
INTRO: Thank you all for coming tonight. The grand kids got together last night and shared 
our fondest memories of Grandpa with each other. Now tonight we’d like to share some of 
them with all of you…. 
 
As we gathered around in Jaimie and my living room last night, some of the first things we all 
remembered about him were the funny little phrases and sayings that we heard him say so 
often.  So if we could rewind a tape of Grandpa’s life, these are the things we would hear the 
most often: 
 
PART I: GRANDPA’S FAVORITE SAYINGS -- CHRIS 
 
 
PART II: RANDOM MEMORIES  -- CHRIS 
 
So after we assembled Grandpa’s favorite sayings list, the river of memories really began to 
flow. Here are a few of our favorites: 
 
1. We all remember Grandpa sitting in the front yard in that old red metal chair wearing his 

straw hat and gnawing on a toothpick while Rusty would lie at his feet. He’d sit there for 
hours at a time.  

 
2. Speaking of toothpicks, seemed like he always had one.  He’d still be picking his teeth 

hours after every meal, or cleaning out his ear. And he did that right up until the last couple 
weeks.  

 
3. And speaking of Rusty, Grandpa and Grandma had quite a few dogs over the years, but 

they must not have been real creative when it came to naming them. I don’t know how 
many family arguments were fought over which “Rusty” did what. It seems like they must 
have five different dogs with that name.  Now they’ve moved on to a new name, their on 
their second dog named Penny. 

 
4. Grandpa loved to hunt and fish, but he didn’t go out with his grandson’s much.  But we all 

knew we could always count on him to help us clean birds or fish in the evening. Of course 
that meant we wouldn’t be able to waste anything.  He’d make us keep the gizzards, the 
hearts, even the down feathers…. He was always going to have Grandma make some 
pillows and a down-filled quilt. 

 
5. Grandpa did really love fishing. And his favorite fish was, believe it or not, bullhead. He 

used to tell us stories about he and Leonard Hohn and Dutch Hoiten bringing home barrels 
full of Bullhead and taking all night long to clean them.  And he is the only person I’ve ever 
known who could catch catfish with a floating Rapala. 

 
6. Grandpa could have been a professional knife sharpener, boy did he love to sharpen 

knives. And the Post cereal company just might go out of business now that Grandpa’s 
gone… He ate a bowl of Post Toasties and a grapefruit for breakfast every single day. 

 
7. Grandpa took pride is his cars. So much that he’d let hardly anyone back it out of the 

garage for him. And he was a speed demon too, he must have driven at least 45 or 50 on 



the Interstate when he and Grandma would make their regular trips to Prairie Market for 
groceries and Royal Fork for dinner.  In fact, he was so cautious that you never had to 
guess which direction he was going in the yard.  He’d use his blinker to turn while pulling 
out of the garage. 

 
8. Grandpa loved to eat, so it’s a good thing Grandma is a great cook. He was always sitting 

at the table and in a hurry to get started with dinner by noon sharp, and if we’d come in 
from the farm a couple minutes late we’d get scolded. And you could always tell when 
Grandpa had just finished a meal or snack because he’d still have a lot of it on his face. 

 
9. Grandpa used a cane for the last few years of his life. Of course he was quite a jokester, 

and he’d always hold the bottom of his cane and reach out and hook one of the kids by the 
arm with it while chuckling. And you know he would never let anything go to waste.  Like 
the time his cane broke in half. Instead of getting a new one, he had it spliced. 

 
10. We older grandsons remember Grandpa taking a truckload of hogs to Morrells twice a 

week.  As often as we could, we’d ride along with him because we knew we’d be able to 
talk him into McDonald’s on the way home. 

 
11. We grandkids know how special each of us was to Grandpa. Seeing the youngest 

Great grandchildren was sometimes the only thing that would wake Grandpa up while he 
was in hospice.  

 
PART III: LESSONS LEARNED -- JOE 
 
We could go on all night long with fond memories of our Grandpa Joe, but it’s impossible to 
share them all, so we thought we’d just touch twelve of the wonderful lessons he taught us all. 
 
1. He taught us to work hard and be self-sufficient. Now we weren’t around early enough 

to see him in his prime on the farm, but we’ve always been told his impressive work ethic 
was only outmatched by the team of horses, and then tractors, he used to work the land. 
But I did see him carry more feed in five gallon buckets at the age of seventy-five than I 
could push in the wheelbarrow at the time. 

