Let us remember the life of a wonderful man—Harold Stringham:

My grandfather, Harold Stringham, was a great man. He was dearly loved by his wife, five children, and twelve grandchildren. Although he came from simple beginnings, Harold worked his way through college and had a long, successful career. Hard work and determination characterized this strong and loving father, grandfather, and husband. 
He was born to Samuel and Anne Marie Stringham on a small farm in rural Yakima Valley, Washington. It was a beautiful April day in 1924. Anne Marie recorded in her diary that all of their relatives and neighbors from the surrounding farms had gathered to greet the baby boy. Perhaps as his father and mother looked over the first sproutlings and blossoms of springtime, they were reminded of the life and growth awaiting their new son.
His childhood is best described as both humble and wondrous: while their family got by on what meager money they made from their apple orchard, young Harry helped on the farm and played in the nearby farm fields. An avid fisherman, Samuel Stringham taught his young son the angler’s craft on the banks of the nearby Columbia River. The time spent with his father cultivated a love for the outdoors that would stay with Harold for his entire life. 
In his junior year at Davis High School, Harold met Betty Patterson, whom he would later marry. The school was putting on a production of Sunny at the time and needed strong young men for some of the more acrobatic dance numbers in the circus-themed musical. Harold was playing in the end position on the football team, and was invited by the theater department to audition. His mother was very supportive, having been involved in theater herself as a girl. Harry was shy and embarrassed at first but quickly earned recognition for his strength and ability to learn the dance steps. After the audition, he was asked to dance with Betty, who played the female lead role, in the show’s biggest number. 
Not much time went by before Harold and Betty weren’t just dancing together on stage, but at the prom as well. Hand-in-hand, they would stroll down Yakima Avenue. When Betty wasn’t watching one of Harry’s practices or cheering for him at a game, he would take her for picnics and rowing on Buchanan Lake. Betty fell in love with the brash, fun-loving young man and later remarked at their 50th anniversary party that “when we first started dating, we only had one thing in common, and that is we were both in love with Harold.”
Their dreamlike, innocent teenage love was overshadowed by growing reports of trouble in Europe. Shortly after Harold’s 18th birthday and only twenty days before Christmas, President Roosevelt issued an executive order that lowered the legal conscription age to 18. Having fought in the first World War, Samuel encouraged Harold to enlist. While it must have been very difficult and frightening for Betty, she supported her boyfriend and was proud of him for serving his country. Before he left, Harold promised her that they would marry upon his return.
Because of his high test scores, Harold was picked to join the recruits training for what would later become the 8th Air Force in the US Army. He received his training at Hondo Air Base outside of Waco, Texas. His eyesight too poor for piloting, Harold trained to be navigator on a B-17 Flying Fortress. For his meritorious conduct and valor, he was awarded the Army Distinguished Service Medal.
Harold returned home safely at the end of the war and, within four months, he and Betty were married. Harold continued to serve in the US Army while he was in college, and the young couple’s first home was on the newly opened Travis Air Force Base. It was there that Betty gave birth to their first son, Dallan. With time, Harold graduated from San Francisco State University with a degree in engineering and later became an officer in the United States Air Force. 
In short succession, Harold and Betty had four more children: Michelle, Devin, Jordan, and Megan. While the family was forced to move around the country because of Harold’s work, he spent as much quality time with his children as possible. As a father, Harold took an active role in his three sons’ involvement in the Boy Scouts of America. It was at this time that he became a scout master, and he would remain one until he received the Silver Beaver Award upon his retirement at age 65.
At the time of the tragic car wreck that took his life, Harold was a healthy 83 years old. Unlike many men his age, who are confined to wheelchairs or depend upon assisted living, Harold went jogging and swimming every day. He cherished his independence and even administered his own investment portfolio. 
I loved my grandfather very much and will miss him dearly. His lifetime of dedication and self-sacrifice serve as a monument to the exemplary man he was. His humility, integrity, and hard work continue to inspire those who knew him.
