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F O R W A R D : 
W R I T T E N  B Y  K E I T H ’ S  S O N  B R O D Y

A B O U T  T H E  A U T H O R :

My name is Derek Birch and I am finishing my final 

semester at BYU - Idaho as I complete this book.  I was 

Keith Birch’s oldest grandson. For a long time, I was 

his only grandson, and he would call me “his fav-o-

rite grandson”.  He always made me feel as though I 

genuinely was his favorite. He was good at making a lot 

of people feel that way. I had a special relationship with 

my grandfather. He was my best friend. I have always 

looked up to the type of individual that he was and the life 

he lived. Keith was special in so many different facets of 

life. I saw putting this book together as an opportunity to 

compile and collect images and stories that can be used 

to show the rest of the world what an incredible man my 

grandfather was. This book will also serve as a way for 

our family to preserve cherished memories of Keith.

“A great man is one who leaves others at a loss after he is gone”
-Paul Valery

None of us have quite known what to do since we lost Keith in January of 2022. For decades he had been our 
strength, our leader, our example, our comedian, our rock.  He was a loving husband, a caring father, a revered 
grandfather, a respected coworker and a faithful disciple.  Whether the challenge was small, or like a massive 
forest fire, we knew he had the confidence, competence and ability to lead us through. He had a wonderful sense 
of humor and sarcasm was his preferred medium. His quick wit and snarky comments were legendary, especially 
when he was logged into Facebook as his wife. 

This document is a collection of memories and feelings of some of the people that have been greatly impacted by 
Keith’s life. It will cover his youth, his career, his interests and his impact on his family. 
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the kid
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Keith as a Baby

Lawrence Keith Birch was born April 21, 1945 in 

Shelton, Washington to Kenneth North and Leona 

Adeline. The family was in Shelton due to Kenneth’s 

contracting work related to World War II. Keith had 

an older sister named Marva and an older brother 

named Kenny who passed away as a toddler before he 

was born.  A few months after he was born, the family 

moved to St. Anthony, Idaho where they had relatives 

living at the time, and where they  had lived before the 

War. Shortly after the move, Keith’s father was injured 

in an accident while shoveling snow off of buildings in 

Yellowstone National Park. With Keith’s father unable 

to work, his mother had to go back to work full time to 

support the family.  As a result, at only 6 months old, 

Keith  was sent to live with his Grandma and Grandpa 

Christensen full time in Lima, Montana.  He lived with 

his Grandparents, Vern and Culette Christensen, until 

he was 5 years old. 

Keith’s Grandpa Christensen worked as a train engineer 

for Union Pacific.  Little Keith loved trains and got to ride 

on the large locomotive engines with his Grandpa into 

town when it traveled from Del to Lima.  When Keith was 

little he loved to draw and doodle. When he was about 4 

years old he got in trouble for drawing on his Grandma’s 

walls, and he was sent to stand in a corner for a time out. 

When Grandma later came to check on him, she found 

more drawings on her wall where he was standing in his 

corner in his time out. This was the beginning of his life 

long love of drawing, painting and art. Keith went on to be  

an incredible artist. After moving back to St. Anthony with 

his family and starting school, at age 5, Keith continued to 

spend his summers in Lima, Montana with his Grandma 

and Grandpa.

Keith as a Two Year Old Child 
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 Keith loved living in Montana and talked about his fond memories of the summers he spent there throughout his 

entire life. In his personal Journal Keith wrote, “My early years in Lima were great. I did a lot of fly fishing and plinking 

with a pump .22 rifle which I still have at 75 years old. I learned to ride a bike in Lima and had a dog named star.”

Keith had a close friend from Lima named Michael Stosich. They spent their summers camping by the creek under the 

stars, adventuring all over Lima in Michael’s jeep and fly fishing. Keith said that not many people fished back then so 

the streams were full of fish. They always kept and ate all the trout they caught, which was a lot. After turning 12 years 

old, Keith started working during his summers in Lima at the Montgomery Ranch. He worked from sunrise to sunset 

seven days a week. He was paid in room and board and seven dollars a day to do ranch work such as mending fences, 

cutting hay, and tending the herd.  Keith’s first experience with wildland fire, which later became a lifelong endeavor, 

occurred when he was 15 years old working at this ranch. The local forest ranger rounded up all the ranch hands to help 

fight a lightning strike fire that had started near the ranch . Keith spent hours digging lines and ditches just to just stop 

the almost five acre fire. This was the beginning of Keith’s passion in fighting wildland fires. 

During Keith’s time in High School, he worked hard outside of school. He worked in the potato fields as well as hauling 

hay. When working in the potato fields, he would pick potatoes by hand and receive six to seven cents per 100 pound 

sack. When hauling hay, Keith would load and unload  hay bales weighing up to 100 pounds. Additionally, Keith worked 

after school and on Saturdays at the dry cleaning shop that his grandparents owned. Towards the end of high school, 

Keith worked in Jackson Hole, Wyoming building roads, sidewalks, foundations and pouring a lot of concrete. On top 

of all of his work, Keith finished school and graduated from South Fremont High School in 1963.

Keith with His Bike Keith and His Dog Star 
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the military 

man
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All who knew Keith well knew that he was an 

army man at heart. He would tell you to meet him 

somewhere at 17:00, instead of saying five o’clock. 

He would say Alpha, Bravo, Charlie, Delta, etc. 

Keith taught his granddaughters the proper way to 

salute. He watched basically every war movie that 

has ever been made. 

Above all though, Keith was a savant when it came 

to World War II. Keith was born at the end of the 

War, and even though he was from eastern Idaho, 

he was directly impacted by WWII. Keith spent his 

entire life learning about battles, generals, planes, 

strategies,  uniforms, equipment, tactics and really 

anything you can learn about the War. He read 

countless books, watched educational films and 

learned about it any way that he could. If you had 

a  question about WWII, or the military in general, 

Keith knew the answer. 

