
What my Dad taught me… 
 
Fred L. Crandall, Jr. was born in Pueblo, CO on the 11th day of May, 1928. His life was filled with resolution and 
dedication to God the Father, and His Son, Jesus Christ—and to his family (including his extended family). 
Although he was a private, quiet man, Dad’s life was also brimming with adventure, mischievousness, and humor. 
 
My grandfather’s career path required his family to move quite often and so my Dad, including his younger brother 
Dick, made a reported 19 moves before Dad left for his full-time mission. Two of the most important venues for Dad 
included Cheyenne, WY and San Luis Obispo, CA. 
 
Dad used to tell us stories of his boyhood days in Cheyenne when he could lean into the winds that whipped across 
the Plaines and he couldn’t even fall down. I’ve experienced some of those winds as they destroyed tents, and 
drifted snow in that sometimes beautiful state. Dad related an experience when he and “some friends” got ahold of 
a cherry bomb—that’s IED in today’s language. One of them lit it…and Dad was holding it… He didn’t know what to 
do so he tossed it into a cement incinerator—a freezer chest sized cement box used to burn trash outside their 
home, this was a long, long time ago when air pollution wasn’t a thing—getting back to the story, Dad tossed the 
cherry bomb into the incinerator, closed the steel plate lid and they waited… When it exploded, it broke apart that 
incinerator into several large pieces. I’ve witnessed with my own eyes that 4” thick cement box, which had been put 
back together with mortar, when our family stopped by there in 1970 on our DRIVING road trip to Washington, DC. 
(That’s a story we won’t share today.) Dad taught me about being safe. 
 
As a young man—between his 12th and 14th years—Dad lived in San Luis Obispo and he loved it so much, he 
wanted to return to the central coast to waste and wear out his life, to borrow a phrase. At the time, his father set up 
bookkeeping for Camp Roberts in Paso Robles. Dad was always popular during his High School years…probably 
because he always had a car which he purchased with earnings from roofing houses. He roofed buildings 
throughout high school and in summers between his college years. He also spent a summer as a ranger working in 
the national forest up near Susanville in Northern California. 
 
I remember a picture my wife scanned this past year where Dad as a youth was with a group of young people. I 
even recognized his boyhood friend, Grant Packard! He was pretty interested in one of the “sisters” in that picture. 
As a boy, and now as an almost grown up, I remember my feelings about that girl… She’s certainly NOT Mom! Like 
my dad, I had crushes and lots of friends. Like my dad, I’m so glad I waited patiently for the chosen woman who’d 
allow me into her life and raise a great family and share in and enjoy the blessings of Christ’s gospel. Dad taught 
me how to love. 
 
Dad served as a full-time missionary for the LDS Church in the Northwestern States Mission where he memorized 
500+ scriptures, and those verses became a foundation for his life. Upon successfully completing that service, he 
attended BYU majoring in zoology, with aspirations to be a forest ranger. It was in the university setting where Dad 
started serving in the Church’s lay ministry. 
 
Even though he loved the idea of being a ranger, he also had an epiphany—how could he convince a sweet young 
thing to live in the wilderness; and how could he serve in the Church if he were so far away from everything? He 
was near graduation and he had very few options. Exercising faith, he applied (way too late) to several dental 
programs. In August of 1952, after graduating from BYU, Dad received a call from Washington University (in St. 
Louis, MO) informing him that a student dropped out of the program and they wondered if he would be interested in 
taking that seat. He jumped at the opportunity. So the promising forest ranger turned his attention from that path to 
another four years of graduate school to earn a Doctor of Dental Science degree. Dad taught me that God will open 
our paths wide when we listen to the Spirit's promptings. 
 
Growing up, I always said, “The dentist is our friend!” because I wanted to protect Dad and his profession because 
he was my dad… 
 
There’s not enough time in the world to do justice to the courtship of my parents. Suffice it to say that they both 
thought they had found “the one” before meeting each other in St. Louis—he in Dental School, she in nursing 
school. Mom said that when Dad held her hand for the first time, there was “an electricity,” a shock she felt in her 
soul. Dad had a very similar experience. Rocky times through their decision-making process, led them to finally 
meet in Kaiserslautern, Germany to be married by a justice of the peace (in German of course). He pointed, they 
said, “Ja;” then they drove all night with some 29 friends of Dad’s from the base to Bern, Switzerland to be sealed 
for time and all eternity. That day in March of 1957 began their eternal journey, because their marriage has no end. 
Dad taught me the eternal nature of marriage. 



