Robert Calvin Smith
February 25, 1968 - December 3, 2019

Robert Calvin Smith, 51, passed away Tuesday, December 3, 2019. He was the son of
Sally E. (Maus) Smith and Charles Smith. Born in Baltimore, MD, he attended
Susquehannock High School. Robert enjoyed the outdoors, hunting, hiking on the
Appalachian Trail, fishing, gardening, writing poetry, and camping. He was dearly loved
and will be missed by all who knew him.
Services are at the convenience of his family. In lieu of flowers, the family requests
memorial contributions to SpiriTrust Lutheran in support of the Garden at Barbara J. Egan,
The Village at Shrewsbury. Please mail donations to SpiriTrust Lutheran, Office of
Philanthropy, 1050 Pennsylvania Ave, York, PA 17404 and make note of the “BJE Garden
in memory of Robert Smith” in the memo line.
HartensteinCares.com

Comments

“

2 files added to the tribute wall

Charles Smith - January 05 at 06:44 PM

“

1 file added to the tribute wall

Charles Smith - January 05 at 09:56 AM

“

One of my memories of Robert was the day we hunted caribou in the Alaskan Range when
he was 14. He was full of life and excited as we climbed challenging terrain and tried to
locate a migrating caribou. On the way up the mountain, Robert took his boots off insisting
that it would be easier for him to walk. (Photo above shows Robert in his bare feet.)
Actually, after much thought, I came to realize that Robert wanted to be in tune with nature.
He sought simplicity. He wanted to experience life to its fullest. If life was harsh, he
welcomed it. He never complained about the rocks or ice we encountered. He quietly
accepted his decision to go without shoes. After we located and shot a caribou, at my
suggestion, Robert fleshed out some caribou hide and made some caribou boots to wear
on the journey down the mountain. We were on snow and I knew his feet were cold. I recall
the intensity of this experience for Robert. He was thrilled by the Alaskan wilderness. He
was fully alive and aware that day. Robert never sought to make things easy for himself. He
didn't want anything to get in the way of experiencing the essence of a thing. He had an
indomitable toughness. I miss you, Robert! You will always be in my heart!
Charles - January 05 at 10:28 AM

“

1 file added to the tribute wall

Virginia Hanson - January 04 at 07:26 PM

“

Robert was a fun loving and happy little boy. So playful! Loved by all. Here he is playing
with his paternal grandmother at our pool.
Virginia Hanson - January 04 at 07:28 PM

“

Pictures include: scenes where Robert hiked and camped in Alaska, Robert with arm
around dad after 5k race, Benji visiting Robert, Robert on farm, and video of south
bank of tree farm where Robert liked to explore.

charles Smith - January 03 at 11:11 AM

“

1 file added to the tribute wall

Cathleen Hanson - December 24, 2019 at 11:18 PM

“

1 file added to the tribute wall

Cathleen Hanson - December 24, 2019 at 11:16 PM

“

1 file added to the tribute wall

Cathleen Hanson - December 24, 2019 at 11:16 PM

“

1 file added to the tribute wall

Cathleen Hanson - December 24, 2019 at 11:15 PM

“

1 file added to the tribute wall

Cathleen Hanson - December 24, 2019 at 11:14 PM

“

Serendipity on Christmas Eve, December 24,1973
Robert's had a memorable Christmas on December 24,1973, two months before his
sixth birthday.
BACKGROUND: Robert was ready to experience his third Christmas in the large
brick farmhouse on his family's farm in York County, Pennsylvania. I wanted him to
have a memorable Christmas. Robert's mother, Sally, had introduced me to the story
of how the great American illustrator, N C Wyeth, often strived to create a magical
household for his five children on their 18 acre property in Chadd's Ford,
Pennsylvania. Wyeth believed that "being creative and alive were the same thing."
On Christmas Eve, N C Wyeth, disguised as Santa Claus, would put boots on, climb
up on his roof, and stomp around ringing bells. On more than one occasion he nearly

fell off a snow-covered roof, risking breaking his neck to entertain his children.
On the second floor of our farm house, two bedrooms rooms were on the front. Each
bedroom had a window that faced north. A porch roof could be accessed from those
windows. Robert's bedroom was on the West side.
I purchased a set of sleigh bells and prepared for Christmas Eve . I was going to
replicate, without costume, Wyeth's fun.

