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Time for another Newsletter

I never expected to experience all that I have done when I started on our genealogy.  I have gone places and experienced things I never would have done, had I not got the urge to dig into our past.  I’ve been to Kalamazoo, Michigan to go to the Burdick mall, to Montrose, PA to find the Burdick family cemetery, to Endicott, NY to meet my Aunt’s from my Grandfathers first marriage and also to accept his diploma on his behalf in front of the graduating class of 2003 and how can I forget when I visited Burdick, Indiana.  Most recently I went to Andersonville, GA to walk the grounds that our Burdick ancestors walked and died on while POW’s during the civil war.  I have photographed Burdick headstones in Andersonville and Montrose and have researched countless hours into our history. We’ve got so much history and have contributed to our nation’s history in ways I’ve yet to discover, but we have been important to the growth of this nation and I am having a blast discovering it and sharing it with everyone.  
With summer slowly approaching, I am looking forward to getting outside and being active with the kids, sports and scuba diving with my brother Dan.  Dan and I went diving last year and had a blast.  This year, we hope to get out at least once a month, diving local quarries and out in the lake exploring the wrecks that litter the bottom of Lake Erie.  Dan and I have talked about coaching a T-ball team this summer, getting Miranda, Jacob and hopefully Joey all on a team together.  That would be so much fun for them and a thrill for Dan and me.  

There’s so much to look forward to this year.  Now that I am 40, I’m looking to make radical changes in my life, changes that I have already started making.  It’s good to be alive!!!

Vanessa Marie Burdick

Since my last newsletter, in September, so much has happened with regards to my relationship with my daughter Vanessa.  She started calling me Dad, we say, “I love you,” before we end every phone call and we have moved forward.  We communicate well with each other and we have discussed, in great length, exactly what happened over the past 20 years since her mother first told me she was pregnant.  While I have never tried to justify my actions, I think she understands and she has not shown me any anger or resentment.  


I beat myself up over what has happened, even though she told me I don’t need to.  I resent not being there for her, in some capacity and I am ashamed for it.  She has told me, several times that it’s “better late than never.”  That is reassuring to me.  Her mother raised her well, not to be angry or bitter, rather to be kind, loving and understanding.  
On November 24th 2008, my daughter, Vanessa and I were going to meet for the very first time.  Her flight into Cleveland was at 9:30 a.m., boy was I nervous.  Would she recognize me from my photos?  Would she look like me?  Would she reject me?  I was clearly thinking too much.  As I stood there, pacing, I guzzled a cup of coffee, not that I needed the caffeine.  I must have looked suspicious, pacing back and forth in the airport, or I just looked really anxious.  No matter how I looked, I was anxious, nervous and excited to be meeting my daughter for the very first time.  She was flying in to get to know me and the family, neither of us knowing what to expect.


There was a cold November rain as I drove to the airport, I was hoping it wouldn’t be snowing- I didn’t want to scare her off already.  Each plane that arrived, I wondered if that was the plane carrying my daughter.  As the minutes passed I got more and more nervous.  I was at the airport 30 minutes before she arrived, that was the longest 30 minutes of my life.  

When I saw her approaching me, I fought back tears.  My first reaction was to hug her and not let go; it had taken far too long for our first meeting.  As we hugged, I noticed someone from US Airways coming towards us; she asked if I would like a photo taken with Vanessa.  I handed her my camera and she took the first photo we’ve ever had taken together.  When I looked at her, I could see that she looked like me and also like her Mom.  She has my chin, my nose, my cheeks and my mouth.  She has her mother’s dark hair and dark eyes and darker complexion, but she is clearly my daughter.  


I grabbed her bag and we headed towards the parking garage, then to my apartment in Lakewood.  I still had to work the rest of the day, so when we got to the apartment, I showed Vanessa around a little, then I went to work and she took a nap in the spare bedroom I set up for her.  I found it hard to work, knowing that my daughter was waiting for me.  I spoke of her like a new, proud papa.  It almost didn’t sound strange when I said “my 19 year old daughter is here.”  

After work, I was so excited to be able to sit and talk with her and finally see her face as we talked.  I couldn’t believe that we were finally together, after all these years.  I felt bad that I was not there for her all throughout her young life, she forgave me, yet all the while I beat myself up about it.  We went to dinner at the Clifton Diner and then I showed her around Cleveland a little.  We went to Tower city to see the Christmas displays and to just talk.  We called Miranda and Joey to let them know their sister was here-they were looking forward to meeting her.  

