The Silent Teacher
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Many years ago as I young man, I had the opportunity to work for Sam Keiser.
Sam wore the same type of clothes every day except Sunday, when he wore a suit to church.  I still today can picture in my mind walking up the driveway to his home, there was Sam dressed in bib overalls, a plaid shirt and jungle hat.  Sam would always have a smile on his face filing the blades on one of the reel lawn mowers.  Sam was the ward’s source of employment for many of the young men in my ward in Salt Lake City.  Sam took care of many of the large homes on avenues and on the east side of Salt Lake City cutting lawns, planting flowers, raking leaves, trimming hedges, planting flowers, fertilizing and any thing else that the homes landscaping needed.   

I was hired to work for the summer after finishing the eighth grade.  The starting pay was seventy five cents per hour.  Everyone started on the hand mower, my job was to go ahead of the power mowers at the garden edges cutting as close to the edge as I could.  When finished with the hand mower I grabbed a pair of hedge sheers and starting clipping the edges of the lawn, eventually after each completed their assignment they joined in as well trimming the edges of the lawn.  Next we all grabbed brooms and swept of driveways and sidewalks.
Our crew was comprised of Sam and 4 or 5 young men, two large Briggs Stratton reel mowers, a hand mower and two half mowers along with all types of gardening equipment.  In the summer we started at 7:30 AM and worked until all the homes were taken care of, many times we didn’t get home until after six o’clock.  We worked six days a week it rain or shine, the rule was when it rained hard enough to shut of the powers mowers it was time to take a break.  Our break time was traveling from home to home which consisted of 8 to 16 homes depending on the size of the yards and what needed to be done. 
My brother Don & I worked on the same crew, many times one of Sam’s older sons would take another crew of young men depending on the work load.  I think of this great man as “Endro Man”.  Sam would drop us off at his home after a long day, grab a quick bite to eat and head for the city dump to empty his pickup of yard clipping and debris so he was ready for the next day.  You never heard him complain of feeling sick or having a bad day.  When you worked for Sam you worked and he expected the same from you.  It didn’t matter how late we worked the day before, Sam was always ready and had your day planned before you walked up the driveway.  As you walked up that driveway there he was smiling and sharpening those reel lawn mower blades.
Sam only kept those young men on that knew how to work, my brother Don & I had no problem with that concept.  Our parents made sure early in life that we knew how to work.  Dad would say to Mom before he left for work “Be sure to give those two boys something to do so they will stay out of trouble.”  I have to admit we were a bit of a challenge at times. Growing up in our family there was not a job distinction; our parents did not separate house work and yard work.  Just because you took care of the yard didn’t mean you were exempt from the dishes.  We never had issues on whose duty it was to fold clothes, clean the bathroom, kitchen floors, vacuuming, and the list goes on.

At noon time working for Sam we were given one half hour for lunch, he always ate his lunch in fifteen minutes and was back to work.  He was a great example to follow, he only got upset occasionally.  Like the time we were throwing grass from the pickup bed in front of the Salt Lake Temple, and were pulled over by the police.  Sam had us sweep up all the grass on the street that we had thrown from the truck and docked our paychecks for that time.  He gave us a short lecture after we swept up the grass and it was back to work.  Or the time I bought a Styrofoam Hat that looked like the one that he wore.  He never said much just smiled, later that day I took a big bite out of the front on that Styrofoam Hat and thought it was cute.  Sam just gave me one of his looks, later on that day I threw the hat away.
One lesson that I will always remember that he taught us was when he nephew was hired.  Sam showed no favoritism towards Dave, he started the same way we all had.  He first started with the hand mower, then to the power mowers, and onto the half mowers.  After his assignment was completed we all clipped the garden edges and swept, Sam always made sure that everyone had a broom.  One job was just as important as the others; the only way to do your job was to the best of your ability.  If you need some instruction Sam was there to show you how it should be done properly.
On one occasion Dave was leaning on the side rails of the truck, we were told many times not to lean against those because they might break.  It’s sometimes hard to listen until you understand reason and punishment.  As Sam turned the corner the rail broke and Dave went flying on to a graveled surface.  It was a good thing that Dave was wearing a tee shirt.  Sam stopped the truck and help Dave up back into the truck, he said your lucky I hope you all have learned a lesson.  Dave was pretty scraped up with bruises and a couple of nasty scrapes.  We still worked the rest of the day and did not go home until all the homes were finished.  The memory of not listening to good advice stayed with most of us for the rest of that summer.

On another occasion my brother Don and I along with Dave were trimming a huge hedge, for some reason Dave always liked to use the hedge sheers with his index fingers pointed outward.  Sam had told us to grasp the hedge sheers and use them with our fingers always on the handle.  We started kind of a little race to see who could clip the most area, as Don and Dave came around the edge of the hedge Don caught Dave’s index finger with the hedge sheers.  Dave let out a curdling yell and Sam came running over.  He looked at Dave’s finger and found some gauze and some masking tape to wrap up the wound.  He just looks at Dave and said “You are probably going to need a few stitches.  We have only two more homes on the list and then we will stop by the hospital and get you taken care of.”  I remember watching the pain and agony that Dave was in for the rest of the day.  Sam found things his nephew could do to help and not do further damage to his finger.

Sam taught us that we have to be responsible for our actions, and that all jobs are of equal importance.  And so it is with life, many times we find ourselves leaning on the side rail doing those thing that may hinder are eternal progress.  We have been told may times, to stay away from internet sites that pornographic and not watch those movies that are suggestive and not appropriate for us to watch in the confines of our homes or in the movie houses.  We have been counseled by Our Prophet and Church leaders to keep our hands and hearts where they need to be.
Many years later I saw Sam in a Sacrament Meeting in West Valley Utah, I spotted him right off.  No, he was not in his bib overalls and plaid shirt with his Jungle Hat.  After working with him mowing and taking care of lawns in the summer time, raking leaves in the fall, and shoveling snow in the winter with him and my Dad and my brother Don in the early morning, he was easy to spot.  Sam said to be “I remember when you came to work for me; you were just out of diapers.”  I’m sure that I wasn’t the only one that he said that to, he took a lot of young in that ward in which I grew up  and made a difference in their lives.
Sam went through live quietly helping young men learn the meaning of work and teaching them that all jobs that you are given are important.  He not only provided for his sons that went on missions, but also those that worked for him he supported them while they were on their missions as well.  It was important to Sam that you needed to know how to work and how to serve putting your shoulder to the wheel and lending a helping hand.
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