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by Austin P.C. Morrin

Years from now, | don't think I'll remember my Grdaladdy as the kind, noble Doctor
who always went out of his way to help other peopake no mistake, he was all these

things, but that’s not how I'll remember him.

My Granddaddy can only be described in one waytraerdinary. He connected with
every one of his grandchildren. He taught my keptiow to hunt and shoot, all of my
little cousins can tie flies, and he and | sharéalva of horses. No matter what,
Granddaddy could make it better, be it with choteota a magic brick.

| remember one cooking class with my Grandmommyhich we attempted to make a
crocumbouche. Three batches of deflated creamfauéfs she was at her wit's end,
tearing her hair out as Granddaddy and | silemtcked on the deflated desserts. We
were severely scolded, not only for snacking betbnaer, but for taking something as
serious as deflated cream puffs with such a pesaiv. But that was how my

Granddaddy did things — with a positive air.

A few days before the accident, | was talking tm hibout his recent trip to Ireland with
my brother. He asked me how Eric liked it, andret®d so completely thrilled when |
told him Eric had had the time of his life, likewtas the best thing he had ever heard.

| went in to visit him on the day he died, and llalways remember the look on his face.
He smiled at me, that wonderful, Granddaddy smie.let me know it was all right and
he was ready. My Granddaddy looked death in tbe, fand smiled.

So I will not remember him as the kind, noble docbecause he was so much more than
that. He was the man who made sure he had Westfwerhis small grandchildren, and
the man who always wore his green suit on St. ¢k&drDay, and the man who insisted

my chocolate scotch truffles would taste much betith Irish whiskey.

And that his how | will remember him. We love ydaranddaddy.



