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Dear Grandmia,

him so much,
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Memories of John Yancey by his Grandchildien.'

The only entries that are'dated'al‘le 29 August 1995. All the en'trje‘s' ¥vere_'wi'iit_éh dl‘i_f;'ﬁg the same
time' period and ‘were iti response 16 a request by Arlene Yancey 1o write sothething that could be
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I think Grandpa would want me t6 kfiow that he Ioves me véty much and that he Watches
over me. That he is doing the Lord’s work in heaven and preparing for the days when each of his

" laved ories is retinited with him."He would want fié to know thit e is proud of the deisjons I
- have made to change my life to be worthy to becoré'an Elder in the Church ang to be married in
-+ the Temple, 'He 'would also want me to know that enduring to the dhd isn’t as hatd as it Seemis

and that he wishes he would have had more time oii ‘caiith to help me and the othéis'that loved
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- ' T have sd many special meniories of Grandpa that T could probably write a book! A few
of those'mernories incliide the many fishing trips wé sharcd togethier. T'remémbér When once we
were Hiking back from Biiela Lake, I was carrying the guriny sack '{uli of fish and'Giandpa said,
“Mike, if the ganie wardeh comes you‘drop that sack and'rur off ift6 the woods, dnd we’ll yell,
‘THERE HE'GOES! THERE GOES THE GUY WITH THE FISH!!" Everybody laughed ahd T
knew he was kidding but I couldn’t help thinking the rest 6f the hitke down, “What happens when
the game warden really does come?” -
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I have a lot of memories about the times spent-workinig' with Graridpa. Sbihe of the"
closest times we had were working together. 1 don’t think I learned more at any time than when
working for Grandpa. ‘T-temember building the potato cellar'at Rose and at Tyhee. Once while

-wotkihg hear thetop of the toof, about 30 feet up, I took off &' part of my thumb with a hainiter.

At first; all'T could see was the white flesh Inside, thett bloéd'ﬁféi‘téd's‘.pijﬁin‘g out quite forcefully.
Holding my thumb with one hand, I climbed down with my injured thumb hand. I found ©~
Grandpa and he took me to the truck, bandaged me up and said, “OK, thete you go!” [ asked,
“Well, aren’t you going to take me home?” He said, “Home? Get back up there and'go'to work!”
I learned that day that the human body could withstand much greater pain than you thought it
could. I guess that’s why I still endure more pain than others know. And why I expect others to
endure more than they think they can instead of using pain as an excuse to not get things
accomplished,

I remember when my Dad went out with us sometimes. We had almost finished potato
cellar in Rose. Grandpa and my brother Randy were working on a rolling scaffold about 4 or 5
stages high. (This is an illegal practice in most places today.) Dad and I were framing some
interior walls at the other end of the building. All of a sudden, we both heard some faint yells.
We ran to investigate. We heard Grandpa yelling, “RON! MIKE! RON! MIKE!” We ran
faster to find Grandpa and Randy holding on for dear life to the header and trying to keep the
scaffold, which had somehow lost a wheel, from tipping over and taking them with it. The funny




part was that Grandpa, in between yelling for us, was yelling, “Hold on, Randy!, just hold on'”
Like he wasn’t holding on for dear life anyway! . .

. Along with his serious take-charge attitude was the humorous side of Grandpa. He -
always had a joke fo tell or a trick to  play. ] verybody remembers the “hat show” that Grandpa
put on every Christmas. I remember whild. oing our home teaching Grandpa told a couple, who
wete having trouble paying their tithing, that if they paid 10% they would soon leatn how to live
off 90% of their income. Then they couid sacrifice 20% and learn to live off 80%.. And if they
kept going that way, pretty soon they could learn to live off nothing. What a great concept We
] laughed but it seemed to, make paying 10% like it was really nothing.

Grandpa is so speclal to me in so many ways To me: ‘he was one of the greatest men who
~ ever lived. Along with the character, strength, mdustrlousness, ternness, and intelligence, came
"righteousness love, commitment, and compassion. 1 can’t think of one bad habit; or attribute that
wasn tcompletely overcome by the good ones. N o .

[ also remember lots of special times with you, Grandma. I remember all the great meals
you fixed. Iseemed it didn’t have to be a special occasion for you to fix varied and plentiful
meals. So many times [.didn’t feel up to the challenge, but with your loving encouragement, 1

“not only succeeded but excelled at those undertakings. . Helping you to can foods, although we.
seemed to dread it, was always a great joy. We learn how to do things we probably wouldn’t
haye learned anywhere else. Not tp mention how great it was to go to-the shelf'and retrieve |
somethmg $0 delicious that we had helped to prepare.. EE

I always had fun traveling with you. Ireally enjoy hearmg the things about places that 1
wouldn’t probably find out anywhere else, . .

