Larry Zimmerman: Eulogy for Jack L. Zimmerman September 1, 1921 to September 1, 2002 

I once read that it was the responsibility of parents not to pave the road for their children but to provide a road map. My parents provided this road map and my Dad gave me direction and a foundation that I draw upon daily. He was a man of great integrity, strength and honor whose simple credo has inspired me to meet life's challenges with optimism. 

Last year while talking to my father for an article I was writing, he told me how Boy Scouts set him on the right road. He loved the camping, the merit badges and the ranks. Most of all he learned the value of clear, concise morals where winning wasn't everything and doing what was right and honest counted for more. It was great to hear him speak of his values. I wish my two sons and daughter were present listening to hear his wisdom. 

My Dad was a man of action whose words were few, yet his actions were many. He got up early every day, faced life's obstacles as opportunities to find good solutions. In his youth he was a gymnast, a wrestler and an Eagle Scout; during WWII he was a pilot flying the new helicopters, an aviation pioneer; for the next 40 years he flew helicopters as an experimental test pilot pushing the envelope of flight and setting world records and for 54 years he was a dedicated husband and my mother's best friend. 

But, to me he was my father who, by his actions, not his words (as he was a man of few words, as most of you probably know) taught me the most valuable ideals of self-discipline, humility and honesty. My Dad gave me a firm foundation, solid and strong. He was a man of honor. 

Over the last 35 years my father and I shared something very special in a game that took place outside, often in the warm California sun. We golfed (and occasionally talked). He taught me the game and so much more. He means so much to me. I can hear him say, "keep your head still and don't try to kill the ball." Dad, I'll keep score now. I will try to master life as well as you and thank you for the map you gave me.

------------------------------------

Hal Zimmerman:  Each of you knew Jack, and has a unique memory of him and your relationship with him. He was a friend to many, he might have been your golfing buddy, someone you enjoyed playing bridge with or going out to a restaurant with, or fishing with. 

He was a colleague to others, a veteran, a relative, a son, a brother, and a husband for 53 almost 54 years, a father and a grandfather. But of course for me, he was my dad. The guy who helped raise me, provide for me, taught me a lot of things about life, helped me through college, and guided me to adulthood. 

I want to share with you some of my memories of my dad, and some of the stories he relayed to me about his younger years. Of course these are more than just memories of my dad, these are memories of his family, his friends, and how he touched the lives of so many people. As I talk of these memories it also a reflection of his life with my mother, my brother, our families and myself. 

I want to start with a little synopsis, and I will work in some stories he told me about his younger years and my memories about my dad. He was a man that lived life to the fullest, had great adventures and experiences, and faced life and adversity head on with strong inner strength and self-reliance. 

Jack Zimmerman was born September 1, 1921 in Chicago, Ill., along with his identical twin brother Jerry. They were the third and fourth children of Ester and Bernard Zimmerman. We are not really sure who was born first but both my dad and uncle had a slightly different take on who the baby of the family was. 

Jerry was born with double hernias, which he claims he got pushing Jack out of the womb, making Jerry the baby. My dad asserts he was the youngest and gave Jerry the hernias when he kicked him out. They were extremely close and often referred to each other as womb mates. They were scrappy little kids growing up in a tough working class neighborhood, during tough times. Few people could tell them apart, so when one got into mischief they both got punished.  This occasionally worked to Jack¹s advantage particularly when he had Jerry ask a girl for a date, since he was the shyer of the two. I don¹t think he ever played that trick on my mom since she knew the Zimmerman boys for a long time before she started dating Jack. Dorothy¹s older brother dated and later married Jack¹s older sister, so my mom was part of the extended Zimmerman clan long before she became romantically involved with Jack. She even attended the twin’s bar mitzvah. Mom also had a little secret she used to help tell them apart. 

When they were 16 or maybe even younger since you didn¹t needed a driver’s license or insurance, their old Model “A” coupe flipped over when another car hit them. Their accident occurred just around the corner from their home, so close in fact that their father heard it happen and ran out of the house. Stunned and bleeding from gashes on their head, Ben got the boys to the neighborhood Doc, who for $5 apiece sewed them up giving both nearly identical but slightly different scars on their foreheads, which Dorothy could distinguish.   The boys were tough as was their father and that old car. As the story goes, Ben righted that car by himself and the boys were still able to drive it around. 

