Warren A. Tanner
September 19, 1920 - April 25, 2014

Warren A. Tanner, beloved father and grandfather passed away peacefully April 25, 2014
of natural causes. He was an active member of The Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day
Saints and was involved in the scouting program for many years. He served in World War
II in Army Communications being stationed in Germany and England. He was an avid
hunter and fisherman and enjoyed both sports well into his 80’s. He was the patrolman at
Deer Creek Reservoir for about 3 years following in his father’s footsteps who was the
owner/operator of ‘Lil Abner’s Boat Camp on the Provo River. He also worked for
Southeast Furniture, the LDS Church and his last job with Action Target where he retired
at age 79.
Warren is survived by his daughter, Darlene (Russell) Petersen; son, Steven (Deborah)
Tanner; grandchildren, Brandon, Heidi, Travis and Cody; great-grandchildren, Caulin,
Whitnie, Trevor, Ashlee, Britnee and Maddy; and his special nieces and nephews. He was
preceded in death by his first grandchild, Melissa.
We love you, we’ll miss you, but know you are with your parents and family and are now
watching over us.
Funeral services will be held at 11:00 a.m., Thursday, May 1, 2014 at the Berg Drawing
Room Chapel, 185 East Center Street, Provo, Utah. Friends may call at the mortuary one
hour prior to services. Interment will be in East Lawn Memorial Hills, Provo, Utah.
Condolences may be sent online at http://www.bergmortuary.com.
Our sincere thanks to Trinity Care and Rehab for their tender care of Warren.
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Comments

“

My Uncle Warren was one of a kind. Next to my mom, he was by far my dad’s best
friend. So when I got old enough I got to tag along on their fishing trips, hunting trips,
and outings.
Uncle Warren taught me how to bait my first hook and my first shot was from his
trusty little .22. He taught me how to sharpen a pocketknife with a stone. We spent
time at Flaming Gorge, Strawberry, and Fishlike, but most often up to Deer Creek
Reservoir.
Uncle Warren was the storyteller by the campfire. Part of our ritual was for him to tell
the same set of stories almost verbatim around every campfire. Almost every story
involved the old army truck and some way or another. Most of the stories had to do
with the “old days” before I was even born. But I’m happy to say that I was also able
to be a part of some of the more contemporary lore such as the time our tent
collapsed under 2 feet of snow on the backside of Timpanogos.
Uncle Warren knew the mountains like the back of his hand. He knew every draw
and rise. He also knew every inch of deer Creek reservoir, Strawberry, and every
popular fishing spot in the state.
I will miss the comedy that went along with any project that involved uncle Warren
and my dad. The debate that would ensue on the best and quickest method for the
completion of any project was one of those things you just had to be there to
understand. Wether we were pouring concrete or in the construction of a cabin,
building a fire, or just doing the dishes, there was always added entertainment
because of the debate on what technique was the best.
One of our more recent acts of mischief was a prank we played on Uncle Warren.
Uncle Warren was an excellent marksman well into his later years. For a long time
he and his friend Ivan would make targets. Target shooting was one of our favorite
hobbies.
One day my dad and I got a cardboard box and placed on it some paper plates as
targets. There was a “D” above my dad’s target for David. An “A” above my target for
Andy, and a “W” above uncle Warren’s target for Warren. Unbeknownst to Uncle
Warren we placed a can of Tannerite in the cardboard box right behind his target
next to a phonebook rolled up tight (Tannerite is a powerful explosive that is
detonated when struck by a bullet via a high velocity rifle).
Upon arriving to our destination I placed the target about 150 yards up the mountain.
I took the first shot and of course put a bull’s-eye right in the center of my plate. My
dad took the second shot (and of course he missed completely). Now it was uncle
Warren’s turn to shoot and we all knew he was going to hit the bull’s-eye. When the
bullet hit the Tannerite it set off an explosion equivalent to about a quarter stick of
dynamite. It blasted the phone book into confetti that spread all over the side of the
mountain with a shockwave you could feel in your chest.
Uncle Warren looked down at the rifle and said “what in the hell did you put in this

thing?!!”
After high school I took my first crack at college down to BYU where I stayed in
Provo with Uncle Warren at his house. We always had homemade rootbeer to drink
and he could make a cake from scratch that you can’t believe.
One of the things I enjoyed most about uncle Warren was his stories from serving in
World War II in France. His company was in charge of laying telephone lines in order
to keep communications open. Often in order to lay the telephone lines they had to
get some elevation where they were targets for snipers. I was always proud of him
and his service to our country. He truly was part of the greatest generation.
I’m grateful to have had a Uncle Warren in my life. He was a good and decent man
with a great work ethic, a sense of humor, and he loved his children and
grandchildren with all his heart.
I’m grateful that he also loved his grandnephew very much.
Love you "Unk"
Andy

Andy Tanner - April 29, 2014 at 12:32 AM