' I want you o know how much 1 Iove you and Grandpa l also want you to know how
much I appreciate all the thmgs you have done for me, 1 may not have seemed grateful at certain
times, but I cannot thank you enough ‘The times I spent in Idaho and Hawaii will stay W1th me
fmever o . L ,. L C e

" Love,
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I’ll never forget the time Grandpa and I were working on the spud cellar ify i« ?/,41(1 we
were on top of the scaffolding when I looked down and it appearcd that the scaffolding was
starting to tip and fall. I yelled at Grandpa that I was afraid that it was falling. He turned to me
and said it was my imagination. We were about 50 feet up, and he thought I was just afraid of
heights, When the scaffolding tipped enough for tl&%\‘z«—]f%ae/ls/io fall out of their pegs, I yelled
again at Grandpa and said, “Grandpa, I think the scaffo ing is falling!” At this point, Grandpa
turned to me and said, “Randy, the scaffolding is falling!” We hung on for our dear lives to the
beams with our arms while we held on to the scaffolding with our ankles and yelled for help.
Mike and Ron came running over, put the wheels back in place, and straightened up the
scaffolding. We both climbed down very fast! And I kissed the ground! After that it took some
time to go back onto a scaffolding, but we both laughed about it later!!

I also remember my fun summers going to visit Grandpa and the special times we had on
our fishing trips. We used to camp near our car and hike to Lake Buela which was a seven-mile
hike back out. And Grandpa never complained about it. He lo_(;__g.i‘t and did it all the time.

because apparently he wasn’t too fond/orifather long hair! Unfortunately, he put a trick clause
in the contract. After I cut my hair he $did he would only make payments on the car if I kept my
hair short! Needless to say he kept up his part of the bargain but I had trouble.l remember
Grandpa as a very hard worker who loved his family. He was always very happy. His name was
- always well respected in the community. I’ll never forget going to the tire store and getting a
paich put on our inner tube. And because we were John Yancey’s grandchildren, there would
never be any charge. That made me very proud.Grandpa used to snore really, teally, really loud!
He used to be so tired from all hs hard work, that if he sat still for five minutes he would be
asleep and snoring!

One memorable moment was \&Grandpa offered to buy me a car if I cut my hair

[ can remember Grandma and Grandpa were always dedicated to the church, They
always atiended their meetings and the temple regularly. They were a great example for me, 1
will always remember Grandma’s wonderful cooking and the big Christmas dinners she
prepared.

I remember the time that Grandma taught the 4-I1 Club that Mike, Shane and I joined.
That made it really fun! I'll never forget that we’d ask Grandma to tell us the story of the Hobby
Hoz. Ithink she made up the stoty because she never used a book. We never got tired of hearing
that story and made her tell it over and over again. It was peculiar because no one else knew of
it.

Grandma was always busy making needlework gifts for people. And she always kept a
diary. She could tell you what the weather was like any day of her life, it seemed. Grandma and
Grandpa used to stay up so late to watch the 10 o’clock news and then get up before daybreak!
They would just go and go and go all day!

I could go on and on about all my wonderful memories of my grandparents. Thank you
for all the love you’ve shown to me and the priceless memories!

Love, Randy







Grandpa Yancey By Katherine Yancey 8-29-95

My Grandpa Yancey was a distinguished man. He was known for his precision
craftsmanship and for his disciplined working habits. Tall and ypright, he had a formal air. His
somber countenance was ndt fo be taken lightly and when he spoke, he’d look you in the eye and -
ask, “Savvy?”, to see that each word was getting through. Grandpa was someone you could
count o1 to keep his word. He was always on time (or often early} for appointments and if we
were goirlg someplace as & group, he’d be the first one jn the car waiting for the rest of us, He
was always up early dnd went to work at the ¢rack of dawn. He’d break for lunch at noon and
quite often work until surisef. ' = - '

One of my favorite memories of Grandpa was at a family talent day in the living room of
Grandma and Grandpa’s house during the summer of 1994 (I think).  Some of us took turns
playing the piano and singing and when if came time for Grandpa o take his turn displaying
talent, he picked up @ woven crepe papet vase from the table, put it on his head and modeled it
around thé room, Then hé took the vase off, turned it inside-out and modeled it again, It was fun
to see Grandpa’s playful side and we all laughed and laughed.