Jack came of age during the tough social and economic times of the depression. I remember the stories he told about selling apples and newspapers on the street corners of Chicago, and about how he and Jerry worked in the print shop of a seed company, printing the seed packs, boxes and bags. He was a boy scout, enjoyed the outdoors, and excelled as a champion high school wrestler and gymnast specializing in the flying rings and parallel bars, winning all-city competitions and competing is statewide events. This led to a job offer to work as an acrobat with a traveling circus. However, his father and mother felt he was too young at 18 to leave home and be corrupted by those wild circus women. So he stayed at home and enrolled at the University of Illinois, Champagne, studying engineering and physical education. 

Money was tight and his parents could only help a little, occasionally giving him $5 or $10 dollars. But he wanted an education, and paid his way working odd jobs, waiting on tables in the dorm for 25 cents an hour, selling his blood and spending several summers at the gritty steel mills in Gary Indiana. In addition to these economic hardships he also had to deal with the blatant anti-Semitism that was prevalent before the war. 

While not a religious man he was proud to be a Jew. An example of this is his experience one summer at the steel mill. One day, at the end of a shift as he was walking out the plant a big Swedish fellow, 6ft tall, and 240 lbs was walking behind him, bad mouthing Jews. Well, Jack could only take so much of that, and as they reached the parking lot he spun around and knocked that fellow so hard on the jaw, he fell down. Jack didn¹t hear any more comments the rest of the summer. My father viewed all these hardships both social and economic as just part of life, something to be met head on, and dealt with. 

The war came along and my father dropped out of college to enlist in the Army Air Corp. Following in the footsteps of his older brother Carl who was in the Air Corp and his twin Jerry who had joined the Navy. Before he had to report for duty he took a trip to the western United States, to see Carl who was stationed in Southern California and Jerry who was in Seattle. I don¹t remember the exact details but on his way back to Chicago he ended up having to junk his car for a few dollars. 

He continued his trek home traveling by bus and hitchhiking. He found himself somewhere in Montana or Wyoming in summer, but in winter like weather, with only summer clothes and as he liked to tell the story down to his last dollar. He didn¹t use that last bit of money to telegraph mom and dad. He faced his problem front on. He walked into a local 5 and dime, bought the warmest sweatshirt he could find and hopped the first east bound freight train he could find back to Chicago. 

During the war he learned to fly both fixed wing and helicopters that he flew in the South Pacific. After the war he returned home, married my mother in 1948 and had several different helicopter jobs working as a flight instructor, test pilot, and Alaskan bush pilot. 

Jack and Dorothy settled in Wichita Kansas in 1951 where Jack flew for Siebel, which was later bought by Cessna. I came along in 1952 and my brother Larry in 1954. All my early childhood memories are there; his participation in cub scouts, holidays, camping and fishing trips. Dad loved to fish and we had a lot of family activity around fishing vacations to Oklahoma and the Ozarks. He did hook a couple of huge fishes, one being my brother Larry who made the mistake of standing behind dad when he was casting, hooking him in the check. He also hooked my mom in the eyebrow on a deep-sea trip down in Baja. Family fishing activities continued on with deep-sea fishing when we moved to California in 1963 when Dad went to work for Hughes Helicopters. 

Dad¹s love of fishing also led to our biggest family adventure, the collision of the tugboat Georgia Straits with a Mexican freighter, and our subsequent rescue prior to the ship sinking one foggy morning off the California coast in 1965. Dad was calm as usual, ensuring that everyone had life jackets; the lifeboats were ready, and the bucket

brigade was functioning. 

Jack continued to fly for Hughes from 1963 to 1982 when he retired, after nearly 40 years of flying. He enjoyed great success both professionally and personally, achieving that ideal balance between work and family. His work took him all over the world as he demonstrated helicopters. And he took mom with him as Larry and I matured. There were

trips to Washington, the summer they spent in Spain, trips to Scandinavia, Belgium, and the Paris Air show. There were also trips to less exotic destination; sometimes Dad would get to fly in desert garden spots like Barstow, Indio and Yuma. 

When dad retired in 1982 the travel picked up even more. Despite being shipwrecked once, both of my parents loved to go on cruises; they went to the Caribbean, thru the Panama Cannel, sailed the Greek Island, across the Atlantic, and the Inland passage to Alaska. They also traveled to Asia several times, and visited my brother Larry when he was based in Japan, where they learned to drink Sake and sleep on the floor.

There was also golf, lots of golf. The man loved to play golf. He tried to play twice a week, and continued to play up to last June. For the last twenty years I always knew what to get him...golf balls. Dad was always a Jack-of-all-trades, he knew how to fix and take care of things.

