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A Eulogy for Eduardo Arguelles Sr. 

 

First I want to thank everyone for coming to be with us tonight.  I want to tell you 

that, and I think I speak for all of my family, that even though there is a void in our 

lives now, we’re very happy.    Happy because we had my dad for so many years.   

So many great years and he lived a full life.   I don’t think any of us has any regrets 

at all.   I’ve heard that God promises abundance to those who love him.   Edward 

certainly had an abundance of blessings, family, and friends, and I think we’re 

seeing some of this tonight… so many friends and family around. 

I’ve known Edward for over 40 years, but in case you don’t know some details 

about him… I wanted to share some with you.  I had a few hours this afternoon to 

scribble these words down and I know I left out a lot, but this is what I could get 

into a reasonable amount of time.   It’s a little long, but I had to stop at some 

point.   Also, I’m going to read this, since there’s no way I’d remember everything 

here.   I will probably laugh, and cry – but know that they’re tears of joy and 

please bear with me if I do. 

A little bit about Edward  

He loved music and history.   Business and politics.  Friends, and family.  He read a 
lot and contemplated things when he learned something… he liked to fill his head 
with information and as such… he formed strong opinions on things. 
 
He was a pretty stoic man… when we were young he wasn’t very outwardly 
expressive or emotional.  He did have plenty of hugs for us, but not lots of “I love 
yous” not that he didn’t feel it, he showed it.. but he was just not that expressive 
with words.   I think his family growing up was a bit stoic too. 
 
He was definitely selfless.   He never wore fancy clothes.  He didn’t even own 
many clothes.   He had access to the best as you know because he could buy any 
kind of clothes he wanted through the store, but he just never spent very much 
on himself.   He didn’t buy fancy things or toys.   He never gambled, except in the 



stock market.   He had a love hate relationship with the stock market.  He 
invested well and managed to always have enough to pay for things. 
 
He concentrated on saving money, planning for the future, saving for our 
education. 
 
He loved steaks and fries and ice cream.   He liked to play dominos.  Occasionally 
he’d have a beer, but he wasn’t a drinker at all. 
 
I don’t think I ever saw him wear a pair of jeans… and I don’t remember well, but I 
don’t think he ever wore sneakers either.    Sometimes Bermuda shorts – with 
black socks and dress shoes! 
 
He sometimes had a hot temper – especially about politics, city hall, slackers, and 
liberals.  He knew how to cuss – every man needs that skill in his repertoire. 
 
He loved to tell jokes that he heard along the way… many of you got to hear 
some.   If you want a taste, take me or my brothers aside and in the right 
company we’ll drop a few bombs on you. 
 
The husband 
 
I don’t know much about him when he was young, so I asked my mom.   She met 
Dad at her sister Grace’s house.  He had been there to visit his friend Rene 
(Grace’s husband) and mom went to visit her sister at the time.  She was not 
interested in him… I think she had designs on some other guy or guys or 
something.   Then one day Hilda and a few friends of hers were looking for 
Saturday jobs.   She had heard that the hardware store was hiring, but that 
Arguelles was hiring and he paid better.   So she went to look for a job and took 
that Saturday and Sunday job with him, she was one of about 6 employees.    
 
She had been there about a month before he called her at the school – her 
regular job during the week – and asked her out.  At first she turned him down.   
She wasn’t very interested, but it made her think and she did some investigating 
anyway – after all he did have a business and he seemed like a good guy.  
Everyone she asked told her he was a good man he wasn’t too bad looking either.  
Then he called her again after about a month and she accepted the date.  As best 



as she recalls they went to a move and to get a bite to eat.   She said he was a real 
gentleman… and as most of you know, he was very proper.    This was about 
September of 1958.   After a few dates he asked her to marry him and she said it 
was too soon.   Shot down.  He was very disappointed.  He didn’t give up and 
eventually she said yes and then they set the date for September.     
 
He didn’t go out and party or go out very much at all.  He didn’t know how to 
dance.  He liked to work and get things done.  He had plans to grow his business.   
 
He used to say that my mother would get New-car-itis every 5 years or so.   She 
just had to have a new Mercury or Lincoln or whatever… but oh well… he always 
bought her one. 
 
Character 
 
If you knew Edward, you know he was a man of rock solid character.   He always 
said exactly what he felt, he got straight to the point, and you knew exactly where 
he stood on things.   He never waivered on his feelings for his friends and family, 
or on his beliefs.   He didn’t meddle where he didn’t belong, and he hated gossip.    
We could all learn a lot from a guy like that.  If you asked him his opinion, then 
you’d have to be prepared for it.   He’d tell you just what he thought and how he 
thought  things should be. 
 