In November of 1964, Keith joined the United States Army. Keith 

attended Basic Training at Fort Leonard Wood, Missouri. In his 

personal journal Keith shared, “Basic training wasn’t bad, I was in 

good shape from my jobs in the woods that  it was no big challenge. I 

skated through it with high marks.” After his time in Basic Training, 

Keith worked at the rifle range managing trainees. He stated, “it 

was pretty easy duty - just keeping the troopers shooting all day.” 

After serving at the rifle range for a few months, he received orders 

to transfer to Fort Knox, Kentucky for Radio Operator Advanced 

Training. Keith spent a great deal of time learning Morse Code, and 

he even recorded, “I learned it well enough I can still do it today 

- 55 years later!” Training at Fort Knox was vigorous, but Keith 

worked hard and scored first in his class in three categories: Honor 

Graduate, High Score PT and Oustanding Soldier. When Keith’s 

time of service was up, he was recruited heavily to go to Officer 

Candidate School. Keith wrote, “I graciously turned them down 

and went back to my forest service job. I kept telling them I made 

as much in a week at home as a month in the army, and no one was 

shooting at me.” 

Keith’s Military Portrait 

Keith at Basis Training 



10



T h e  L i f e  o f  K e i t h  B i r c h

11

the husband



Keith married Susan, daughter of Melba Bowman and 

Albert Clarence Schaat, on November 26th 1966 at 

the Saint Anthony First Ward in the Church of Jesus 

Christ of latter day Saints. Keith and Susan first dated 

in the summer of 1965, when their friends Tama Jo 

Howard and Garth Rose ask them to double date 

with them. They went to a movie in Idaho Falls at the 

Capitol Theater. The movie was It’s A Mad Mad Mad 

Mad World. Keith and Garth were so embarrassed at 

how Tama and Susan laughed out loud during the 

movie that they moved 5 rows behind them and didn’t 

sit by them. Susan shared, “I think that experience 

showed why Keith wanted to keep dating me and 

what made our relationship so special. We shared a 

sense of humor and a love for laughing.” They double 

dated during the summer, but when Tama went back 

to school, Garth and Tama broke up and Susan and 

Keith kept dating. Keith and Susan were engaged in 

the spring of 1966. To announce their engagement, 

they went out to dinner with Keith’s parents and his 

sister and her husband, Marva and Gerald Oakey.   

Leona had a hard time accepting the fact that her 

baby boy was engaged, and they went home early.  

She apologized and said she’d have to talk to him later 

about it.  Leona had lost her oldest son Kenny when 

he was four years old, he had died of a lung infection.  

She was not supposed to have any more kids when she 

had her daughter Marva, but she got pregnant with 

Keith and went ahead and had him anyway, so he was 

awfully special to her. 

Susan had planned to spend the summer in Europe 

with her brother who was serving in the Air Force 

and Keith agreed that it was right for her to go. That 

summer while Susan was in Europe with her brother, 

Keith made sure that Susan’s mother had him for 

company to go with to wedding receptions and other 

Keith and Susan on their wedding day
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social engagements, so she did not have to go by 

herself. Susan shared, “That was the beginning of 

Keith being very special and doing special things 

for me during our married life.” 

While Susan and Keith were planning on getting 

married, Susan made a deal with Keith. She knew 

that he had the highest IQ in their graduating class 

and hated to see him not go to college. She made 

an agreement with him that he would go to at least 

one year of college. He did not have to finish, but 

he had to go to at least one year after they were 

married. After Keith and Susan were married, they 

moved to Salt Lake City where Keith was going to 

attend the University of Utah to school.  He quit his 

job with the Forest Service and planned to work in 

a lab at the University of Utah.  He really did not 

care for the job, so one day he called the Forest 

Service in Pocatello and got back on with the 

Forest Service and decided he would go to school 

at ISU in Pocatello. They moved to Pocatello, and 

he started school at Idaho State University. While Keith was going to school, they had their first son Dustin Scott, 

and 18 months later they had their second son Brody Jon. It took Keith five years to get through school working 

full-time and going to school full-time.  After he graduated, they had their third son, Barton Jay. After Keith’s 

graduation, he changed jobs in the Forest Service from surveying to the field he graduated in, range management. 

Shortly after his graduation he got a job in Dillon, Montana, and so their little family moved to Dillon. They lived 

there a little over a year and then they moved to Bridgeport, California where Keith still worked for the Forest 

Service.  The first Christmas they were there they lived in a Forest Service cabin.  It was fairly old, and it didn’t 

have a dishwasher.  Susan had made all sorts of goodies, dirtying almost every pot and pan in the kitchen to take to 

friends and neighbors for Christmas.  While she was delivering the Christmas packages, Keith washed all the pots, 

pans, bowls, dishes and cleaned up the kitchen.  It was one of the nicest Christmas presents Susan ever got from 

Keith.

They lived in Bridgeport for about a year and then Keith was transferred to Driggs, Idaho where he took on new 

responsibilities and was the Recreation Manager for the Forest Service.  After doing that job for a couple of years he 

found out he was not qualified and had to go back to Idaho State University to take two classes to get his forestry 

degree, which he did by commuting from Driggs to Pocatello. One of the most special things that Keith did for 

Susan was on their 25th wedding anniversary make reservations as a surprise to her, and took her to Los Angeles 

Keith and Susan after Keith’s graduation
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to see Phantom of the Opera.   They spent the weekend there seeing the sights of Los Angeles and going to the theater.   

Keith thought that he was making a real sacrifice on his part since it was a musical, but he ended up enjoying the play 

every bit as much as Susan.  Susan stated that, “This was one of the best surprises that Keith ever gave me.”  