CHRISTMAS EVE, December 24, 1973.
On Christmas Eve, we attended an 11:00 PM candlelight and carol service at Saint
Matthews Lutheran Church in Hanover, Pennsylvania. Saint Matthews was founded
in 1743 and has the 10th largest pipe organ in the world. The wonderful Christmas
music was the perfect way to set the mood for Santa's visit.
On the ride home, I stressed the importance of going right to bed. It was after
midnight, already Christmas Day, and we didn't want Santa to forget us .
On the ride home, the magic started. I saw a few snowflakes and mentioned to
Robert that we needed to hurry home. Driving down Smoketown road, just several
hundred yards from home, they started to cross in front of us .I slopped the car. One
by one, in measured single file, deer walked slowly, from east to west, in front of us. I
recall counting aloud: "one, two, three, four, five, six, seven, eight, nine." "Robert,
Santa Claus is here! His reindeer just arrived at the pines behind our house. We
need to get home and get into bed, quickly!"
Robert ran to his bedroom and got into bed. I put my boots on, located my sleigh
bells, and climbed out the window in the bedroom next to his room. I walked across
the roof toward his bedroom. I began shaking the sleigh bells and stomping around
the roof. I made a lot of noise. I am a deer hunter and was genuinely excited about
seeing nine deer near my property after deer season. The herd was healthy and I
celebrated by ringing bells and stomping around on the roof.
I heard Robert open his bedroom door and run down the stairs yelling, "He is here!
He is right outside my room " I climbed back though the bedroom next to Robert's
room. I took my boots off, hid the sleigh bells and went downstairs to see Robert. He
was too tired and excited to question the fantasy he was experiencing. Never before,
or after, do I recall seeing Robert that excited. It gives me pleasure to recall how
excited Robert was that night!
Robert eventually returned to his room but he probably spent the night under the
covers.
charles smith - December 24, 2019 at 02:23 AM

“

Tonight, Saturday, December 22, 2019, is the longest night of the year, Yesterday,
December 21st, was the Winter solstice. As I am writing, the temperature in
Brodbecks, PA, 17329, the Robert area where Robert spent most of his life before
his accident, is 20 degrees Fahrenheit. I stepped outside tonight and the brisk air
caused my thoughts to drift to Robert.
Robert loved to be outside, especially when it was cold. I recall one cold Winter night
when he crawled into his tent on a knoll several hundred yards in front of our house.
Concerned that it was too cold, I went to his tent and had him return to our house.
I am reminded one summer when he was sixteen, Robert was taking a solo hike on
the Appalachian trail. After Robert was on the trail for several days, the national
weather service reported that a dangerous hurricane was going to hit Pennsylvania. I
calculated where Robert would be on the trail, drove north of that point, and started
hiking south to take Robert off the trail. I remember that unusual day. Going south, I
hiked about five miles before I came across one of the shelters along the trail. I had a
memorable encounter with two middle-aged female hikers. Robert had left no
message in the shelter's log, and the hikers I encountered had not seen Robert. I
thought that I was in a great place to get Robert. Seeing that one of the hikers was
wearing a shirt that had "Alaska" emblazoned on the front, I mentioned that the
previous year I was hunting in Alaska. I happened to mention that I met an Inuit
Eskimo, Reggie Wongitilain. I had spent some time with Reggie in a hospital gift
shop in Anchorage. I actually purchased a set of Walrus ivory that he had harvested
on St Lawrence Island, 660 miles northwest of Anchorage. Providence gave me a gift
that day! It turns out that I was talking to the one person in the contiguous states that
knew Reggie. I was exchanging thoughts about Alaska with Reggie's English
teacher. About ten minutes after meeting this adventuresome nun, Robert entered
the shelter. Robert was stunned to see me. I was grateful that I could share the story
of this wonderful nun with Robert. That story enabled me to mitigate Robert's
disappointment over ending his hike. I told him that clearly Providence urged that we
return home.
Robert discovered at Ben Lippen that he was a good runner. He also leaned that he
could perform on stage. I remember a run that Robert and I took together after he
came home. It was the only run that I recall taking with Robert. He had a great pace
but slowed down so we could run beside each other. We ran to Lake Marburg and
along the country roads around our property. I estimate that we tool a six -mile run.
That run with Robert, was the happiest run of my life. I was proud of how gracefully
his strong, lithe body moved effortlessly around the country roads that day.