We went'to Grandma and Grandpa's house about once a year and Lalways looked |
forward to it with anticipated excitément. T loved being there and playing with my cousins who
lived'very riéar.” In the sumrher we| p‘lagféd in the irrigation ditches and in the winter we played in, ..
the snow; two things'we didi’t have at ry house in California, Grandma and Grandpa’s house . .
was always clean and full of wonderful smells, like fresh cut lumber and wood stain, books, .. .. .,
clean laundry and freshly baked bread, 1 loved their house and was fascinated that Grandpa had..
built it himself. They had two fireplaces, one in'the family room and one in the living room, and . .
when I asked Grandpa why they had two, he said that he and Grandma couldn’t decide whether
to have a matble fireplace or a stone one so they built one of each, Often my cousins would
bring their sleeping bags over and sleep with me on the living room floor or out on the back patio
and Grandma would tell us stories. My favorite was “The Hobby Haws,” and no one can tell it
like Grandma.

Grandma and Grandpa had a garden most years and sometimes when we came to visit we
would get to help harvest. We’d pick green beans and corn and sometimes peas. I think I ate my
first raw pea fresh-picked from Grandpa’s garden, Afier harvesting, we’d sit on the back patio
- and break the beans and shuck the corn. Grandma would tell us stories of Grandpa when they
were courting. She claims he married her because she was well skilled at ironing. Grandpa
would tell us stories about the time he worked loading sacks of potatoes onto trucks or about his
wotk at the shipyards in Richmond, CA during the Second World War. 1 remember how the gold
shined on his front tooth when he smiled and his tanned skin from working outside, his strong
forearms and his split black fingernail from the time he hit it with a hammer. Grandpa always
wore one style of clothes to work: a blue work shirt and white coveralls with a nail pouch on the
front, but on Sundays, he’d look his best in a suit and tie. Grandpa worked so hard during the
week that on Sunday, (the day of rest) he had a tough time staying awake. He went to church
faithfully every Sunday and just as faithfully, his chin would hit his chest and he’d be asleep
during the services, We didn’t pay too much attention until he started to snore, Then Grandma




would elbow him and he’d lift his head and smile at us.

Sometimes Grandma and Grandpa would visit us in California. When they came we'd
have a small reunioti with some of Grandpa’s brothers and sisters. At every reunion the men
would sit around the'kitchen table and play cards, the women would sit in the living room getting
“caught up” and wotking on crafts, while the rest of us ran in and out of the house sticking our
noses into the differerit conversations or checking the'score. After the men were through playing,
Grandpa would play cards with me and he taught nie how to play Nertz which to this day is my
favorite game. -

Grandpa built some beautiful furniture for us and when I was about thirteen, I asked him .
if he would build me a desk with wall shelves. I drew him an isometric drawing of what I .
wanted it to look like and he said he’d build it, but with a few changes. He built a desk and a
separate dresser unit with a cabinet and shelves. They have been my most prized possessions

. [ :

these seventeen years since. =~ A N S,

Though I don’t remember too many times spent with just the two, of us, Grandpa’s
example, the things he built, his hard work and his loyalty to his religious beliefs have made an |
everldsting impréssion on me. It was his influence that led nie to the pursuit of Architecture and .
1 often think of him when I arh working. Grandpa passed away when I was cighteen,. I started
my architectural career the following year. So often, as an adult, I've wished I could ask him |
questions about work and about life. Many tiimes, however, when I've been in need, 've felt his
presence and occasionally he’s spoken to me in'my dreams. ' proud to be his granddaughter
and I hope someday We can be together again in Heaven, .= = . .~
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My Grandpa by Shane Larsen .
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-+ What a'guy! ‘There are so' many things:that lie did, {t-is tough t¢' know where 6 start:’
What sticks out most int-my mind is ‘charity. /There was nothing Grandpa wouldn’t do for anyone.
I remembet ohetimé-when we ‘were hottie-tdaching. ' A new family had'thioved info Gréat + -~ -
Grandma Yancey’s house. We were talking to them, and in the conversatior:it ¢ame up that their
dryer was broken. Without a second thougl?t Grandpa offered to get them a replacement. I was
amazed; v st o eean v s D ey e R URFE VU (R R VN IR Y
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kit He was generous at ward budget alictions;: At the time, T thought He'wds crazy tb pay -~
$200for a doll! - But now Funderstand he fidd & kind heart and was a vety gerigrous fian. -~ ¢
Gtandpa Worked very hard for the Lore, Missios) building ¢hurches, Gallings, atiything'and -
everything that was nected; he did-and t}{énnhe always went the extra ijle -+ .