On one occasion, Susan had gone back to Michigan to spend some time with their oldest son and his family. While 

she was there, an aunt on her mother’s side and an aunt on her dad’s side both passed away, their funerals being on 

the same day. Susan’s brother was speaking at one of the aunt’s funerals, but that meant that he would not be able to 

attend the other funeral. Keith offered and went to the funeral by himself. This endeared him to Susan’s family because 

he was willing to go and support them. Susan shared, “It wasn’t the presents and the cards that made Keith such a 

special husband, it was all the things that he did supporting me and our family that made him such a special husband.  

We believed in supporting each other 100 percent all of the time and in all of our endeavors”.

All of Keith and Susan’s family loved being around them and seeing the love and support they had for each other. 

Additionally, the family loved watching the comedy show that Keith and Susan would put on together. They loved 

to tease and sass each other in front of their family because they could make everyone laugh endlessly. Keith would 

give Susan a hard time and she would throw it right back at him. On one occasion, with a few grand kids visiting in 

their home, Susan started to talk about how she was always having to buy half and half creamer. She started teasing 

Keith about how he used so much and so quickly, saying how he would probably go through multiple cartons a day if 

she bought that much. He defended himself arguing that he did not actually drink that much. She then said, “You go 

through this stuff like it’s candy!” Then, to continue the show, Keith responded, “Well you go through B.S. like it’s  

candy!” Over and over again, Keith and Susan would poke fun to make their family laugh, but it made them laugh too. 

Everyone knew, including Keith and Susan, that they were just joking and that they loved each other more than anyone.   

It was obvious and apparent to all that Keith would do anything for Susan. She was his top priority and he treated her  

like his best friend. Throughout their 55 years of marriage Keith was an incredible husband, the kind of husband that 

many in the family aspire to be.                                   

14
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the firefighter
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Shortly after graduating from High School, Keith 

went to work for the United States Forest Service. One 

of his first assignments was to work as a surveyor 

for the construction of the road to Grand Targhee 

in Teton Valley. In his journal, Keith described his 

survey job as just what he liked. Little did he know, 

that more than a decade later he would move to 

Driggs and take a job in recreation management that 

required him to spend countless days driving that 

road  so he could do avalanche control, lift inspections 

and serve as a liaison between the ski resort and 

the Forest Service. This assignment was just one 

of the many interesting tasks that he experienced 

during his lifelong career. He stated that he loved 

his job because really enjoyed being outdoors and 

in the wild. During his time in the Forest Service, he 

lived in St. Anthony, Idaho, Pocatello, Idaho, Dillon 

Montana, Bridgeport, California and Driggs, Idaho. 

While he was in Pocatello, he worked full-time and 

attended school full-time earning a degree in Range 

Management and Conservation. After working in 

Pocatello, his career took him to Dillon, Montana.  In 

his journal, Keith wrote about the move to Dillon. “ In 1974, I applied for a job in Dillon Montana. Bart was only a couple 

of weeks old when we moved there.  This move was a total fluke and I was guided by the lord, I am convinced.  I never 

looked at the vacancy announcements but one day the job in Dillon caught my eye so I thought what the heck, give it a 

try and lo and behold I was offered the job. So shortly after we moved, my office mate while in Poky,  Gary Richardson 

and 3 others were flying doing elk surveys east of Montpeilier and the plane crashed and killed all aboard. If I had 

been still working in Pocatello I almost Surely would have been on the airplane. I feel I was saved by God’s hand and 

prompted to apply for the job in Dillon”.

Keith  held a variety of positions while working for the Forest Service. He worked in Engineering, Range Management, 

Recreation, Information, and especially Fire Management. Throughout his Career Keith fought Wildland fires in almost 

every state in the west, including the Yellowstone fires of 1988. He also fought fires in Texas, Florida and several 

other Southern States, and he also provided natural disaster relief in Puerto Rico. During his time fighting fire, Keith 

experienced almost every fire job possible and rose from digging fire lines with a pick and shovel to being the Incident 

Commander of a national Type One Team. He also taught classes at the Inter-agency Fire Training Center. According 

to one of his kids, “In the fire game, he was kind of a big deal.”  

Keith Working as a Surveyor
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His vast fire experience came in handy one day at his home. Keith’s son, and my dad, Brody had been adding debris 

to a massive slash pile in the middle of his Dad’s pasture for several years and decided one morning in the late spring 

it would be a good idea to burn, even though nothing had turned green yet. Keith advised against it.  Brody and a 

couple of co-workers lit the massive pile. Well, the fire grew hot fast and the wind picked up, pretty soon the fire 

was ripping through the entire pasture. Keith’s instincts took over and he jumped into action and lined Brody and 

his friends out. They had a couple shovels and a garden hose with almost no pressure. Keith barked out orders as 

he had the rag tag group running around putting out hot spots and waging war on the fire. I remember looking 

out the window of the house to see the entire crew scrambling around like mad men. Keith’s wife, Susan, saw the 

seriousness of the huge blaze and yelled, “Keith, I’m going to call the fire department”. His response: “Hell no, I’ve 

got this!” Well, after Several hours of intense battle he was right, he had it and the fire was out. Shortly after he turned 

to his exhausted new fire crew and somewhat jokingly said, “I’m used to fighting fire with retardant, not retards.” 

During his time at the Forest Service, Keith made lifelong friends, had amazing experiences, and inspired many people 

throughout his distinguished career. He was a true professional that left a lasting impression on many. Keith’s son, 

Brody, has a friend who works for the forest service in forest fires. At the time of Keith’s passing, he called Brody and 

told him how much he looked up to Keith, and mentioned that Keith was his North Star . 

For  as long as I can remember, I have been hearing about how my grandpa was a big time firefighter. I have always 

been so proud of that. I have taken every opportunity to brag to people about what he accomplished in his career. 

