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Blessed are those who fear the Lord, who find delight in his 
commands. Their children will be mighty in the land: 

 the generation of the upright will be blessed.   
Psalm 112:1-2 A Newsletter for Parents 

and Families 
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UPCOMING EVENTS 
 

October 9 
Family Pumpkin Fest  

6:30—8:30   
 

Now –October 17 
Late Fall Recreation 

Registration 
 

October 17 
Winter Recreation Early Bird 

Registration 
 

October 23 
Recreation Parents’ Night Out 

 
December 4 

Polar Express Interactive Movie 
Experience 7:00 pm 

 
Contact the recreation office for 
more information about any of 

these events. 
 

Published by  
Nazarene Recreation 

and Fine Arts Academy 
 

12725 Bell Rd 
Lemont, IL 60439 

nazrec@chicagofirstnaz.org 
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A CALL TO FATHERS 
 
 This issue of the New Generations newsletter, a special 
newsletter aimed directly at parents and families, focuses on stories 
directly designed for fathers. In the Bible, when Jesus taught his 
disciples to pray he said that when you pray, you should say, “ABBA”. 
Now this word ABBA does not refer to the musical group from the 
seventies, rather it is an old word that simply means “Father” or 
“Daddy”.  When we talk to God there is a relationship between us and 
God that is intimate and founded within a family. The role of the 
Father is so important to all that we become. 
 The same is true today. The role of the father is crucial for the 
child. The relationship between father and child will go a long way 
toward determining who the child will become. Being a father is both a 
huge joy and a huge responsibility.  
 Recently I came across some instances that reflect the influence 
that fathers can have on their children. I have shared those stories with 
you in this issue.  
 I pray that we will all continue to grow and build relationships 
with our children that will help them become all that God longs for 
them to be. 

Helping parents raise... 
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From Pastor David— Lessons for Fathers from the Golf Course 

Lessons From the Golf Course 

  I enjoy playing golf.  While it can easily be one of the most frustrating 
things a person can do, there really is nothing I enjoy quite as much as being out on a golf 
course, especially some of the beautiful ones we have in this area. I’ve had a few 
experiences on course in the last few weeks that have given me a new perspective on being 
a father and wanted to share these with you over the next three mornings.  I hope you will 
excuse my intrusion into your life, but I also hope you will see something in these stories. 
 

TEED OFF 
 
  A couple weeks ago I went out on a Sunday night to play some 
twilight at a course near my house. The place was pretty full and even though I 
was walking I caught up with the twosome in front of my by the end of the 
second hole. At the tee of the third hole they asked me if I would like to play 
with them, so I said I would. They were a father and son.  The son was 14 
years old. 
 I teed off first and hit my usual 180 or so, but for once it was right 
down the middle. The father teed off and smacked it about 250, and then the 
son did likewise, and off we went. Despite my short drive I ended making par 

on the hole.  The son pitched over the green a couple times and three putted for an eight. 
 That’s when things started to unravel. “I’m the worst golfer ever,” he muttered as we headed toward the next 
hole.  He proceeded to hit his drive right. “Great now I’m going to make a nine.”  By the time we got to the tee on 
number six he was hitting the ball about 40 to 50 yards each time he hit it, and his just kept berating himself. 
 Dad, who was playing with us, only offered one piece of advice, “If you keep getting angry you won’t get any 
better,” (which was true by the way). 
 The son quickly hollered back at his father, “I’M NOT ANGRY.” 
 As the son four putted the green on number seven he grabbed the ball out of the hole and threw it out past the tee 
box on number eight.  Dad said nothing. 
 On the tee box on number nine son hit a two hopper into the tree 60 yards right of the tee and then proceeded to 
throw his driver almost as far.  Dad said nothing. 
 At this point I was somewhat tempted to wish them a good night and head home, but I decided to go on a little 
further.  As we were walking down the ninth fairway Dad said to me, “Would you like a 14-year old?” 
 I just smiled and kept walking but in my mind this thought was forming, “No, but I know a 14-year old who 
sure could use a dad.” 
 Now it’s not really my place to judge neither this father nor this son, so instead I tried to think about what I 
would do if it was my son. I’m pretty sure the first time he threw a ball or a club that he would be done for the day.  But 
as I thought about it I remembered my job is not to punish my son, my job is to teach my son. I am responsible for 
sharing lessons with him that will help him grow into a man. 
 Now my son is just two years old (almost) and I have learned that what works best with him these days when he 
is losing control is simply to sit him down, to time out, and let his anger subside and simply talk to him. Usually he 
offers a sorry all by himself without prodding and is right back at it. 
 I don’t think time-outs should end just because a child gets older.  I’m not sure what I would do if it was my 
child throwing clubs and stomping around, but I would like to think I wouldn’t just accept it in silence. I’m thinking 
maybe I would get to that ninth tee and say, “Let’s take a break and go sit in the shade under one of those trees.” 
 I’d like to think that I would try to wait for him to calm down, try to engage him in real man-
to-man conversation, and try to talk through the day.  I would like to think that in the years leading  
up to that moment I had developed such a relationship with him that he could be restored and 
redeemed and we could finish that round of golf, not worried about behavior or who we were playing 
in front of. 
 Some will say to me, “Pastor David, you don’t understand what it is like to have a teenager,” 
and they are right. 
 Still, I don’t think I want to be the parent who sits idly by and doesn’t help my child become 
a man. I don’t want to be silent when my child needs my guidance. I don’t want to underestimate the 
influence a father can have on his son. 



