














Back in the days when cars had tops that would fold down (not convertibles
as we know them now, but the whole car) we were on our way home from
conference in Montpelier when a car challenged Dad to a race. He never
missed a challenge, but this time ignored it because Grandpa Hayes was
riding with us. As the other car passed, Grandpa Hayes said, "Joseph, are
you going to let them get away with that?" This was all Dad needed. 1
can still see Grandpa Hayes kneeling on the back seat waving as we passed
that car. His long gray beard was sort of waving too.

Mother and Dad used to scuffle, but Dad usually got the best of it, as
Mother was tiny. The only way she could handle Dad was to get to his ribs
and he was helpless.

One time Mom threw a beach ball at Dad, he ducked and it went through the
window. "Jo, it’s your fault. You shouldn’t have ducked."

Another time when my sister Marilyn was a baby (before indoor plumbing)
Dad started up the stairs. "Jo, get the baby or she will fall." Dad
didn’t, baby did, down the stairs into the pot at the foot of the stairs.
Mother was angry to put it mildly. Dad left the house in a hurry. 1
don’t remember, but I have an idea he stayed away long enough for Mother
to cool off and for us all to clean up the mess.

October 4, 1981

The end of a perfect day. It’s 10:30 p.m. now and every one has gone home
but Roland and Marge. Dad is in his bedroom, tired, but happy and one can
see by the 1ist of names we had a houseful. Dad signed his name tonight
October 4, 1981

June 26, 1985

So much has happened since October 4, 1981. I cried when I saw Dad’s
beautiful signature.

One year ago yesterday Dad was reunited with his sweetheart after nearly a
quarter of a century away from her. He was with Mary and Jim, as I was at
Lucretia’s, recovering from major surgery. Vaun and Lou took me down to
see Dad on June 24. [ was in a wheelchair, but grateful to be alive. Dad
knew me and said, "Well, for gosh sakes." Jerry was there and after we
left, Dad asked for the missionaries. The next day about noon Mary called
and told us he had gone to sleep. 1’11 always be grateful he was where he
was so loved, when I was unable to care for him. There were only three
days that he was unable to get out of bed. He would have been one hundred
years old had he lived till his birthday.
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