I will always admire the way that he approached his career, and he will always be a firefighter to me. 

Keith’s Forest Service Display Wall
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One of Keith’s Fire Crews

Keith with a Forest Service Air Plane
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the dad



Keith Birch was a fantastic father. He raised three boys with his wife Susan.  Keith’s sons, Dustin, Brody and Bart all 

share an incredible love and gratitude for him. There are a variety of ways to measure the success of a father. Obviously, 

you can ask someone’s children what they were like as a parent, and each of Keiths children have shared thoughts 

and memories in the pages to follow.  Another way to appreciate a parent’s work is look at the kind of people their 

kids turn out to be. Keith’s three sons are all individuals of the highest quality. Each child has completed  multiple 

college degrees. All of his boys married incredible women. Dustin, Brody and Bart have all completed a wide variety 

of accomplishments that made Keith proud. However, above all else, Keith’s three boys are kind, charitable people 

who treat others well. Keith’s boys find those in need, those that may struggle to fit in, and they befriend them. They 

know how to make everyone feel important and accepted. Keith’s sons are genuinely kind, and this is especially what 

he would be proud of. All three boys were able to watch Keith treat people well as they grew up, he not only told them 

what to do, but he showed them. As mentioned, each of Keith’s sons provided thoughts and memories for this book 

about their father. 

Dustin: It is very difficult to home in on a single attribute or characteristic that made my dad so special to me. As I think 

back over the more than fifty years he was part of my life, so many things come to mind. My earliest memories of my 

dad are when we lived in a little house in Pocatello, Idaho. I remember he had scratchy whiskers that he would rub up 

against my cheeks and make me laugh. That was a common theme with him. To the end of his life, he always could 

get me to  laugh. He was very quick witted and had a clever remark or comeback for almost any scenario. He was also a 

walking encyclopedia of funny, old-timey sayings. I learned those sayings from him and use them to this day.

When I was just a little guy, maybe 2 or 3 years old, he seemed like a giant to me. I remember looking up and seeing 

him towering above me. He would tromp around the house in his White’s Boots that he would wear fighting forest 

fires. Those boots seemed so cool. I remember wanting to be just like him, and trying those boots on. There is actually 

Keith with His Three Sons
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a picture of me as a little guy wearing them. 

At times, he could be a little grumpy and impatient 

with the world around him, but that never carried 

over into his relationship with me, my brothers, or 

my mom. He was kind, gentle, and an unfailingly 

loyal teacher, friend, fan, and father to us three 

boys. He taught me how to treat other people 

with respect and kindness. More importantly, he 

provided a template for me on how to be a good 

father and grandfather myself. I may not always 

succeed in emulating him, but I always have that example to look to and reflect upon. 

As I grew up, I learned to appreciate how well read and knowledgeable he was on so many different subjects. He could 

speak intelligently about almost anything. He was passionate about the things he found interesting, and learning new 

things always excited him. He valued education, and worked very hard to attain a college degree. He did not grow 

up in an environment where a college education was even considered a possibility, and it was a stretch outside his 

comfort zone to attend college for the first time. He had a full-time job and a young family when he graduated with his 

Bachelor’s degree. I was there when it happened, and remember that day.

As I grew up, my dad did everything he could to support my brothers and I. He would sacrifice his priorities to make 

sure we taken care of. Because of his career  in the Forest Service, he was transferred from assignment to assignment. 

That meant we would have to move around the country every couple  of years. By the time I was in second grade, I had 

attended three different schools. I was struggling and he knew it. He willingly forfeited additional transfers, and the 

career boosts that came from them, so that I could stay in the same place and not have to change schools and friends 

again. That slowed his career down some, but it did wonders for us kids. It also made Teton Valley our family’s home 

to this day.

When I was a teenager, rather than be annoyed by my friends, he became their friends too. There were countless 

evenings when we would sit around the living room telling stories and joking around. Without fail, my mom and dad 

were right there joining in. To this day, my friends speak very fondly of my parents, and how much that friendship and 

connection means to them. When dad passed away, every single one of my close high school friends, and their spouses, 

made the trip to Driggs to attend his memorial service. Some came from as far away as Arizona to be there to remember 

him. 

There are so many things I owe a debt of gratitude to my dad for. I couldn’t even begin to list them. I think of him every 

day, and miss him tremendously. Sometimes, it doesn’t seem real that he had to leave us. I want to send him a text 

message to just say high or relay a funny story, but I know I can’t. I cannot bring myself to delete his number from my 

phone. I will probably never delete it. 

He meant, and means the world to me. I’m keenly aware that many people do not get the amazing blessing of having a 

father like him in their lives. Especially for the more than a half century that I did.  For that I am eternally grateful. My 

life would be very different without his and my mom’s incredible influence helping guide my way.

Keith with His Son Dustin
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Brody: I am sure most people feel this way, but my dad Keith Birch was one of a kind. I could have not asked for a better 

father. He was kind, loving, and willing to help out. He was also grumpy and impatient, but in a funny kind of way. As 

a person, he was extremely intelligent and very talented. He was articulate and organized. He did not misplace things, 

he was never late, and he always planned ahead. He was type A. As a dad he was just a little softer. He loved us, provided 

for us, and showed us a little bit more grace and tolerance than he had for the general population. He taught us to work, 

but he also taught us to play. I have fond memories of skiing, playing football, getting a coke and donut, and of him 

wrestling with us. We hunted elk. We went to Yellowstone and Grand Teton National parks, usually looking for elk. 

We also had cook outs or went and got a good burger.  I also have memories of getting and cutting firewood, working 

around the house, or working on cars. We were lucky to spend quality time together. 