We stayed up late that first night, talking and watching TV.  I kept staring at her, in amazement.  We had gone through so much in our lives, knowing about one another, now we were finally together, talking, smiling and getting to know each other.  I showed her old photo albums and told her all about her Burdick side of the family.  Growing up, she knew very little about the family, I have a feeling I’ll give her way more information than she can handle about us.  
While visiting me, I wanted her to meet as much as the family as I could squeeze in.   We had dinner with my father and Deb and Miranda and Joey, on her second night here.  That evening was exciting for me.  I planned dinner with the family, I tried to get Dan, Lisa and the boys, but they were busy.  We all went to Bob Evan’s restaurant in North Olmsted.  Miranda was so excited to meet her big sister for the first time; Joey took a little longer to warm up to her.  At dinner, on Tuesday, the first meeting with her big sister, I saw Miranda sitting there, looking Vanessa up and down.  I could tell she wanted to say something.  Then, Miranda said, in a soft voice, “your shirt is pretty,” it was so cute how Miranda was; I could tell she was excited to meet Vanessa.  

It was nice to get everyone together at once.  It had been a while since Miranda, Joey and I had seen my father, it was long overdue.  It had to be a thrill for my father too, to finally see me and the kids all together.  My father was one of the few people that knew about Vanessa, I’m sure he wondered if that day would ever come, having dinner with me and the kids.  
We stayed up late every night talking about the family, about her life and about life in general.  We talked about school, the future and about what my life has been like all these years.  I gave her the parental advice I should have given years ago, I felt like her Dad and it felt good.  Still, there were times when I looked at her, from across the room, watching her do her homework or just watching TV, and I was amazed that we were finally together in the same room.  I looked at her and started to tear up, knowing I missed out on so much of her life, things I can never get back.  I felt terrible while I was elated that we were finally together.  
I gave her every opportunity to ask whatever she wanted to ask, and at no time was there ever any anger, resentment or conflict.  Her mother raised her not to hold a grudge, which was apparent.  Our conversations were sometimes deep, but mostly they were idle talk from two people just getting to know one another.  
Along with staying up late every night, we also visited some local landmarks, including the Christmas Story House, made popular in the movie Christmas Story.  Vanessa was thrilled to be able to tour the house, considering this is her favorite movie.  It was fun for me, because I have never seen the house before.  We ate at several restaurants and she insisted we go out for sushi on her last night here.  Miranda and Joey decided that we should take Vanessa to the Zoo, so we went to the Rain Forest part of the zoo…the kids love it there!!
Miranda and Joey spent two nights over with us, and we all spent Thanksgiving together.  Vanessa entertained the kids while I did the cooking.  Miranda was excited to be with her big sister, but Joey needed a little prodding.  It wasn’t long before the three of them were on the floor playing and laughing together.  Several times I would peek out from the kitchen and smile at them, or pick up the camera and snap some pictures.  I had a lot to be thankful that day, having all three of my kids together was something I honestly never thought I’d experience; it was my best Thanksgiving ever.

Vanessa had to leave to go back to Georgia on December 1st, I was sad to see her go.  She had to go to court on the 2nd, so there was no delaying her return trip home.  I took her to the airport and was sad about doing it.  Our goodbye was a quick one, in front of the entrance to the airport.  We hugged; I kissed her head and told her “I love you.”  She said “I love you too,” and turned and walked away.  She could not see the tears in my eyes as she walked away; I was not ready for her to leave yet.  I had to let her go though, for her court date was an important one, she was getting her name changed to Burdick that following day.
I got a text message at 11:05 a.m. on December 2nd 2008 that read, “I’m Vanessa Burdick and late for class.”  I was working when I got the text and I immediately got a big smile on my face, I was elated.  She and I have come so far since the first time we spoke, on September 4th.  We talked, we met, we bonded, we’re getting to know each other and she legally became a Burdick, all in 3 months.  I’ve felt like a new father, all over again and I love this feeling.  

