
Robert Forsythe Oldham, Robert, Bob, Mr. Oldham, Mr. O, Uncle Bob, Daddy Bob, 
Grandpa, DaddiO, these were all names that my father was known by.  But I had 
the honor and privilege to call him DAD.  Honestly that is what he was to me, 
simply my DAD.  However, as I look around this room today I know that he had 
many other roles in his life, each of you saw him in a different light. Many of you 
knew DAD from different stages of his life, and I would really like to find the time 
sometime soon to talk with you each and hear your stories of his life.  You see 85 
years is a long time to live on this great earth.   
 
As I started to think about what I might say today, I was overwhelmed at the 
possibilities that unfolded in front of me.  I think it is important to note that I have 
been alive for less than half of Dad's life, and as I began to layout and organize my 
thoughts on his life I quickly realized that it would take hours to correctly recount 
this life well lived.  And then I thought OH WELL I've got a captive audience, so sit 
back and get comfortable everyone.  But in all seriousness it really would be 
impossible to give the life my father lived justice in one sitting.  Instead I chose to 
simply focus on my father through my eyes. 
 
But before I get too emotional up here I want to quickly list a few of Dad's 
accomplishments 
 
He attended and graduated from Arsenal Tech HS and spent his summers 
attending Culver Military Academy where he played Susaphone in the marching 
band and learned to sail 
 
He then attended Purdue where he graduated Pre-Med and began working for 
Flanner and Buchanan 
 
He became certified and worked as an audiologist after which He became one of 
the very first in the state to become a Licensed Nursing Home Administrator which 
got him a job as the youngest ever Administrator of the Marion County Home in 
Juliette. 
 
He was a deputy sheriff and also the deputy coroner for Marion County 
 
He was a 33rd degree Mason raised at the Millersville Lodge, and spent most of his 
time in the Scottish Rite ranks 
 
He was a member of the Sertoma Club and was instrumental in establishing their 
first ever park property used as a camp and trap shooting range, the camp is still 
used today 
 
He spent his life in the church attending Central Christian Church in Indianapolis 
where he sang in the choir and served as an elder 
 
He also studied and became a Steven's Minister through the Orchard Park 



Presbyterian Church where he ministered to people throughout the community 
 
He was scoutmaster of Troop 132 and lead countless boys throughout the years 
 
He ended his working career as a driver for Dryer and Reinbold BMW on the 
northside where he was able to spend his days doing what he loved best touring 
the city he had watched grow up around him and visiting with her people. 
Heck even in retirement he took on an active leadership role in his Homeowners 
Association  
 
But as I said earlier I really wanted to talk for a few minutes about who Robert 
Forsyth Oldham was to me.  To me my DAD was the coolest... he was the guy in 
the three piece suit who smoked big cigars and drove big cars.  He was the guy 
who sang the loudest whether he was in the choir or in a pew.  And was always the 
guy who laughed the most honestly.  He was my hero in so many ways.  I can't 
say I had a typical childhood.  Dad was nearly 50 years old when I came into his 
life, so my parents were older than everyone else's.  He had lived a full life already, 
he had already raised his son Steve into a fine outstanding young man, and had 
established himself with his peers.  But that worked out for me you see, Dad had 
time to be my dad.  He drove my kindergarten carpool, had time to play catch in 
the yard with me, he had time to teach me to be a man, and he had time to love me.  
And if I had to choose the one thing my father taught me above all else, it would 
have to be LOVED. 
 
That's right my dad was a lover.  As I look back upon his life it is so easy to see 
now, DAD spent his entire life loving and caring for others.  In his professional life 
he loved and cared for his elderly patients, in his personal life through his 
associations and organizations he loved and cared for his community and church, 
and in his private life he loved and cared for everyone he ever met.  He was quick 
with a smile and even quicker with a helping hand.  He taught me to be a man not 
just by well placed words, but by his actions.  I can see them so clearly in my mind 
now. 
 
