Eulogy

Delivered by George Schoelles

Lanny’s son-in-law

I’d like to thank you for joining us here today to fondly remember our friend, father, and husband – Leo Lanasee Langner – more uncommonly known as “Lanny”.

Astrology intrigued Lanny.  Horoscopes are usually ambiguous at best, but Lanny was a true Leo - a natural leader, full of energy but sometimes nervous and restless.  He was determined philosophically, covertly high tempered yet had a sunny disposition.  Leos dislike a master, or being in a subordinate position, and are hard to convince.  They need to have their own way quite often.  Lanny was the same – how often did we notice that he could not be driven but he could be “persuaded”?    He was sincere, affectionate, and honorable in his business and personal dealings.  He had an intuitive mind and clairvoyant ability.  He also loved beauty through nature and music.

Nature and computers were two of Lanny’s passions.  Although these subjects are seemingly at odds with each other, Lanny could easily enjoy both worlds.  He was a draftsman by trade, but also took some mean photographs of sunrises, sunsets, Lily Rock, the crashing surf during a storm, a quiet forest stream, Barbara, or all other subjects that suited his fancy.  He used his computer to communicate with friends far and wide (more likely than not by sending them the most recent sunset photo he had taken, or a “typical day in Port Orford” traffic-scan of an empty Highway 101).

Lanny’s daughter, Diane, remembers his fondness for nature, especially from the time they spent in New Mexico.  Diane says, “My dad figured that if we had to live in the middle of nowhere, we should at least enjoy the area.  He taught me how to “smell” for lightening during an Indian Summer storm and to count the seconds to see how far away it was, how to fish below the Navajo Dam on the San Juan River, that aspen trees look just like gold coins when they change colors in the Fall, what a change in the weather gauges from the top of the bluff mean, how to say hello and goodbye in Navajo (Yah-ta-hey), and how to make a snowman in the middle of a blizzard.”

Although he enjoyed the desert and the seaside equally, his real love was the mountains.  He took his first real vacation with his brothers to Yosemite when he was in his teens.  He hiked the California Sierras with his niece Stephanie.  He and Barbara purchased a cabin in Idyllwild in the San Jacinto Mountains, and they were married there.  He would spend hours just enjoying the pine trees and hiking the local trails to take pictures of the area and peaks.  He liked Idyllwild’s small-town ambiance and quickly became a “part-time local”.  His recent move to Port Orford gave him the same small-town atmosphere, and an opportunity to live in a mountain-like setting with the ocean just a mile away – the best of both worlds for him.

Gardening and soil held a special fascination for him.  His many houses were often the best landscaped on the block – both from sweat and hard labor, and as much from overbought substation supplies or old and rejected power poles.  He loved when the garden was in full bloom and he relished the cycle of the seasons, at the same time despising the deer eating his garden and not the deer food he would set out for them.

Lanny was somewhat musically inclined.  He could play the guitar, clarinet and saxophone.  Although he played in a band in the 1950’s, his later repertoire of songs was limited to loud renditions of “Abilene”, “Goodnight Irene, Goodnight”, and many “off-the-cuff” two-chord creations.  Helena, Lanny’s niece, remembers fondly the time Uncle Lanny was living with them in Huntington Beach.  “He would sing ‘The Big Rock Candy Mountain’ in a big, commanding voice (and we sang it bunches too!) You could also hear my dad Bob and Uncle Lanny at the same time, in the same exact noise, gagging on the toothpaste, in stereo, while brushing their teeth.  We heard a lot about hiking the “Big Mountain” with Stephanie.  That trip was real special to him.  Or how he called me ‘Hell’.  When Lanny’s and his brothers’ weight would fluctuate, they would refer to each other as the ‘DoughBro’.”

Lanny recounted an early childhood memory with his brothers through e-mails with his daughter:  “Ernie and Bob slept in one room, and I slept in another with Don.  Bob and I took to wetting the bed, so we were moved in together to spare the other two.  Bob and I spent the next few years alternately pissing on each other each night.”  Each of the brothers would later regularly trade Christmas gifts that were more joke than gift, but each was a token of love and devotion.

We all know of Lanny’s sense of humor – a little off key sometimes and usually very unobtrusive.  At Thanksgiving, it was his special treat if he cut the butt off the turkey and served it on your plate.  This he did with a hearty laugh year-in and year-out, never tiring of the joke.  He was especially fond of serving Barbara’s mother, Myrt, a glass of iced tea with snails in the bottom, which she usually reciprocated to in kind.

“Frugal” was the way Lanny described his stinginess with money – “cheap” was the adjective his children used.  He would often give out nickels in a world where the most inexpensive piece of candy was a quarter, and then instruct his kids to “buy an orange”.  But, Lanny understood the meaning of value and a good deal.  His house was filled with antiques and good quality furnishings.  If it were well-made, or for a good cause, he would spare no expense.

Lanny was a father figure to more than his children.  He lovingly referred to his grand daughters as his “Holly-Hang-It-All” and “Womp-de-doodle”.  His first reaction to me was “What are your intentions with my daughter?”  After telling him exactly what I intended to do with his daughter, he laughed and hugged me.  We have been “buddies” ever since.
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At this time, I would like to invite you to share with us any experiences, jokes or other remembrances you have of Lanny, if you wish.  If you would, please tell us your name and how you knew Lanny.

Thank you for helping celebrate Lanny’s life today.  I know he will be in your heart and prayers as he is in mine.

