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Good evening.  My name is Andy McNabb.  Pete McNabb is my Dad and my hero.  
 
In part, this is due to my father’s legacy of diligence, his commitment to serve his community, his candour, his willingness to take a stand, and his choosing his field of endeavour and excelling in it.  But there’s another reason that he’s my hero, and I’ll share that in a moment.
 
He started working as a teenager, alone in Toronto.  Built a business virtually from scratch that became one of the highest rated radio stations ever in Canada, in terms of the 52% of the market that tuned into his station every week.  
What drove him?  The desire to provide for family, the desire to serve his community.
 
He found a rarity in a wife as beautiful on the inside as she is on the outside.  What a blessing to have my mother Wyn as the loving, faithful, and forgiving wife providing her husband with the support he needed to go out and conquer in battle each day.
 
Again and again, throughout the years, my Dad would put his hands on his knees, lean forward and say to me: "Son, you'll never find another woman like your mother.  No one else would have me."
Using a baseball analogy, my mother described my Dad's life as having many good innings.  MEN would judge him as a hard worker, a good provider and loyal friend who sowed and reaped well for many years.
 
But there's a judgment more significant.  Today, my Dad knows the reality of that judgment better than any of us.  And he would in no uncertain terms want to make it clear how he got where he is today.
I have evidence that my father is saved and in heaven today.  Not by his own merit.

What impacted my father, more than anything else was revealed to me just over two years ago. 

 
Prior to his losing his ability to articulate in detail, my father and I had a heart to heart.  
 
We talked of our love for each other, and we addressed a significant issue that previously divided us for many years.  He had told me that he was reading his bible the whole way through.  With an outpouring of gentleness and compassion, with love in heart, his voice and his eyes, he told me he "Son, there's nothing to forgive".  
 
That told me that there was a heart change in my father. 
A heart that could only be softened by the only One who can change a heart.  And true repentance from sin involves a change of heart.  
In 2007, we talked directly about that, that my Dad affirmed that he had repented of his sin and believed on the risen Christ to be his Lord and Saviour.
The evening before he passed on, I had the privilege of being present with my son William to say goodbye to my father and tell him - over and over - that we - my wife Jolie, Will, daughters Madeleine, Victoria and Haven loved him.  I read these scriptures to him:

Romans 3:23 

for all have sinned and fall short of the glory of God.
Romans 6:23 

For the wages of sin is death, but the gift of God is eternal life in Christ Jesus our Lord. 
Romans 5:8 

But God demonstrates His own love toward us, in that while we were still sinners, Christ died for us. 
Romans 10:9 

that if you confess with your mouth the Lord Jesus and believe in your heart that God has raised Him from the dead, you will be saved. 
Romans 10:13 

For "whoever calls on the name of the Lord shall be saved." 


How likely was he to have absorbed the significance of what was shared?
 
There was no doubt that he comprehended the significance of the moment.  His limbs without motion, his voice silenced, his lips would quiver when I bent over time and again to kiss him.
 
I grieve his loss, but I look forward to a heavenly reunion one day.

My Dad would want you to know that you can choose to go man’s way or God’s way…and that is a choice between eternal judgment and a heavenly eternity…and that there’s no better time to make that choice, because he made that choice himself.

And that’s why, more than anything, my Dad, Pete McNabb, is my hero.
***

