
Good morning.  I am Sharon Mei-

trott Aiello, or as my dad often in-

troduced me, I am his ñoldestò 

daughter. On behalf of my sisters 

and brother, Iôd like to thank you all 

for being here to help us celebrate 

Dadôs life. 

When Dad had his first major 

stroke in 2002, in typical Marine 

fashion, he took the hill and was 

back at work a mere two weeks 

later.  He was a little slower, but 

just as gung-ho as ever, so we all 

prayed he had won the battle. Un-

fortunately, approximately 10 

months later, he had another fairly 

major stroke, and was forced to re-

tire. This time, his prognosis be-

came a little clearer, and as we dis-

cussed it, my tears began to flow. 

Dad wasnôt concerned about him-

self; he told me heôd had a good 

life, and looked forward to being 

reunited with his parents and sister, 

but he didnôt want me to be sad 

when he was gone, so we made a 

deal.  He promised not to give up if 

I promised not to be sad when he 

was gone. He certainly upheld his 

part of the bargain, with humor and 

a tremendous amount of grace, so 

today Iôm trying my best to fulfill 

my part of the deal by doing what 

he would want, which is to cele-

brate his life by remembering him 

with love and happiness in my 

heart. 

Dad was born September 26, 

1929, or as he often said, the year 

the stock market crashed. His father 

and mother were Salvation Army 

soldiers, so both Dad and his older 

sister, Ethel Jean, were very active 

in the Salvation Army as they grew 

up. The family was musically in-

clined, so summers were spent at 

Camp Upland, a Salvation Army 

Band Camp. In addition to playing 

trombone in the band, about 10 

years ago, I learned my dad and his 

buddies managed to blow up a 

ñlatrineò or two at the camp with a 

scientific experiment gone awry. 

On Thanksgiving Day, 1948, he 

experienced a great loss when his 

father passed away at age 47. It was 

decided that Jeannie, as Dadôs sister 

was called, would finish her studies 

at Temple University while Dad 

went to work to help support the 

family. He worked for Gimbelôs 

Department store until he was 

drafted. 

While he was sitting with the 

other fellows at the Army induction 

center in Philadelphia, the Marine 

Corps recruiter entered and told the 

draftees the Marine Corps needed 

20 volunteers, and he would be 

back in 10 minutes to take the 

group with him. He left, and the 

men discussed it amongst them-

selves, but no one wanted to volun-

teer for that tough outfit.  Dad de-

cided he might as well join the best 

trained branch of the service since 

he had to go anyway, so when the 

recruiter returned and asked for his 

volunteers, Dad raised his hand. 

Seeing no other volunteers, the Ma-
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rine Corps recruiter said, ñGood, you and the 

rest of the row, come with 

me.  Needless to say, those 

other 19 guys werenôt too 

thrilled with Dad! 

After boot camp, the Ma-

rine Corps sent Dad to a 

typing class, and there he found a woman Ma-

rine he remembered from his Salvation Army 

Band Camp days. He and Joyce Bailey rekin-

dled their friendship and were married on 

January 19, 1952. 

Dadôs ñoldestò child was born in August of 

1953, and the family settled into their first 

home in Philadelphia. At that time, the family 

also included my motherôs father and mother.  

In 1957, we lost my grandfather, but in Octo-

ber of 1959, my sister, Sandy, was born. 

June of 1968 brought a big change as the 

family moved west and settled in Belmont, 

California. My aunt and uncle had moved 

west in 1959, so this change had been consid-

ered for a number of years. Dad felt the move 

had to be made before he turned 40 and no 

one would hire him because of his 

ñadvancedò age. 

Within a week of arriving 

in California, he was hired 

by Chrysler Corporation, and 

his automotive career was 

launched. Over the years, he 

worked as a manufacturerôs 

representative for a variety of 

manufacturers, which al-

lowed him to travel and meet 

many wonderful people. 

In 1973, after 21 years of 

marriage, Dad and Mom di-

vorced.  I was convinced 

Dad would remain a bache-

lor, but in 1974, he met 

Glenda Boekeloo, and they 

were married on May 24, 

1974. At the time, Kristine, Glendaôs daugh-

ter, was nine, so Sandy and I gained another 

sister, but the family wasnôt complete yet. On 

February 26, 1975, Glenda presented Dad 

with one of the greatest blessings of his life, 

his son, Jeff. 

In December of 1975, the family moved 

from Sacramento to Dixon. Dad felt Dixon 

would be a wonderful town to raise children 

in, and he never regretted that decision. 

After retiring from the automotive business, 

he began driving a school bus for the school 

district and ultimately had the opportunity to 

become the attendance coordinator for Dixon 

High School. This job became his true joy and 

passion. He loved working with the faculty 

and staff, but it was his interaction with the 

students that delighted him. As a family, we 

all knew this was Dadôs retirement. He had no 

desire to play golf, find a new hobby, or travel 

the world. He was perfectly content to live out 

his life surrounded by the faculty, staff, and 

students at Dixon High. 

The chronology of Dadôs life spanned 80 

years, 2 months, and 3 days, but that merely 

tells us how long he lived and what he did 

during that time. Itôs more important to know 

who he was as a man. 

First and foremost, he was 

a Meitrott. If you ask my 

sister-in-law Daisy what 

that means, youôll hear, 

ñWell, they donôt like to 

spend money,ò and ñthey 

donôt like change.ò Iôd say 

thatôs a pretty correct as-

sessment. By education, 

Dad was an accountant, 

and I remember his telling 

me years ago, ñItôs not a 

sale unless you need it,ò 

and he never passed a 

penny lying on the street 

without picking it up. Not 

only did he pick it up, but 

he checked the date issued, 

and the mint responsible for its manufacture. 

