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Springfield, VA –  Fathers Day is always bittersweet for me.  I have long encouraged  nearly every young man that I meet to marry and have children because, by far, being a father has been the highlight of my life.  I have been truly blessed to have three wonderful children who are each unique, superb individuals, and who are, next to my wife, my best friends.  Do we agree on everything?  Of course not.  But we have always been there for each other through good and bad.  We all know that we have each other's back.  These feelings reach a maximum on Fathers Day, so I smile a lot all day long.
But there is a dark side to this same day for me.  I feel shame that I wasted so many opportunities to get to know as much as possible about my own father, Edwin David Linz.  Most of his friends and family knew him as Eddie.  He was born in January of 1898 in Newport, Kentucky as one of the younger children in a large family of eight children.  They were poor - so poor, in fact, that my father had to quit school following the 3rd grade in order to work on a horse-drawn milk wagon to help to support the family.  Other than this, I know little of my father's family and his early years.  His mother's last name was McDermott, and she was apparently very Irish-Catholic.  His father was said to be Germanic with Jewish blood.  The family story was that they had emigrated from Linz, Austria in the mid-1800's, but when I visited Austria in 1975 I could not find one Linz in the phone directory for that city.  At any rate, the Linz family was definitely raised Catholic.
I know essentially nothing about my father until he was in his mid-30's and dating my mother when she was a nursing student at Speers Hospital in Dayton, Kentucky.  The only significant fact that I knew is that he had been previously married to a schoolteacher who left him during the early years of the Great Depression when he was out of work.  At some time they were divorced.  I never knew her name.  What I did learn is that they did not have children.  During the late 1930's, when he was scraping by as a car salesman selling Dodge vehicles for a friend in Dayton, he met my mom during her nursing school years.   They were married late in 1939, a year after her graduation.  
When WW II began for the U.S. in December, 1941 my father went to work in an aircraft factory across the river in Cincinnati, Ohio.  He and Mom were renting a 3-room apartment in Dayton above friends who owned the building.  It was in what would now be generously described as “a lower middle class working neighborhood."   I came along in 1943.
Following the war, "Pop" (as I always called him) began working as a molder in a foundry in Cincinnati.  It was hard, dangerous work.  There were no OSHA workplace regulations at the time and most of his co-workers (mostly African-Americans) developed lung diseases, such as silicosis and emphysema.  It did not help that most also smoked heavily - in Pop's case, three packs of Luckies a day.
During my grade school years, we moved from the city to a small farm in Kentucky on the southern banks of the Ohio River about 20 miles east of Cincinnati.  Pop had always dreamed of being a farmer, although he knew absolutely nothing about agriculture.  By default, I became the farmer and learned to drive a tractor at age 12.  It was soon obvious that we could not survive as farmers, so Pop turned to his next dream and built a small convenience store on our property to sell beer, cigarettes, and groceries to locals.  The store was a one-man operation from 6 AM to 10 PM seven days a week, 365 days a year.  It was here that Pop and I would sit together for hours when I was not in school or running the farm.  We talked a lot about sports and current events.  Although he was a voracious reader of newspapers and magazines, I never asked him how or when he learned to read. 
And that is the bitter part of Fathers Day for me.   I totally wasted those precious hours together when I could have learned about his youth, what he did in his teens, his prior marriage (even WHEN or WHY he married), how he avoided serving during WW I, how he met my mother - so many questions I failed to ask.   I suppose that it was youthful self-absorption, but now I regret those missed opportunities.  All of his siblings are long passed away, and I never asked my mother to fill in the blanks.
Now I find myself so missing my Pop, and regretting to take advantage of our moments together.   I wish that I could have him back for just a few hours.
I thought you might like to know.
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