I heard a saying some years ago – I think it is from Honduras.  “God will make the 
corn grow, but he’s not going to make the tortillas”.    I immediately thought of 
my dad.   You can only expect God to do so much for you.   You can pray to him, 
you can ask him for help, but you’re gonna have to get off your butt and work and 
carry your own weight.  God doesn’t like lazy people. 
 
I remember my parents saying “A Dios siempre rogando, pero con el maso 
dando.”   Which loosely translates to  - Always pray to God, but keep working 
hard too. 
 
The business owner 
 
Edward worked tirelessly for over 50 years in his own store, and helping Mark 
with his store in Edinburg.    When he first opened the store he staffed it up and 



also went on the road as a traveling salesman for Hogan-Allnoc.   He worked 7 
days a week if necessary and often took carloads of clothing out to the farms to 
people who had no way to get into town.    I know many of you remember his big 
book of credit.  It sat on the counter and just seemed to get larger and larger 
every year.  If someone ever came in and asked him for credit so that they could 
put new clothes on their kids for the new school year or Easter or Mother’s day 
he’s always say sure, let’s go get you what you need.    
 
We would get calls at night and on Sunday mornings sometimes if someone 
needed something for a special event and he always drove down to the store and 
opened up to get people what they needed.   He also stayed late if needed 
because invariably someone would come in right at 6pm and he never turned 
people away. 
 
He had a little side company called Beneficial Distributing Company, and he did a 
little wholesale business here and there.  He always wanted to build that into 
something bigger with his sons, but he had his children so late in life, and by the 
time we all headed off to college, he was already getting kinda old and his energy 
level just wasn’t there.  A little more on that later. 
 
The father 
 
Well, he was a great role model.   He worked hard, showed us the value of hard 
work and money, and taught us discipline.   He wasn’t afraid to give us a spanking 
if we needed it.    And we needed it often.  Imagine raising 5 boys. 
 
I’m sure he wasn’t perfect, none of us are - but as men go - he was damn close.   
 
As we got older he didn’t have time for excuses or lies… he expected his kids to 
perform well in school and get things done.   He expected all of us to spend some 
time in the store and help him there.   He put money into savings accounts for us 
every week and by the time we got to college, we had enough to pay for our 
Undergrad and more. 
 
Still somehow he found time to come home at 6pm most every night and play 
some baseball with us in the back yard.  He loved baseball. 
 



I also remember after church we’d go down to the Spot drive in to get a little treat 
– some candy or something.   We’d also go out to Delta Lake and picnic, barbque, 
and play baseball.   Lots of fun. 
 
He hated for us to be wasteful, he would constantly turn off lights, scold us for 
using too much scotch tape – ½ an inch is plenty, pop us on the head for using too 
much water while brushing teeth or shaving, and close doors screaming – “Do you 
really want to air condition the whole neighborhood?”   His other classic was if we 
were taking a long shower… to knock on the door and scream “They called from 
city hall, you drained the water tower!” 
 
He got a late start – he married at 35 and had his last child at 51, so as you can 
imagine… with 5 young boys and his white hair people often said – what cute 
grandchildren…. He’d sternly correct them – beaming… he’d say – they’re mine! 
 
He would take us to Monterrey to visit our cousins – he loved visiting with his 
cousins and having us hang out with their children.    
 
He rarely complained, and even in his last few years, he was uncomfortable, but 
didn’t complain too much.    It’s amazing that they found all of those tumors this 
week – so no wonder he was so uncomfortable the last couple of years… but 
again, very little complaining. 
 
The educator 
 
He always told us to get an education and to never stop learning.  He used to say 
“Educate yourself.   Put as much information into your brain as you can.   
Fortunes may come to you and then slip through your hands, but whatever you 
put into your brain, no one can ever take away from you.     
 
A really good example of this was when I was beginning my senior year at UT in 
Austin.   He had found an opportunity to purchase a clothing manufacturing 
facility in Mexico through some contacts there.  He had always dreamed of 
growing his business into a distributor of clothing and this was his chance.   He 
and I talked at length about it.   We were going to manufacture sports wear, 
school spirit gear, even dress shirts, suits, and pants.   I knew we could eventually 
get into all lines and with Mark and John coming soon behind me, we’d develop a 



large organization and sell into chain stores all over the US and who knows where 
else.  I said – Dad… let’s go for it!    I have 3 years of college under my belt.  I don’t 
need a degree to do this with you.   I’ll never forget the look on his face when I 
said those words.   He looked right into my eyes and said.. Oh no…. no way.  You 
finish school.   I haven’t worked as hard as I have to put all of you through college 
for you to quit right before you finish.  This can wait until you get done.   I pleaded 
with him but he wouldn’t hear it.  If this means you quitting school then I don’t 
want it.  Well, it didn’t wait.   I finished school, the opportunity was no longer 
available and we never returned to it.    I’ll never forget his conviction to the 
cause of educating us.  I’m sure my brothers have similar personal stories. 
 
