
Good Morning. On behalf of the whole family I want to thank you all for coming today to 
celebrate Grandpa’s life here on Earth, and his new life with the Father in heaven. When I 
was asked to talk a little about my Grandpa’s life, I was hesitant. Not because I couldn’t think 
of enough to say, but because there is way too much to tell. I thought if I could just tell the 
story of Grandpa’s life in a few meaningful words, that would be for the best. So here are five 
words that, to me, represent Grandpa Joe’s life. 
 
The first is STREGNTH. You all know Grandpa was a big, strong man. He was also a strong 
husband, father and grandfather. His strength carried him through the most horrific war the 
world has ever seen. He was a real-life hero, fighting for the freedom we take for granted. He 
was also a strong worker, raising his extended family on a small farm and a powerful back.   
 
The second word is FAMILY. Grandpa came from a small family, he had one brother and one 
sister. But he became the proud patriarch of 44 children, grandchildren, and great 
grandchildren. A family gathering, whether it was a holiday, a birthday, or an anniversary, was 
so important to him. Getting together for food, fun and cards was his heaven on Earth. In his 
final weeks, sometimes the only thing that could wake him was the sight of one of the younger 
grandkids.  
 
My third word to represent Grandpa’s life is FAITH. He never ate a meal without praying 
before and afterward. A couple days ago, Grandma showed me his little prayer book. It’s the 
one he got for his first communion in 1923. It’s very worn and ragged, with the pages falling 
out. He used it for a good portion of his life. And his faith carried him through the last, most 
difficult, months. When he was in hospice, even at times when he couldn’t wake up enough to 
know that we were all there, when a chaplain would come in to pray with him, he’d 
immediately try to lift his head. He’d make the sign of the cross, fold his hands, and pray all 
those prayers he’s said every day of his life. He even told a few of us that were visiting him 
one afternoon a couple weeks ago to “keep the faith, keep praying, and always go to church.”  
 
And the fourth word is FUN. If you know our family very well at all, you know we like to joke 
and poke fun at each other most of the time. Grandpa was the ringleader of these antics for 
many years. He laughed with his whole body, his belly shaking, and a smile so big you could 
count each of his teeth. That’s the vision of Grandpa that will remain stored away in my mind 
forever. 
 
So if five words could describe a man’s life these are the five that I would use to describe his: 
Strength, Family, Faith, Fun, and finally, Love. And, as St. Paul once said, the greatest of 
these is LOVE. 
 
At last night’s service, the grand children shared a number of lessons Grandpa had taught us 
over our lives. The most subtle, but most important, of these lessons was his love. And it 
wasn’t like Grandpa said it often. In fact, most of us probably never heard him actually tell us 
that he loved us. But we all knew that he loved each one of us very much.  
 
And you can’t talk about grandpa’s love without telling about Grandma……It’s a love story 
that’s 60 years in the making. She was a 19-year-old young woman working as a hired hand 
for Grandpa’s mother. He was a 30-year-old farmer preparing to go half way around the world 
to fight for the freedom we all take for granted. They were married here in this very church on 



August 4, 1943. Over 57 years, 8 children, 23 grandchildren, 13 great grandchildren, a couple 
of dogs named Rusty, a couple more dogs named Penny, and just a few meaningless 
arguments later, their love for each other is strong as ever. They weren’t always real openly 
affectionate for each other in front of people. But in the last year of so we’ve all seen them act 
like a couple of love-struck teenagers again… 
 
Grandpa’s last few weeks were very tough. Tough on the family, tough on Grandma, and 
especially tough on Grandpa. He often talked about being ready to go home to God, even 
asking us to pray for the Lord to take him home soon. But on his last day, as each labored 
breath kept him from reaching that final peace he longed for so much, he waited for her. He 
waited until she could finally be at his side. At the first touch of her lips against his cheek, his 
entire body relaxed, and he was at peace. As his head rested gently in her hands, and her 
tears fell softly on his face, he told her he loved her without saying a word, and gently drew 
his final breath….before finally going home. 
 
And he’s up there now, sitting at a card table, playing pitch with his brother Bill and his buddy 
Leonard. And he’s not even bothering to yell at Bill because he’s cheating…No, because he’s 
just looking down here at his family and friends, all of us gathered here today….with love. 
 
Joe Bartmann was a wonderful man. A man full of strength, family, faith, fun, and love. I thank 
God and my parents for giving me the honor of carrying on his name. 
 
 


