Family Memories of Grandpa.

My earliest memories of Lester’s grandma and grandpa were when Lester took me

down to their house to introduce me to them. It was over twenty-six years

ago but I remember it like yesterday. From the moment we greeted each other

I instantly felt like a part of the family, they both had very warm

Personalities. Grandpa was watching grandma put the finishing touches in a

"memory box" he had made, it was a wooden wall box with different sections,

each filled with scenery or a special person mementoes, a sheet of glass

was then slid down the entire box front to seal the memories inside, then

proudly shown to me and asked if I thought it looked all right. From that

first day I had gained two more grandparents. As the years went by I never

lost the feeling they gave me of the sudden belonging. I miss grandpa as

much as I do my real grandparents and will always remember how he would be

there with a lended ear, a caring heart and an anxiousness to help in any

way he possibly could. The house echoes now with his footsteps, but memories

are held in my heart. I thank the day when I was blessed enough to have

someone so special become part of my life and I thank the Lord for letting

us borrow him for so many years. I miss you grandpa but I know, 

someday, we'll meet again.

Christyne White.

(Grand-daughter-in-law)

(June 20, 2003.)
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I have a few memories about Grandpa that put a smile on my face when I'm

sad. One memory is how he used to get us great grandkids' names mixed up

and how he used to affectionately call Cloe, Cleo. I remember all the

Halloweens when we'd dress up and go trick or treating down to Grandpa's and

he's give us handfuls of animal cookies and apples and tootsie rolls.

Grandpa made me so sick of tootsie rolls that I still can't eat more then a

couple at a time. Another thing I remember that used to make me smile as I

rolled my eyes was how I used to tease him about bringing me some of his

beautiful roses. He brought me roses when I asked. He cut them so close to

the bud that I couldn't put them in a vase, I'd have to set them on my

dresser or desk on a wet paper towel. Another memory I have is of him at

Christmas time and how it would be his turn to open his gifts, and he had

PLENTY of gifts, and he would have to very carefully peel away the tape and

fold up the wrapping paper so nicely so he could "re-use" it the next year.

I don't think he ever did re-use it. When I think of Grandpa and start to

get sad, I remember these memories that put a smile on my face and it stops

the burn in my heart and its these silly little memories that help people

get through the rough times.

Mellissa
(Great-Granddaughter)

(August 7, 2003.)
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Dad was extra special for me as I was born on his birthday. He said he never got any older than 29 because I stole his birthday.  For 64 years we shared some really fun and great birthday parties.  However. He took more than his share of the cake.  Dad did like his sweets.  I always had to make Potato Candy for him at Christmas and he wouldn’t share with anyone.

He shared his love and laughter and the simple things in life with us kids and sometimes we brought him great happiness and sometimes a little shame, but he was always there for us and proud of us all.  Dad was a gentle and kind man and treated people as he wished to be treated.  He loved to dance, play football, ice skate, roller skate and ski.  He always had time for us kid’s, we were his when he got home from work.

I remember during World War II, Dad rode the Greyhound Bus back and forth to work.  Even though he had worked 12 hours a day, he would give up his seat to a soldier.  That’s the way he was.

Mom and Dad went dancing on Saturday nights.  Mother didn’t dance but loved to watch Dad.  One night a lady asked Mom, “Who that darn fool was on the dance floor dancing with all the girls” and Mom proudly said, “That’s my husband and he is no fool.”

As with us kids, Pop, for all the fun, good values and simple things you gave us, we can proudly say Thank You, that’s Dad, my Pop, and my friend and we love you.

Mary Jo White
(Daughter)

(August 18, 2003.)
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No words can describe the man that we called Grand-pa.  He was not only our Grand-pa but to some of us a father and best friend.

He lived life everyday to the fullest, with seldom a complaint.  He taught his family the lessons of life.  Grandpa never passed judgment, but would state his opinion strongly when asked.

He was always there to lend a helping hand, trimming bushes, advice on home repair, getting us from one place to another when our cars broke down, and being our rock when catastrophe struck.

Grand-pa never missed a baptism, wedding, graduation, or birthday.  He remembered everyone with a card-but after you were married you got groceries instead of money.  The standing joke was that I remained single so I could get my birthday money from Grand-pa.

One of Grand-pa’s favorite activities was eating out, but not at any fancy places, he enjoyed good home cooking at places like Krooners, Country Buffet, and Young Brothers.  He loved to eat at family get togethers; he either filled up 2-3 plates or made it simple and just started out with a platter.