His job required him to be away from home a lot, but we never questioned his love and commitment for us. Probably 

the greatest thing he taught me was his love of family and especially his love of my mom. He set a great example of how 

to love and treat your wife. There was no doubt that he respected, appreciated and revered our mother. We knew that 

if we wronged her there would be hell to pay. As my brothers and I got married he was so welcoming, accepting, and 

kind to our wives. I know that we have really appreciated that. The most fun was watching how he loved and treated his 

grandkids. He would do anything for them. Build things, haul them to swimming lessons, have them mow the lawn, 

even though it was probably faster, easier, and less stressful to do it himself. Even in heaven, he is still mad at me 

because as the coach, I did not letter his grandson in football his freshman year after scoring a touchdown in a varsity 

game.

Keith Birch was a great dad. He loved his family. He worried about us and looked out for us. One night  I was home from 

college and ran over to a friend’s house. We got visiting and lost track of time. About 5 AM I heard a car drive past my 

friends house. I looked out the window and sure enough it was my dad. He was just doing a drive by to make sure I was 

OK. He would do anything for us and we knew we were loved. He was the best.

Keith with His Son Brody
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Bart: The Perfect Father. My dad, Keith Birch, 

was as good of a man as you will ever find, and 

he was in fact the perfect father.  My oldest 

brother, Dustin, loved to work on old cars, so 

my dad learned to be a mechanic, and spent 

countless hours in the garage helping him 

restore cars.  He spent all of his time, money, and 

energy helping my brother learn how to pull out 

dents, sand and paint, rebuild engines and other 

mechanical parts of the vehicles, and make an 

old car look and drive like it was the coolest 

thing you’ve ever seen.  My dad used all of his 

resources to support Dustin in this interest, and 

even suffered injuries and financial set-backs 

to provide this support. My next oldest brother, 

Brody, wasn’t interested in cars or mechanical 

things at all, but he loved sports like football, 

wrestling, baseball, and track and field.  Even 

though my dad had never played or watched 

these sports or even been interested in them, he 

learned all about them and supported Brody by taking him to clinics, camps, practices, and games.  My dad, spent 

hours upon hours playing catch and working with Brody in the backyard playing these sports.  He followed him to 

all of his games and videotaped them so Brody could watch them later.  If my dad had any free time, he would sit and 

watch a game on TV with his boys or talk sports with us, even though there were many things he would have rather 

been doing.

I was more into hunting and fishing and spending time in nature and the outdoors, than I was into cars or sports. My 

dad taught me how to fish, hunt, camp, ride horses, and every other possible thing you could do to enjoy nature.  He 

spent what seemed like all of his free time taking me out to do these things, and supporting me in my passions.  He 

took me on so many hunting trips and horse rides that I lose track of them.  My dad and I continued to take hunting 

trips up until just a year before he died, even though the last thing either one of us wanted to do was actually shoot 

something.

I am sure Dustin would say that fixing up old cars was my dad’s favorite pastime.  I am sure that Brody would say that 

football and sports were my dad’s favorite things to do.  I will say that hunting and fishing and spending time in the 

outdoors were my dad’s favorite hobbies by far.  

The truth is that none of these things were what my dad wanted to do.  He would rather be reading a book, sketching, 

woodworking, or doing an oil painting.  He loved to read about history; and he was a very accomplished artist, and 

those are the things that he really loved.  However, my dad tabled his interests and hobbies for the best forty years 
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or so of his life to do the things that his children wanted to do.  That’s because his love for his children superseded 

anything that he wanted to do for himself.  He would rather spend time with his children, and have them develop their 

passions and interests more than he wanted to engage in his own hobbies.  It wouldn’t have mattered what we were 

doing, he would have learned it and learned to love it.  If I had been into science or cooking, instead of hunting and 

fishing, my dad would have spent all of his money and every evening and every weekend learning those hobbies and 

doing them with me.  That’s because he loved me, and he happily sacrificed his own life to do what I was doing and to 

be where I was.  The same is true for how he treated my brothers.

A father that was willing to sacrifice and forego all of his time, money, and everything in between for his children, is 

truly what my dad was, and that is why he was in fact the perfect father.

The messages shared by his boys show the incredible love they felt for their dad.  Keith was immensely proud of Dustin, 

Brody and Bart. One of the things that he was most proud of was for the sweetheart girls that they brought home.

Keith’s three sons all married amazing women. Dustin married  Wendy Steel, Brody married Amanda Coburn, and 

Bart married Jill Bunn. Throughout the course of my life, over and over again, I have heard Keith’s daughters in-law 

express that Keith treated them as if they were his own daughters. He showed them a love and care that was genuine 

and sincere. When talking about Keith Birch as a father, his daughters cannot be left out. He loved them as his own 

children and went out of his way to make sure that they felt like a true part of a family. Not only did Keith love Wendy, 

Amanda and Jill but he was proud of them. He was proud to claim them and proud that his boys had found and married 

such wonderful women.  All three of his daughters included memories and thoughts about their father in law, Keith.

T h e  L i f e  o f  K e i t h  B i r c h

27

Keith skiing with Dustin, Bart and Brody 



Jill: I remember when my husband Bart and I were dating and I met Keith for the first time. Bart and my relationship 

was getting serious and I was deciding if Bart could be the one. One very important quality I was looking for in my future 

spouse was someone who would be an exceptional father someday.  After meeting Keith, I felt sure that Bart would be 

capable of this great attribute if he chose to parent in the same way his father did.  Keith was an understanding, kind, 

compassionate and loving father. His boys were his life and his top priority. He welcomed me into the family right 

away.  From that day forward he treated me and my sister-in-laws with the same kindness and love as he had always 

shown his sons. Keith also treated and loved his grandchildren in the same way. Keith was also highly intelligent, 

extremely witty and hilarious.  He loved to entertain the entire family with these talents. Our family was truly blessed 

to have him in our lives. 