Vo
oo : i b

- Hé was super ticklish:' Especially on hisifeet, He alwdys had change i his ‘pocket to give
~ tous kids. He was a hard worker. The only things that kept him from his work wete Sundays:i
and the Temple. -What-a ttait-to' have:  You just don’t see that any ridre.- Some of his favorite
things in life wete'corn on the cob anid ice‘cream. »And 1 was usually theré to hefp himi ¢at thetia.:
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‘™ When Grandpa went fishing, he really‘went fishing, 1é wolild ome home with not &' fav
fish, but a whole gunny sack full of fish. It was'awesomeé to see him: dump them oh'the lawn.
Dawn, the kids, and I really appreciated his help in building our first home. It was tough to sell
ouir home kniowing it was thie [48¥ horve he Bailt, It haid & lot of sentimental valtie to us.
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it Ithave cleaned tridhy garages for Gratidpa. 1bélieve ho'taught me the teaning of Hard
work!" One simuier when'l worked for him, T'iised to come to-work about 10 rinutes late: He
taught'me‘that'this was unacceptable: "He said‘that I should be at work 5 ¢r 10'minutés early.’ To
this day, I am usually to'work.” He also.tatight nié'to take pride’in my wotk, to do your best, and
don’t stop until it is dgne right. These are just a few of the great traits Grandpa had and passed
o (I T AT R (R T
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- Boy, c‘:bt_]ld he growa gr‘e‘ait garden! 'Tloved to-get fresh thunchies froi_ﬁ the g
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'+ One'thing that Grandpa‘feared was lizards! He would be up on the couch in'Hawaii
yelling!“Gét this thing out of here!” He wis great at cracking cocoanuts. I don‘tknow if - =
Grardpulworked tod hard'or if the speakers irt sactamefit mesting wete boring, but he always !
took @ fiap during that meeting. ‘No fatter whefe you-look, your dwn neighticrhood, Blackfdot,
Idaho, The United States, South America, and many more places, there is a piece of John Yancey
juist anywhete'you go. Whata great mn, ~ v ¢ et Lo, a e

-"Otig of the Hardest things to watch Grandpa go through was when hé had ¢ancer. He™ -
couldii’t rehiember how to do things that came normally to him: You could see the frustration in

his eyes!” It Jst was not Gratidpa to sit-dround doing nothing. - i
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That was my Grandpa, a hard‘worker atid a very caring person to everyone.  Even to -
people he did not know. I can’t think of any other person I would want to grow up to be like.




Grandpa Yancey by Shaunna Larsen Weatherston

I can remember that no matter what room of the house that Grandpa was in, when I
walked in the back door, he would yell out, “Shaunna, don’t walk pigeon-toed.” He: :couldn’t
even,see.my feet but he would tell me anyway. <I can temember that Grandpa alwayshada .
pocket full of change. But instead of Just gmng usa quarter or s0, he would gWe us, the whole !
handful Thatwasfun S T S DU ETI VL SRR IR A S T

Tean 1emembe1 that Grandpa was a hard worker I can remember Grandpa at work on; hrs
houses at the crack of dawn. I can still hear the sound of his hammer so early in the morning,
and me still in bed trying fo.sleep. I gan.remember that Grandpa always had a nap after Junch,
but a shott time later he.was back at work. I can remember.that Grandpa was allergic,to many.. .
foods and to this day.I still wonder how;he could.ever eat so much cabbage.- And he liked cold
bottled tomatoes and sugar, and half a cantaloupe filled with.vanilla ice cream.  But most ofall,
think he liked candy. Thete was always candy at Grandma and Grandpa’s house. Thavea '
picture of Grandpa eating a piece of Grandma’s:homemade candy on Chrrstmas Dayr He hasa
big smile on his.face.. . '+ - ; R N S SRR IR i ‘

- 'We would ride our bikes to the A & W wrth an empty ga]lon jug,. and rrde home wrth a
full jug of Root Beer,: Sometimes we would take it to Grandpa af what¢ver house he was |
working on. Ican remember Grandpa sitting down on a sawhorse and just guzzle it away. We
would wait with high hopesithat there would be some left... Even the summer we spent in Hawaii
we would walk to the A, & W there with our emptyjug S TE (AT TR