charles Smith - December 22, 2019 at 02:09 AM

“

I don't know how to edit the above. Second sentence should erase "the Robert", sentence
should read," As I am writing, the temperature in Brodbecks, PA,17329, the area where
Robert spent most of his life before his accident, is 20 degrees Fahrenheit."
charles smith - December 22, 2019 at 03:34 AM

“

Robert and I were close. He was my first cousin but he was really like a brother to
me. Amazingly, we shared the same first name and the same birthday. We had a lot
of the same nutty relatives. I first met him just a day or two after he was born. I
remember that day well. He was quite small, a bit red, and still wore part of his
umbilical cord if I recall correctly. I also remember it being cold but Robert didn’t
seem to mind. I remember that he liked to laugh and smile from the get go.
I saw him regularly after that, sometimes visiting him by traveling thought winding
back roads to his house. He loved nature and seemed comfortable around all sorts of
animals. For a while I thought that he lived in some sort of zoo, though it was called a
farm. His hair was very blonde when he was young and his skin was quite fair (he got
a very bad sunburn one day at our local pool). To this day I have no idea where he
got his blonde hair.
I grew up and he followed. I became a teenager and did too, then we both became
young men. His hair got darker (though still blonde) and he became a very good
runner. He was smooth, light on his feet, and powerful, a sinewy athlete in motion.
He continued to like to laugh and smile and seemed to enjoy causing trouble in a
playful way. We shared a lot of great laughs along the way.
Robert was unique. He was nearly completely honest and had a quiet confidence,
lacking in most people. These qualities were really striking to me, and the
combination of them gave him charisma. I don’t remember him ever getting angry
and though physically strong he was gentle.
Naturally, along with so many, I have been thinking about Robert a lot lately. The
world was no doubt a better place with him in it and we could use a few more
Roberts to entertain us, remind us what is important, and to share a good meal and
story.
Bob Hanson, Jr.

bob hanson - December 19, 2019 at 07:42 PM

“

Bob, After reading your memory about Robert, I am reminded how close you guys were.
You captured the essence of his personality. I appreciate the attention you gave to Robert.
He looked up to you. Your special bond was good for him and gave him a sense of
brotherhood. I wish to thank you for contributing to the fullness of his life during that vibrant
time before his accident.
Charlie Smith
charles Smith - December 20, 2019 at 05:01 AM

“

Today, at the rise of Meeting for Worship, I asked Homewood (Quaker) Friends to
hold all of Robert's family in the light. Please know that a whole group of people held
all of us who love Robert in the light.

Cathy Hanson - December 15, 2019 at 09:41 PM

“

Ever since my first time visiting him, Robert always lit up my day. I would show him
the hobbies I was invested in at the time, and his eyes would light up, looking at me
with interest. After we said our goodbyes and left, I would be looking forward to the
next time I got to visit. I cherish those memories of him, and he has and will continue
to make a huge impact on my life.

Benjamin Smith - December 15, 2019 at 09:03 PM

“

Imagine the peace experienced by a 14 year-old country boy as he checked his trap
line in the predawn hours while his family and neighbors remained in bed. And
imagine the shock to your nervous system when a 150 plus pound creature
descended from a perch from a branch in a tree above one of your traps as you
carefully reset it.
"Robert, scared the hell out of me that morning," Robert's friend said as he recalled
the day when Robert got up early, located his friend's trap, climbed up the tree above
the trap, and waited for the perfect time to jump beside him. Robert had a zest for life
and always relished creative ways to get a laugh.
(This incident was told to me Robert's friend in 2016)

charles smith - December 14, 2019 at 02:36 PM

“

Remembering Robert as such a fun loving and beautiful boy. Will always cherish the
thought of his joy for life and love of nature.
Dotty Smith

