Mayor’s Column for the December 16, 2015 Edition of the Evansville Review


One of the annual events for the Evansville mayor is participation in the AWARE Love Light Tree Lighting in early December.  The ceremony is a time for reflection of communal honor and loss.  It is a moving experience.  Reading the names of family, friends and neighbors that have left us is poignant.  Each year I find that I have personal relationships with more and more of the listed individuals and their families.  It has been my humble honor to have involvement with this community recognition through the years.  The tree lighting this year was personally touching for me.

A generation has passed in my family.  My dad died last week.  I, along with my family, will miss him greatly, but he was ready to leave us.  His struggle with fading memory and loss of independence is over and he is at peace.  Many individuals have already shared their remembrances of Dad with us and we are grateful.  He touched many lives in Evansville in 85 years.

[bookmark: _GoBack]Dad was gregarious; he loved people.  He greatly enjoyed family gatherings, neighborhood parties, reunions, and community celebrations.  He had many friends.  He was devoted to family.  It was important to him that his entire family be in attendance for family events.  He adored his grandchildren.  In his later years he would be tearful as he voiced his pride and abiding love for his close-knit family.

Dad was feisty, stubborn, and had a German temper.  I know these traits well, as they were passed on to me.  It meant that occasionally there were father-daughter “butting of heads.”  The bruised feelings never lasted long because our love was deep.

Dad had a sense of humor and liked to joke with people.  His favorite action when asked a yes or no question was to answer yes while shaking his head no.  

Love for the outdoors was hard-wired into my dad.  He liked fishing.  As small children, a highlight of annual family vacations was the special one-on-one early morning fishing trip with Dad.  A thermos of hot chocolate stowed with the cane poles and bait, and we were off to that favorite fishing spot that usually provided the daily bag limit of panfish.  Dad spent hours cleaning fish on family vacations, but fish for dinner was special, and extra was frozen for later enjoyment.  For years, the annual deer hunting trip to HAPP Hazard was eagerly anticipated by my dad.  Planning started weeks in advance.  Dad cherished the close friendships with his hunting buddies. 

Dad loved vegetable gardening.  The bountiful harvest meant that he and Mom would can and freeze tomatoes, beans, beets, corn, and squash.  There were often trips around the neighborhood to distribute extra vegetables.  Mowing the lawn was not a chore.  Yardwork was an enjoyable task for my dad.

I have a lasting memory from about 20-25 years ago.  I was living in the Milwaukee area and drove to Evansville for a visit.  As I pulled into the drive at the Kuelz family farm, I saw my dad
atop Arnie Rupnow’s tractor helping with the crop harvest.  Arnie leased the Kuelz cropland, but Dad sometimes helped him at harvest. It was a beautiful, sunny fall day with a slight breeze.  The look of pure contentment on Dad’s face, hair tousled by the wind, is forever etched in my mind.  Words don’t do justice to what I saw.  He was truly at one with nature.

Dad loved Evansville—it was his world.  His involvement in many volunteer activities enriched his hometown.  His years co-chairing the 4th of July celebration, the Centennial multi-day event that he and Mom spearheaded, serving as a Boy Scout leader, _____________.