Gr andpa always.wanted e to cut my harr ¥ He would\offer me $100;00 but I never,drd,
Now [ pay to have my hair cut, and always wish it was shorter and shorter. Ican remember one
time after Grandma had made some homemade bread,, Grandpa.caine:. in.and cut the whole fop of
it and covered it with-homemade jam. He told us, that when he was a kid, they would cut the: top,
bottom, and sides off the warm bread and.cat the big.pieces.. I wonder: how Great.Grandma, -
Yancey gver kept enough bread in the house with so.many kids eatmg a.loaf,of bread so fast.
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I can remember Grandpa plantlng the garden every sprmg I helped plant the peas and
corn. But the thing I remember and miss the most about Grandpa was listening to him teil hrs
stories. .He always had aniexperience to relate whether it was about one of his building missions,
work on one of his houses, something about church or temple work, or someone he knew. He
was just the:best when it came.fo telling what had happened to him...I canistill, remember his
laugh. Ican remember that brown paper vase and Grandpa had a story o go, with it, By the.end:
of the story, he had turned iut into a hat on his head and was doing-a dance.. We ‘would layghso-
hard. He was so funny I surely wish we would. have recorded his stories ancl had hls dance on .
vidgo. - SIS

Grandpa drd not lrke pets Absolutely no ammals in the house A blg rule was Don’t sit
on the counter tops. Grandpa’s favorite color was green. Grandpa liked to travel, but if you
weren’t up and gone by 4 A M., it was just too late.. So be in that car at 4 A.M. or.be left behind.
Grandpa liked to fish. I can remember him going fishing and bringing his catch home for -, ...
Grandma to cook. I’m so grateful for all the things that Grandma end Grandpa have done for me,
“I’m so grateful for the pieces-of furniture that I have to remember Grandpa.by. ;.. . .



Sharta Larsen
Grandpa Yancey was a very special person to me. He had the strength and ability to
make things happen. He did-a great many things to help a great many people. 1 still'tharvel at
the fact that he built an entire street of houses. What an accomplishiment, . However; I'still ©
remember many early summer morhings hearing the sound of the hammer hitting a nail. Just like
an alarm clock going off about 4 hours too early. Besides just building houses; he built many -
other things also. When Grandma and Grandpa were in Hawail building the Polynesian Cultural
~Center, I-was able to visit Hawaii on two separate occasions. This was an expetience in itself, |
met many new people, learned about a new culture; and spent many days at the beach, 'We would
go for walks at night to enjoy the fresh night air. One time we went for a walk after it had rained.
As we were coming to the church:house we noticed that the sidewalk was all GREEN. Grandpa
was teasing me about what it was and as we continued'to walk closer, we found that the whold
sidewalk was covered with-green frogs. What a sight that was. It'was amazing seeing all of -
those frogs,’ Also, while we'were in Hawaii-and Shaunna was off on-her trip to Fiji, it was only
Grandma, Grandpa and me. We went to thie movie theater and watched a movie about a plane;
crash. I'll bet that was the only time Grandpa ever took enough time off to go to a movie theater
+ and-watch 4 movie. Towards the end'of dur stay in Hawaii, Grandpa took us to'see the
“Polynésian Cultural Centér that he had been working on. I can remember thinking WOW my
'Grandpa built all this, and of course in mind he built it all'by himself. We walked all around and
he:showed us everything and then we went into the eating area and we all sat there and'had
+.dinner while Don Ho sang to'us. But I remember the best'part was wheh Grandpa bought me-a
watermelon ice créamcone. - . s o Do oE o nlc T
: S P S S .
While Grandpa was building Uncle Wally’s house in California I was able to go with
- 'them. We were there for approximately 3 months. This was a very interesting experience. I got
to:see ho9w another school district worked and it was a lot different than in Blackfoot, Idaho. 1
met a'very nice gitl that lived next door. I'walked to'school.each'day, where you could see-all of
the other-classes at the same time and they'didn’t even'serve hot lunch.: But every Wednesday
you could buy an ice cream bar. On the wauy back from California we went to Arlzoha to visit
- relatives and I think I just-abdut drove Grandpa crazy because I talked and tatked all the wdy
home. I’ll bet he was glad to pull into his-driveway when we finally got home. o
Tl L e : AN e S o L : .
* . One day, a truck pulled-into our-driveway and there were 2 beds, We thought, Wow; who
are those for? ‘They were for Shauntia and me: 2 twin beds. Boy, were'we excited that we didn’t
have to sleep in the same bed anymore. Also, Grandpa had built us our own chest of drawers and
night stands. We didn’t have to share any space any more. One day I missed the school bus and
my mom had asked Grandpa to drive me, It was during the winter and the roads were kind of
icy, but let me tell you, that this did not slow Grandpa down at all. I feit I was holding on for
dear life & he was just a-motoring down that icy road. Ihad never been so glad to pull into a
school parking lot as I was that day. Grandpa Yancey was a man who did many things and
taught many a person may things. My wish would be that my children could have met him and
loved him the way we did. He was great to me.




