside our compound. It went through our house and landed on our dining room table but never exploded.
We took the hint and escaped that night aided by several trusted parishioners, among them Sh[image: image]o Li’s parents.
My saintly father was one of the greatest preachers who ever graced a pulpit, but it was his example as a truly loving human being that I cherish, always.

Sparky Anderson
Hall of Famer Sparky Anderson is the only man in Major League Baseball history to lead both National and American League teams to World Series victories (the Cincinnati Reds in 1975 and 1976 and the Detroit Tigers in 1984). He was inducted into the Hall of Fame in 2000.
When I was eleven years old, my father told me, “There’s one thing you can do in your lifetime that will be free and cost you nothing, and that is to be nice to people.”
If every father would tell that to every one of his children, he couldn’t give them a better gift. Keep the money, but give them that gift.

Piers Anthony
Piers Anthony is a prolific and bestselling author specializing in the genre of fantasy fiction. He is the author of the popular Xanth series as well as the Incarnations of Immortality books.
When I was young, my father read to me and told me stories. If there was a chore to do, such as digging a ditch, he would read a story and then paraphrase it, telling it to my sister and me as he worked, making the chore entertaining. At night, he would read to us, and this was always a favorite time. When I grew up and had children of my own, we read stories similarly, including some of the same material, such  as The Arabian Nights, a truly grand fantasy series. Thus the legacy of reading and storytelling was passed along the generations.
So perhaps it is not surprising that I retained a strong affinity for storytelling. I was blessed or cursed with an extremely active imagination, and in adult-hood was able to harness it in the form of commercial fiction. Writing was the governing force of my life and career, and I became a successful author of fantasy novels. My father’s storytelling was not intended to be a lesson, but I believe it was a fine one. It certainly had a profound effect on me.

Mike Babcock
Canadian hockey coach and former player Mike Babcock coached the NHL’s Anaheim Mighty Ducks from 2002 to 2005, leading the team to its first appearance in the Stanley  Cup Finals. He is now the head coach of the NHL’s Detroit Red Wings.
My father, also named Mike, was in the mining industry in Saskatchewan and all across Canada. He had a very straightforward work ethic: “Never ask anybody in your life to work harder than you’re willing to work.” As a leader, you have to give your all every day because you want your employees—or in my case, players—to be professional and prepared. I want to be a model to my players, because it’s not what I say that’s important, it’s what I do—and I don’t want to let any coach in the league outwork me.

James Bacon
Columnist James Bacon has covered the Hollywood beat since  1948, and has also appeared in several films, including the Planet of the Apes series. As a writer, he has worked with both the Associated Press and the Los Angeles Herald-Examiner.
My father taught me to respect the other guy’s feelings at all times and, above all, to be nonadversarial in dealing with people. Elizabeth Taylor once said in a TV interview that I was “unbitchy,” which I took as a compliment to my father’s advice. I inherited from him an easygoing nature and a don’t-give-a-damn attitude toward life’s obstacles.

Max Baer Jr.
Max Baer Jr. is an actor, a director, and a producer, best  known for his work on The Beverly Hillbillies television show. His father, Max Adelbert Baer, was a heavyweight boxing champion in the 1930s and a hero for many working-class people during the Depression. 
My father, Max Adelbert Baer, was born on February 11, 1909, in Omaha, Nebraska. He was the thirteenth heavyweight boxing champion of the world.
When I was seventeen, I was fairly tough and I thought I knew everything—including that “anybody” over thirty years old should be in the “old folk’s home.”
In the summer of 1955, my dad said to me, “You’re not tough enough until you can take me!” He was in his midforties and weighed 240 pounds (I was 200 pounds).
So I said, “Okay!” With sixteen-ounce gloves, we started to box in the backyard. I was pretty fast and hit my dad with a good body punch. He grinned, lowered his head, and started to stalk me.
My mother yelled from the upstairs bedroom, “Max! Don’t hurt him!” I said, “I won’t,” thinking she was talking to me! Just then, my dad barely touched me with a left jab. I felt nothing—like a touch of a feather.
The next thing I remember was my mother’s voice coming from far, far away, screaming, “You’ve killed him! You’ve killed him!”
I was on my back on the cool grass. My eyes were open, but I couldn’t see anything until my dad’s face came clearly into focus. “Are you okay, son?” he asked. I don’t remember what I said exactly, but my dad helped me to my feet. My legs felt like spaghetti, but I stayed upright.
What happened? My dad had hit me with a righthand punch—I never saw it coming! What’s funny is that there was no pain! I was just knocked out.
I learned some very important lessons that day. One, I wasn’t so tough, and two, my dad was afraid of me. Afraid if he ever hit me again, he would kill me! He died in 1959.
I wish he were here to hit me again.

Kaye Ballard
Kaye Ballard is an actress, a singer, and a comedian who has  starred in television, in film, and on Broadway in a career spanning sixty years. She got her start in show business as a vaudeville singer. 
When I told my father that I wanted to go into show business, he said, “Take five or ten dollars out of every paycheck you earn. Put it in the bank. Don’t touch it until you are fifty years old!” Oy . . . double oy! If only I had listened to his advice!

Bill Barber
A professional hockey forward for the Philadelphia Flyers,  Bill Barber helped lead the team to two Stanley Cup championships during the mid-1970s, and his impressive playing skill landed him in the Hockey Hall of Fame in 1990. He then went on to coach the NHL’s Philadelphia Flyers.
My dad had a great deal of influence over me growing up, and his life lessons still affect me to this day, even though he passed away in August 1985. He made me accountable for my actions from the time I was a small boy.
He loved the game of hockey more than a lot of kids I played with through minor hockey. We lived out in the country and had a small farm. I was one of five boys, and my father built us an outdoor rink beside the house so we could skate and play hockey with the neighboring kids.
My dad was an eccentric man of few words and always had a method to his madness. He knew that if he pushed me to the limit at a young age, I would have an opportunity to play this great game of hockey. And, like all good fathers, he was continually pushing me in the right direction. He pushed me to practice harder than I ever would have on my own. I remember him saying from the side of the rink, “Stop practicing what you’re good at; practice what you find difficult.” That’s  how I was able to skate left to right while most players only excel in one direction.
I worked with my father in my early teens and learned his work ethic and commitment to work and family. He was a generous man, but he would not make it easy for us. I resented how hard we had to work sometimes, spending a Saturday chopping wood instead of going to the lake with my friends, but after making it as a hockey player in the NHL, I appreciated why he pushed me the way he did. I never would have made it without him.
But the best lesson my father ever taught me when I was growing up was a lesson that wasn’t spoken but rather taught through his example and through his  actions. Terms that come to mind are “work ethic,” “sacrifice,” and “honesty.” Those principles are the foundation on which I have built my life and the concepts that I strive to live by on a daily basis. For that, I will forever be grateful and in debt to this courageous man—my father, Harry Barber.
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