In the Rough 
 
  Sometimes that drive from the tee-box takes us into the rough, and as we all know, the rough is a 
terrible place to be. 
 A few weeks ago I had a couple interesting encounters on the course. I was incredibly blessed when 
two people from rec asked if they could take me golfing on different days. Of course I was not about to turn 
them down, that is one of my favorite types of ministry and the chance to play at Ravisloe and Big Run for free 
was a blessing beyond compare. (I know you are both reading this by the way, thank you again.) 
 On the day we went to Ravisloe we got paired up with another fellow. This guy was sixty-three and 
from the city.  In fact he lives just a few doors down from our president.  He is recently retired and was actually 
playing golf on his wedding anniversary. 
 As we were playing we were having conversation and on the fifth hole or so he asked me, “So David, 
what do you do?” 
 “I’m a Pastor at a church not far from here,” I replied. 
 His eyes got really big, he paused a moment and then said “ ******* (taking God’s name in vain) 
David, now I’ll have to watch my language the rest of the day. 
 A few days later I was at Big Run and playing with a rec dad and we got paired with a couple guys.  A few holes in one of the 
guys came over and started talking. He was telling us how fun it was, and he was glad he wasn’t playing with a couple ******** and 
how so many guys on the course were &^&^&*   *******. And then he missed a couple puts, so instead of dropping them he was 
dropping f bombs and it was down hill from there. 
 I think I almost laughed though, when we were on hole 15 or so and I was up on the tee and the other guys were down by the 
cart and I heard the rec dad tell the one guy, “Well like I was just saying to Pastor David…” 
 You could just feel the shift and change. 
 To me though, it’s just sad. I understand that profane speech flourishes these days and within this culture. When I was 17 I 
could pretty much cuss the wall paper off the wall. But now, when I hear it, I am just saddened by it. I’m not sure who we’re trying to 
impress. 
 In all my years growing up my father never, and I mean never, used a profane word. I am so grateful for that example. As an 
insecure teenager I used them a lot, but somewhere along the road I realized I didn’t. 
 These guys had no idea I was a Pastor and when they found out they were somewhat embarrassed and taken back.  I never 
said a word to them, because I learned a long time ago that God loves us all equally, but they felt uncomfortable the rest of the day and 
I’d like to think it was because of my calling in life, but because they realized that what they were doing really didn’t fit in. 
 Thing is, dads, when we’re in front of our children, we know who we are influencing. The scriptures say, “Let no 
unwholesome talk come out of your mouth, only that which is good…” 
 As dads I’d like to encourage you, if it’s a problem, to get out of the rough with your language. Keep things in play. Show our 
kids the right way, both in what we do, and in what we say. 