Janae Johnson

- One of my first memories of doing something for Grandpa was letting him know when
lunch and dinner were ready. I went to the house that he was building to tell him that Grandma
- was ready for him to come home and eat. He would tell me if he could come or if he had to
finish something first. :One memory when I was younger was dressing Jace up in a wig and some
. girl clothes. Grandpa thought he was one of my girl fiiends.. He had no clue that it was really
Jace until someone told him, He just could not get over that he could not tell it was him. -When
he and: Grandma would talk about it; he would just look at her and shake his head.

We spent the summer in Hawan wrth Grandma and Grandpa the yeat- that 1 turned seven,

I remember going to where he worked and watching him. In the house, I remember his chasing
lizards-with the broom because he didn’t like them very well. . He would also make us laugh -
when he got bananas and.cocoanuts out of the back yard. Grandpa had burlt a swmg on the back
porch and he would srt and swing with us. We liked that. :

Grandpa wculd pay us to prck up narls scrap lumber, and roeks 1 drdn t like the work SO
much, but I liked the idea of having a little money. Grandpa alse took us to the A & ‘W for-Root
© Beer once in a while. When I was young, I liked to play with the doll and dish cupboards.that he
made for me. .1 hope Hailey (my daughter) loves it:at much as I did: On a Christmas he made
about 13 dish cupboards to give to little girls that lived close by. He was always thinKing of what
he could do for others. All the little girls were so happy. When I got older, he made me a desk
and dresser. They are prC-lal to me and I use them every day '

. I was in the 9“‘ grade when Grandpa got srck He wculd get very frustrated when he could
not work like he used to. When he got worse I would go stay with him if Grandma had to go
somewhere. 1 would stay with him for hours making'sure he was coOmfortable and had what he
needed. Toward the end he wasn’t talking, but the day before he died, he was awake and talking
to me. The morning Grandma called Jooking for my parents because she thought Grandpa was
dying, my mom was taking my dad to his ride to.the BYU football game. Twent and stood at the
corner so I could tell her to stop-at Grandma’s and then I went home. - A little while later she
called and said he was gone. Iremember crying, not knowing what I was going to do without
Grandpa. ['miss him a lot and wish more than anything my kids could have'known him. 1know
they would have loved him just as much as I do, Hailey talks a lot about Grandpa Yancey and

“looks at his picture. It s almost as if she a]ready knows him.- - . - { ..
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Grandpa .Y_'ane_ey by_Jace N. J ohnson

Remembeung Gtandpa Yancey 18 usually pletty easy for me smce each, day when | go out
in the world I meet $0 many men who are the exact oppos1te of the Grandpa Iknew, The men |
meet ifi the world each day seem to Iack the thmgs I loved in my Grandpa Yancey, thlngs fike
chlvalry, 1espect obedlence hard work and reverence Although I know these charaetertstrcs drd
not suddenly vamsh the year my Grand pa dted I ﬁnd 1t harder and harde1 10 ﬁnd people to look
upt to the way I did 1 my Grandpa Yancey L . e g

Because ['was so young durmg the tlme that Grandpa Yancey was lrvmg I was not
fortunate enough to have spent a lot of time w1th hlm His amblttons, work \an_d‘ dutles were
never activities which were conducrve to havmg young chlldren around That s not to say that
there weren t plenty of times [ had the opportunity of seemg him in, actton One thmg about my
Grandpa was that he llked to have fun just about as much as he liked to work and therefore there

‘ I would have to say my earhest memorres of Grandpa don t really start untll i} am about 6
of 8 yeats old I can remember stttmg outsrde ot the porch in Hawaii durmg the sumnler and
everyone was busy tearing off pieces of masklng tape and puttmg them on bottles and covermg
them with shoe polish. This was a fun activity which became even funmer when Grandpa would
join us on the porch carrymg a cocoanut, Not havmg had any experrence with cocoanuts before,
Grandpa made sure I got to feel the outsrde and take a mce long look at it, then he would show
everyong how, to break the cocoanut open 'and he 2 made sure was able to taste the j Jmce It was
always the srmple pleasures in life t L1 made Grandpa the happlest and T think I ]eamed that life.
didn’t have to be all that compltcat 4d 0 enjoy from vrewmg him, Of course, eatmg the
cocoanut wasn 't really that good | but lt was deﬁmtely fun.’ Also in Hawan, I enjoyed bemg
atound Grand pa at the Polynesran Cultural Center because he knew everyone and everyone else
knew him, He was always nice fo everyone 'he met and would usually wear some kind of
Hawaiian shirt in the evenlngs The eating was always good when you went.out with him and [
would always make sure I got plenty of pmeapple because 1 remember him tellmg me how much
hellkedlt - L I

