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To Jesus – for Your glory


Wee Forrest

By Don Mance


Acknowledgements

 


Thanks to my wife, Mandi, for her steadfast
love and support. I dedicate this work with love and gratitude to
my dad, Forrest. Thanks, Dad, for showing me the beauty of a life
yielded to God.


Introduction

 


My dad and I had a somewhat complicated
relationship before my early adulthood. I loved and respected him
as the sole provider of the family. I have many fond memories of
him from my childhood through my years in the US Air Force. We
could share a joke and a laugh together. He was always there when I
needed him.

 


Yet, I also dreaded seeing his car pull up in
the driveway when he came home from work. He was prone to fits of
anger, descending into rage when drinking. He drank far too
often.

 


Dad was a functional alcoholic. We were never
in danger as a family of not having food on the table, or a roof
over our heads. My dad showed up for work nearly every day, even
hungover. The casual observer of my dad both before and after
Christ came in might not have seen much of a difference. He could
be very charming and kind at times even before his epiphany. The
family and some of our closest friends, however, saw my dad in many
of his darkest hours.

 


I do not write this book to tarnish Dad’s
memory. His past is forgiven and under the blood of Jesus. I
believe that for one to truly appreciate the work that God did, one
needs to see the whole picture. Dad was neither a devil before his
salvation, nor an angel afterward. Nevertheless, I bear witness to
his life before and after Jesus. I could see that God was doing a
deep and extensive work in him. It wasn’t as dramatic as Paul’s
conversion at Damascus, nor John Newton’s transformation from
captain of a slave ship to abolitionist and author of “Amazing
Grace”. However, it was just as beautiful. I’m very grateful to God
for the experience of having walked with Dad on this journey.

 


My dad became my hero. He never pulled anyone
from a burning building, nor did he save anyone by doing CPR until
the paramedics arrived. He did something just as courageous, in my
view. He recognized the profound character defects in himself. He
refused to use the pain from his upbringing and other experiences
as an excuse. He humbly invited God to come into his life. He asked
God to change his heart and to help him to overcome alcohol. God
did that. Through my dad’s testimony, God drew me to Himself. I
accepted Jesus as my Lord and Savior because of the new life I saw
Dad living.

 


The title of this book may strike you as
somewhat strange. Allow me to give you the background that will
explain it. My wife Mandi is originally from Glasgow, Scotland. The
Scots use the term “wee” not just to describe something small, but
as a term of endearment for someone or something. Mandi met my dad
the same year I met her, through the church my dad and I attended
in Albany. They adored each other and became very good friends.
Mandi would always preface Dad’s name, Forrest, with “Wee” and a
smile on her face.

 


We still catch ourselves quoting Forrest on a
regular basis. His humor, wisdom and love continue to abide in us
and with us. He is and forever will be our “Wee Forrest”.

 


This isn’t just Dad’s story. It’s my story.
You could say it is our story. May it inspire and challenge you to
evaluate the course of your own life, and if necessary, make
adjustments.


Chapter One

From Park South to Beverwyck

​


My dad grew up in the Park South neighborhood
of Albany. His dad had abandoned the family when Dad was very
young. The only positive memory my dad had of my grandfather was
the time he took him to the movies to see Disney’s “Fantasia”. I
have no doubt that this broken relationship was a significant
factor in Dad’s insecurity as a teenager. This, in turn,
contributed to his later abuse of alcohol.

 


Fortunately for my dad and his little sister,
my grandma had a large, extended family. Her parents, a brother and
two sisters all helped to look after Dad into his adulthood under
one roof. It was a typical Germanic household. Love was not usually
expressed in hugs and pats on the back. It was mostly expressed by
working hard for those around you.

 


Dad didn’t like school, even from an early
age. He often told the story of when as a young boy, he was dropped
off at school one day by his favorite aunt, Aunt Alice. She
returned home a short time later to find him sitting on the front
stairs, waiting for her.

 


Alcoholism ran in the family. Dad told of how
he was sometimes dispatched by his mom to pick up his grandfather
at the local bar. That generational cycle of addiction would repeat
in Dad’s life, until the Lord Himself intervened and broke it.

 


Dad had many friends throughout his
childhood, both at school and in his neighborhood on Dana Avenue.
His closest friend, Richard, would later marry Dad’s younger
sister.

 


Over the years, the uncle and aunts moved out
to start families of their own. The remainder of the family
relocated to a smaller place on McKinley Street in the Upper
Washington Avenue neighborhood.

 


My dad married my mom and bought a house with
her in the Beverwyck neighborhood at the age of 24. I was the third
of three children. My brothers were planned. I was a surprise. By
the time I was born, Dad was 32 and firmly established in a secure
career as a public sector worker in Albany.

 


When sober, Dad was a good father and fun to
be around. He worked hard for the family, going into the office
hours before his shift each day to revel in the quiet and organize
things for his workday. He took us on wonderful family vacations.
He was heavily invested in making sure his sons got a proper
public-school education. He made sure we were raised in the
Lutheran faith and mandated our attendance in Sunday School and
church activities until the day of Confirmation, also called the
Affirmation of Baptism.

 


Drinking turned my dad into a different
person and there was not much fun nor even pleasant about him. I
often walked on eggshells, unsure if a word, or even a facial
expression might set him off. Discipline was swift and usually
harsh for my brothers and me. In his inebriation, many times Dad
could not differentiate between truth and falsehood and punished
the innocent whilst sparing the guilty.

 


I remember sitting in my room as a young boy
and openly questioning God about the state of my dad. I cannot tell
you for certain if I believed in Him or not at the time. I don’t
even remember if I offered any specific prayers or just railed
against the Lord in my mind. Years later, God would very gently
bring this time to my remembrance. He reminded me of how He had
heard me that day. He had always loved me and been with me. This
was never His plan for my dad.

 


I guess I always knew that Dad’s alcoholism
was a ticking time bomb. In His mercy and lovingkindness, God
minimized the collateral damage of Dad’s selfish and sinful
lifestyle. I am convinced that was because of the prayers of the
saints. I am especially thankful for the charismatic Catholic
family next door to us in Beverwyck. They were not just neighbors,
but dear friends and intercessors. They prayed for us regularly.
Those prayers would be answered many years later. There would be
forgiveness, understanding and healing. That time would only come,
however, after Dad hit rock bottom and came to the end of
himself.
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