On behalf of myself, and the family, thank you all for taking the time to come and share your memories of our Father. He held his friends as dear to his heart as his family.  It pleases me to see everyone here to celebrate the life of such a wonderful man.

Thomas Frank Chelton born in Crisfield, his life has began and ended on the eastern-shore.  He was a serviceman, an officer, an entrepreneur, a husband, a father, a Grandfather, a helping hand…..a friend…..he was a father he didn’t have to be.

Educated man, not by an extensive interest in books, or classes...but by a passion for life itself.  A poor child of Crisfield, he enjoyed family and friends…he worked hard and eventually joined the Navy.  He repaired naval ships, that had been wounded in battle during the Korean War.  As he was learning life’s lessons in our country’s armed forces…he was also learning the art of welding, which would later give him the opportunity to care for a beautiful woman and her 2 children.

On his return home, dad served as a state trooper…barely that is… see back then there was a height limit that dad was short of by ¾ an inch.  With the help of some tall shoes and stretching exercises, pop managed to make the cut, and in turn…he started to make life long companions…some of which are present today.  Years later he found himself in the office of his own welding business…Chelton’s welding.  Which contributed to many buildings and vehicle bodies, and sponsored local sports.  After his welding days ran their course, he entered the poultry industry, where he headed up the maintenance for Mr. Townsend, of Townsends Inc…He remained there until the company was sold, giving him a good reason to retire.  All the while being the Father he didn’t have to be….

I believe it was after retirement he really started to appreciate the smaller things in life.  Power washing gave him money in his pocket…along with cleaning pools, and overseeing the demise of the old Meatland.   A few hobbies took up his spare time, his body and health, his cooking, and hanging out with his friends.  He used to get as anxious as a little kid going to a friends’ house.  Especially, while he loaded the boat for a day of clamming with Billy and the boys.  I know there are some here that got the occasional baked goods or soups from dad.  See he always made more than he could eat, a great benefit for a number of his friends in town.  I know a handful of guys that will miss his chili this football season, myself included.  His victories over past health battles… all led him to care for his body.  He loved to work out, walk, and ride his bike.  We’ve all waved to him as he walked through town… and I’m pretty sure Bruce Bozman will think twice about biking to Crisfield and back again.  If you can’t guess the story behind that…I’ll just say that Bruce was pleading for pop to turn around and head home as they pedaled into the wind… Man…he sure looked good didn’t he…I used to tell him…Come-on Pop you’re making me look bad… as I added on the pounds, he was steady toning up.

He was certainly a man of many talents, and yet somewhere during all these accomplishments had  4 children… for which his love was unconditional...In the early 80’s he made a decision that would change my life and the life of my sister forever.  See, he had fallen in love with a woman who had 2 kids of her own…these weren’t normal kids…at times I’m sure he thought they were from the devil himself.  Nevertheless, he fell in love with her kids as well.  And I can remember the day he offered to be our father.  We were very young, and it was so hard to concentrate… I can remember what went through my head, as I contemplated the question.  I was just learning to read and write…and Chelton was much longer than the name I was born with…And I was dreading having to write my new long name at the top of all my school papers, but I figured…what the hell…he’s a nice guy.  Sure glad I made that choice.

Although dad was under no obligation…His generosity and love for my mother, led him to adopt her 2 children, and care for them as his own.  He provided for his family…his friends…anyone he could help out...he would be there.  Helpful…even in his time of need, he made time for others.  Two weeks ago, Dad could barely navigate on his own…said he was gonna take a quick walk down the hall as we waited for his appointment.  I saw him quickly struggling to the entrance of the hospital, all the while thinking to myself…Oh no…where’s he going!  When I caught up I saw him...helping a fellow patient into her wheel chair, and asking her if he could take her inside.  This is the same man that was there for me….taught me right from wrong, the golden rule… how to be tough, to arm wrestle, to catch baseballs and footballs…how to fix things, how to fish, to drive a car, drive a boat, how to cook…to be aggressive, and also how to keep my cool.  Showed me its better to be A man…rather than “the” man.  He taught me how to be responsible for my own actions…he’d say “son, if you wanna dance …you got to pay the fiddler…”  He taught me to work hard for what I want…and appreciate what I have.

A doctor would say there is no physical bond between Tom and I.  I would disagree.  It takes more than a blood type to earn the title of father.  Something that is overlooked in today’s society.  Here lies a man that entered my life because he met my mother…and never let our bond flourish…even after their relationship had ended.  I honestly think our relationship had grown ever so strong at that point.  A father…he didn’t have to be.

I was his own….just as my grandfather Teddy Nelson felt toward dad.  Given the opportunity, Dad would lay his life on the line for my grandfather….and I know my grandfather would do the same for him.  Had it not been for these two men in my life… I wouldn’t be the man I am today.

It’s hard to appreciate things as a teenager…So many new experiences, new emotions.  I’m glad dad was there to guide me…He always said he couldn’t wait till I got married…better yet ‘til I had a child …10 times as bad as I was.  I feel comfortable knowing that dad WILL be there, guiding me through those years as well.  I know I can turn to him when life seems overwhelming.  Just as I balanced college, work, a new career, and a social life….Dad would warn me….keep burning that candle at both ends…its gonna catch up with you.  It always reminded me…growing up, we ask ourselves “what does he know”…we are…in a word…untouchable.  I look back at these moments in my life, all I can do is nod my head and say “wow pop…You were just being there for me….my guardian angel….a father…that you didn’t have to be.

I wish there is more I could have done to take away your pain…I wish there was more I could have said to ease your mind of your weary path…instead I will leave her today with an infinite wisdom of life, and an unspoken love that only a son shares with his father.  Pop, I just want you to know that I appreciate all that you have done, and I hope that one day…. I can be half the dad….that you didn’t have to be…..Good bye Pop.