Wendy: One of the best things about Keith and a solid part of why I felt he was such a good father-in-law is that he was 

constant.  Constant in his loyalty to his family.  Constant in his steadfast dependability.

When something unjust happened to one of us, he felt it deeply.  It bothered him and it was almost as if it was a direct 

attack on his person. Regardless of how you became a member of his family (blood or otherwise) you were his and he 

was devoted to you.  It was like a form of patriotism where he would support and defend you under any circumstance. 

Keith never faltered when it came to being reliable.  It was at the very core of his being.  His bones were made of the 

stuff.  The man never went back on his word and was continually true and invariably resolute in his promises.  When 

he pledged himself to something, there was never any doubt that it would be accomplished.  In fact, you could expect 

that he would show up early, stay late and bring all the extra tools and supplies you were sure you wouldn’t need.  

Inevitably, you always did!

It was in Keith’s nature to be faithful in his love for me as much as any other member of his family.  And as his daughter 

I knew that I could always trust in that steadiness. I will forever be grateful for the blessings that 30 years of Keith’s 

constancy afforded me.
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Amanda: The very first time I met Keith, he put his arm around me, called me sweetie, and offered me complete 

acceptance and love. He continued to show unwavering love to me from that day forward.  He always made it clear to 

Brody that if anything ever came between us, he would be on my side. Keith made a tireless effort to be on my side from 

that very first day. If we needed anything, or even thought of needing anything, he was there to help. 

There was never a time he wasn’t completely committed to his family. I’ve never seen a kinder, more devoted Grandpa. 

Keith was our super fan.  There was never an activity that we participated in that Keith did not support—He built 

pinewood derby cars, desks and American Girl doll bunk beds. He made his way to gymnastics meets, soccer games, 

dance recitals, school programs, and everything in between. Keith was a die hard Teton football fan. He attended every 

game he could that Brody coached. When Derek started playing football, he raised the bar even higher. Keith and Susan 

traveled to away games, and always offered a ride. He brought his nice camera and took pictures of all the boys. At the 

home games, Keith even had his own spot. He & Susan would make sure to always get there early and save the girls and 

I a seat, and we always knew where to find them. Even on those freezing cold snow games, he was there with boots, 

coat, and gloves, cheering on the Redskins. When his health was failing, he didn’t let it stop him, even if it took him a 

little while longer to make it there. Despite not feeling well, there he was as constant as ever in his spot in the stands. 

I am forever grateful for the years I had with Keith cheering us on, and I will never forget the example of unconditional 

love that he set for me. 
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the artist



Keith Birch was a talented artist. Keith taught himself how to sketch and oil paint. Keith not only created art on canvas 

and paper, but through wood working and photography as well. As mentioned earlier, Keith loved to doodle even from 

a young age, and his love of this continued and evolved throughout his entire life. Keith created art with a variety of 

subjects for multiple people. He gifted his paintings to close family members and friends. Each family member with 

one of his paintings treasures it. Keith was also compensated at times for his art work. He was hired to complete a 

painting of a fire scene on a two handed saw blade. Keith also created a painting of a mountain man and traded it for 

an antique black powder muzzle load rife. Keith was a busy guy with a variety of commitments, even outside of his 

family and job. It was often difficult for him to find time to paint, but when he could, he painted for his enjoyment. He 

painted cowboys, wildlife, his boys playing football, his home and a variety of other topics. All of which, were things 

that he loved. 

I  have always wanted to be like my grandpa in many ways. When I was young, I decided that I would try to be an artist 

like him. I was so committed to this in fact that one day at a play date after a day of school, my friend surprisingly asked 

me why I still had training wheels on my bike. I responded, “I don’t have time to ride a bike, I’m an artist.” I wanted 

be just like my grandpa.  He was always encouraging about me learning to draw. He patiently taught me. One year as a 

gift, he actually built my own kid sized drafting table that looked just like his own (pictured below).  When I was about 

10 years old, I decided that I would enter a drawing contest at the local county fair. I wanted to win so badly. I went 

over to my grandpa’s house to get some help. We decided that I should draw a bull elk. He patiently watched as I tried 

my best. He gradually stepped in and took the pencil more and more. After a couple hours, we had drawn a pretty good 

looking elk together. I submitted it to the fair, and I won first place. I do not know if that was a fair victory considering 

how much assistance I had received, but I was sure happy. Keith’s talent as an artist is just one of the many ways that 

he brought happiness to those close to him. 

T h e  L i f e  o f  K e i t h  B i r c h
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the grandpa



Keith with all Nine of His Grandchildren
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Keith had many identities, but one of his favorites was “Grandpa”.  He had nine grandchildren, Alaina, Derek, Ellie, 

Sydney, Madeline, Lily, Emily, Jace and Bella. Keith was a safe and happy place for all of his grandchildren. He did not 

hesitate to tell each one of them how much he loved them. He greeted all of his granddaughters as “my sweet heart 

girl”, and he made his two grandsons feel as though they were his best friend. At some point, my grandpa and I started 

calling each other “DUUUUUDE”, and every time we saw each other we would both excitedly say it.  

One thing that truly set Keith apart as grandfather was how committed he was to being there for his grandchildren. He  

attended every possible event that he could. It did not matter if it was a kindergarten graduation, dance recital, football 

game, soccer match or band concert. Keith was there. Not only was he present, but he made sure to let his grandkids 

know that he was proud of what they had done. 

At times there would be spirited debates amongst the grandkids about who was grandpa’s favorite. Each grandchild 

really felt that they had a strong case for why they were the favorite, and that speaks to what a special grandfather he 

was. He made each one of his grandkids feel as though they were his favorite and that they were special to him, but I 

was really the favorite. Keith spent quality time with the kids as a group, but he also found ways to have special one on 

one moments with his grandchildren. 

