Known as “POP” to most, Miles Earl Steiner was the first child and son of Peter and Ruth Steiner.  Peter passed away early from heart failure but Ruth better known as Granny Steiner, lived to her 104th year and was the matriarch of a five generation family.  At age 88 it was obvious that Pop shared his mother’s “live long and prosper” gene.  All of his siblings, except a younger sister, Josephine have pre-deceased him.  Pop was the only one of the Steiner children to leave the home state of Tennessee and to venture out into a new place to build a life for his family.  He and his wife Ernestine became Charter Members of this church and through the years developed many friendships and memories here in Maryland.
Pop worked for the Campbell Sakrete Company most of his life as a truck mechanic. He was a hard-working and dedicated man.  The years at the Sakrete Company made for good lessons for his first grandchild, Chris who remembers learning most of what he knows about mechanics from Pop.  Pop would lend him tools from his garage and give him tips on fixing everything from lawnmowers to cars and outboard motors.  Everyone came to Pop for advice on how to fix things!  Chris remembers, as we all do how Pop’s life was filled with life’s simple pleasures like tinkering in the garage with his tools and gadgets, gardening, fishing and chewin’ the fat with his buddies from work and the neighborhood.
Throughout his life at the house in Bird River Beach, we recall fondly the many family gatherings at holiday times.  Halloweens are what my sister Kirsten, Pop’s first grandchild, remembers most fondly.  Our family always spent Halloween at Nan and Pop’s house.  We’d trick or treat around the neighborhood and end up at their house for goodies and a visit.  Every year, you could count on a huge bowl of treats there.  The bowl sat on a tv tray right next to Pop in his favorite recliner and he and Nan would swap turns handing out the usual Sweetarts, Mary Janes and Milkduds.  Pop loved to see the children dressed in their costumes and would always have some little gimmick or Halloween trick up his own sleeve!  He teased lovingly and called me Carrot Top or Maggie Boo.  He called Kir Sweetpea.
The 4th of July party was always at Nan and Pop’s too.  We could hear the ice cream machine churning away the minute we pulled into the drive.  We could be sure to see Pop standing over it with watchful eye, pouring dry ice into the mixer to get it “just the right” consistency.  BOY was that ice cream good!  Kir remembers asking Pop time and time again to throw some banana into his “pure vanilla” mixture and I think I remember ONCE him cutting a thumbnail sized piece in just for me!  Pop was famous for huge helpings even if you asked for just a little, he’d return with the biggest bowl full and sometimes topped with fresh strawberries from his own garden.
Pop’s zeal for gardening is something we all appreciated about him.  He could grow anything from Tobacco to strawberries and he and Nan kept the most beautiful trellis of roses that became their grandchildren’s Prom picture spot year after year.  When Kir had her own home and garden, Pop came to visit and brought her a clipping of his “Graduation Rose”.  It grew happily on her porch for years.  The home she has now has a coral colored rose bush that also came from Pop.  It reminds us all of him.
We all remember how proud Pop was of his grandchildren and how he’d encourage us to do well in school by rewarding us with a dollar for every “A” we earned.  He was a big fan of rewards, giving us all quarters for back rubs while we lay in bed with him and Nan, listening to WPOC’s talk radio back in the day when there was no music after a certain hour.  Falling asleep, between our grandparents, to the sound of Pop’s snoring and Nan’s gentle breaths was safe, it was warm and loving and as his grandchildren we feel blessed to have shared such closeness with them.  Like my brother Chris says, we are glad Pop was just a short bike ride around the corner to teach us, befriend us and to be our loving grandfather.
To remember Pop is a simple, gentle undertaking.  He knew no strangers and had no enemies.  Everyone liked him and he seemed to accept others for who they were without questions.  So often his quiet, gentle demeanor masked his real depth of character and his feelings.  His true loves of his life were clear and without a doubt, his family and home, his roots, and his beloved ole fishin’ hole at Days Cove.  He was probably best known for his prowess as a fisherman.  He was generous to a fault and as honest as they come.  If he ever fibbed about anything, it was probably in describing the size of “the one that got away”.  He could not only catch the biggest of the best, but he knew how to filet them in a flash and how to cook them better than anyone we knew.  Pop’s first daughter-in law Carolyn remembers the big neighborhood fish fry’s that Nan and Pop would host every year and how friends from Church and the neighborhood would look forward to not only his catch but his company as well.  He would make conversation with everyone he met and offered a chuckle or a word of comfort.  She remembers how much he loved her like his own daughter and how generous he was with the grandkids.  There were many trips to High’s for ice cream and to the snowball stand for treats on hot summer days. 
In his later years, Pop moved out to Arkansas to live with his daughter and son-in-law Amy and Mike.  Many more memories and fun times were made there as Amy’s daughter Niki and her family lived there too.  It is certain that Pop reveled in the joy that all the Arkansas great grand babies brought him.

In keeping with the simplistic nature of Pop, my last favorite memory of him is simple also….it is just about him.  I will miss the smell of his plaid shirts….the ones with the pocket that held his crumpled up pack of Camel cigarettes.  The smell of his neck when I kissed him….a mixture of sweat, garden and probably catfish!  There’s no smell like it in the world.  One day we will all see Miles Earl Steiner again and if he says, “What’s your hurry?” (as he so often did), we can answer….”No hurry Pop.  We’re home with you to stay.”  Until then we want you to know, “DAD BURNIT”….we will miss you.
As some of you know, Pop’s wife Ernestine passed away here, almost 10 years ago.  Yesterday, he was re-united with her and placed by her side in place that they had chosen years ago.  We hope you all will keep your fond memories and spirits of both of them in your hearts.