 
2. Grandpa taught us to laugh even when things are serious.  He taught us to be silly and 

poke fun at each other. His loud chuckling laugh is the image of him that will be in my mind 
forever.  He’d laugh with his whole body, his belly would shake and his smile was so big 
you could count each of his teeth. 

 
3. And oh, did he teach us to tell stories. Whenever you heard him start “Well, I tell ya,” or 

“When I was in the Army…” you knew you weren’t going anywhere for a while. And no 
matter how many times we had heard the same story , we’d love to sit down and listen to 
him tell it all over again, with a little extra added each time, even though it might take him 
25 minutes and Grandma would end up telling half the story over because he’d forget the 
details. But those stories never got old. 

 



4. Grandpa always taught us to be honest and tell people exactly what we think—even if the 
truth hurt.  Like the many afternoons when we’d be just finishing up dinner and Grandpa 
would make some remark about the roast being dry or the potatoes being cold. 

 
5. He taught some of us to eat all kinds of seemingly awful foods like cow tongue, mountain 

oysters, bullhead, the neck and back of the chicken, and horseradish. Speaking of 
horseradish, remember when Chris mowed over every bit of Grandpa’s horseradish crop?  
We thought the world was coming to an end. From then on he always had bright orange 
flags right beside his horseradish plants in the ditch. 

 
6. He taught us his love for gardening, with his homemade hoes and 19th Century potato 

digger. He’d always have us help him plant and then dig up an acre of potatoes.  And he’d 
also put us to work shucking sweet corn for freezing. 

 
7. He taught us the proper way to pick and butcher a chicken, right after he’d chuckle and 

laugh as we kids would chase one of his doomed chickens around the yard. 
 
8. Grandpa also taught us the cruelties and harshness of war, and the power of faith and 

prayer. He was always a faithful man. Even a week or so before he died, he told a few of 
us that were visiting him that afternoon to make sure we “keep the faith and pray and 
always go to church.” 

 
9. He taught us to take care of what we have. All around the farm, he’d never leave a door 

hinge hanging, and shingle flapping in the wind or a piece of paper lying in the yard.  He 
didn’t scold us too often, but there were a few things that we’d try not to let him catch us 
doing: wrestling on the living room furniture, leaning back in the kitchen chairs, throwing 
gum wrappers on the ground, or climbing in any of his precious trees—especially his apple 
trees. 

 
10. And he taught us a passion for playing cards—particularly 10 point pitch—lots and lots 

and lots of pitch. We all knew that he made the rules and we had better follow them or 
expect to get scolded. Of course he could bend them a little here and there if needed.  He 
had a special lucky blue deck of cards that he would only take out if he’d been getting 
beaten really badly. I don’t think he ever—and I mean ever—lost a game using those 
cards. Even in his last year or so when he would get terribly tired doing anything else, he 
could stay up all night long to play cards. 

 
11. Oh—and one lesson he taught us that I’m not sure was right: that pro wrestling is very 

real and the greatest spectator sport on earth. When Grandpa and Grandma got cable  
about ten years ago, watching “wrastling,” as he called it, became his favorite pastime 
besides napping. You knew what was on TV when from the living room you’d hear, 
“Ooohhhh, gosh—that fella is so mean. He came out of nowhere with that damn chair.” 

 
12. There’s one more important lesson Grandpa Joe taught us—and it became stronger 

with age. That lesson is love. Even though we didn’t hear him say it much at all, we all 
knew he loved every one of us very much. And the best way he taught us was by the way 
he and Grandma loved each other.   

 



They weren’t always really openly affectionate toward each other in front of people, but in the 
last year or so we’ve all seen them act like love-struck teenagers. And in Grandpa’s last 
minutes, they gave us the lesson of a lifetime. Grandpa had been very close to death for 
many hours that day, but Grandma was also in the hospital, but all the way across town. Most 
of the family had gathered in Grandpa’s room, and we all hoped Grandma would get to come 
over and see him soon. He waited and waited for her. He waited until she could finally be by 
his side. And then he gave his last lesson: as Grandma held him in her arms, he could finally 
be at peace. Just minutes after she got there, he drew his last breath, and finally went home 
to God.  
 
Grandpa’s life was an amazing gift to all of us Grandchildren. Some gifts you can hold in your 
hand. This one, we’ll all hold in our hearts forever……… 
 
 