Upon contemplating how to write about Keith as Grandfather, I realized that there would be nothing better than 

hearing directly from all of his grandchildren. Each grandchild has shared their favorite memory or things about their 

Grandpa Birch. The love and appreciation for him seen throughout their responses is powerful.



Keith and Alaina
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Alaina: It’s hard to pick a favorite memory of grandpa because there are so many. I think my favorite memory of 

grandpa is also one of the simplest moments I’ve ever had with him. I was fifteen years old, and it was the summer 

before I turned sixteen. Grandpa and I were driving in his gray Toyota pick up truck cruising through Jackson Hole. 

We stopped at McDonald’s and each grabbed a large Coke before heading into Teton National Park. It was a beautiful 

summer day without a single cloud in the sky. I got to spend that entire afternoon with him, winding down all the 

roads that sprawl across the park. We saw so many animals that day-elk, bison, moose, etc. We stopped at the visitor 

center and walked around looking at all the exhibits. Even though I had been to the park and visitor center probably a 

hundred times before, it was still just as fun. We drove past Jenny Lake and talked about all the fun adventures we had 

on the water. We listened to so many CDs on this drive. We took turns putting in Buddy Holly, Marty Robins, Creedence 

Clearwater Revival and Alan Jackson. We talked about random topics while driving around the park that ranged from 

the history of the Teton Nation Park itself, his time as a firefighter and what it was like fighting the Yellowstone fire, 

the best places to hear Elk bugles in the fall, and all the funny and embarrassing stories of my dad, etc. 

Soon the topic of conversation turned to me. Grandpa wanted to know what was going on with me and he genuinely 

seemed interested in my fifteen-year-old concerns and drama. I talked about school, college aspirations, friends, 

learning how to drive, and even dating boys. He gave me all the best advice he could muster (because it had been 

probably about 50 years since he had been fifteen himself) and told me not to worry about life, to just enjoy it. As we 

started to head back home, I put in a Jimmy Buffet CD and the song Margaritaville started playing through the car 

speakers. Grandpa turned to me, and I remember him saying, “I have one last piece of advice when it comes to finding 

a good guy Lulu, make sure he knows who this is”, and he pointed to the radio. We both laughed and I promised him I 

wouldn’t waste my time with someone who didn’t know who Jimmy Buffet was, and I kept that promise. I asked every 

guy I went on a date with if they had a favorite Jimmy Buffet song and if they didn’t know there typically wouldn’t be a 

second date. It’s little moments like this that always come into my mind when I walk down memory lane. Little things 

like elk bugles, pine trees, babbling rivers, Jimmy Buffet, and snow-capped mountains that always bring grandpa back 

to me. It’s those little things that make it feel like he isn’t so far away.



Keith and Ellie

Keith and Derek
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Derek: There are countless memories that I treasure with my grandpa. He 

took me hunting with him, out shooting at the range, to get burgers, and 

to see wildlife in Yellowstone. We watched war movies together, he taught 

me how to draw, and he was always there for me. He was always present, 

supporting me, cheering me on, and being my best friend. One memory 

that lives with me is so bitter sweet. The night before I was leaving for a 

mission, I was set apart and the family was present. As we were walking 

out of the room on our way home everyone was laughing about something 

but I noticed that my grandpa was not walking beside us, so I looked back. 

Standing in the church hallway was my grandpa with tears streaming down 

his cheeks with his handkerchief out trying to dry them up.  When I saw 

this I felt as though I had been hit by a train.  While it was so tough to see 

my grandpa sad like this, it showed me how much he really cared about me, 

and that he loved me and would miss me. He was so good at making me feel 

important to him, and I felt it the most I ever had in this moment.

Ellie: My favorite memory of grandpa is the one I have of him and grandma dancing together at The Beach Boys concert. 

This memory sticks out in my mind for a number of reasons. Most importantly, everyone was dancing. We were all 

connected to each other through the music. Three generations of people. Grandma and grandpa loved that music, they 

introduced out dads to it, our dads introduced us to it, and one day we’ll introduce our own kids to it. Our dancing and

singing to the music were silly – the way it’s supposed to be. We were all there together, a big group of people connected 

by blood and a love of the moment. It was also so beautiful to see two people, who had been married to each other for 

fifty years, dance together like teenagers – like they would’ve when the music was new. Of course I only ever knew 

grandpa as an old man, but in that moment I was able to see him as a teenager, a young man, what he was like before 

he was a father and a grandfather. Grandma and grandpa both had a such a beautiful energy that came from a long-

standing love for the music, each other, and the family that they created together.



Keith and Sydney

Keith and Madeline Keith and Lily
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Sydney: When I think of Grandpa, it seems impossible to choose one 

favorite memory because he made every moment we spent together 

feel special. As much as I enjoyed extravagant adventures like our trip 

to the Grand Canyon, going to movies “out below,” four-wheeler 

rides, and touring the airplane museum, it is the simple moments at 

home with him that I hold dearest to my heart. As I would cuddle up 

next to him on the couch while he warmed my cold hands, he would 

interrogate me on how school was going, how my friends were 

doing, how my health was, and what my plans for the future were. 

He would update me on local news stories, warn me of upcoming 

storms, show me funny facebook posts from the week, and make a 

few wise cracks at Grandma. As we sat together on that couch, he 

made me feel like I was the only person in the world. He never made 

me feel small or less than, but rather, he instilled confidence in me 

and assured me that I was capable of moving mountains. With each 

passing day my heart aches in his absence, but I am comforted in the 

fact that while he was here, he gave me enough love to last a lifetime. 