Since she left, when we speak on the phone, we tell each other “I love you” before we end every phone call, and she has called me Dad since September 13th.  Life has definitely changed for me, for the better, since that 1st Day of September in 2008.  
On March 26th, I flew to Atlanta to spend the weekend with Vanessa.  Vanessa was busy with school and work, but we still managed to spend some quality time together.  The night I flew in, we met up at a diner for some coffee and conversation.  Over the weekend, she and I went to see a really cool “Bodies” exhibit and also participated in “Diolauges in the Dark.”  Later that day, we had dinner with a friend of mine, Joe Stickney, which capped off a very fun day with her.  I liked being able to introduce Vanessa to my old friend, I was very proud to do it.  
The next couple of days, she was pretty busy, but we did manage to have breakfast at the Waffle House (her favorite restaurant) and she got me to have Sushi for lunch.  Her Mom and I ate dinner at the restaurant the Vanessa is a server at, I have to admit, she is the best server I’ve ever had, but I am a little biased.  On my last day there, I only saw her for about an hour, but I did get to meet some of her friends.  While she is like most 20 year old’s, I am very proud of her.  She is smart, responsible, beautiful and full of life; I’m very proud to be her Dad.
A letter from Vanessa’s Mom
Friends and Family of Joseph Warren Burdick; my name is Maria Soledad Tapia; I am Vanessa Marie Burdick’s mother.  


Joe asked me to write something about this new experience and emotions we are all going through, with his newfound connection with our daughter. 


Ironically, I was talking to a friend on Labor Day weekend about the importance of staying in-touch with your children after a divorce and how staying in touch with kids is one of the best ways to cope with being separated from them. Depending on the circumstances, this isn’t always easy, but staying in touch in whatever ways possible can help parents cope with being apart from kids.  I was then explaining in tears of how my daughter never had what he can give to his children and how much they needed him to continue to be a part of their lives.  Maybe it was a sign.


I am not writing to bash on Joe, he has his own struggles, but it would have been nice if he did accept Vanessa from the beginning.  I never thought this day would finally come after 20 years. I was beginning to give up on him.  At least twice a year, I would recite in my mind this conversation; that is if Joe was ready to confront me.  I would close my eyes and would imagine myself talking with him about our daughter.  Some of the conversations were ugly and resentful especially after Vanessa found out that Curtis (my first husband) wasn’t her father.  That’s another story; don’t want to get into it.  She found out that she had another Dad at the age of three, from that day on she wondered about this man named Joe.  From time to time she would climb up my bed and lie there and ask me questions I couldn’t answer, there was no point to talk bad about him, because I did not know much about him.


Joe and I met in the Summer of 1988, we were both in the NAVY; while stationed in Lemoore, Ca. we dated briefly, and by that I mean briefly.  I was in NAS Lemoore for a six-week school.  We met at the base gym, that’s when he put up one of his friends to get me to go on a date with him.  What Joe didn’t know is that he was pursuing an inexperienced 20 year old, I was sheltered all of my life by very strict Mexican parents.  I wasn’t allowed to date or drive.  I could honestly say that I had the most dull, boring and restrictive teenage years.  

I was stationed in China Lake, California when I officially got the word that I was indeed caring a baby.  The Joe Burdick baby, the best pregnancy ever, a little kicker…they also thought that I might be caring twins with her; Vanessa was a happy baby even inside my belly.  She made me crave those China Lake Nachos and some weird stuff.  


Establishing contact with Joe about his daughter was very important to me; my concerns began to grow as our daughter grew.  I stayed in touch with Joe’s father, Richard, about Vanessa.  I would send an occasional letter with pictures of her; Joe’s approval of this was not important to me, as long as Richard was okay with it.  I did not want Joe’s money and he can attest to that.  I wanted my little girl to look up to her daddy like most little girls did.  I never wanted to be looked at as the mother that keeps the child away from the father.  I also did not want to force her on him.  I would pray from time to time to change Joe’s heart for my daughter’s sake.  I tried to keep it subtle, I felt that maybe through a grandfather I could break into his heart and make him see that he was missing out on a good kid.  His blood flows through her body.  My mind would attempt to process the concept.  


Now, to what you all been waiting for:  I never hated Joe, I have never been angry with him.  I wanted nothing but the best for him.  We both lived separate lives; maybe there are things we could have avoided or done different.  I am very Happy, Proud and excited that he has reached out to our daughter for a relationship.  I am glad that she wasn’t the one that had to reach out.  I did not want her to experience rejection like that.  I wasn’t ready for her to deal with him rejecting her if it had to come down to that.  I have the utmost respect for him now, even if it took 20 years.  Owning up to something like this is big.  

