Excerpts from a talk Dad gave at church in 1991. He calls this his “holy roller” phase and says that phase ended, so I changed some of the words to reflect his current beliefs, and put the changes in square brackets.

Fixing things is easy for me and it's fun; lots of people can't fix the simplest things so there is plenty of opportunity. I even plan to do this when I retire! But I have come to realize that my motives are not always [pure]. I like to get praise and have people tell me what a good [person] I am! It is also a lot easier to fix something and collect praise, than to spend time really getting to know someone, to be a friend on more than a casual level, to share yourself, not just your tools and skill. 

Before I joined the choir I had trouble paying attention at mass and sometimes even slept through sermons. Singing in the choir helps me participate in the mass and makes it more meaningful for me. And Christmas and Easter services are incredible. I never thought I would look forward to spending hours and hours learning and practicing music, then spend more hours in church singing at midnight and again a few hours later at nine o'clock mass, but I do. And there are other bonuses. We have made many good friends we might not have otherwise. Since I am not a musician and can't read music, I bought a music program for my Macintosh computer. This lets me enter the key, the time signature, and the notes and the computer plays the song over and over until I have it memorized. It must sound crazy to the musicians among you but it works for me. 

People relationships have always been a big challenge for me. My father died when I was seven years old and my mother told me I was now the man of the house. I believed her and I still have trouble letting anyone else be in charge. I don't know where I got a father image; I have only the slightest memory of my father. I got plenty of love and praise, maybe too much, from my mother, but that special love that only a father can give was missing. The poet Robert Bly, in his popular book "Iron John," talks a lot about the dysfunction that can happen when young boys don't "get enough father," as he puts it. I learned that I was safe and got praise if I helped out, fixed things, or was right about things. These were unconscious lessons, but I must have learned them well. It is also fairly common for children who lose a parent when they are young to develop feelings of insecurity and inferiority, especially when the neighborhood is full of bullies. In my case I learned to hide my feelings of inferiority by acting superior, some would say arrogant.

On top of this, I was trained as an engineer, and engineers are logical and do things in an orderly manner. At home with my wife and children, or with friends, or with co-workers at the office, things have to be logical and make sense. Questions have logical answers. I have real problems when answers don't make sense. My demand for logical answers has caused lots of hurt feelings over the years, but I always took comfort in the knowledge that I was right. I was always right, but I was not happy.
I had a wonderful wife, five great children … and everyone was in good health! We had a nice home and lots of friends, and I made a comfortable living. But in spite of these obvious blessings, I was not happy. I knew something was missing. 

I thought my source of unhappiness was frustration with my job. I joined Boeing in 1958, right after graduation from college. In the 22 years since, I had worked my way up to second level manager in charge of flight simulators, which are devices used at Boeing to train pilots to fly airplanes. I had four supervisors and sixty people reporting to me. When you are dealing with technical issues, problems have solutions, and they must be good solutions and be developed on schedule. Processes that don't work well—and that covers most of how Boeing operated—should be improved, and I was happy to help improve them whether or not anyone asked me to. It was a continual surprise and disappointment to me that very few of my co-workers saw things the same way I did.

I had been counseled by more than one of my bosses about being too hard on people, expecting too much. I was told it was hurting my career. My response was usually that I had learned from previous bosses, most of whom had progressed quite well and even become vice-presidents. Some of them were not nice people. I thought they made me look like a pussy cat.

I used to make my disapproval of people evident by a comment, my tone of voice, or even a look of exasperation. After my [retreat] weekend I really wanted to change. This meant I had to give up many of the things I thought had gotten me promotions and made me worthwhile: being right, being in control, being dependable and competent. 

But life principles are not easily changed and I ultimately sought counseling from a psychologist. In typical engineer fashion I asked how long it was going to take to fix me, to help me be happy. I wanted a schedule and a plan of attack. The doctor said that he couldn't do that. He said treatment was like a journey, one he had guided other people on many times before. The destination was the same but the starting place and the route were different for every person. He also didn't know how long it would take because he didn't know how fast I would be able or willing to travel.

Kathy, my wife, friend, lover and confidant of 33 years, has patiently tried to help me. The other day she shared something which blew me away. They were excerpts from the passage in Job, chapter 38, where God speaks from the tempest and reminds Job of how limited man is. God says to Job: "Does a hawk learn from you how to fly when it spreads its wings toward the south? Does an eagle wait for your command to build its nest high in the mountains?"

WOW. Tough words for someone who thinks they are smart and clever, someone who always wants to be in charge.
I have made progress and my wife, children, and friends tell me they see improvement. But I know I have a long way to go. I am reminded of the little boy who was caught doing something he was not supposed to. He told his father "Be patient with me; God is not through with me yet." Well, God is not through with any of us yet, and He won't be as long as we have breath in us. 