Madeline: A lot of my favorite memories with grandpa are from 

when he would take me wildlife-watching. Every fall he would pick 

me up at five in the morning and we would drive to Island Park for 

the day. We would set up the scope, watch for wildlife, and drink 

grandma’s delicious hot chocolate she sent with us to keep warm.

Lily: My favorite thing about Grandpa is how 

much he loves things. I remember I decided to 

start attending the YSA branch once I graduated 

High School and he spent hours talking with me 

about how much he loved spending his time as 

the YSA branch president. He could go on and on 

forever about these small and simple things but 

I loved to listen. I loved to hear his experiences 

that made him light up! I could talk to him 

forever about anything, and it always uplifted 

me. Even when it was about steam engines. I 

will always remember these conversations and 

how genuinely happy the little things made his 

feel. He is so simple and loving. I am always 

reminding myself to be more like him!



Keith and Emily

Keith and Jace
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Emily: One of my favorite things about grandpa was all 

the little things he did to make all of us feel special and so 

loved. I think about all the times I walked into their home to 

be greeted with a “how’s my sweetheart girl?” and a warm 

hug or him calling me his Emi-pie and smelling my hair and 

it never failed to make me feel warm and loved inside. He 

always made such an effort to be in our lives whether  that 

was taking us to the Ashton swimming pool and getting us 

dinner and ice cream every week or having a fire to make 

s’mores. He always made it a point to be involved even if 

it was just sending you funny memes or texting you with 

all sorts of random emojis that made zero sense. Grandpa 

made you feel special just by  being around him, you could 

be snuggled up on the couch next to him while he told you 

about some new article he was reading and he would still 

manage to make you feel special and that’s what I think of 

when I think of grandpa just how loved I felt around him. 

Jace (Poem): 

The chimes I’d heard during every hour.

As time ticked by, the clock droned on.

That chiming, I knew which held so much power. 

The time I had was not yet gone. 

That ringing I had hoped, would never truly part.

The hands that still clicked so loudly.

Those strong bells I’d held so close to my heart.

The hope inside, ticking so proudly.

The chimes of which I’d now took for granted. 

As the sands of time have slipped away. 

The metal rods I knew, had once chanted. 

The gears inside, now stripped and frayed.

Those silent times, only just make me pother.

My hope that you may return one day.

Those are times, I’d miss my dear Grandfather. 
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Bella: One of my favorite memories with grandpa was there 

was one month where jace was staying with them and so 

they basically let me live there too. I spent almost every 

night there that month. I have a lot of memories from that 

month, but my favorite one is on a rainy day he and grandma 

decided that we should go for a drive through grand Teton. 

It was only supposed to be a drive but after and hour and a 

half of me and jace begging them to stop at Signal Mountain, 

they finally let us. There was only one rule, we couldn’t 

swim. They said we could spend 5-10 minutes skipping rocks 

because there was a break in the rain. After about 2 hour of us 

being out in the water I think they caught onto the fact that 

we were swimming. When we finally got back in, instead of 

getting mad at us, grandpa just said “you’re gonna freeze 

the buns off your bananas”.
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As seen throughout this book, Keith was beloved by many. He made impressions that will last throughout many 

lifetimes. In the final years of his life, Keith was diagnosed with a rare incurable form of cancer. Despite the challenges 

he experienced due to this, Keith remained the man that we all loved. Even in this time, Keith’s primary concern was 

his family. He wrote in his journal, “My biggest concern is leaving Susan and my beautiful family, or my babies as I call 

them.” Keith looked out for his babies until the day he passed away. He has been missed every day since. I loved Keith 

Birch, and I am so grateful that I had such a wonderful man for a grandfather. 

Keith’s Obituary: Lawrence Keith Birch died on January 22nd, 2022 after a courageous battle with cancer. He passed 

away peacefully in his home while surrounded by all of his loved ones.

He was born April 21st, 1945 in Shelton, Washington to Kenneth North and Leona Adeline Gresham Birch. He spent 

his childhood in Lima, Montana and St. Anthony, Idaho. While in Montana, he enjoyed exploring the Union Pacific 

Railroad and fly fishing with his grandfather. Keith graduated from South Fremont High School with the class of 1963.

Keith married his sweetheart, Susan Schaat on November 26th, 1966. They were later sealed for time and all eternity in 

the Idaho Falls Temple. They recently celebrated 55 years of marriage. Keith earned his bachelor’s degree from Idaho 

State University and then furthered his education at Clemson University. He had a successful and noble career with the 

U.S. Forest Service, fighting forest fires and providing natural disaster relief throughout the United States and Puerto 

Rico. He began his career swinging a pick and digging lines to contain fire, but as a result of his dedication and work 

ethic, he later earned the positions of Fire Management Officer and Incident Commander of his own fire team.

Throughout his life, Keith cherished the opportunity to serve in several capacities in the Church of Jesus Christ of 

Latter-day Saints. Among his favorites were serving in the Young Single Adult Branch and as an ordinance worker in 

the Rexburg, Idaho Temple.

Upon retirement, he spent his time reading, painting, and being a devout supporter of his nine grandchildren at 

football games, music recitals, gymnastics meets, soccer games, and everything in between. He cherished his family 

and friends and made every effort to bring joy to those around him. His kind heart and quick wit will be missed by all.

Keith is preceded in death by his son, Taggart Leigh Birch, his parents, Kenneth North and Leona Adeline (Gresham) 

Birch, his brother, Kenneth Gresham Birch, his sister, Marva Kay (Birch) Oakey, and his grandson, Braxton Jay Birch. 

He is survived by his wife, Susan Schaat Birch, his brothers-in-law, Gerald Oakey and Larry (Betty) Schaat, his children, 

Dustin Scott (Wendi) Birch, Brody Jon (Amanda) Birch, and Barton (Jill) Birch, his nine grandchildren, and one great-

grandchild on the way.
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