READING with Dad, a Memorial Story

Told by Cynthia W. Taylor at his memorial service March 1, 2013.

Author’s Preface: Born in 1950, I’m the third child of Bud (Elmer Frederick) and Murr (Mary Ann Jones) Wieboldt. Along with my four siblings (two sisters and two brothers) I grew up on Cove Creek Farm, south of Charlottesville,Virginia in the foothills of the Blue Ridge Mountains. My father, E. F. Wieboldt, known as “Bud” had a deep love for nature and was not only the farm manager but an excellent business person. He and his father (who had purchased the 700+ acre site in the early 1940s) ran the farm, raised Aberdeen Black Angus cattle and also established Cove Creek Industries which included greenhouses (for growing orchids) and a nursery and later landscaping business, the Post Plant with a wood-treating and a fencing business, and later joined with Barnes Lumber Co.and UVA to introduce the first treated-wood foundations for homebuilders. It was Dad’s life as a farmer that seemed to warm his heart the most. While Mother’s focus was the family, she also had a deep love for arts and architecture & design as well at that love of the beauty of the natural environment. Both Mom and Dad were active in building our local community. We were fortunate to have a loving supportive family and to grow up in this scenic spot. Dad was 92 when he passed away and I learned so much more in his final two years when I was honored to be a vital care-giver. I dearly appreciate the difference he made in my life. All my brothers and sisters were there for his memorial and Mom requested that we each say something. I tossed and turned ideas in my head and couldn’t decide and fumbled at writing anything down, and then.. in my dream the night before it became clear.. something Dad and I had in common and something that made me think about so many moments and appreciate him in more ways..   I jotted down a few notes and then spoke from my heart at the service… that seems to be the times I can tell a story. Fortunately my daughter Hallie was there and she recorded what I said.  So working from her recording and my memories, I was able to write down the story. I’ve had a number of requests for sharing it, but I wasn’t sure how I felt about that and where the story might end up. It’s four years later and after participating in a recent storytelling gathering, I’ve come to appreciate the value of stories and what we can learn from each other’s stories. Sharing stories is a gift of love. Listening and reading other’s stories is inspirational and bonding. With love, I’m sharing this with you and celebrate the beauty of life and this world. Perhaps you’d like to read my story about Dad.                               April 4, 2017
March 1, 2013  

Memorial Service for E.F. Wieboldt, Jr.  (January 21,1921 – January 24, 2013).

It’s good to be here with ALL OF YOU, who have meant so much to our family over the years and I thank you for coming. As I was thinking about what I was going to say today, there has been a flood of memories. I got to thinking about something I had in common with Dad…  READING.   It was something that didn’t come easily to both of us. Now, I can read, we can read, but we have to do it slowly and it takes a long time. You just can’t rush it. 


The one thing I remember Dad reading was his NEWSWEEK. (I see him stretched out on the couch reading after lunch).  He read it a little bit at a time, read it in “bits and pieces”.  He read it all, cover-to-cover… it took all week and then, the next week, the next issue arrived and he was all set!

That memory got me thinking about the word “reading” and how reading is far more than just reading words. How other ways of reading are really life skills. My thoughts here were triggered by my working with Literacy Volunteers. I started thinking about all the other ways of “reading” that Dad was so good at and what he taught me.

Reading the stars. I remember being with Dad, looking up at the night skies… all the stars . . . and he pointed out the Big Dipper.  He helped us to recognize the constellations.  And I was surprised you could read these and know which way was North. I guess it helped you find your way at night.  

I remember when the first satellite circled the Earth; Dad was really excited about that! He got us all up and we walked outside and looked up so that we could see the pathway of that very first satellite. And I watched that slow-moving “star”. I’m sure glad he made sure we didn’t miss that! 

Dad could read the skies.

He’d say, “Look at that sky, it’s a beautiful day”. And he made sure I knew the difference between the Cumulus Cloud and the Status Cloud and we READ the skies. And how important that was .. not just to a farmer, but to see the beauty of them.  And to know the difference of them. And WOW he taught me how to read the skies and I just realize that right now I’m still doing it! And the MOON…  that’s SO special.

 But what about reading the leaves of the trees?

He said, “Look at this. This is an oak tree”.  And we looked at the leaves and we could READ them. And look at the lines and shapes and he wanted to make sure that when we were out there that we were seeing things.  And so he taught me how to recognize these differences between these trees and to read the bark.      “Look at that!”  “See that one?” and you could spot that that was a Cherry tree. I didn’t know how that was a cherry tree… “Just look at it!, Look at the bark.” “Look at that, Cindy, Look at that!”   And I’d see and say, “Oh YEAH” and I’d get so excited.  And I’d be reading the bark of the trees and that would be really fun. …

And boy, he could read numbers …  Like nobody’s business! 

