
Words from Tara 
My dad, my hero, what an amazing man.  The first thing I would like to share is my first real 
memory of daddy.  I was just starting school and riding the bus home fro the day and as we 
pulled up to our house there he was standing on the front lawn, waiting for me.  In that 
moment I felt so much love and so much pride.  Why this memory has stuck with me all 
these years I will never know, but it’s one I cherish.   

 

My dad was a great father and taught me so much through the years.  Not only can I turn a 
wrench but could wrestle the cattle with the best of them!  He taught me a lot about 
working hard and being proud of what you accomplish.  I remember daddy telling me when 
he was diagnosed with Parkinson’s.  I was scared of what was to come but not him.  He 
fought such an amazing battle and never once complained or felt pity for himself.  He 
taught me you just never give up and it always could be worse.  We had so many laughs 
growing up; he just made this world a better place.  He was so kind to everyone and would 
give the shirt off his back to see them happy.  Daddy and Joan welcomed all my friends into 
our home and even hosted some pretty wild nights.   

 

My boys loved their grandpa Bobby so much and acknowledged his struggle and admired 
his courage.  They always looked forward to our visits to Canada.  He took so much pride in 
showing the boys all the wonders of the farm and his accomplishments.  After going 
through all the pictures for today I realize so much more than I did before.  He lived such an 
amazing life and did so much.  He lived, he loved, he laughed, he worked, he played and he 
did it all so well.  I would like to take this time to also thank Joan.  She took such good care 
of my father for so many years.  She was kind, she was patient and she was loving and he 
knew it.  She was his one true love and him hers.   
 

In his final days and final hours had so many family members by his side and he knew it.  
We were by his side when he passed very peacefully, surrounded by love.  If our love could 
have saved him he would have lived forever.  My heart hurt so badly when he left us but 
today, like my first memory, I am filled with absolute love and pride of the life my father 
lived.   


