John Joseph Gecsek
December 8, 1944 - May 14, 2020

John Joseph Gecsek, 75, of Hellertown, died on May 14, 2020 at his home. He was born
in Allentown, son of the late Joseph and Mary (Donchez) Gecsek. Jack was the devoted
husband to Dolores M. Gecsek. They celebrated their 53rd wedding anniversary on April
29th of this year.
Jack proudly served as a combat medic in the US Army 1st Infantry Division during the
Vietnam War. He retired from the Bethlehem Steel Corp. where he worked as a heavy
equipment operator at the Blast Furnace. Jack was a parishioner of St. Theresa of the
Child Jesus Catholic Church, Hellertown. He found great joy in attending flea markets and
collecting antiques.
Jack will be dearly missed by his wife, Dolores; children, Kathryne Hahn and husband,
Trevor; John Gecsek, Jr. and wife, Marilyn; Theresa White and husband, Charles; and
Anthony Gecsek; as well as his six grandchildren, Andrea Luther and husband, Joseph,
Aidan, Sadie, Thalia, Madeline, and Gianna; great grandchildren, Riley and Thea; and
sister, Irene Skelly.
Jack was preceded in death by his sisters, Marie Heckman, Margaret Rasich, Anna
Vucskits, Theresa Gecsek, Helen Kardos, and Ethel Wilhelm; and brothers, Charles,
Frank, Joseph, Anthony, and Stephen.
Services have been entrusted to the Connell Funeral Home and will be private. Memorial
contributions may be made to St. Jude Children’s Research Hospital and/or VNA of St.
Luke’s and/or the Center for Animal Health and Welfare.

Cemetery
Holy Saviour Cemetery
2575 Linden St.
Bethlehem, PA, 18017

Comments

“

There are so many good memories. A few of the ones that make me chuckle are
these.
I remember as a kid sitting in the barber chair we had in Dad's makeshift barber shop
in the basement dubbed "Jack's Clip Joint". I would go into great detail explaining to
Dad what kind of haircut I wanted. He would tell me with great enthusiasm "You got
it!" Then he'd give me the same wiffle cut I always got.
Once when I was about 13, Dad and Mom were out shopping for clothes. Dad picked
out a pair of jeans for me. I tried them on and I was drowning in them. When I said
that I thought they were too big, Dad assured all was fine. He said "that's how they're
wearing them". I remember wondering who "they" were and why they would want to
walk around in pants that you needed two hands to hold up.
When I was about 18, I wanted to buy a used car. Dad said he'd help look around for
something decent. He found a car that his buddy at work was selling. He told me not
to worry. He said, "I'll get you a good deal." I remember feeling confident having Dad
there and in his negotiating skills to get the price down. When we went to see the car,
the guy selling it said he wanted $1000 for it. I remember Dad turning to me and
saying "that sounds good".
Dad taught me a lot as well. When I was about 6, Dad called me over and asked if I
wanted to help him change the oil on his '75 Impala. I jumped at the opportunity. This
was great! I was going to help Dad change the oil. Well, things started out pretty well.
We got the plug loosened on the crank case and oil began to flow into the pan Dad
placed beneath it. When Dad tried to get the oil filter off, it wouldn't budge. After
repeated attempts, the filter wrench began slipping off the filter. Each time the
wrench would slip, Dad would bang his knuckles. Each time he banged his knuckles,
he would shout an explicative. In a short while, Mom came out into the driveway to
ask how things were going. By this time, Dad was pretty wound up. Mom finished
changing the oil. I learned two things that day. The first being that if you wanted your
oil changed, you were better off asking Mom. The second was, if you wanted to
expand your vocabulary, Dad knew all kinds of adjectives that would be sure to help
in driving your true feelings home.
This ones not really funny, but it shows a side of Dad not many people knew. He
could have been an artist and I guess in his own right, he was. In his spare time
working at the Bethlehem Steel, he would do art projects. He made small sculptures
out of railroad spikes. There was one he made that depicted a weightlifter shoulderpressing a barbell. There was another that he made that was of a basketball player
shooting a basketball. My favorite was one that he made out of wood and cloth. The
cloth was a kind of canvas material probably gotten from a filter sock of some type.
The wood, I have no idea what it was from, but Dad was able to make a pretty neat
replica of the Fred Flintstone-mobile. Growing up, I had that as a show piece in my
room for a number of years.
When we would go to Lake Nockamixon for the day, Dad made the best breakfasts .
He would make use eggs, "good" ham, and potatoes on a green Coleman burner on

a picnic table in the woods. Even though the potatoes were canned, they were so
good. Dad liked to use butter when he cooked.
Dad, we all love you and we miss you!
Jack
John Gecsek - June 04, 2020 at 04:11 PM

“

Pop could be tough and yet had a heart That loved and cared. No matter my mood,
he’d tell the corniest ‘dad joke’ and keep the laughter coming. There was always a
comfort in knowing he’d be there with those jokes ... memories will have to sustain us
until we meet again. I love you, Pop.

Rev. Trevor Hahn - May 21, 2020 at 01:38 PM