Grand-pa enjoyed dancing.  Many Friday nights were spent at the Moline American Legion attending a fish fry and dancing the night away.  He danced at every wedding-even with the most reluctant partners.

Every Fall Grand-pa would pick apples and gather potatoes to be shared with all of us.  We are not just talking about a few apples, more like hundreds of pounds.  The owners of the orchard got to know him so well that they had him leave a note of how many pounds he picked so that he could come and go as he wished.  This is why some of the Great Grandchildren came up with the name Apple Grand-pa and that name has stuck.

All of us when we arrived at Grand-pa’s headed straight for the cookie jar-it was always full- and if it wasn’t we would all give him grief.

Grand-pa loved to tell stories, his favorite ones were of walking to school-the miles he walked seemed to increase with each telling.  Another favorite was when he and Uncle Rusty walked the horse and cart through the school house-sure they had gotten away with it until they got home and realized their Dad had already heard about their latest escapades.

Vacations were a great part of Grand-pa’s life.  He and Grand-ma took some of us on trips that we will never forget.  My trip was to the St. Louis area –one of those days we went to Six Flags of all places.  Grand-ma watched as my Grandpa and I went on all the rides.  As an adult Grand-pa and I traveled to Yellowstone-he was very patient as I drove through the mountains though I know his foot was pressed to the floorboard all the way.  One summer we rented a van and took some of the Great Grandchildren to Texas to visit Penny and Ed-what an adventure.

The love of his life in later years were the Civil War Reenactments whether he was playing the Governor of Tennessee or a soldier. Grand-pa’s job was to man the limber or the ammunition chest, where when called upon he would pass the rounds to the man who would take it to the gun.  At times when we were short handed he would willingly run the powder to the gun himself.  He also would call out the length of the fuse when asked to, but his most important duty was food scout, especially when pancakes were involved, all we had to do was follow Grand-pa.  He would be the first in line and the last done.  Grandpa can be seen at his post in the movie Glory as a Yankee Soldier. In the movie Gettysburg he was an extra on both sides but none of us can be seen in that one.  As a re-enactor Grandpa touched many lives and will never be forgotten, he never had a harsh word for anyone, and no matter when, where, how cold, how hot Grandpa was always ready to go to a reenactment.  There had better be reenactments in heaven cause if there aren’t somebody’s gonna hear about it from Grandpa.

He enjoyed traveling to area schools to share his knowledge of the Civil War.  He became Grandpa to all the students.  He was also a Grandpa to a special group of students at Earl Hanson School.  For the last 15 years he has been involved with these students.  He always brought them apples.  He went on field trips-which included watched the “city kids as he put it crank ice cream at the farm” they could always con Grand-pa into doing some of the cranking.  He was always ready to go on our overnight camp-outs.  He spent countless hours stringing, untangling, and baiting fish hooks.  He never lost patience with the kids-he only demanded one thing and that was a private cabin.

His last days in the nursing home and the hospital were spent with family all around-from the youngest to the oldest.  On his good days he continued to laugh and joke, and entertained Cloe, Addison, and James by moving his goatee.  His love and spirit will continue to grow in the hearts of his family.  We are Herbert Weber’s grandchildren and we will work together so that the future generations will know the family he was so proud of!!

Lester White & Carol Schoening

(Grandson & Granddaughter)

(August 18, 2003.)
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Being in a military family we were never around as often as we would liked to have been, but were grateful when we were. Grandpa always looked forward to the letters we sent him from where ever in the world we were. When ever we got into town Grandpa was the first person we would call and the first thing out of his mouth was "Well, when ya comin' down." Of course as much as we love Grandpa, us kids would quickly say "hello" then immediately rush to the cookie jar. I don't think there was ever a time that the cookie jar was empty, sometimes I think Grandpa loved his cookies more than the grandkids loved them. I loved hearing stories of his childhood and how each time they were told they were embellished just a little. I always gave him a hard time about the stack after stack of newspapers he insisted on keeping, he'd always reply with "Well, you never know, I might need them someday." Grandpa saved everything. He always called me Handy Mandy, as the years went by and I got older he began to call me by my mother's name, Penny. He always called my son Ed because he looks exactly like my husband, I think he did it to get my goat. I miss Grandpa and think of him everyday. I know he is still looking after each of us from up there. When they say God took an Angel home, they aren't kidding.
Mandy Gross
(Great-Granddaughter)

(August 18, 2003.)
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Please if you have any memories of Grandpa that you would like to share,

Send them to me and I will put them up right away. 

Click here to send. Please put in the subject area Grandpa.
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