
MY FATHER MY MENTOR

Mentor: Dad taught me the importance of having a mentor in your corner. Dad was my own personal teacher, counselor
and trusted advisor.

As an adult, I still learn a lot from my Dad. On December 18th, my father was struck and killed by a truck in
Long Island. Who are you thankful for today? Oneâ€¦twoâ€¦ three! He wanted a better life for me. Over the
last year and a half of his life, he was more often depressed than happy. I wanted to go to Disneyland with the
rest of the kids, but the best place for us was out in nature and my dad knew it. After he passed the bar exam
he sued Local 3 for the rights of the workers. He was strong on the outside, and soft on the inside. He stepped
out onto the front porch and asked what the problem was. My dad put himself through college and graduate
school. At that time in my life I hated my dad! However, I was relieved that minor English mistakes are not
problems because my mentor listens to me patiently. He knows the names of the workmen who built it. At 18
eighteen years old I worked as a bartender in Manhattan. The grandkids, and us adult kids, even started calling
him Grumpa instead of Grampa. The first time was when he buried his sweetheart two weeks prior. Although I
tried to learn English math words before coming to the U. And, his big presence in this world is greatly
missed. My father taught me that loyalty and love are synonymous. One day an electrician working on a
construction site up the block came into the bar for a beer. And, I would walk away and mumble something
derogatory under my breath. He heard someone call me by my last name. I estimate I was a little less than 8
years old. The only reason my father stopped working was due to a stroke that forced him into immediate
retirement. My Father, My Mentor, My Teacher Jun 18, by Alex Piechowski Today, I want to get back into
the swing of blogging with a brief overview of my relationship with my father over the past 21 years of my
life. Your father was the best choice she could have ever made. He said they moved about twenty times in a
three-year period. He is a good man. But, my dad stood his ground. Are you Beaman? He reached down,
picked her up, and carried her in his arms, the way a husband would carry his bride across the threshold. Dad
has always been a provider.