During his retirement he took up frame making and stained glass. He was mister fix-it around the house. If he knew how to do something he wouldn¹t hire some one else to do it. He taught me about hand tools, auto mechanics, plumbing, pool maintenance, and electrical work. He helped me install an electric stove and a dishwasher. He was great at trouble shooting cars and home appliances, and we had many conversations on these subjects. 

One of my fondest memories was a rainy night in Wichita, Kansas, I think it was 1960 and I was 8 years old. We were at a Cub Scout backyard campout. We were in a big tent, with a couple of other scouts and their dad. Since it was pouring rain we just lay in the tent talking and told stories.  I asked my dad to tell us about one of his adventures flying in the Alaskan bush. He told of how had been flying surveyors out to a base camp and dropping them off at different points along a river where a dam was to be built. On one flight he had an engine problem and had to set down on a sand bar in the middle of a river. He knew what was wrong with the engine; I think he said a broken or stuck valve on one of cylinders, or it might have been something else. He also knew what he had to do, take the spark plug out of that cylinder. 

That would have been an easy task, except for one thing, no tools. So there he was stuck on a sand bar, in the middle of the river with no tools. This was a proverbial case of literally being up the creek without a paddle. Well, he didn¹t give up, abandon the helicopter and swim for shore. He picked up a rock and hammered out that spark plug in the bad cylinder. With the plug out, the backpressure from the bad cylinder was relieved and he got the engine started. He still wasn’t out of the woods yet; those old Bell helicopters tended to be underpowered even with all plugs firing. But he revved that engine, got it off the ground and flew down river a couple hundred feet to the next sand bar, and the next, and so on till he limped back to base camp. I learned a lot that night about my dad and his character, plus it was just a great story for a kid to hear. As I look back to that time I understand now that he was teaching important life skills, to face adversity head on, be ingenuous, tenacious, and never give up. 

This is also how he faced his disease. He fought it hard for eleven years. At age 70 he made a strong recovery after having part of one lung removed, undergoing chemo and radiation therapy. Within a few months he regained his strength, returned to his golf game, bridge, and those cryptograms and crossword puzzles he loved to do. 

For the next eight year his disease remained in remission, and he enjoyed an active life with friends and family. He and mom would travel cross-country several times a year to see his family, and grandchildren on the east coast. They also made a lot of trips to LA for holidays, birthdays and other special occasions. 

Their grandchildren knew them both well. Together they reached that 50-year wedding milestone in 1998, and many of you helped celebrate that event with them. Then it was off to Hawaii for a memorable week in the tropics with their children and grandchildren. Things were pretty good till the spring of 2000 when my parents got hit with a (to paraphrase my dad) double-whammy. Mom had Hodgeskin disease and Dad’s lung cancer was no longer in remission. Most of you know how well Jack cared for Dorothy during her extended chemo, hospitalizations, and subsequent bouts with diverticulitus. He really nursed her back to health. All this while fighting his own battle against inoperable lung cancer.  

Because of his age and history, the docs could offer no treatment. But my dad was one who would not take “no treatment” for an answer. He educated himself about alternative medicine and looked into clinical trials. I can tell you I heard a lot about shitake mushrooms, herbal teas and immune system boosters. Either these things helped him or he convinced himself that they were helping, for he remained strong and active for the next two years. 

He was a very stoic man. The only thing he complained about was having to use a golf cart because the back of his legs hurt when he would walk for 45 minutes. Once again he was facing adversity head on, trying to be ingenuous, tenacious, and not give up. To the end he had strong inner strength and made those hard decision about entering hospice care and giving a do not resuscitate order. 

He also retained his sense of humor. Two weeks ago he was doing poorly, I came down to help put him in the nursing facility. When I walked into the room he smiled and said ³Hey, you made it in time. Despite his general weakness and pain he found the strength to get out of bed, get dressed, and get into a wheel chair so we wouldn¹t have to call an ambulance to move him. He made surprising progress the next week. My brother flew in with two of his children, and his spirits were lifted.  He was able to get off the oxygen, and return to the apartment. 

His brother Jerry flew in with his wife Lucille on Saturday for the long Labor Day weekend. They had a nice visit, and my dad enjoyed the Chinese food they brought in for dinner. I spoke with him about 7:30 that evening. We chatted for a minute or so. I told him I loved him, to get some rest, and that we would see him tomorrow for his birthday. 

He was a man I admired and loved; I will miss him very much, but have many great memories of him. 
