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- This past weekend I received some bad
news. My eighty-seven year old father had
lost consciousness getting up from bed and
'had to be taken to the hospital by ambulance.
- A year ago he had been diagnosed with
prostate cancer and I wondered if that had
anything to do with his present circum-
stances. - '

It was only today that I found out that his
“condition is stabilized and much better. It appears
that he has an ulcer in his esophagus, but other than
that, the news was good. Our family would not have
been surprised if the cancer had spread to other
organs. But apparently, the tests reveal that this has
ot happened. The fainting was pI‘Oba.bly due to lcss
of blood through the ulcer.

It is times like these that make us all realize the finiteness of
this life. I've actually wanted to write this letter about my
parcnts many times, especially since I traveled to St. Louis last
year to help him through the end of his hospitalization, but
busyness kept putting that off. .

I don’t think this is thccnd at all, asfarasIknow Dad and
Mom may be around for many more years. I just wanted you to
know them both; God has used both of them to play key roles
in my life. Of course, that’s what all parents do--play kcy roles
in their children’s lives.

So meet Chester and Rose Cook. Mom’s parents came
from Austria in their twenties to start a new life in America.
Dad’s parents came from Ireland and Scotland, and go back

Chester and Rose Cook



scveral generations this side of the Atlantic. My guess is that
they came to America during the Irish potato famine of last

century.

" Mom and Dad met in St. Louis (where they continue to live)
during the thirties and were married in 1936. Then the children
came along first in 1943 with my older brother, Jack, 1947 my
sxstcr Carol, me in 1949, and my kid brother, Tom, in 1952.

My father came to ftuth in Chnst by his own testimony, in
the forties just as the children were coming around. Lucky for
And certainly that was the most important and
determinative thing that happened in
eur famlly s life, hecance soon thereafter,
mother came to faith and much later, all
of the children. Dad’s **spiritual
heritage’’ came through his mother; she
was a daughter of an itinerant preacher
“who converted to faith in Christ during
- the revivals of the last century. Dad’s
father (my grandfather on Dad’s side) lost
his life when my Dad was only ten years
of age. It had and still has a profound
impact in Dad’s life. For many years he’s
~had reoccurring dreams of meeting his
father when his father came home from
work. It is a sobering reminder to me of
the importance Dads play in their
children’s lives.

Dad’s grandfather (my great-grandfather) traveled much of

Amcrica as a preacher of the gospel and wrote several books

“about it; some of which I tracked down through the Library of
Congress. One clear memory Dad has of his grandfather was
that when he staycd at his home, Grandfather would often sleep
along with Dad in his bed. In the mommgs before daybreak,
Grandfather wonld quistly slip out of bed and pray on his kiiccs
for an hour or so. Dad would prctcnd to slecp and sncak a peck
once in a while. No doubt among the many things he must have
prayed for, he must have been praying for Dad and the
generations to come.

Looking back across those gcncrations I can see the ‘grace of
God in it all. Of course, the contribution of my parents to our
: family has been enormous. Though our family had our share of
problems growing up, it was nothmg like the problems of
today s gcncrauon

Mom and Dad have prayed for and supported our ministry
for more than twenty-three years of service. We talk nearly each
week by phone and regularly pray together about the mlmsn'y
the Lord has given us to fulfill.

I can remember from my childhood that Dad led many
people to faith in Chnst. He led people to faith at his work at an

cmpioymcnt agency he directed and when he preached at the
Sunshmc Mlssmn in St. LOlllS Q_d_mu_st_th_Lcm_c_of
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cxperiences as prcparatory to my callmg in life--it never ever
occurred to me as a child that I'd be doing what I'm domg now.

Mom was evcn-tcmpcrcd both were frugal. Mom could be
more depended on for getting the details correct, Dad, a
perfectionist in his own right, secmed to me less often correct
on the details. For me Mom was casier to talk with and work
with than Dad. Neither demanded good grades or success in
sports from us children. Of course, they didn’t just let us goof
off. Their marriage weathered
more than a few storms. When
] three of the four of us chiidren

' were teenagers at once time
during the sixties lifec wasn’t casy
for anybody.

I'm just glad they hung in
there and didn’t give up on us. -
All four children graduated from
college; two of us mostly on
athletic scholarships and two
partly on academic scholarships.
Of course, when we all get to

- heaven, we’ll find out more '
clearly, I believe, that it was not
our great faith in God that got.us
through, but rather our small

faith in a great and faithful God that will have made the
difference.

So thanks to both of you, Mom and Dad.
Thanks for your support. Thanks for your
prayers. Thanks for your integrity. Thanks for
the spiritual, the emotional, and the physical
heritage you passed along to us! '