 
  This past weekend someone gave me tickets to the BMW championship. My four year old 
daughter really wanted to go. “It’s Sunday and Tiger will be wearing red,” she said as she jumped up 
and down. Now I personally am not a fan of Tiger, but for my daughter it is the person she saw on 
TV and now we were going in person. 
 We had such a good time. We got there and sat in the shade on number nine and  he 
managed to slice it right into the trees off the tee (and I know about going right off of tees), then he 
had to play this incredible shot through the trees and it ended up right in front of where we had been 
sitting. As he walked up Mia turned to me and hugged me and said, “Daddy I love you so much, 

thank you for bringing me to see Tiger play golf,” and I thought at that moment I really had something to write about. 
 On the way home later I learned something else though. We left after the final group made its way off the 14th green. As we 
made the long walk back to the gate lots of other people were leaving also.  We got closer to the exit and the crowd grew. 
 The path took you by the practice tees, and although the tournament was decided, a number of practice balls were on the tees 
in case any of the pros needed to go hit some balls for whatever reason. All of the balls were shiny white, not like the ones in my bag, 
and of course none of them had those little red stripes on them. Each station of balls was stacked in a nice pyramid shape, with 
probably 40 to 50 balls in it. There was a fence to keep the crowd out of the restricted area. 
 In front of us a few yards a young boy probably between 13 and 15 was walking with his dad and another couple men.  
Suddenly the boy pushed open a hole in the restrictive fences and dashed out to one of the pyramids.  He quickly grabbed a couple 
handfuls of balls off the pyramid and ran back and to the side of his father. 
 When he got to the side of his father he stuffed most of the balls into his jacket and handed a few to his dad.  My daughter saw 
this and said, as we were walking, “What did that boy do daddy?” 
 My response didn’t take long, I said, “He just stole those golf balls Mia.” 

Scoring Well 
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 At Chicago First Church of the Nazarene our pastoral 
staff is always ready to help you with the spiritual needs of your 
family.  Contact any of the Pastors below at any time. Office 
phone is 708-349-0454. 
 
Adam Lewis Family Pastor  ext. 41 
 alewis@chicagofirstnaz.org 
Jill Crew Children’s Pastor ext. 38 
 jcrew@chicagofirstnaz.org 
Tim Britton Youth Pastor  ext. 40  
 tbriitton@chicagofirstnaz.org 
Dave Ludwig Youth Pastor  ext. 42
 dludwig@chicagofirstnaz.og 

Scoring Well—continued from page 3 

Pastor David, how can I 
ever be the perfect Father 
to my children? 
 The answer is 
simple, you can’t.  Well 
maybe you can, but I sure 
know that I can’t. As a dad I 
blow it every single day 
with my children. My 
temper is too quick and my patience is too 
thin. I speak shortly when I should speak 
with love. I fail to read that good night story 
that my children cherish because I am too 
tired. And the list goes on and on. 
 Fortunately, God is faithful and 
patient, and I am reminded that love can 
cover a multitude of failures. Children are 
quick to forgive and love when we are 
honest and open with them. I am learning to 
see what I do well and what I do poorly, and 
every day try to be better, but I am simply 
not strong enough, and so I rely on my 
Father for strength. 
 
Abba, Father,  
 Give us the strength, patience, and 
encouragement we need to become a 
blessing to our children,  your children, and 
guide them along the way in this life so that 
they can become what you want them to be.  
Amen. 

 “But stealing is wrong, why did he do that?” 
 Again my response didn’t take long, 
“Because his Daddy never taught him better.” 
 The man and son who were walking directly 
in front of us turned around to us and said, “I sure 
wish you would say that louder.” 
 Now I know that the people who run the 
PGA tour will not miss a handful of balls. For 
organizations that work with millions, a couple 
dollars is pretty insignificant, but that is not what is 
at stake here. As I play that incident in my mind I 
realize that boy has learned the following things: 

It’s okay to take what I want even if it doesn’t belong to me (steal) 
It’s okay to run into places that are restricted as long as no one 

stops me. 
It doesn’t matter that someone who is making minimum wage had 

to work hard to put that pyramid together, I will not respect 
their work and their time. 

My dad will let me do whatever I want and think it’s funny. 
 

 Am I over-reacting?  I don’t know, but I sure I don’t want my 
children to think it is okay to steal or that it’s cool to disrespect the work and 
efforts of others. More than that, I don’t want them to sense approval from 
me when they do things that are wrong. 

Please, do not misread that! I DO want them to sense love from me 
no matter what they do, but never do I want them to think I would condone 
that which is wrong. 

We have a huge duty as fathers. This road is not an easy one. Our 
children learn from us every step of the way. 

I am praying for you as dads. During the upcoming session, 
October 19 – December 19, I am going to pray for every father of every 
child in our program, a few of you a day. Keep the faith. Teach your 
children. Trust God for the strength. 

Prayer 