The man later in life 
 
Later in life he still worked at the store.  I think we made him give up the store 
when he was around 73 or something.   He just wouldn’t retire.    It was a hard 
thing for us to do, but we were worried that he’d be there alone and someone 
would come in and hurt him for the money in the register.   He loved his store and 
it was a difficult decision for us all.   We knew he’d decline some after he quit 
working every day.   He donated all of his inventory to churches and the Red Cross 
and went to help Mark for a few years in Edinburg.  Eventually his legs really 
started to give out on him so he slowly settled in to spending time at home with 
mom.   Finally they got into the routine of visiting me and my family in Austin and 
later Houston and Luis and his family in Castroville.   
 
As many of you know his dementia took quite a toll on him.    He started 
forgetting things and it hit me one day when he was visiting in Austin around 7 
years ago – he asked my mom how many boys he had.   She said 5 boys Edward… 
don’t be silly.   He insisted no… we only have 4 boys.  She just laughed it off.     
 
The dementia was no fun, and it was hard for us to watch.   We took him to a 
specialist in Houston a few years ago.    The doctor said to us…   Look… he has 
these bleeding aneurisms in his brain, but he’s too old to operate on.  If he were 
40 and had kids, I’d do it.   But not at his age.   I don’t think he’d survive the 
surgery.   He’s really not in any pain from the aneurisms or the dementia.   It hurts 
you guys more than it does him.     
 



One good thing about dementia – if there can be a good thing, was that for the 
last 3 years or so, he’d forget that you’d just introduced him to his grandchildren.   
He’d ask – who’s this beautiful little boy?   You’d tell him and he’d say whose is 
he?  He’s mine dad.  He’d ask how old is he?  He’s 1 dad.  Oh he’s beautiful, and 
he’d kiss him and hug him and talk baby talk to him and you could see the joy on 
his face.    Then about an hour later, he’d ask the same question about the same 
boy and you’d do it all over again and he’d be happy as a clam playing with your 
kids.    You know, he didn’t talk much with us for the last few years, mostly yes, 
no, and so-so.   It was a little hard for all of us to see him like that, especially since 
he had been so engaging all of his life.   But when he was with the kids he was 
very happy, so we put him in front of them often. 
 
I can only imagine 
 
I was in Houston on Wednesday when he passed away.   Everyone else was here 
in the hospital room with him.  I was on the phone with everyone when they 
decided to pull the breathing tube and see if he could keep breathing on his own.  
Well, as you know, he didn’t.   I’m sorry I wasn’t there, but I couldn’t make 
everyone go through anymore anguish by waiting 6 hours for me to drive down. 
 
I left work as soon as he left this world.  Stephanie picked up the kids, we packed 
the family and we finally were able to leave around 8pm.      
 
You know, none of us knows what death will be like.   Who knows if there will be 
a registration desk where you have to get in line and sign in… or if you just get 
assigned a cloud, or issued some wings or something… Who knows if he’s having a 
beer with uncle Rene or a coffee with his parents and brothers and sister… who 
knows. 
 
Stephanie and the kids were all sleeping in the van as I drove.   I had a headset on 
listening to my MP3 player.    Hits of the 70s… my wife hates that old people 
music anyway.    I had forgotten about this other song that I had on there until it 
came on.  It’s not a hit of the 70s.     It was around 1AM and we were somewhere 
between Kingsville and Raymondville.    
 
I can only imagine 
What it will be like, when I walk by your side 



I can only imagine 
What my eyes will see when your face is before me 
 
I can only imagine 
I can only imagine 
 
Surrounded by your glory 
What will my heart feel? 
Will I dance for you Jesus? 
Or in awe of you be still? 
Will I stand in your presence? 
Or to my knees will I fall? 
Will I sing Halleluiah? 
Will I be able to speak at all? 
 
I can only imagine 
I can only imagine 
 
As I listened to those words all I could do was cry for joy and say “You go Dad!     
We all want to meet our maker.  Every Christian heart longs to meet Jesus.    Not 
too soon.. but we all do right?    I guess he’s there now.    
 
Given my dad’s inability to walk very well the last few years, all I could think of 
was my dad seeing Jesus for the first time – Jesus stretching out his hand and 
calling his name, and dad getting up off his wheelchair and dropping his cane and 
running up to him.   Finally pain free.   Finally home. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


