CALL STEVE’S CELL PHONE NUMBER AND PLAY HIS VOICE MAIL MESSAGE, WHICH SAYS THAT HE DOESN’T CHECK VOICE MAIL AND TO TRY HIM AGAIN LATER.

That is the voice mail message of a man who lived life very much on his own terms.   In a world where so many people try to stay connected 24-7, Steve didn’t check voice mail and he didn’t read his e-mail very often.  He knew that if he did, the endless string of messages would just drive him crazy.  But that didn’t mean Steve sought to isolate himself from people or that he didn’t care about them.  It was the opposite.  He cared deeply about the people in his life and he spent his time and energy doing everything he could to help and support them.
Most of you present today knew Steve only as the free spirit he was in adulthood.  You might be surprised by how conventional, some might even say, conformist he was growing up in Peru, Indiana.   He was a good student, active in our church youth group, earned the rank of Eagle Scout, was student body president of our high school, played tuba in our high school band and worked as a lifeguard at Miller Pool.  He loved to make art—the wooden Eagle in front of me is one of his sculptures.   And he was a fiercely competitive athlete.  He won a ton of races in track.  He holds Peru High’s School’s record for the quarter mile.  That record will never be broken.  High schools don’t run that distance anymore.  As the brother with no athletic ability, what I admired most about Steve’s athletic achievements was how modest he was about them.  I don’t really know how he felt about them because he never spoke of them, even when we were kids.
What he was always ready to talk about was his work supporting his community and his church.  And there was always plenty to talk about.  After he graduated from Purdue University, he moved back to Peru where he volunteered to be a Scoutmaster in Troop 401, the troop we belonged to when we were kids.  Being a Scoutmaster is one of the most demanding and time consuming adult leadership positions in Scouting.   Steve was very proud to be a Scoutmaster because he believed he was having a positive influence on the boys in his troop.  There were two Scouts in particular that were a real handful:  Dwayne Johnson and Jeff Jullian.  Steve would be very pleased to know that on Facebook, Dwayne made the following entry:  he will be greatly missed here. he made a big impact on jeff’s and my lives.
While he lived in Peru, Steve belonged to the Main Street United Methodist Church where he served in all kinds of lay positions.  And, for more than 15 years, he gave the children’s sermon every Sunday. The sermon always involved a paper shopping bag.  He’d put a prop in the bag and let the kids pull it out and play with it while he talked about it.  He never prepared those sermons in advance.  Instead he said he let the Holy Spirit guide him to a message on Sunday morning usually while he was in the shower.
Steve was also justifiably proud of the work he did here in Puget Sound.   Shortly after he moved here 10 years ago, he became fascinated by the coal mining history of the area around Issaquah and he spent years researching it.   He compiled a set of overlaying maps that show the surface contours of the land and the precise location of the underground shafts and tunnels of each and every mine.  He also researched the history of all the mines.  He collected old photos from the mining days and used them to give walking history tours.  He’d take people on hikes and show them the mine entrances and where the mining buildings had been.  Then he’d show photos of those buildings and the miners and talk about what it was like during the mining days.

He took the mines pretty seriously.  He analyzed the cave-in dangers—which are considerable because of some bad mining practices that occurred during World War II—and consulted to the federal government about them.  Did you know there is a mine on Cougar Mountain that caught on fire about 100 years ago?  Steve could quote the exact date and the circumstances.  That mine is still on fire and it is getting hotter.  Steve knew this because over the years, he took periodic temperature readings of the soils above the mine.   Did you know there are hug logs of petrified wood lying in Coal Creek next to an exposed coal seam?  Steve discovered them during his field work.  I know about them because he showed them to my Cub Scout den on a coal mine hike.
Steve was involved in his community in other ways.  He served as a Cable TV Commissioner in Issaquah.  He lectured on Issaquah history and was teaching a digital photography course at the Issaquah Valley Senior Center.  And he loved serving as a volunteer with the Issaquah Historical Museums.

Steve also loved St. Peters.  When he decided to join a church in the Northwest, he made a list of churches to visit.  He started with St. Peters.  After his first visit, he threw away the list.  Steve put everything he could into this church.  He got more than he gave.  In particular, he got tremendous joy from being in the bell choir.
But what Steve loved most and supported most was his family.  He helped all of us all the time.  He always want to be involved with family and what they were doing whether it be a hike, a week of sea kayaking in British Columbia, a road trip of which there were many including a 10,000 mile trip he and I did in 1980.  Recently, there was a month long trip to Hawaii with Michael and his friends.  And there were all sorts of everyday things like attending hamburger night at the Oak Harbor Yacht Club or attending performances of Mom’s and Dad’s singing groups.  He always wanted to do things with family and be there to support us.

Just a few weeks ago, he visited Mom and Dad in Oak Harbor.  While he was there, Dad’s barbershop singing group, the Anochords, put on its annual salmon barbeque fundraiser.  He loved helping Dad and his fellow Anochords with the barbeque and made a point of visiting Oak Harbor when it was scheduled.  I understand he had helped for so many years and had gained so much experience that the Anochords entrusted him with roasting the salmon.

If you were family, Steve would do anything for you.  And he usually did.  It was rare that Steve would visit a family member and not install something, repair something, replace something, adjust something, paint something or help somebody do something they didn’t know how to do or couldn’t handle by themselves.  He was always caring for all of us.

To be sure, Steve loved my parents, his brothers and their families, his aunts, uncles and cousins with all his heart.  And we knew it.  But it was always clear that he held a special place in his heart for two people, Michael and Pete.  Michael is Lori’s and Steve’s son.  Pete is Lori’s and Peter’s son.  But that didn’t matter to Steve; he loved Pete as a son.  At Pete’s and Jess’ wedding in San Francisco last month, Jess was the radiant bride but Steve literally beamed with joy.  He simply could not have been happier.  We all noticed it and commented on it.
There was another event this summer that filled Steve with joy.  That was Michael’s graduation from Evergreen State College in Olympia.  Never was there a prouder or happier father.
We learned after his death that, financially, Steve sacrificed everything to get Michael through college.  But we also know he died happy in the knowledge that he’d done everything he could and provided Michael everything he could to give him a good start in life.  And that’s not just a college degree.  Steve was an extraordinarily devoted father who poured his heart and soul into Michael.  They enjoyed a deep bond of friendship and mutual respect that, at least in our society, is rare between fathers and their young adult sons.
Michael, as you go forward in life without Steve, I hope you will always take comfort in knowing that no son was ever loved more than you were.
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