Stuart MacKay

I have been honored to have known Stu MacKay for about 25 years.  His official relationship to me was father in law, but in all honesty, I never thought of him that way.  To me, he was always a really really good friend who coincidentally happened to be my wife’s father.  And to me, he was not Stuart, but Stu, a big warm friendly interested interesting bear of a man who loved life and being involved with people and things.  Not too long after we met, he retired from Ashland Oil.  And I remember thinking at the time, most people retire and slow down.  He didn’t do that.  Stu sped up, and dove into life with both feet.  I think that having a job all those working years was just slowing him down. 

Stu was married to Joyce for 54 loving years, faithfully taking care of each other through thick and thin. Together they were the parents of three wonderful, successful children, of whom he was extremely proud, and proud of their accomplishments.  I can tell you from personal experience that Stu and Joyce raised some pretty incredible people.  Stu was also very involved in the lives of his grandchildren, and loved them all dearly.  He was never grandpa or grandfather, that was too formal, not anywhere lively enough.  No, they called him POP.  Simple and warm.

Stu was a dyed in the wool sports nut.  I can’t ever remember walking into his living room when there wasn’t a game of some sort on the television.  I never knew that there were so many sports events being broadcast at all times!  If it was on, Stu would be watching it.  He loved to attend his grandkids’ sporting events.  He also loved to play golf, and anyone that has ever seen him hit a golf ball can tell you that he had one heck of an unusual swing.  It didn’t seem to matter what sport was being played, Stu loved it all. 

Stu also liked machinery, engines, cars, trucks, and boats, anything that moved.  Stu had a gas station for a while, I’m sure to keep close to the action.  Then he moved on to Ashland Oil.  That way he could have a whole fleet of trucks at his disposal.  I remember Stu and Parker, one of his grandsons, going to the Brighton fire hall on a regular basis to inspect the trucks there.  He loved NASCAR racing.  He told me stories of going to races in the early 50’s (back before we had interstate highways, he would tell me) and lots of details of the cars and drivers back then.  Before I knew him, he was a boat racing mechanic.  He moved on to being an official at Firematic tournaments.  If you have ever been to a tournament, you know it’s all about speed, adrenaline, and perhaps some risky behavior.  And Stu loved being around that stuff, just loved the hell out of it.  He also loved to travel, and Stu and Joyce made many trips all over the US and Canada over the years.  He loved Florida especially, and looked forward to his and Joyce’s trips there.

Stu was one of the citizen soldiers that liberated Europe in 1944-45.  He never talked to me about it, I don’t think he liked talking to anyone about it. My family accompanied him to a couple of reunions of his Army Company.  The were among the first US troops to enter Normandy right after D-day.  His outfit was  responsible for getting fuel to the front line via gasoline pipelines that they installed and maintained.  I remember the pictures of Stu as a teen aged kid that one of his fellow soldiers showed me, in his uniform, doing his job in France.    I’ll always be grateful to Stu and all those other soldiers for their service during that Great War.

Stu was the chieftain of the MacKay Clan for many years.  Every year the clan has a yearly reunion, and a formal clan ceremony and meeting.  At the clan ceremonies, Stu would inevitably get choked up, very emotional.  It was a side of him I didn’t see too often, but it showed me how deeply he cared for his family and departed relatives who were no longer at those meetings.  And I still am not sure how he really felt wearing all that tartan and the broach.  But he worked hard at the job, and made sure that the clan had a place to gather every summer for many years.

Stu always impressed me with the way he was really interested in people and what they were doing.  Stu was always very interested in my business and musical careers, and was extremely supportive of all my endeavors, as he was with everyone in his family.  He was always ready to lend a hand, both in small and big ways, to anyone in need of help.  He was a Mason for over 55 years.  He gave a lot of years to volunteering, early on as a fireman, fire company president, and later as a fire policeman and Erie County fire police president.  He was on God knows how many committees, and had an encyclopedic knowledge of every fire company and fireman in western New York.  Stu drove across this state countless times working in behalf of his Fire Company, his town, and his county.  And he loved doing it.

Stu wasn’t perfect by any means.  If he was displeased with something, he didn’t try to hide it.  You always knew how he thought without any ambivalence.   I respected the honesty of his emotions.  But what I will remember the most about Stu is his laugh.  He easily found the humor in every day life and relished the enjoyment it gave him.  When he would laugh, it was a joyful, contagious thing.  I’m a bit of the class clown type, and I really enjoy making people laugh.  Stu would give me such a wonderful feeling with his warm, sincere, colorful laughter.  I think I can sum up the life lessons that Stu taught us all: Enjoy our lives, friends, and family, be a help to your fellow man, and have a good laugh every day.  Thanks, Stu
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