" guess [ could say that Grandpa was a person who felt that hfe was a br g series of
expertences and each one of the experrences must be emoyed to its @llest I beheve he never
really looked at life as a contest of a countdown to death, just as a series of experiences and the
more fun he could help others have made his own even better. That explams why he always took
plenty of time for family reunions, block partles, trrps ﬁshlng, and shows Pierre’s Playhouse is
a classic Grandpa Yancey experrence Every year I used to.wait in antrcrpatlon for the evening
when we could all go to Plerre $ Playhouse The food wais always the BEST and the
entertamment was always good clean fun. Grandpa always made sure I got my, Salsparrlla and
popcorn and I always loved him. for that. 1 guess he could see it in my face every time we went
there because he always got me, some or maybe he llked the stuff as much as [ dtd '

As Iong as I’ve mentloned the foad I enjoyed with Grandpa Yancey, I mtght as well give you a
short list of some of the favorite foods he 1ntroduced me to whlch qurckly became my favorrtes.




Such things as chocolate licorice, Eskimo pies, ice cream saridwiches, chocolate covered peanuts,
soda, chocolate-covered orange sticks. Root beer, ice cream in a cantaloupe (he never convinced
me to like the cantaloupe but he sure got me hooked on ice cream (he said it would curl my
hair) and lima beans. The reason I mentron lima beans is because every time I was at Grandma’s
house rrght before Grandpa came home for tinch, Grandma would take me down to the food
storage room and ask me what we should make for lunch and each time I would say “Lima
beans.” T thifik the first time I had lima beais was at Grandma s and I think it was because they
were on the shelf at my eye level so I naturally yelled out the first thing [ saw. Anyway, I think [
was the only one that liked lima beans because Grandma would always grab one can of lima
beans and another can of some other kind of vegetable from the shelf and she would make both
As Grandma, Grandpa'and I all sat at the table for lunch on those days, Grandpa would always '
look at the lima beans and ask Grandma why she made them She would usually look at me and
he wouild know right away what had happened, then out of some kind of a kind hearted gesture
lie would always take a few lima beans from the bowl and eat them. This was his way of
showing me that I had made a great detision by having lima beans (even though I knew he would
have preferred anything else.) Those lunches were always fun and the highlight was the “light
nap” Grandpa always took at lunchtime. Even ata young age Tknew Grandpa got up early and
worked hard édch day and he needed those' naps aboiit 4s badly as| needed my 9 hours of sleep
each night, so I would always watch him grab 2 plllows and lay down on ‘the floor and wrthln one
minute He would be snoting away and I could not belicve how fast he fell asleep. It was
amazing! Then just as fast as he had fallen asleep, he would jump to his feet and be’ out the door
headed for the second half of his day 5 worl( To thrs day, I cannot imagine how he ever got.

right back up on his own and be as alert and shatp ¢ ds before. Truman felt he was able to do ibis
because he was 4 man with a clear ¢onscience and was vord of offense before God I would have
to concur and add that just as Joseph Sm1th was such a man 1n that regard so was my Grandpa

One of the “buried treasures” of my Grandpa Yancey s manner was his sens¢ of humor
At first meefing my Grandpa was a strict no-nonsense individual who got right to the pomt and
was not one for mincing words. But actually, after a hard day’s work and in the right setting, he
was a regular comedian. Impromptu skits involving cowbells from Switzerland or a brown
stretchy vase were trademark performances offered by my Grandpa in small group settmgs HIS
humor was usually stralght faced and sklllful but always hrlarlous o

One of the oﬁen-notlced srdes of my Grandpa Yancey was his teachmg Every day there
was somebody out theré in the world who wotild be'z a pup1l at the hands of my Grandpa Day in
and day out you would see h1m standmg next to someone as he, explamed to them how to'do this
or that. Especially on the construction site where he was a masterful builder. I think Grandpa ~
taught me the most one day when we were plantmg corn in the garden, He was ahead of me wrth
the shovel making holes and ] was following behind him with a bag full of corn ﬁlllng the holes.
He would teach me how shoddy workmanship was never to be tolerated and how hard work
always had its rewards. The rewards part would come after the planting when he would reach
into his pocket and pay me handsomely The ‘most amazing lesson he taught me came when he
backed his truck up in our driveway "and asked me to unload all the bricks in the back of the triick



angd catry them downstairs. This léokqd like an impossible feat, but the payoff was immense. |
First, he told me he knew I could do it if I would just carry a few at a time and if Lwent really
féist,' Then he told mé I would make $1 a'brick, so T asked him how many bricks were in the back
of the truck and he said “Oiie hundred,” 1 said, “ONE HUNDRED??21!! ' That's a hundred =
doflars!” 'He said yes aiid gave me a few mor¢ instructions followed by the word, “Savvy?” 1
had absolytely 1 jdca what that word frieant but I said yes and was off to work, Now,1 don’t”
Know if there wete really 100 bricks in the back of that truck but by the time I was finished I was
convinced there were 500 because I was so tired. But just like he promised, he took out a $100
bill and handed it to me and I was just beaming. Thad never seen so much money, jn all my life!