Dotty Smith - December 12, 2019 at 09:13 AM

“

At Thanksgiving 1983 or 1984 we were together with Robert and his
parents in Asheville. On day we took a hike in the beautiful Smoky
Mountain fall. Robert was fun, good-natured (I was struck by how
good-natured and easy-going he was), and enjoyed making us laugh with

his goofiness, such as in somehow stretching his mouth around a whole
hamburger and bun, while giving us a mischievous teen-ager look. I
think many people were blessed by Robert's continued sweetness and
infinite patience during the years after his accident. It seemed he
stayed the same inside; I am in awe of that. I am feeling so sad this
week but am helped by this thought of what a lovely person he was. We
love you, cousin Robert, and are praying for you; please pray for us.
Deborah Doss - December 12, 2019 at 06:09 AM

“

I remember when Robert was born. We were all so excited. Not only a younger
cousin for my children, but a birthday present for my son. Robert and Bobby share
the same birthday
Robert was such an adorable pleasant child.
We spent a lot of time enjoying his company.
Good memories of happy times.
Feeling very sad.

Virginia Hanson?? - December 10, 2019 at 07:48 PM

“

“

Do not know how to get rid of question marks nor do I know how they got there
Virginia Hanson - December 10, 2019 at 08:12 PM

I remember my cousin Robert when he was young. He was quite the cheery child
with a twinkle in his eye. He was fun to be around. A later memory: I was living in
Alaska when he came to visit with his parents and they went on a BIG adventure into
the Alaskan wilderness. He was quite the remarkable explorer at such a young age.
He was an enthusiastic companion to his parents and perfectly dauntless. What a
terrific spirit!

Cathy Hanson - December 10, 2019 at 07:00 PM

“

As a teenager, Robert demonstrated an indomitable desire to explore nature. And in
that quest, he welcomed physical challenges. He deemed physical comforts as
unnecessary distractions, preferring to function as a minimalist adventurer. He
exuded confidence, curiosity, and endurance when he faced unexplored, challenging
situations.
One day in August 1982, Robert, at age 14, and camping in the Alaskan Range, he
took a solitary hike through the bush and up a mountain to explore, unfettered, on his
own. After several hours went by, I became concerned. I fired a rifle into the air

hoping that he would soon return to our tent. When he finally came back, he
expressed irritation that I had interrupted his solitude. He shared a remarkable story
from his mountain hike. He said he walked to the top of a small knoll on his trek and
spotted a caribou just beneath where he stood, " I could have jumped on his back,"
Robert said.
Robert had the spirit of an explorer. He was thrilled by discovering nature, alone, on
his terms.
During the summer of 1984, when he was 16, Robert and I stopped by The Great
Sand Dunes in Southern Colorado. Robert asked if he could take a solo hike up the
Sand Dunes. I was feeling bad that we were not sleeping outside, on the ground
every night, as he wanted, during our cycle trip around the Rocky Mountains. I had
insisted that we spend our nights in motels to get adequate sleep.
I reluctantly consented to his request to take a solo hike. The great dunes were
formed over 1000's of years by southwest winds blowing sand deposited by streams
flowing into the valley toward a low curve in the Sangre de Crista mountains. The
Dunes were formidable, 233 square miles of sand with the highest peaks over 700
feet. With my consent, Robert took off on his own. I waited nervously for several
hours until he returned. Robert excitedly shared his experience, " I hiked until I came
across Mule deer tracks," he stated.
Robert had a rugged toughness about him that made him attractive. I believe that
Robert, with his willingness to explore and accept challenges, would have
accomplished amazing things had he not experienced an unfortunate accident on
August 24, 1986, when he was 18 years old. After his accident, I thought that if
anyone could endure the challenges he faced, he could. Robert was resourceful,
adaptive, and laid back. He was determined and tough.
charles smith - December 10, 2019 at 02:02 AM