I have gone through many life experiences since that summer of 88.  I learned about forgiveness and positive energy 10 years ago.   I had to learn to forgive many people in my life in California and Virginia for the betterment of my daughters and myself.  

I want to thank you Joe for allowing us to become friends and loving our daughter.  It was hard for her in the beginning of this, she was scared and she wanted to know what to do.  I told her that this was her opportunity to ask you all the questions I could not answer.   She has a heart of Gold that allows her soul to be forgiving and is ready to accept you into her life.   

On December 2, 2008, she changed her name and had to go in front of a judge to be renamed a “Burdick”.

“Forgiveness is freeing up and putting to better use the energy once consumed by holding grudges, harboring resentments, and nursing unhealed wounds. It is rediscovering the strengths we always had and relocating our limitless capacity to understand and accept other people and ourselves”.
This past 19 years has been hard on me, Vanessa and her Mom.  It put a strain on several relationships and I lived a lie.  Some people go their whole lives without changing the things needed to be changed, fortunately I have changed.  Vanessa and her Mom accept me, hold no animosity towards me and love me.  We have moved forward and will remain close.  For those in my family that feel disappointed, lied to or upset about this, I’m truly sorry.  My intent was not to hurt any one; rather I was running from the truth because I was a coward.  Please forgive me.  
25 Things About: Dan Burdick

1. 
I was married on a Friday

2. 
I finished 9th in points out of 73 cars in 1994 Street Stock division at Lorain County Speedway

3. 
I won more races in one day at Norwalk Raceway than I did in 4 years at LCS, 4 out of 250.

4. 
I did a nose-to-nose stare down with Chick “the Iceman” Liddell and almost soiled myself.

5. 
I got scuba certified last year and made my first dive with my bro Joe.

6. 
I once partied with the Dallas Cowboys Cheerleaders (I have the pics to prove it) ALSO WITH JOE

7. 
I saw Pete Rose selling autographs in Las Vegas and nobody was in line to buy any.

8.
I bought a house in Avon, Ohio last year.

9. 
I’ve had my own business for the past 6 years.

10. 
I also work at UPS

11.
I once saw a submarine from an airplane on the way to the Bahamas

12.
I have been to Las Vegas 3 times and have only spent 50 bucks gambling-that’s all.
13.
I have been playing softball for 18 years

14.
I was in the newspaper last year-(not for citizen of the month!)

15.
I drove a Winston Cup NASCAR a few years back it was “totally awesome.”

That’s right, there’s only 15….Dan couldn’t think of anything

My Autobiography (1983)

In my English class, at Horace Mann Middle School, our project was to create an autobiography/Family Tree-I recently found mine, after all these years.  Below is what I wrote back then, boy have I learned much more than I knew back then!!
My Life Story






By Joe Burdick

I was born in Fairview General Hospital on November 5, 1968.  I was born by cesarean section.  After I was born we lived in Lakewood, Ohio.

Before I went to school, I went to Mother Goose Nursery school.  Those are the earliest memories I can recall.

In the beginning of elementary school in 1974 I was six years old.  I went to Halle Elementary school in Cleveland.  I lived on West 86th Street in Cleveland.  In the summer of 1975, my mother, two brothers and I went to Chicago and California.  We went to Chicago on the airplane; the stewardess gave each of my brothers and I a certificate that stated that we flew on the plane.  

In the years 1975-1976 I was in the first grade.  I still went to Halle Elementary School.  My first grade teacher was Mrs. Martha Newberry.  In the first half of the first grade, my parents got divorced and my mother remarried to John Chapon.  In the first grade I was absent thirteen and a half days and tardy ten times.  On my report card I received all S’s in math, reading, spelling, conduct, work habits and effort.  My dreams were to be an auto mechanic like my father.  During the first grade I was hit by a car.  The first day I was very close to death and stayed in a coma for three days.  I was in St. Johns Hospital for one month.
In the years 1976-1977 I was in the second grade.  I changed from Halle to Almira Elementary School.  I was eight years old and my second grade teacher was Mrs. Mazzone.  Those years I received my only Honor Roll.  When I was eight I had a crush on the girl on the Mickey Mouse Club, Lisa Welchel.  Spelling was my best subject in which I received all E’s.  That year I was absent thirteen and a half days.  My ambition was to be a sex symbol.

