
“Father Is Watching"                                                             August 2026 
Bob Richards, the former pole-vault champion, shares a moving story about a 
skinny young boy who loved football with all his heart. Practice after practice, he 
eagerly gave everything he had. But being half the size of the other boys, he got 
absolutely nowhere. At all the games, this hopeful athlete sat on the bench and 
hardly ever played. 
This teenager lived alone with his father, and the two of them had a very special 
relationship. Even though the son was always on the bench, his father was always 

in the stands cheering. He never missed a game. 
This young man was still the smallest of the class when he entered high school. But his father continued 
to encourage him but also made it very clear that he did not have to play football if he didn't want to. 
But the young man loved football and decided to hang in there He was determined to try his best at 
every practice, and perhaps he'd get to play when he became a senior. All through high school he never 
missed a practice nor a game but remained a bench-warmer all four years. 
His faithful father was always in the stands, always with words of encouragement for him. 
When the young man went to college, he decided to try out for the football team as a "walk-on." 
Everyone was sure he could never make the cut, but he did. The coach admitted that he kept him on the 
roster because he always puts his heart and soul to every practice, and at the same time, provided the 
other members with the spirit and 
hustle they badly needed. 
The news that he had survived the cut thrilled him so much that he rushed to the nearest phone and 
called his father. His father shared his excitement and was sent season tickets for all the college games. 
This persistent young athlete never missed practice during his four years at college, but he never got to 
play in a game. It was the end of his senior football season, and as he trotted onto the practice field 
shortly before the big playoff game, the coach met him with a 
telegram. 
The young man read the telegram and he became deathly silent. Swallowing hard, he mumbled to the 
coach, "My father died this morning. Is it all right if I miss practice today?" The coach put his arm gently 
around his shoulder and said, "Take the rest of the week off, son. And don't even plan to come back to 
the game on Saturday." 
Saturday arrived, and the game was not going well. In the third quarter, when the team was ten points 
behind, a silent young man quietly slipped into the empty locker room and put on his football gear. As 
he ran onto the sidelines, the coach and his players were astounded to see their faithful teammate back 
so soon. "Coach, please let me play. I've just got to play today," said the young man. The coach 
pretended not to hear him. There was no way he wanted his worst player in this close playoff game. But 
the young man persisted, and finally feeling sorry for the kid, the coach gave in. "All right," he said. "You 
can go in." 
Before long, the coach, the players and everyone in the stands could not believe their eyes. This little 
unknown, who had never played before was doing everything right. The opposing team could not stop 
him. He ran; he passed, blocked, and tackled like a star. His team began to triumph. The score was soon 
tied. In the closing seconds of the game, this kid intercepted a pass and ran all the way for the winning 



touchdown. 
The fans broke loose. His teammates hoisted him onto their shoulders. Such cheering you never heard. 
Finally, after the stands had emptied and the team had showered and left the locker room, the coach 
noticed that this young man was sitting quietly in the corner all alone the coach came to him and said, 
“Kid, I can't believe it. You were fantastic! Tell me what got into you? How did you do it?" 
He looked at the coach, with tears in his eyes, and said, "Well, you knew my dad died, but did you know 
that my dad was blind?" The young man swallowed hard and forced a smile, "Dad came to all my games, 
but today was the first time he could see me play, and I wanted to show him I could do it! “End of story. 
Like the athlete's father, G-d is always there cheering for us. He's always reminding us to go on. He's 
even offering us His hand for He knows what is best, and is willing to give us what we need and not 
simply what we want. G-d has never missed a single game. What a joy to know that life is meaningful IF 
lived for the Highest. Live for HIM for He's watching us in the game of life! 

"Quote of The Day 

......."When we honestly ask ourselves which person in our lives mean the most to us, we often find that 
it is those who, instead of giving advice, solutions, or cures, have chosen rather to share our pain and 
touch our wounds with a warm and tender hand. The friend who can be silent with us in a moment of 
despair or confusion, who can stay with us in an hour of grief and bereavement, who can tolerate not 
knowing, not curing, not healing and face with us the reality of our powerlessness, THAT is a friend who 
cares." 

And before we close some humor from the "Moshe Files" to keep you smiling. 

"The complexities of the English Language".... 

Let's face it -- English is a crazy language. There is no egg in eggplant nor ham in hamburger; neither 
apple nor pine in pineapple. English muffins weren't invented in England or French fries in France. 
Sweetmeats are candies while sweetbreads, which aren't sweet, are meat. 
We take English for granted. But if we explore its paradoxes, we find that quicksand can work slowly, 
boxing rings are square and a guinea pig is neither from Guinea nor is it a pig. 
And why is it that writers write but fingers don't fing, grocers don't groce and hammers don't ham? If 
the plural of tooth is teeth, why isn't the plural of booth beeth? One goose, 2 geese. So one moose, 2 
meese? One index, 2 indices? 
Doesn't it seem crazy that you can make amends but not one amend, that you comb through annals of 
history but not a single annal? If you have a bunch of odds and ends and get rid of all but one of them, 
what do you call it? 
If teachers taught, why didn't preacher praught? If a vegetarian eats vegetables, what does a 
humanitarian eat?  
Sometimes I think all the English speakers are a bit delusional. In what language do people recite at a 
play and 
play at a recital? Ship by truck and send cargo by ship? Have noses that run and feet that smell? Park on 
driveways and drive on parkways? 
How can a slim chance and a fat chance be the same, while a wise man and wise guy are opposites? 



How can overlook and oversee be opposites, while quite a lot and quite a few are alike? How can the 
weather be hot as hell one day and cold as hell another. 
You have to marvel at the unique lunacy of a language in which your house 
can burn up as it burns down, in which you fill in a form by filling it out 
and in which an alarm clock goes off by going on. 
English was invented by people, not computers, and it reflects the 
creativity of the human race (which, of course, isn't a race at all). That 
is why, when the stars are out, they are visible, but when the lights are 
out, they are invisible. And why, when I wind up my watch, I start it, but 
when I wind up this essay, I end it.... I’m confused, I'm complete, I'm finished...I'm done...LOL 

On behalf of ALL the Chaplains, wishing you and your loved ones a healthy and safe Summer.  May G-d 
bless you, keep you safe and always keep you in His loving care. AMEN. Should you need an ear to listen, 
a shoulder to lean on, or perhaps have some good humor to share, (I know you have a good joke or 
good story to share) please do not hesitate to drop us a line or give us a call. 

All our contact information is on our Police Chaplain's website: www.chicagopcm.org. Look us up for 
current and upcoming information. 

Compliments of your Police Chaplain, Rabbi Moshe Wolf, E-mail: moshewolf@hotmail.com 

O. 773-463-4780 please leave message or Cell: 773-230-7872 (Text) 

Snail mail: 3008 W. Pratt Blvd., 60645 
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