Remembrances of Jim Johnson
(also known as Grandpa Johnson and Dad)

Jim Johnson was a loving man who was dedicated to his family. He was strong, dependable and had a way to connect with people with his friendly smile and laugh. He could even laugh with his eyes. He would say something, look at you, and smile and laugh, and you felt at ease and happy to be with him.

Jim was always kind and polite. He treated me like a son. He was supportive and caring. I can remember many, many times visiting the Johnsons in the sitting room of their home, just talking and sharing things about our lives. Sometimes we would watch football or golf. And Jim loved to play golf. I still use the golf clubs he gave me over 20 years ago. We had a lot of fun when we all went golfing together, even if I lost all my golf balls and had to borrow from him.

Jim and Dorothee Johnson had been my in-laws for 20 years until 1994, and they are the grandparents of my 3 wonderful children and step daughter. They have also been my “West Coast” Mom and Dad. I don’t know what I would have done without them. They have been a source of strength to me and the family throughout the years.
The first time I met Jim and Dorothee and Jim and Tim was when I came to California in 1974. As a father-in-law, Jim welcomed me into the family with open arms. That was the beginning of a great relationship with the Johnsons which has lasted over 30 years.
One vivid memory I want to share is from a visit to the Johnson’s cabin at Kingvale. I remember going up to the cabin for a day several years ago, while they were having their September vacation in the mountains. I had spent the afternoon there, and was thinking about leaving for home. It must have been around 5 PM. I went out back of the cabin, on the patio where they spent so much time, and Jim was sitting by the fireplace, just stoking the fire. He said, “David, sit down and relax. This is the best time of the day.” And yes, it was. It was warm, the sun was shining through the trees, and there was the crackling sound of branches burning in the fire. I realized then how peaceful it was at the cabin and how much the cabin and the mountains were a part of their lives. The Johnsons have always shared this beautiful part of their lives with me. Thank you Jim for all you’ve done and the great man that you were. We are going to miss you very much.
Love,
David