In the years 1977-1978 I went to Almira Elementary School.  I had two teachers, Mrs. Doctor who was transferred to a different school and Mrs. Humpage who taught third and fourth grades.  My goals were to be an actor and a pro bowler.  We had 32 people in our class, fairly larger than all the other classes.  That year was one of my favorite years in school.

In the years 1978-1979 I changed schools from Almira to Lincoln Elementary School, in Lakewood, Ohio.  I was in the fourth grade.  My teacher was Miss Putt.  I was ten years old and four feet nine inches tall and weighed sixty eight pounds.  I had a bird named Roscoe.  
In the years 1979-1980 I was in the fifth grade.  My teacher was Mrs. Evans.  I was eleven years old, four feet nine inches tall and weighed seventy nine pounds.  In the summer of 1979 I went to Florida with my father and stayed there for three weeks.  After school on Fridays, I was on a bowling team at Lakewood Lanes.

In the years 1980-1981 I was in the sixth grade at Horace Mann Jr. High.  My homeroom teacher was Mr. Poszywak.  I was twelve years old, five feet two inches tall and weighed one hundred and ten pounds.  My favorite activities were baseball, bowling and roller skating.  I still had Roscoe, my bird.

In the years 1981-1982 I was in the seventh grade and still in Mr. Poszywak’s room.  I was thirteen years old, five foot four inches tall and weighed one hundred and twenty pounds.  My favorite sports were baseball and bowling.  I had a Cleveland Press paper route.  My favorite football team was the Dallas Cowboys.

In the years 1982-1983 I am in the eighth grade.  My teacher is Mr. Poszywak.  I am fourteen years old, five foot eight inches tall and weigh one hundred and thirty pounds.  My favorite sports are football, baseball, boxing and camping.  My very special friend whom I like a lot is Cindy Walz.  My pet is a Piranha.  My pets name is Caribus, which means Piranha in Latin.  On Tuesdays my brother Dan, Bob reiley and I were on a bowling team and came in first place.
When I go to High School I plan to take drama class and play Varsity football.

When I get out of High School I might go into the Air Force or Naval Academy, then to college.  There I hope to become an actor, preferably a character actor.

In the summer of 1982 (July 16) my Grandmother died of cancer at the age of 62.  The weird thing about it is that she never drank, she never smoked and she always went to church.  She also never swore.

I had a timeline that does not go past my Grandparents….which is strange because my Great Grandmother was still alive.  I can’t believe it, but I got a B on this paper.  I can guarantee that when Danny, Jacob, Miranda and Joey ever have to do their own family tree, they’ll be getting A’s!!  
Our Lineage

(1) Robert Burdick & Ruth Hubbard (Rhode Island)

(2) Thomas Burdick

(3) Thomas Burdick

(4) Simeon Burdick

(5) Stephen Burdick

(6) Billings Burdick

(7) Simeon Burdick

(8) Billings Burdick

(9) William Burdick

(10) Harry Burdick (and Floyd)

(11) Warren Burdick (and Evelyn)

(12) Richard Burdick (and Linda, Brenda, Michael, Randi, Joyce and Nanette)

(13) Joe, Dan and Eric Burdick (Veronica, Sarah, Leah, Elizabeth)

(14) Vanessa, Danny, Miranda, Jake and Joey Burdick (Matthew and Reagan)

Recommended Reading
If you recall, I wrote about three books that I felt were “must reads.”  Those books were: The DaVinci Code, We were soldiers once…and young and Descent into Darkness.  Well, I would like to add two more to that list.  I recently read a book by Mitch Albom titled Tuesday’s with Morrie that was so powerful, so eye opening that I could not put it down.  It was one of the most thought provoking books I have ever read.  It made me question a lot of things I thought and believed in and made me realize that some things are more important in life than other more trivial things.  It is a story of morality, love, insight, wisdom and courage.  I sincerely suggest you read this book.
The second book I recommend hits a little closer to our Burdick home.  It is titled Thrill Killers, a true story of Innocence and Murder without Conscience.  Written by detective Ray Pingitore and Paul Lonardo about a senseless murder that took place in June of 2000 in Rhode Island.  How this hits close to home is because one of the accomplices was Harry Burdick.  I am very familiar with this case, for I have been studying it for the past few years.  This non-fiction book may be hard to read, because of the description of the violence, but it is definitely worth reading.  

