
Warren Wayne - Story and Legacy 
 
What do you imagine people will say about you when you're gone? 
What are the kinds of things that will live on in this world because of your existence in it? 
When you’ve taken your last breath what will your legacy be? 
 
I think about legacy a lot. 
Often times, faced with endless options of how to spend your time, it helps to point us in the 
direction of our life’s purpose. 
 
Not necessarily in terms of accomplishments or accolades - but in terms of change. 
 
What or who in this world will change as a direct result of the life you choose to live. 
 
Choose is the operative word — it is one thing to simply be — to simply live — or survive, but it 
is another to do so with intention. 
 
To live with intention is to live with purpose.  
To live with purpose is to promote a positive change in the things or people around you.  
When done well, this change lives longer than any man can. 
This is legacy. 
This is Warren. 
 
Today is a great day. 
Full of family, friends and neighbors. 
 
Today is a day full of joy and of sadness, full of happiness and of hurt. 
A day full of memories we hold dear and of the stories we have to share.  
Today is a day to reflect and celebrate a life well-lived. 
 
Today and the days to come are a blessing for our families as we gather together to spend time, 
share meals and to tell stories of the times since we’ve seen each other last. 
 
But this moment right now feels extra special.  
It feels extra special because all of us, together, get the opportunity to celebrate the life of one 
of my favorite people in the whole world — Warren. 
Even now amidst the crowd of black dress and sad faces, I can’t help but smile when I think 
about him. 
Grandpa’s are great, but Warren was like my bonus grandpa. 
He spoiled me when he didn’t have to, scolded me when appropriate, and was always up for an 
extra scoop of ice cream. 
Plus he had the coolest house for a kid - a pool table, an atari, bocce ball, and that pool-sized 
hot tub with the diving board. 



An 8 year olds heaven. 
Not to mention the dartboard in the basement with those amazing metal tipped darts. I suppose 
now would be as good a time as any to officially say “sorry for the 900 holes I put in the wall and 
thanks for not making me feel bad when dart after dart ‘just slipped’. I think it was smart to sell 
that house - I’m pretty sure that section was going to crumble at any minute. 
 
So besides being patient and forgiving… who was Warren? What did he do? What was his 
essence? As is true with anyone, it depends who you ask. 
 
Warren A Wayne: 

Son, brother, husband, parent, grandparent, uncle and Wayne family patriarch. 
Businessman and entrepreneur. 
Sailor in the Coast Guard and World War II vet. 

 
Warren was many things to many people but this morning I hope I can give you a little idea of 
what he was to me. He may not have known it but Warren’s subtle ways and his no BS attitude 
were a great teachers for me. Here are just a few things that he taught me: 
 
Be gentle and kind 
Warren was my godfather and is also where I get my middle name — Zachary Warren. 
About 30 years ago, under the pressures of being a young, expectant mother my mom found 
relief and joy in Warren’s special kind of love.  
He was warm and encouraging without judgement - “Just another one to love” he’d say. 
That ‘one’ ended up being me and ‘to love’ is exactly what Warren did. 
Warren’s reaction in those moments shaped who I am today -- name included. 
I couldn’t be more proud. 
 
Be generous (even if it’s your birthday) 
In my eyes Warren will always be the model of what it means to live a full life. 
To grow old and stay sharp is not a luxury afforded to all but was something that Warren did 
exceedingly well. 
Rattling off answers to Jeopardy questions while he played cards or read his book. 
 
A few days before his 90th birthday Mom and I surprised him at their home in Havasu.  
He knew Mom was coming, but I didn’t make my presence known until the moment we knocked 
on the door. 
Tough old Warren may have had a tear in his eye, he was so surprised. 
We shook dice and listened to old records for hours. 
On the morning of his birthday I was determined to be up and ready to go before he got up. 
As I rolled off the couch at 7 a.m. here was Warren at the griddle making us his signature 
buttermilk pancakes. 
“How many do you want?” he called. 
“Aren’t I supposed to be making YOU the pancakes?” 



“I don’t think so.” he chuckled. 
 
There are two hidden lessons from Warren here: The first is ‘if you want something done right, 
always do it yourself’ and the second is to never try and beat a 90 year old man out of bed the 
morning. 
 
Always tell stories 
On that trip we spent a lot of time around the table. 
We shook dice, played cards and listened to old records while Warren told us stories about the 
Coast Guards or the old store uptown or about the time he saw Mahlia Jackson in concert, 
nearly front row. 
In these moments I was hooked -- enthralled by his oral storytelling. 
I did everything I could to keep him talking -- we all know Warren so that wasn’t too hard -- but 
you know what I mean. 

He told stories of the places he’d been - Whether it was the Coast Guard training in 
Brooklyn, Nights out in Rockefeller Center, or his seemingly endless shifts aboard the United 
States Coast Guard Cutter Taney, off the shores of Okinawa 

Sometimes they were of the people he’d met 
And sometimes they were about nothing really at all 
Whatever the subject, Warren had a way of making you always want to listen. 
He had a way of saying things that grabbed and held your attention. 
Maybe it was the way he looked you in the eye and then looked away as he searched for 

every last detail he could muster 
Or it could have been the way he tapped his fingers on the table as the subtle melody of 

his words rolled off his lips. 
Or it may have simply been the promise of hearing his little chuckle after he delivered the 

punchline 
Whatever the magic, I was obsessed. 
I wanted to know how to do what he did. 
I wanted to capture the stories, put them in a bottle and share them with everyone who 

wasn’t as lucky to hear them in person. 
So with the help of ‘his girls’ Tammy and Tracy - we recorded a few and put them up 

storieswithwarren.com - take a listen if you get a few mins. 
I think they’re great. 

 
 
Warren was kind, he was generous and he had a special way of sharing his life experiences. 
For me, this is Warren’s legacy. 
These are the things that shaped me in a subtle but profound way.  
And I can only hope to live them out in my own life. 
 
As many of you may know, I just became an uncle myself for the first time. 
Dakota and Courtney just welcomed their little girl Collins into the world a week ago today. 



7lbs 12oz and 100% adorable. 
Since they announced their pregnancy a lot of friends have been asking me what kind of uncle 
I’m going to be. 
And while I’ve never been one before - I think have a pretty good idea where to start. 
 
Warren Wayne - a man loved by many, respected by all and who in his wake left a legacy of 
laughter and wisdom.  
You really nailed it, Warren. 
I’ll see you again soon, but hopefully not too soon. I’ve got a lot of catching up to do.  
 
Thanks for everything. 
 
 
 
 


