Dad

My mother didn’t have much luck with the two men in her life.  Number 1. Was my father, Willis Pritts, who basically married Mother to get away from his father.  Apparently, Grandpap Pritts was a mean SOB and physically took it out on my father, at least that’s what my aunts told me.  I was the third child born to mom and dad and when I was born, he told Mom that he would only stay with her until I turned 18 then he would leave.  
Unfortunately, dad’s disciplinary rules were similar to his father.  If one of my older brothers got in trouble, dad would take off his belt and take them to the basement where he would beat them.  I remember many times cringing and tearing up at the sound of their cries.  He never beat me, being a girl, but if I did something wrong, I would get a strong slap across the face. 
Dad really wasn’t around much while I was growing up.  I can remember when I was young that he worked in a coal mine for a while.  He would come home covered in black coal dust.  His eyes were the only thing on his face not blackened because he wore goggles.  I guess in those days, goggles were considered “Mine Safety”.  Before I was a teenager he worked for a construction company, in the business office, so no more coal soot-covered clothes.  He wore a dress shirt and pants.  I recall my mother diligently ironing those clothes so that not a wrinkle was found.
	Later on, he started his own company, Pritts Construction.  I’m not sure how many years that company lasted, but when I was around thirteen or fourteen the company went bankrupt.  I had no concept of what that meant, life for me went on as before. 
	My father was a smart man.  He had been around coal mining equipment for years and felt he could improve on their productivity.  All I knew was he invented a coal washing machine that would keep all the coal dust to a minimum.  Apparently, the machine walked. Yes walked.  He took all of us to see it work one day.  It did indeed look like it was walking.  I vaguely remember it was a large square machine, and its legs or posts repeatedly lifted it up several feet and would move forward very slowly, as it migrated to the mine.  Dad actually patented that design, and it apparently made him a lot of money, although we, my mother, brothers and I, did not benefit from that.
	Being a good-looking man, my father was attracted to the ladies.  I can’t be sure of how many, but I am sure about one.  He began a long-time extra-marital relationship with a younger woman named Bernetha.  He would be whispering to her on the phone in the corner while we all sat in the living room watching TV; bold to say the least.
One day an anonymous phone caller told my mother that “your husband” had built a home in a neighboring town for this other woman.  We, meaning me, my older brothers and mom drove to the town to see if we could find it.  What we found was surprising and sad.  
Up on a hillside, with a spectacular view of the Pennsylvania mountains, stood one huge opulent white house.  A long driveway wove its way up the hillside to the garage.  Two storied, two large round pillars adorned the front porch much like you’d see on a courthouse.  The driveway ended in front of a three-car garage.  It seemed to go on and on.  Silently, we all stared at what looked like a mansion to us.  There was a Dairy Queen on the main road below the house, so we stopped and inquired who owned that house.  She knew immediately.  Mr. Pritts, my father, built and owned that house. Our small two-story, 3-bedroom, one bath home in Scottdale could’ve fit into the garage of that home.  
In a shocking moment such as this you may want to do something completely normal. I remember, after seeing the proof of Dad’s other life with our own eyes, we sat in the car and ate Dairy Queen ice cream. Silence filled the car as we licked our cones,  barely able to fathom what we’d discovered.  
Ultimately, after a few days, dad came home, and Mom confronted him.  Us kids scattered to our rooms, but we could still hear the loud accusations.  At first, he denied it, then when she revealed that we had seen the house, the truth came out.   This had been going on for well over a couple years, obviously since it would’ve taken that long to build a house that size.  He said he wanted a divorce.  Hurt and sad, my mother agreed.  
My brothers and I were called to come downstairs so Dad could say goodbye and that he was leaving for good.  Crying, we sat in the living room as Dad of course said he still loved us.  Richard, the oldest took it the hardest.  “Someday when I have kids, they won’t have a grandfather” my brother said through his sobs.  “Yes, you will” Dad cried.  “I promise”.  After a long emotional span of time, we all said our goodbyes.  We didn’t see our dad for years after.
I was to be married in 1966.  The small wedding was held in the downstairs chapel of St. Paul’s Cathedral in Pittsburgh, PA.  Just the immediate family was invited.  I had not invited my father so as not to create any kind of scene with my mother on this special occasion.  We seldom even spoke of him.  As I was about to take the short walk to the altar, my father appeared.  He wanted to walk me down the aisle.  Apparently, my brother had let him know about the wedding.  Not knowing what to do and being put on the spot, I allowed him to do his duty to give away his only daughter.  As I reached the altar, I thanked him, and he sat down.  After the ceremony, we took a few pictures and he left.  Everyone then went to my mother’s house where she had a lovely small reception with friends and neighbors.  I appreciated her for doing that since we had very little money starting out.
Joe and I were married a couple years when we had our daughter, Lisa.  Two months later my father and his new wife had their son, Billy.  Officially that would mean my daughter was older than her uncle by two months.  My family visited my dad at that house several times.  He was after all Lisa’s, along with our son, Jamie’s grandfather.  Billy and Lisa, being so close in age, got along wonderfully.  When they were about five or so, they rode all through that big house in a rechargeable car.  Dad spared no expense when it came to his second, and more important family.
In or near 1983 Dad passed away of heart failure at the age of 70.  Joe and I went to his funeral and then to the house for lunch.  We discovered that most of the people there knew nothing about us or his first family.  We were of no importance in his life.  When he divorced my mother, he walked away from all that came before. 
 


	  