I became interested in this case several years back, while researching my Great Grandfather, Harry Gleason Burdick.  Every time I typed in that name, on the Net, I would get more information about this case.  The more I read about it, the more curious I became.  As a Burdick I wondered how a fellow Burdick could get into a life of violent crime.  Obviously not everyone is the same; Harry is quite different than I am.  While I have stayed out of trouble, I wanted to try to make sense of it all.
The book is a story of two kids in the wrong place at the worst possible time.  It’s not a feel good story with a happy ending, but rather it is a story that in some ways may teach us to appreciate our lives, our family and the time we have here on earth.  I’ve contacted Harry many times, as well as other members of his family, the bottom line is that this story is senseless, tragic and the actions of five people on that night in 2000 changed many lives.
Family First

I’ll never claim to be perfect; I’m far from it in fact.  Life throws us curve balls, just begging us to knock them out of the park, sometimes we do, and sometimes we swing and miss.  Sometimes we get knocked down but as they say, it’s not how many times you fall; it’s how many times you get back up.  Throughout my genealogy research, my self exploration and my many bad decisions, I have learned a great deal about the importance of family.  I believe a family that plays together, stays together and recently I have read something about family loyalty that I would like to share with you.

In the book Family First, by Dr. Phil McGraw, he writes: “In a phenomenal family, family comes first; therefore loyalty is critical in establishing rhythm in a family.  You don’t forsake your family because of your boyfriend, your girlfriend or your friends.  There’s no them-versus-us scenario.  It’s just us.  Certainly, you should support the team your children play on, the friends they have, the choir in which they’re members-and all those subgroups to which you have loyalty.  But it is a different degree of loyalty than that which you have for your family.  Your primary sense of belonging comes from your family.  You cannot serve two masters-you cannot have divided loyalties.
Family members stand up for and champion one another…..loyalty begins at home.  Family members make sacrifices for one another.  They stick up for one another in front of others.  They stand by their family.  Friends come and go, but you have only one family and it will be yours forever.”

Yes, this is the same Dr. Phil from T.V., someone I never paid much attention to…..but this makes sense, the book is actually good.  I have learned a lot about myself, since going through my divorce, and a lot about the importance of family.  I still do not have the relationship that I’d like with my mother, the same goes for my youngest brother, Eric.  Unfortunately we’re all stubborn people in this end of the family and no one wants to budge.  I’ve reached out to my mother and do not understand what could be so bad, what I could have done.  For some unknown reason, now is not the time to be in each other’s lives, I guess.  
I’ve made great strides with who I am as a person, a friend and as a family member.  I still have a way to go, but I’m getting there.  “Rome wasn’t built in a day.”  That seems to be my Mantra lately.  
The Importance of my Newsletters

To quote “The value of Family Newsletter” by Charles Smith: “The value of a family newsletter is the ability to be read and reread.  Not only for a month or even a year, but throughout a lifetime or even throughout generations.  Because of this simple fact, as time goes by, family newsletters become treasured possessions to be passed down from generation to generation…..In newsletters we are actually creating a family history as we go.  We are leaving a record of our lives that can be read and reread not only by immediate family members, but by descendants as well.  A fourth great grandchild, for example, may become acquainted with his or her ancestor in no better way.  If you have a journal of an ancestor, you know first hand how valuable your newsletters will be to your descendants.  Your ancestor left you something for you to know him by.  You can do the same thing for your descendants!”

For my young cousins, I would love contributions by adding art or poetry you have done, or ANYTHING that you want to share.  To my siblings, Aunts and Uncles, I would like anything from funny stories, photos, accomplishment, any contribution would be appreciated.

Finally, a contribution from Dan
[image: image1.png]


Well finally after a year and a half Danny got his red belt from Mr Dee,  we really couldn't see how he wouldn't get it considering he is the toughest 9 year old in the class by far, he has been whipping on green, red and even a black belt from time to time for the last 6 or 8 months, every dad thinks his kid is the smartest or best looking or thoughest kid but in Danny's case he really is  the toughest , since he is so big he always spars kids that are a few years older than him so when he does get a kid his own age it usually ends quick and violent, with that being said we are very proud of him and now look forward to baseball season.  P.S Jacob is still an orange belt
Burdickfamily.org
Please don’t forget to check out burdickfamily.org for even more updates about the family and to check out the Burdick family database.  Howard has put a lot of work into it and would love it if you checked it out.
































































































