The Last Family Thanksgiving Dinner
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The last large family Thanksgiving dinner that we had when I was growing up was while we were living in Salt Lake City at 649 Roberta Street. The house was torn down a few years ago, I wish to say the reason that it was torn down as not due to the antics of the on going Tom & Don adventures. 
Anyway I remember that day started out great because me and brother Don thought we were going to have an easy day because someone else had dish detail. You see the only dishwashers in our house were manual ones and at the top two names on that list were me and brother Don. I remember Mom, Grandma Mecham, Aunt Jo Ann, Aunt LaFrance, and Aunt Ludeen were in the kitchen starting to do the dishes when all of a sudden a big argument broke out. 
The details of the argument remain unknown to me. The next thing you know the relatives started leaving one by one. I talked with Aunt Jo Ann earlier this year just trying to find out whatever happened. She said that she was not exactly sure what started the argument. Mom was always very out spoken and would tell you exactly how it was even if you didn’t want to know. Grandma Mecham I nick name “Banny Rooster” because she would always be willing to let you know what she thought without asking. The rest of the Aunts were outspoken as well.

As you can see we had a few of not so easy-going people working together washing and drying the dishes. I have always felt that was this was a Thanksgiving to remember at one minute everyone was laughing and joking and having a great time and the next thing you know they were all mad and leaving.

I would like to tell you why I called Grandma Mecham “Banny Rooster”. I remember one time when Grandma was baby sitting us. I was in 7th grade I remember and me and brother Don were just having a conversation and just kidding a little as we always did. All of a sudden Grandma picked up a broom and started chasing me up and down the street. All I remember was she wanted to wail us with that broom, I couldn’t imagine why she loved us to death.

Another time when I was married to my first wife I took Grandma Mecham to Fendel’s Ice Cream which was on 7th East between 2nd & 3rd South I think. Grandma had already made up her mind that before we had left her home that she was paying for the ice cream no matter what. I remember sitting there at the both and had just finished our ice cream and the waiter presented us with the bill. 
Grandma reached for her purse to pay and remembered she had left her purse and home. Instead of just letting me pay she took off her watch and said to the young waiter “young man I somehow left my purse at home, I want you to take my watch until I return and bring back the money I just live a few miles away. The young waiter said he was sorry and could not accept the watch as collateral. This made Grandma mad but she finally let me pay for the ice cream. As soon as we arrived back at her house she would not let me leave until she paid me back. 
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