According to him, you never knew a pennyôs 

true worth until you had examined it. Dad 



could handle physical change, move from 

Pennsylvania to California,ò change from job 

ñAò to ñB,ò but he never changed.  He was 

the most consistent man I have ever known. 

About seven years ago Jeff and I were having 

a discussion about why we loved Dad so 

much. He commented that he and Dad had 

never spent hours in the backyard tossing the 

baseball around or other things that fathers 

and sons generally do, and I told him that dur-

ing my youth Dad was either working, away 

at Marine Corps reserve duty, or in the base-

ment with his nose stuck in a book studying 

for some accounting exam for his night 

classes at the University of Pennsylvania. 

Even though we hadnôt spent countless hours 

with him, we both said, ñBut we ALWAYS 

knew he was there for us if we needed him.ò  

Given the 21.5 years difference between me 

and Jeff, Iôd say Dad was pretty consistent. 

No matter what happened, no matter how long 

it had been since he last saw us, all four of us 

always knew his door would be open to us, 

and heôd be there to help us without criti-

cism or judgment.  His love for us truly 

was unconditional. 

Dad was a quiet man, choosing to lead 

by example rather than words.  He was a 

firm believer in the fact that the punish-

ment should fit the crime, and as a result 

of his fairness, you hated to disappoint him.  

When you got ñthe look,ò as I called it, you 

knew you were close to the line and it was 

time to behave. 

We all saw how he cared for our grandpar-

ents, giving them a home when they needed it, 

but when the time came to care for him, he 

often felt he was a burden; however, to us, he 

was merely reaping what he had sowed. 

Dad had a wonderful sense of humor, so it 

was always a treat to be in his company. You 

never knew what he might say or do. In our 

family, I am notorious for being late and hav-

ing a horrible sense of direction. Dad always 

used to tell me Iôd been born late and had 

been trying to catch up ever since. Even in the 

face of adversity, he maintained his sense of 

humor. We were driving along one day, and 

as usual, I made a wrong turn or two, and Dad 

had to step in and guide me in the right direc-

tion. Without missing a beat, he looked at me 

and said, ñNow, which one of us has had the 

strokeò? 

He was also infamous for his ability to eat 

and eat and eat.  We had no idea where he put 

it all, but apparently, it was a lifelong avoca-

tion.  While in the Marine Corps, on Novem-

ber 22, 1951, he wrote a letter to his sister, in 

which he states, ñIôve just gotten back from a 

wonderful Thanksgiving dinner. The meal 

they served here at the base would have cost 

at least $4.00 anywhere else.ò  That Meitrott 

thing é no way would he have spent $4.00 

for a meal! He goes on to say, ñThis is what I 

had on my tray: mashed potatoes, a large tur-

key limb, white meat, baked ham, peas, three 

different salads, pickles, olives, fruit cake, 

pumpkin pie, mince-meat pie, pint of milk, ice 

cream, and freshly baked rolls.ò My cousin 

Bill recently told me he was initially 

convinced Dad had married Mom 

for my grandmotherôs cooking. 

Dad loved music, particularly sing-

ing in church, and he was always 

happy to share his talent with anyone 

who asked. 

Most of all, Dad loved his family, and he 

was the glue that held us all together.  He was 

our comfort and our strength. When I lost my 

mother in 2004, the first person I wanted to 

see was Dad. At 51, I told him I was too 

young to be an orphan, so he HAD to keep 

fighting. In 2007, when Glenda passed away, 

again, we told him he HAD to keep fighting 

because at 32, Jeff was certainly too young to 

be an orphan, and his youngest grandchildren, 

Cody and Morgan, needed their grandfather. 

Each time, he told us he would, and he kept 

his promise. 

As the oldest child, I was blessed to have 

spent the most time with Dad, and yet today I 

find myself wanting more time. More time to 



learn from him, laugh with him, and love him, 

but I know he gave us everything he had, just 

as he did his entire life. From the time I was 

small until my mother passed away, I fre-

quently heard the words, ñYouôre just like 

your father.ò Usually it was after I did some-

thing he was infamous for doing, like telling 

her he liked something ñnewò she had, only to 

find out sheôd had it for years. Obviously, I 

got the impression that to be ñjust like my fa-

therò wasnôt exactly a compliment, but in re-

ality, itôs the greatest compliment my mom 

ever bestowed upon me. There is nothing bet-

ter in this world than being just like  

Walt Meitrott. 

 

His transition was a loss, but at the same time causes me 

to smile. Walt did it his way and on his time table. When 

I was a pastor and Walt was one of our trustees, I 

learned quickly to trust his judgment. He would often 

arrive early for meetings and we would stand outside 

talking. Walt had this wonderful view of life and told me 

once when responding to something I said: none of us 

are promised tomorrow and living one day 

at a time is the secret. Waltôs philosophy 

which he voiced lots: mind over matter. 

And, what he meant by this was often deny-

ing many of the ill effects that life could 

throw at you, especially relating to illness. 

For the last several years, Walt has 

lived with debilitating strokes. Being the 

epitome of a dignified man, this was emo-

tionally wrenching to him I am sure. Even with this, Walt 

hung on and I often wondered why. 

The "a ha" moment finally came to me. Walt's last 

public act was at the wedding of the daughter he 

adored. Knowing that at last his beloved daughter 

had found happiness with someone who deserved 

her made Walt's life complete. Time to go! 

                                            JA 