Always help others!!  I remember him coordinating John and I on setting up the 
elaborate network of ramps it took to get Grandma into church every Sunday.  I 
remember picking up a young man on crutches on the side of the road, on our way 
to the Riviera Club and driving 10 miles past our destination to get him to where he 
was going.  I remember leaving sometimes an hour early for scouts so he could 
pick up some of the boys that would not have been able to attend if he had not 
gotten them there.  I remember after a long day of church and the pitch-in down in 
the basement afterwards taking the time to gather the left overs and deliver them to 
Wheeler Mission before we headed home.  These are all things that I have actually 
tried to shy away from as an adult, that's right I have actually told myself to focus 
more on my family and less time worrying about other’s needs, but helping others is 
so ingrained in me I cannot help myself.  I often times find myself cramming too 
many things into one day, whether it be fixing a fence for a friend or taking an extra 



hour to stop and lend support to a co worker when they need it, and thus pushing 
my family time back an hour or two..... It's what we lovingly refer to as OLDHAM 
time.... thanks DAD. 
 
Be A leader Not a Follower!!!!  He actually made me chant this...repeat after me he 
would say  "I'm a leader, not a follower" over and over and I followed his lead each 
time.  Through my entire life he presented me to others as knowing more than I 
did, being more capable than I was, and being more ready than I thought I was.... 
all the time knowing that I would somehow figure it out, all the time having more 
faith in me than I did of myself.  He taught me that being a leader is not knowing all 
the answers, but having the sticktoitivness  and resolve to figure it out.  DAD was 
a natural born leader.  He had the resolve, he had a calm nature, and a way about 
him that drew people to him.  People wanted to be his friend, people wanted to be 
close to him and listen to him.... they wanted to follow him.  When my dad was 
around I felt more confident than any other time in my life.  When I spoke with my 
DAD he made me believe that there was nothing in this life that I could not 
accomplish, there was no problem too big or complex for the undertaking.  Maybe 
that is what I will miss most about having DAD around... he was my leader, he was 
the one man in this world that without question knew I could do it, he always had 
more faith in me than I had myself. 
 
Always Love Unconditionally!!!  I remember my dad’s hugs, big powerful and 
loving.  And if you opened your arms to receive a hug from him, you'll never forget 
it.  Everyone he met was a friend instantly.  He understood that everyone was 
fighting a battle of some kind, no matter how big or small.  I remember my dad 
called all the boys in the scout troop "SON" and to tell you the truth I didn't like it 
one bit, so I told him so.  I remember it like it was yesterday... he simply looked at 
me put his arm around me and lead me over to the edge of the woods where no 
one was around and began to explain how not every boy there had a dad to look up 
to, how not all of them had brothers to hang out with and learn from.  How he didn't 
want anyone to feel left out, or neglected.  He always wanted people to feel like 
they belonged.  As an adult I realized that he never stopped making others feel 
welcome, as was evidenced by the amount of neighbors and friends that filled his 
living room and kitchen table on any given day.  I realized that my DAD always had 
enough love for everyone.  So much love that it oozed out of him and he allowed it 
to flow freely to anyone who needed it.  Sometimes that made it hard on his family, 
as was the case with me and the scouts he called SON.  As was often the case 
when he was late to dinner or ball game or whatever it was, most of the time he 
was out trying to take care of others and putting himself second. but never once in 
my life did I feel that my dad didn't love me. Never once did I feel that he didn't have 
enough love to go around.  I mean he must have been pretty good at it because I 
know he had three wives that will love him till the day they die.  Because really how 
can you hate a man that loves so unconditionally, that gives so freely of himself.   
 
Moreover, how do you try and honor a man who has given so much of his life to 
help others?  The answer is you can't.  Trust me I have tried and I simply cannot 



come up with the words that do justice to the life my father lived.  Instead I ask that 
each of you simply try and do what I did and learn from him.  Learn to be more 
accepting of one another, learn to give more of yourselves to others, learn to 
befriend your fellow man without question.  I am telling you your life will be better if 
you do, it will be full of friends and family that love and cherish you, that respect 
you, that admire you, and will miss you terribly when you are gone.  Remember to 
Always Help Others 
Be a Leader Not a Follower 
and Always Love Unconditionally 
 
 
 
 
 


