Almer Reese
April 10, 1926 - February 3, 2019

Almer Winfield Reese Jr. was born on April 10, 1926 and died on February 3, 2019 in
Powell, Ohio at the age of 92. He is predeceased by his parents Almer and Orlia Reese;
daughters, Kelly Hess and Cynthia Reese; brother, Robert Reese; sister, Virginia
Gooseman; and grandson Gary Lee Reese. He is survived by his wife, Doris; Son, Gary
(Cathy) Reese; Daughter, Kim Canto; son, David (Darcy) Reese, grandsons, Josiah
Canto, Dylan Canto, and Shane Reese; granddaughter, Joy Hess and great
granddaughter Ella Gonzales.
Every year on April Fool's Day, Dad would come up with some prank to fool us kids. He
was a master at it. I fell for his clever antics each time. He took tremendous pleasure in
these fun loving escapades. One April Fool's morning, after many successful years of
pulling the wool over my eyes, he entered my bedroom. With gleeful excitement and he
proceeded to inform me that our precious Little Sugar Creek, at the bottom of the hill in
Bellbrook, Ohio, had turn bright green. Knowing what day it was, I was determined not to
fall for such an outrageous claim, so I rolled over and stayed in my nice warm bed. When I
finally got up and strolled into the family room, I looked out across the small open valley.
To my amazement, the creek was shimmering an iridescent green! Dad packed all of us
kids into the car and we drove up Little Sugarcreek Road until we came to the tiny bridge
crossing the creek near the cemetery. We looked over the side of the railing and there was
a big bag of powder emptying into the creek. Dad told us that an airplane had dropped a
marker. I really don't remember any other April Fool's days after that. That memory
became such a special place in my life, a reminder that I had a pretty great dad who was a
lot of fun to be around.
When I was entering my pre-teen years, Dad decided to take us kids on a trip out west.
We climbed into his Cadillac and set off for an extraordinary journey over the next few
weeks, the four of us, Dad, Gary, Kelly, and me. Dad took us camping and hiking, we
travelled to far-away places with buffalos, steaming geysers, beautiful caves, towering
mountains, wild rivers, deep canyons, down into Mexico, across spacious deserts, and to
the happiest place on Earth, Disneyland. My fondest memory from that trip was the mule

ride into the Grand Canyon. My mule, Jigs, was about as stubborn a mule as they came,
or so I thought as a little kid, wide eyed with anticipation. With my dad behind me on his
mule, we began our descent down Bright Angel Trail. My mule plodded along very slowly,
so I kicked my heels into Jigs and took off down the trail, with my poor father watching his
little girl, arms flapping in the wind, trotting down a narrow little path into one of the biggest
holes in the ground in the entire world. I remember his fear, or maybe it was anger, or
probably some of both. Then on the way back up, my sister Kelly got heat exhaustion and
became very sick. How my dad dealt with all of these things; three kids on the back of a
bunch of mules, us running circles around Devil's Tower, a missing kid in Disneyland, all
the drama between siblings, trying to outrun a dust storm, a broken down car coasting
down the switchbacks of a mountain with power brakes, bear dangers in the campsites, or
just the normal everyday things that a parent does for three kids travelling thousands of
miles in a car for weeks. What a guy, a tough act to follow as a parent for sure. I love my
dad. His courage, his spirit of adventure, his many passions and creativity have inspired
my life as a parent and as a person making my way through life.
When I was 13 years old, I thought I was being so sneaky and opened every Christmas
gift early so I would see what I was getting. I was very careful to open from the bottom of
the package and then retape all the presents and place them back as they had been
before I opened them. When Christmas morning came, there really was no excitement for
me; however, I had to act like I knew what I was getting so I tried to act surprised at each
gift. Although I thought I did a good job, I found out later that dad knew I had opened the
gifts. He never said a word to me about it; however, the very next Christmas he did
something that in his mind was teaching me a lesson. As any kid would do, I was picking
up presents and trying to guess what was inside. Some boxes weighed almost nothing
while others were extremely heavy. I had asked for a stereo system for my room; however,
no box seemed big enough for that so I assumed I was not getting one. On Christmas
morning, that excitement was back as I had no idea what I was getting. Dad handed the
gifts out like he did every year; however, he had a predetermined order this year. As I
started to open some of the gifts, they were filled items that made no sense to me. He
found this humorous and told me to look on the bottom of what was inside or in the box
where he had left a note telling me what to open next or where to go to find the gift. He
was having so much fun as he sent me on a scavenger hunt thru the house for my gifts.
While I was hunting for the gifts, he was putting my stereo system together in my room.
The last gift came from a note that told me to go look in my room and my final gift would
be there. At the time, I really did not find it fun working so hard for my Christmas gifts;
however, in looking back, it made Christmas morning last a couple extra hours and it really
was fun finding the clues and not knowing what I was getting was the best part of it all. He
later told me that he did that because he knew I had opened the gifts the prior year and if I