He’d sit there, and he could look at a series of numbers and he understood things about numbers that  I never did understand. He tried to teach me to read a bank statement. And he successfully did that to the point where I could understand how to keep things balanced. And he was always making sure we understood how to balance the money and all those things.   His facility with reading numbers was just eye-opening to me. And I’d come home from school and he’d be there in his office, he had an office, a little office that was just by the back door.   And he would always be doing things and he had a special little pencil where he recorded all his information… and THAT PENCIL was my favorite!  I’d go into his office and do my homework there.. to USE that pencil because he sharpened it with his pocketknife…   It was just whittle, whittle, whittle here…. Ooh.. I just don’t know what it was about that pencil and the fact that he whittled it with his pocketknife, but man, if I could use it for my homework, then homework was fun! And so I did that and I got to where my math skills were getting beyond me and it was Dad who helped me through this. It was advanced math in high school and we had to use a slide-ruler to do all these calculations and logarithms and things. . . .  and that was before, of course, we had computers that can do these things. And that didn’t come EASY to me, because there’s a fair amount (showing the moving of the parts)… and I’m seeing those slide rulers laying there.. and I’m wishing we’d saved one just so that the younger generation could just see what they looked like! He showed me exactly how to move them and do that and how to do all this math that I was required to do for my homework.. that you do on the slide ruler.  Apparently he used it in his business dealings. I don’t really understand how, because I never got that far with math, but umm. So I’m remembering that about reading the slide ruler and I appreciate that, Dad, because I think you instilled in me an appreciation for math. 

I remember how he could read human nature; he just could sense people.  And he could see the richness that people had, whatever walk of life they were in. He found something that he could read and see with them and he shared that.  And he was a man of few words, but just being around him was just such a spirit. 


And he could read those animals. Now, of course, you’re running a farm, you better be able to… and he could and he knew.  He showed me how to read the difference between a bull and a heifer and before that they were all “cows”. I still wasn’t quite too sure, and I was pretty young and do remember walking right down the center of the farm (with Dad), and I’m sure he’s reading all those animals and making sure they’re in the proper place and separate pens appropriately, and I say to Daddy, “Daddy, how come those cows are playing piggyback?” (Laughs from listeners)  He was probably there keeping an eye on them and apparently, I wasn’t old enough to be explained the real answer.  I just remember clearly the response:  “They just like to do that sometimes.” And I remember that, to this day! And later, it took me a little bit longer to get that figured out. I did, and that’s good.

And I really appreciate the way he taught me to read the lay of the land. Oh man..uh! Of course, you all heard about Chalk Rock and (looking at Tom, Cindy’s older brother who had mentioned it in his memorial words) “Thank you for introducing it.” Dad built this wonderful trail back behind the house and slowly built it and built it and he’d get a little bit of young power to help move rocks move things out of the way and he had this mattock that he used on building that trail all the way from the house all the way up to Chalk Rock (a beautiful look-out spot where you could view the whole farm and valley.)  And it was a HEAVY tool, and I thought that was pretty neat. And he’d read the situation and say, “This is as far as I can get today on the trail.” … with the amount of time that he had and he hung it in the tree! Cause you weren’t going to CARRY that thing all the way back and forth!  And so every time I hiked on that trek, I’d look for it to see how far we’d gotten on the trail.  But as far as finding your way in the woods…  You know, it’s EASY to get lost! But not if you’re with BUD, because he teaches you how to look at the woods.  And he had us notice the terrain and the tree and the shape of this…. and to look ahead and to look behind.. look to the right, look to the left.. look up, look down.  And, pretty soon, you kind of felt at home in the middle of NOWHERE !!…. And you could find your way back! And I just STILL [rely on those skills.] I’m a white oak basketmaker, my partner and I go to these forests to harvest our trees and I feel right at home and I feel his spirit when I’m in the woods.. there and it is so SO SPECIAL. 

And there’s many more readings of different things: from the rapid trip down the James River on that inner tube (bumping, bumping ) ..when were trying to learn to read the water a little bit., which I didn’t get very good at ! And many more that I thought of and I don’t want to keep you here all afternoon, so I’d like to introduce you to . . .

Author’s Postnote Queries: What did I learn from all of this? How do I learn in the most meaningful way? How have my (undiagnosed) “learning differences” made me who I am today? What do I value in life? Isn’t Dad still alive in me? How have one-on-one human interactions changed with modern media? Am I sharing what I love?
A Few Thoughts: Celebrate the beauty of the Earth. FEEL the JOY. Be aware and grateful and keep learning. Discover and hone your skills and find a way that works for you.  Celebrate our differences and recognize we all have different ways of working. My own weaknesses are sometimes my greatest strengths because they give me the ability to understand others and work and relate in other ways. Reaching out to others enriches life.  Avoid fear, be brave.                April 4, 2017
If you want to give me feedback or you choose to share my story with others, please let me know: You may contact me at this email address: cwtaylor50@gmail.com
Thank you for reading,

Cindy Taylor 
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