
Richard Earl Yund – My Uncle 

A memory from a nephew:  

 

Dick always did things the right way.  My Dad, his older brother did too, but Dick 

somehow seemed to make it effortless to say and do the right thing even after a mistake.   

 

Ever since I could remember "I'm Third" hung on the wall in his room on Doon Ave. : 

Jesus, Others, then Yourself.  He lived that way in an unpretentious, very real manner.  

He was the WWJD bracelet in human form before it was cool.  Not a saint, but human 

and connected at the soul level.   

 

Anyone who could play third base the way he could and never (at least in my wannabe 

like Dick mind) make an error had to be connected to something special.  I recall being at 

first once and he ranged left, picked up a grounder, and fired it wide right so I had to 

make a stretch to get it.  He slapped his glove in disgust (that motion is all the anger I 

ever saw from him).  Then he showered a smile of appreciation to me for catching it, 

bailing him out.  He is my role model and likely the role model of anyone who knew him.   

 

I guess that is why this stuck in my mind:     

My grand parents, Nonie and Daddy Ray, flew to California around 1975 to visit. When 

they left they took my mom's big 1972 Mercury Monterey to tour the country on the way 

back home to Ohio.  At 17 I didn't quite understand how dad would allow that since I 

rarely had the opportunity to drive it.  Never the less, away it went with mom now 

dependent on me and my stick shift little Toyota for errands and such.  I'm not sure how 

long it took, but Dick and Susan showed up at our house some weeks later driving mom's 

Mercury after having toured the country on the way to California.  I was sure there would 

be some dings, scratches, or rips in the upholstery that dad would be upset about.  

Nothing!  Amazing!  We unloaded it, ate and had a good visit.   

 

Later that evening Dick offered to move the car from along the curb where he parked it, 

into the garage.  I was down the street playing catch with Doug or something and I saw 

Dick dance around the car to the driver's side, hop in and crank it up.  Turn, catch, pump, 

throw a long one, SCREEEEATCH, turn, look...Brake lights.  Reverse lights.  Parked 

back by the curb. Dick Jumps out, dashes around the car, looks at the passenger side door 

and slaps his hand in the anger expression. It seems the short split-rail fence that extended 

to the edge of the driveway (Not much different than the downspout by the driveway on 

Doon Ave.) was not perceptible from the driver's vantage point.   Oh-oh, Dick's gonna 

get it from his big brother!!   

 

Dick immediately went in to get Dad.  There is something to be said for living right - 

apparently, even big brothers cut you some slack.  Dad came out, looked at it, tossed 

Dick the keys and told him to pull it into the Garage.   

 

I've seen Dad do this many times but never with so much joy.  It usually involved a short 

lecture, a few words of scolding, and several looks of I'd rather be doing anything else 

than fixing another thing.   



 

Dad almost danced around the car applying the plunger to the side, pulling out the dent, 

rubbing compound, polishing compound  and a quick buff.  Dick came out and looked at 

it - Dad threw him the polishing cloth and with a chuckle said, "What dent, little 

brother?" and went inside.  Thirty minutes from dent to polished.  Dick looked stunned 

and blew a breath of relief.  Then he told me what a great dad I had and what a great big 

brother he had.  He was right!  Again!  

 

They expressed their love differently.  They really loved each other!  And I was so 

fortunate to be a witness to this episode ...and to their lives. 

 

Steve Yund 
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