Jon Alexander Stefanides

Born May 14,1920

Died May 31, 2002

“Grandpa” is how most of us have known him, but he was also called Dad, Jon and most of all he was called “friend” to all of us. To say that Grandpa came from a modest upbringing doesn’t begin to articulate the truth, but he always made sure that things for his family were the best.   Oftentimes, he would work two jobs to help his kids get something that was important to them but he was not one to just give things to people.  Grandpa would give himself to anyone who needed him however.  During his years with us, he was always helping someone from outside the family with one thing or another.  He would tell the story of when he was in the Army and would invite men over to the house for a home cooked meal.  He always instilled the value of integrity into his children and family and that is a quality I loved in him.

One of Grandpa’s favorite things that he loved to do was read.  It was a passion he had even after he went blind some 12 years ago.  He would get the newspaper daily and would love to have you read it to him when you came to visit.  Grandma would always read him the paper but I know he loved to hear others read with a different inflection in their voice.  He would always stop me and maybe others of you and want to discuss what you had just read to him, making the daily newspaper experience one of not just listening to me but one of learning from each other.  His desire to learn new things was one of Grandpa’s best qualities.

Despite Grandpa’s blindness, it would always surprise me that he would know exactly where something was in the house or the garage.  When I would visit he would always have the list of things that were just not getting done to his liking and would comment on that to me.  He was too proud to ask his grandson or anyone else to help him but would always accept our help with a great love.  He loved to put a check mark next to that item and be happy that the particular item was off the list.  That was a great quality in him that he always was happy and thankful for the little things that people did for him in his life.

We had a few scares of losing Grandpa over the years.  His heart was not the best, we almost lost him to the flash flood some 16 years ago and we all know that his eyes were not good but the one thing that we always know was that he was in our “corner.”  I can remember that he and my grandma went to watch me play lacrosse against Penn. State University one day in 1984.  I was a freshman in college and he and grandma drove up from Pittsburgh to watch their grandson play.  He did not say a word to anyone about it being 30 degrees and raining.  What he did say was that he enjoyed watching me play and would support me in what I was doing.  Grandma complained about the cold but then again it was 30 degrees and raining and if I could have gone inside and warmed up, I would have but I was playing and couldn’t.  Grandpa was tough on the outside but he was a loving soft hearted man on the inside and I sure loved the inside of him but respected the outside.  That was a great quality of grandpa was his support of all of his family.

At 82 years old, he lived a full and enjoyable life.  His life was so wonderful and was so well loved that we have Great Grand Children named after him.  If you ever spent much time with Grandpa you would know that he was a wonderful storyteller.  He would love to sit at the table and tell you stories of his life.  Most people would say that is silly to sit and listen to someone tell stories of their life but I have to say that was some of the fond memories that I have of him.  My Grandfather was history!  In school when you would learn about the War or about the depression, or changes to anything in the world he had lived those things!  How many of you learned of his times playing baseball or football in the army and getting to have a special perk because he was such a great athlete.  Or how about when he would tell us about going to church as a kid and having his dad drive the car to church that was only a few blocks away so that everyone could see his car.  His dad always had a car and was proud of his car and I think that Grandpa like to tell stories of his past to help us learn of the past and not repeat some of the things that happened in his life.  That was a great quality of Grandpa that he would tell you about the past so that we would not make the same mistakes that he did so our lives would be easier.

He loved to have new things when they first came out.  Jimmy tells of the trains he bought in 1950 and how he loved the trains but I remember the VCR he purchased back in the 70’s.  This thing was the size of a suitcase but it was the first one and he wanted it.  He would tape Grandma’s soaps so she could see them later but I do not remember him ever watching a tape.  He wanted to learn how the VCR worked and it would not surprise me if he did not take it apart to see how it worked.  He had a workshop in the basement and would fix televisions for people, back when you had tubes etc. for extra money but I think that it was also so he could see how different televisions worked.  

Little things would make my Grandpa happy.  He loved to go see the trains that Jimmy would set up at Christmas or when he got a card or picture from one of his grandchildren or better yet when he would get to see and hold the Great Grand Children.  These little things like a note to say that you loved him or that Sunday phone call that he always wanted to get from you and you wanted to make just to say hello.  Those things he lived for the little things in life.  He was so proud of all that his family has done over the years and he loved to hear us tell him of what we were doing.  I can say that when good things happened to us, or even when bad things happened he was always there with love for us.  Sometimes the love was tough but that was the outside but on the inside he was always proud of us.  He did not always tell you he was proud but you could tell by the way he talked about you and with you that he was proud.  That was a great quality in him that he always was proud of us. 

My uncle said the other day that Grandpa is now arguing with my dad over if Nixon should run for President again or not.  I am too young to remember what the adults talked about during the family dinners but I was always sitting there with them, when I got to sit at the adult table.  My grandpa was happy when he was holding court over his flock and everybody was talking or fighting about politics or sports.  It was a great way for his family to communicate and I for one miss that with everybody being so far away we do not have those family type dinners anymore.  Grandpa was always providing some tidbit of information for us to take and discuss and he enjoyed the various musings of his family.  The quality that I loved in him was his ability to analize something and be knowledgeable on the subject.

I think that the greatest quality of all in my Grandpa was how much love he had in him.  I would look at him and my grandmother when I would visit and say to myself, I want to love my wife as much as he loves his.  They were married over 60 years and I think that he loved her more the day he died than the day they go married.  I also think that he loved each of us in a way that nobody will ever love us.  That was the greatest quality in him that he loved us each more everyday of his life and he still does loves us.