 
Dad was the Church’s area coordinator for the servicemen’s group in southern Germany serving under the direction 
of the Mission President in Frankfurt. He and Mom travelled every other weekend to the different bases to provide 
leadership support for the military families’ church groups. In today’s language it would be similar to a district 
president. Twice he served as a bishop—he said he didn’t get it right the first time. In fact, he was called to be the 
Bishop of the Santa Maria Ward a month after I was born in 1961. He served in various callings all of his life; most 
recently as Patriarch of the Santa Maria Stake. Dad taught me Church service and that loving God was and is a big 
deal. 
 
I remember as a boy one of the first times I was really scared. Mom was sick, really sick. Dad carried Mom into the 
family room of our home and gently sat her in a comfortable chair. He placed his hands on her head, and using his 
priesthood authority, Dad blessed her that she would live to raise her children. The Hong Kong flu claimed many 
Americans that year, and Mom wasn’t one of them. Growing up, I witnessed Dad bless countless people with 
blessings of healing, and blessings of peace and comfort. Dad taught me that priesthood power, God’s power, is 
real and is to be used to enhance and make better the lives of God’s children. 
 
Dad loved fishing--part of his foresting past that tickled his fancy to the end of his life. A couple of anecdotes: 
 
Dad took his young family to Yellowstone National Park in Wyoming when I was a toddler. One morning he came 
back with a string of fish that would make any angler proud. He related his adventure in exciting fashion to us and 
to Mom’s horror. As he was fly-fishing in hip deep water, he encountered a large bull moose who took umbrage to 
Dad’s intrusion. According to Dad, the water only came up to the moose’s knees and he could easily charge. Dad in 
those old, heavy rubber-waders waddled as fast as he could through the water and grasses and stood between two 
large trees which were arm’s length apart and waited out the bull, which couldn’t get to Dad because its rack was 
too large to reach Dad’s position. The moose eventually got bored and went back to foraging for his breakfast. Dad 
taught me that having the right perspective makes all the difference. 
 
Over the last years of his life, I made it a point to take Dad fishing every time he came to visit our family in Utah. I 
don't regret one moment of missed work while we were together. It was never about the fish we did or didn't catch. 
It was about the kind interviews he held with me. Dad taught me about being a loving parent. 
 
FINAL Thought… 
 
Many of us know that Dad’s short-term memory was interfered with, and mixed with some dementia. In my weekly 
conversations with Mom, she’d always tell me about those precious times of lucidity when he’d apologize for not 
being his best, or when he’d tease her lovingly, or remind her that he loved her. She said sometimes he’d ramble, 
and when he did, he’d preach, bear testimony and encourage. One time as our family knelt in prayer in my parents’ 
home, Dad stepped up to one of my daughters, placed his hands on her head and pronounced a blessing upon her. 
We prayed together when he was done. 
 
My last really good conversation with Dad was a few years ago when we came to visit. I ran in to the house to see 
him and Mom. He was finishing up his lunch; he wiped his mouth, looked me in the eye and inquired somewhat 
sternly: “Are you a High Priest?” I was of sufficient age at that time that it would be appropriate to hold that office in 
the Holy Order of the Priesthood. He was concerned that I might not be one. I reminded him that I was, and that he 
had ordained me to that sacred office 26 years before. Literally half of my life (at that time), I had been a high priest 
ordained under his hand and with his line of authority which can be traced back to Jesus Christ. 
 
He then asked me with all the compassion and feeling of a tender parent: “Are you happy?” After reporting to him 
that I was indeed happy, blissfully happy with my lovely wife, proud of my four daughters (and terrific son-in-law) 
and that life was a blessing, he smiled his approval and drifted away into himself. 
 
I humbly ask each of us who are here to pay our last respects to the life of Fred L. Crandall, Jr.: Are you happy? 
Really happy? Dad blessed the lives of so many. I testify to you this day that Dad was truly happy because he lived 
his life consistent with the principles that have been prophesied for millennia to be the source of all happiness. 
Dad taught me that I am a child of God, and he taught me HOW to be happy. 
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