did it again this year, I would find empty boxes or boxes with notes that made no sense. It
was the only year that we did the scavenger hunt; however, it was one of the best times I
had with my dad at Christmas.
My friends and family would tell you that my love for Kentucky basketball is as big as
anyone's love in Columbus for Ohio State football. What they don't really know is that I
started out as an Indiana fan which did not sit well with my dad. Dad took me to UD arena
to watch UK play Indiana in the Mideast Regionals. Indiana was undefeated at 31-0 and
had easily beaten UK earlier in the year. Leading up to the game, dad was so mad at me
that he almost did not take me to the game; however, mom talked him into taking me
which he did but on one condition. We had to make a bet on the game so we bet a $1. He
also said that if UK won, I had to pledge my allegiance to the Wildcats. I agreed and on
the way to the game he also said that if Indiana won, I had to walk home. I think I drove
my dad nuts during the game as I rooted real hard for Indiana until the very end of the
game with my dad just giving me looks of disgust. We will never know if I would have had
to walk home as UK did win spoiling Indiana's undefeated season. On the way out to the
car, he made me give him the dollar I had brought to the game which was a big deal to me
as I only had three dollars in my piggy bank and I was saving to buy a toy. I screamed and
pouted that the bet was unfair and taking money from a child was wrong; however, he
would not let me in the car until I gave him the dollar. I learned a lesson about honoring a
bet; however, that was when I became a Kentucky Wildcat fan. We watched them go all
the way to the National Championship game before losing to UCLA. Indiana would go
undefeated the next year and win the National Championship losing only the one game to
Kentucky over a two-year span. That time created a new bond between dad and I that
lasted over 40 years. We shared a passion for the Cats Pause which embraces UK
athletics especially the basketball team as well as we watched many games together both
on TV and in person including this current season where we watched a dozen or so
games including several with his grandson Shane. I am so ever grateful that we got to
spend that time together the last couple of months and watch the bond between Shane
and his grandfather become even stronger.
Dad was a unique man, a man of many interests, some mainstream and some not so
much and that was what made him such an extraordinary father. As a young boy dad
would take me out to Greasy Creek, outside of Jamestown Kentucky where he grew up on
a farm that had its own tennis courts! Anyway, as a youngster, I loved lizards and dad had
loved catching them as a young boy out there on the farm. So, he taught me how to sneak
up on them and either snatch them or trick them into a trap. Dad helped me build some
really cool cages to house them in and I think it was like a second childhood for him to
share that with me. Many years later I got to do that with my own son in the hills of

Tennessee. I'll always remember those times with my dad in the Kentucky countryside
chasing lizards when I was around 10 and dad was in his mid-thirties, just two boys having
an adventure! There was the time down at Greasy Creek when Dad took me, Kim and
Kelly swimming at Jobi Falls, which was a remote swimming hole down a rough, grown up
trail that dad tried to drive his tiny Renault car through. After nearly tearing the car up he
finally stopped and we got out to walk the remainder of the way when suddenly we heard
voices laughing and hollering. Dad told us to stop while he went ahead to check it out.
Turned out some country boys, just like dad had done 25 years earlier were swimming at
the falls and were skinny-dipping! We waited for them to get dressed before we were able
to swim where dad had years earlier but we did wear our swim suits!! That was fun just
imagining dad and uncle Bob diving off the falls and swimming in the creek under the falls
years earlier. There were so many great times as kids that dad seemed to enjoy just as
much as we did. Whether it was lighting off fireworks on the 4th or camping out on our trip
out west, I think we always got a glimpse of the kid in our dad at those times.
Of course, dad also told us of some of his other adventures, some quite incredible like the
time he was in the Navy during World War 2 and he was a radio man on Espiritu Santo, an
island in the South Pacific and he relayed messages, sometimes in code. On one amazing
day out there on that tiny island dad got to be in the middle of a conversation between
Winston Churchill and President Truman, how cool is that?
So, I'd say my dad is very unique, he took me to final 4's when UCLA had Lew Alcindor
(Kareem Abdul Jabber), UKIT's when Pat Riley played for the Kentucky Wildcats and
Cincinnati Red's games when Frankie Robinson slugged homers for them and even a
Cincinnati Royal's game when Jerry Lucas and Oscar Robinson played for them,
unfortunately for the Royals, Bill Russell, Casey Jones and John Havlicek played for the
Boston Celtics and they did not lose that night. Dad took most of the Bellbrook Freshman
Basketball team to that game and we had a blast! Dad never missed my basketball games
in high school. Incredibly, he charted where I took every shot, made or missed, every
rebound, every assist and even every time I turned the ball over. I still have those in a
folder he made for me all these years later. Did I say my dad was cool, well, he was the
best dad a boy could ask for and I'd say he "ROCKED"! Love you dad and will miss you all
the rest of my days till we meet again and maybe you can take me to hunt something
unique in Heaven!
To honor Al's memory and the impact he had on the staff at The Ganzhorn Suites,
memorial contributions may be made to The Ganzhorn Suites, 10272 Sawmill Pkwy,
Powell, OH 43065, ATTN: Anne Farley. The family will be having a private service to

celebrate his life.

Comments

“

A tribute video has been added.

Schoedinger Funeral Service - February 14 at 10:39 AM

“

I only met Almer Reese one time: two years ago at Ohio's UK Convention in Franklin,
OH.
Certainly I will always remember his enthusiasm for the Kentucky Wildcats. I want to
thank
David for keeping me informed about his precious dad. Almer had so looked forward
to attending this year's UK Convention; instead we can celebrate the fact that he is in
"Big
Blue Heaven"!
Enjoyed family members' tributes...
God Bless,
Jim Porter
Director, Ohio's UK Convention

Jim Porter - February 08 at 04:19 PM

“

Craig Hungler lit a candle in memory of Almer Reese

Craig Hungler - February 06 at 02:46 PM