“

Tom Burr and I spoke on the phone yesterday and share memories of Robert. He talked
about this trip you made and the Sangre de Crista mountains.
Cathy Hanson - December 15, 2019 at 09:44 PM

“

It was nice to think about how Robert's quiet way always added to every occasion,
especially when I was with him one-on-one walking the hills around Ben Lippen and
Asheville. I also talked to Ted Burr about Robert this week and Ted loves to recall Bob
Hanson wrestling in bed with Robert after his unfortunate accident. Robert enjoyed Bob
and might have had the best insight of all of us into Bob's distinct personality.
We miss you Robert.
Charlie: remember that Lynn and I moved just south of the Colorado Sand Dunes to
northern NM. We see the sun rise over the Sangre de Cristo mountains from our bedroom,
as Cathy recently saw when she visited. I can picture Robert with Charlie on that
motorcycle ride in this beautiful southern Rockies landscape.
Tom - December 16, 2019 at 06:33 PM

“

Tom, Yes everything was wonderful around the Rockies. I am glad that Robert had the
opportunity to see Vail,Grand Junction, Four Corners, the Sand Dunes and Mesa Verde.
After the Sand Dunes, we travelled North from southern Colorado to Cheyenne, Wyoming. I
flew Robert to Denver from our farm to avoid having him endure the 3200 miles of highway
(round trip) between our PA farm and Denver. Robert and I covered around 2000 miles on
our trip. Robert was happy, healthy and robust during that adventurous week. It is pleasant
to think back on how laid back and content he was. I recall taking him to a steak house
where you could get your meal free if you could break the store record of consuming eight
steaks. I consumed three and Robert ate seven, just missing the record. Glad to hear that
you are able to appreciate the beauty of the Sangre de Crista mountains.
Charlie Smith
charles Smith - December 20, 2019 at 05:33 AM

“

One day in September,1981, when Robert was 13, we spent a special morning
together.
Anticipating that Robert would get a youth hunting license to hunt deer when he was
14, I invited him to join me in an unusual squirrel hunt. He readily accepted the
opportunity. I was pleased because I knew the experience would provide good
preparation for deer hunting.
On that special Saturday, Robert and I climbed into a bow stand nestled in a patch of
woods in the northeast corner of our tree farm. Previously, from that stand, I had
harvested a deer with a bow. During that hunt, I had seen a grouse and multiple
squirrels. I knew it would be a good place for Robert to see some animal activity.
Robert sat beside me for several hours that Saturday morning. It was exciting to see
countless squirrels come by the stand. During that hunt, I managed to fill my limit of
six squirrels. I used that time with Robert beside me in the tree stand to tell him about
the need to hunt deer from a stand. You could be a monarch in a tree stand, quietly
surveying, unnoticed, everything beneath you. We also talked about safe gun
handling and taking ethical shots. Robert and I had a great time together in the tree
stand that day.
The next year, when Robert was 14, he harvested his first and only deer from a stand
he built about 100 yards west of that stand where we spent a morning squirrel
hunting. That was one of the few years I didn't harvest a deer. My pride in Robert's
perseverance, skill, and responsibility made it my most memorable deer season.

charles Smith - December 09, 2019 at 10:16 AM

“

I remember when 14 year old Robert was climbing a mountain in the Alaskan Range
with me during a Caribou in August. As we made our way up the mountain we
reached a section of the mountain that resembled a golf course green. Robert
decided to leave his boots and continue the hunt barefooted. He was at home in

nature. Two hours later I bagged a Caribou and Robert's decision to abandon his
boots represented a challenge. The Caribou was shot on a patch of mountain snow
and Robert was in his bare feet. Forever adaptive and resourceful, Robert requested
that I skin out the Caribou and give him a large section of hide. There, on the top of
the mountain, Robert borrowed my knife and constructed a pair of Caribou boots
replete with leather string and a reinforced pad for the soles of his feet. The
makeshift footwear served him well until he was able to recover his hiking boots on
the way down the mountain. Robert Christened himself a mountain man and a true
child of nature that summer in 1982.
Charles Smith - December 08, 2019 at 10:25 PM