From'that day on, I khew that no matter how hard things ‘may be, it was always worth it in the

end to work hard.” And not just work hard but to always be fair in the work you do, because it is
better to'err on the side of being too generous than o exr on the side of being too stingy. . |,
i ' R T L i L R Py O TR T A VR VDU TR RPNV
/... Nowhere s white I tell my mosf favorite story of all about Grandpa Yangey When1 *
was young I had a paper rotite, but 1 was most definitely not the best paper boy in the world, 1

liked the'job but T was just not one of those paper boys wiio could sirap that big bag to'my back,
jump on a bike and ride for miles hurling papers. No, I was a much more advanced paper boy. 1
was a paper boy who had his mom drove him around in the car while I jumped out at each house
and ran the paper up to the door. This was always a great deal for me, but was a terrible deal for
my parents since gas prices were high enough in those days to make it just about a losing
proposition to think I could make enough money to pay off the price of the gas. So they never
charged me for the gas, But one rainy day I got home from school late and my mother was in a
tight spot because she had to take my sister somewhere and I could not be expected to go out and
deliver the papers in the rain on my bike, so naturally Grandpa somehow got swindled into being
the one to take me on my paper route. Little did I know I would have nearly seven brushes with
death during that eventful car ride. I began to get suspicious that my Grandpa was not happy
with this arrangement when after the first delivery of the day we needed to turn around to go
down a different street and instead of signaling and turning in an intersection where there was
plenty of room, my Grandpa opted to crank the wheel and floor it, knowing the wet road would
whip the car around in no time and he would only have to catch it before it spun out of control.
Well, he came close to catching it before it went out of conirol, but not quite. So we ended up in
s small ditch on the side of the road where I began to sense that maybe he wasn’t having such a
good time on this paper route. After pushing ourselves out of the ditch and drying off from the
rain, we proceeded to finish the route by driving 20 mph down the road and throwing the papers
out the window, hoping they would land somewhere in a dry area. Actually, by the end of the
paper route, I began to get rather good at throwing those papets although I had to because there
was no way he was going to slow down for me {o take aim. That day we were home from the
paper route in no time and I was able to have a long evening to dry off and relax. However, my

tips that month were noticeably smaller for some reason.

Well, whether it was fishing, taking trips to California, or just driving up to the Winchell
farm in the brown GMC truck, there was alway good times had when Grandpa and I were
together. We would always drink plenty of soda and sometimes we would learn something new.
How I wish I had thought to talk to him about his history back then, because I am sure there is
plenty there I have no idea about, but now I’ll have to wait a few years until I see him again to




talk about those days. And believe me, I will see him again, because there isn’t a special event
that passes by that I don't fee! his presence and his strength, I mlght have been too small to take
advantage of his wrsdom tHe ﬂrst time we met but I certamly won’t be 100 small the second time
we meétand I vowed years ago that when that day conies I will take the tlme to get to know the
man that shaped part of my. life wrthout even knowmg it. Generosrty, respect reverence, "
\chivalty, dedrcatron and exemplar are all words I assoclate with my Grandpa Yancey and TI'm
sure if I'am foitnd to possess any part of these wonderful attrrbutes it 1s partly because he shOWed
mewhatrtishketohavethem PR Y N

e

As'a small ‘aside in closmg, I could not truthﬁrlly ﬁmsh thrs thoughtful reﬂectron w1thout
pointing out that I'could say 'the same thmgs about h1s wonderful w1fe and my wonderful
Gtandma Yancey, who stood by hini'and stands by me edch day of my lrfe If1 were to wr{lte
another one of these about my Grandma, the stoties would be different bt the meaning ‘the same
when I say that she has taught me attributes of rrghteous, worthwhile living that I could not have
found anywhere else in this world "G andma may have been soﬂer gentler, and prettrer but they
were both _]llSt as qu of love as any two grandparents could be and for th1s I am eterna]ly
grateful Thank you |
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