My Fond Memories of Grandpa Mecham

Sharing memories with my children & loved ones is very important to me.  Grandpa Mecham will always hold a special place in my heart, I am grateful to have had some great experiences with him.  I will always regard him as one of a kind, he taught me a great lesson, which I will never forget.

Grandpa Mecham in his younger years was a true cowboy, herding various kinds of cattle including sheep.  Later on when Charles A. Lindbergh flew into town (this is before he became famous) offering to give rides in an airplane for money.  Grandpa Mecham was one of those who purchased a ticket and did fly with Charles Lindbergh.  He also ran a billiards hall and was a very good billiards shooter.

I remember growing up that Grandpa & Grandma Mecham were the first ones to purchase a color television, from brother Don’s and my point of view at the time they were the only relative we had that had money.  After watching shows in black & white such as Flash Gordon, Captain Midnight, Buster Brown Show, Howdy Doody, and then to see them in color was really cool.

The coolest car to me that I remember was the car that Grandpa & Grandma purchased while I was in high school.  I remember going over to their house and seeing a 1958 Pontiac Star Chief, with a big V-8 engine and a antenna that went up and down when you turned on the radio parked in front of their house.  I loved to be able to take that car and wash it for them whenever I had the chance.  I thought in my mind if Grandpa & Grandma ever sell this car I want to buy it.  Grandpa was great to ride with because you were either going full throttle or stopped at a stoplight.  A few years earlier he had a steel ball put in his hip so when Grandpa pushed on the gas pedal it would go right to the floor.  It was great, I felt like he was a teenager behind the steering wheel.  As soon as the light would turn green the gas pedal went to the floor and we were off and when the light turned red and it was time to slow down he stopped about the same way.  

I lived with Grandpa & Grandma Mecham the last few months of my senior year in High School.  My parents had moved to Ogden after Grandma Webber passed away.  I wanted to stay behind and finish high school and continue the job that Dad had as the assistant janitor at the Third Ward building where Grandpa Mecham was the janitor.  Grandma Mecham always would say to Grandpa, Fenton (Grandpa’s middle name which she used when she wanted to really get his attention) let Tom take me to the store I hate how you drive and Grandpa would say now Lyle.  So off Grandma and I would go to the grocery store or anywhere else she wanted to go.  The time with Grandpa & Grandma was precious.  I would come home from school and Grandpa would be sitting at the kitchen table eating toasted bread and milk watching Daniel Boone and playing solitaire.  Today I can still picture in my mind Daniel Boone throwing a hatchet and splitting a tree.  I have tried to do it myself and was lucky to just hit the tree with my hatchet.  Of course I still own a hatchet but not a coon skin cap.  

When Grandma and Grandpa decided to sell that 1958 Pontiac Star Chief they sold it to me letting me make payments, I worked a second job at Ogden Poultry putting frozen turkeys in to boxes to pay for the car.

The lesson I really learned from Grandpa was when I just got out of the hospital after having open-heart surgery on February 8, 1983. I was able to go see Grandpa who was in the Cottonwood Hospital.  The first words that Grandpa said is are you ok, I have been worrying about you and praying for you.  Here was my Grandfather in great pain at the time and had the compassion to ask how was I feeling, to me that takes great strength.  We talked for a short time and gave him a hug, he told me that he loved me and to take care of myself.  The next day I felt I needed to visit him again so I went back to the hospital and when I got to his room there was no one there.  When I inquired about Joseph Mecham that said he had passed away a couple hours earlier on April 16,1983.  To this day I was glad I got to spend a few short minutes with him.  I had the privilege of saying the closing prayer at his funeral; I was too weak to be a pallbearer at the time so they made me an honorary pallbearer.         

