
James, Jim, Son, Brother, Husband, Father, Friend and Boss.  James Albert Danekas was born August 4, 

1947.  In his lifetime he has had many important roles in which he took with grace, confidence and his whole heart 

and soul.  Many know him as a legend in the cattle industry, while others remember him as a friend with endless 

humorous comments and sayings.  He’s a spitting image of his father, Walter Danekas and had the work ethic only a 

boy growing up on a farm in Raymond, South Dakota could know.  His roots made him the amazing man that I am 

so lucky to call my father, and gave him the confidence and drive to make a move to California where he met his 

beautiful wife and started an amazing family and business.  

These roots included tending to cattle and crops as a young boy, attending grade school and high school in 

the small town of Raymond and a college education at South Dakota State University.  The oldest of five siblings; 

Gene, Janet, Judy and Ruth, he learned to be responsible, caring, tough, bossy and giving.  His parents taught him 

right from wrong and to never expect something to be handed to you.  His father provided the experience and 

passion for agriculture, which would open many doors for him throughout his life, lifetime friends and the 

foundation of his business; James Danekas and Associates. 

These roots allowed him to meet his soulmate, who also has the same passions, ideals and love for 

agriculture.  Meeting at a livestock show in California, they were destined to be together.  They both enjoy Angus 

cattle, a long hard day’s work, honesty, compassion and each other.  Together they have been an amazing team; they 

have two successful daughters now ages 33 and 35, a very prosperous business which include a sales management 

division and three cattle publications, an award winning herd of Angus cattle, a beautiful home, wonderful memories 

and endless love.  They are the perfect duo; my mother took care of the kids, office and home while my dad was the 

one to travel and be the face of what they created. 

Many know my father as the man alongside the auctioneer or around ring side, but some only know him as 

the prankster and funny guy.  He had some of the best sayings, which I think he learned from my Papa; his father.  

Some I cannot repeat while others are just the perfect comment for certain situations.  An example and some of my 

favorites is; tighter than a mosquito’s ass stretched over a rain barrel, half a bubble off plumb, more nervous than a 

whore in church and colder than a witch’s tit in a tin bra and my personal favorite; road hard and put away wet.  

Pardon my French.  He had a way about him to lighten most moments and make complete strangers feel like they 

were his best friend.  He could strike up a conversation with anyone and enjoyed every minute of it; even if we were 

in a hurry to get somewhere.  Heck, he could even get someone to bid more money on a calf in the ring just by 

striking up a conversation during the middle of an auction. 

Now I know my dad grew up on the farm but let’s just say over the years other than his great eye for cattle, 

I sometimes questioned this.  Being a wonderful husband when he was home he would try to “fix” things; move dirt 

for better drainage in the corral, mow the lawns, fix weather stripping on doors, fix fence and many other 

miscellaneous tasks around the ranch.  The outcome; a major flood in the cattle pens, breaking the fence by running 

into it with the mower, doors that can’t close, and lumber placed for transport through the back window of the truck 

resting on the dash resulting in it bouncing to shatter the front windshield.  We could never be mad because he was 

trying his best to make things better.  However, when my mom and I broke off the tail gate of the truck hauling cows 

or me somehow running into the dumpster with the stock trailer, we heard about it and would often remind him that 

he too wasn’t perfect.  All in all, in the end we all got a good chuckle out of it and these made for great stories 

around the dinner table. 

Over the years my dad trekked many miles for the business; managing over a thousand sales mostly in the 

western states but also as far away as New York.  He spent a lot of time on the road with his sale brothers.  Many of 

which will remember him as determined, organized, brutally honest and a good time.  These guys were his family 

away from home and I thank them today for helping make the job that he truly loved that much more pleasurable 

and memorable.  They will remember his calls off the block, sayings like; cheap as a broom, heifer bull, longer than 

a well rope, don’t be bashful and yep, yep, yep as the bids came in.  One auctioneer in particular worked with my 

dad so well they went together like bread and butter.  Working together is was almost like they were magic on the 

block and together they were the best team.   



My father was dedicated in everything he did.  No matter the size of the sale or the client he was working 

for; he made it a priority to get the job done with 110% of his effort and knowledge.  He did the same for his family.  

He gave us so much over the years and a wonderful life.  He worked so hard for what we have that it is unfortunate 

that he can’t still be here for the golden years to enjoy it.  His life was cut short by a little organ that can make or 

break life.  Born with a heart defect, he battled an unhealthy heart for years.  Most doctors never expected that he 

would do so well for so long, but with his determination and being a great patient over the years, he beat the odds.  

In the last attempt to extend his life his body couldn’t fight anymore.  His will was there but his poor little body 

couldn’t keep up.  It wasn’t supposed to happen this way.  His surgery should have made his heart stronger and he 

was supposed to come home and share more precious moments with his wife and family.  But as my dad has always 

told me; life isn’t fair so make the best of what you’ve got and try to move on. 

These last few days have been the hardest time I’ve ever had to face in my life.  I can hear him saying to 

me; bite your lip and buck up.  In that, we went to our office to work the next day after we said goodbye to him to 

keep what he has built going, keeping his legacy alive.  Leading up to this moment has been a good one for my 

father other than his heart struggles.  In the last year he managed a sale that grossed over one million dollars, went to 

a world series game, saw the San Francisco Giants win the series, took a trip in a glider plane, started a new 

publication, visited many good friends in great locations, celebrated 37 years of marriage, spent the holidays with 

his mother and he walked me down the aisle to marry my love.  Without knowing he would be gone, he sure made 

his last days memorable. 

My father, mother and I worked together for years.  I began working with them on our Angus cattle and 

then was privileged to work underneath him at James Danekas and Associates these last four years; traveling with 

him and working with him every day learning and taking in all of which made him great at what he did.  I will 

cherish each and every moment, even when I left his butt a sale yard because we had sorted bulls all day in the snow 

and he said we couldn’t take a lunch by two’O clock in the afternoon.  He wasn’t in the best of health and I was just 

hungry.  Later when I picked him up we went to dinner and nothing was said, but that was the last time we didn’t 

stop for a lunch.  The three of us would have moments of not agreeing, get in conflicts, lay it all out on the table and 

move on like nothing had happened.  We were a great team and we just lost our MVP.   

As mentioned, my dad had a bad heart.  He fought this for years, especially the last six.  He never wanted 

to share his battle with anyone, even some close friends.  He didn’t want pity and definitely didn’t want to show 

weakness.  Only my mother and I, and in the last two years his sister Ruth, knew what he was facing.  Recently, I 

had to open up about his situation to our industry in the form of our publications.  I personally couldn’t handle it 

anymore, hiding the truth.  When close friends and clients approached me asking if he was OK, I would have to slap 

a smile on my face and say, “yes of course he is” and quickly walk away to hold back the tears.  I explained this to 

him and had to twist his arm in order to release the news.  Since doing so, many people shared their concern and 

were surprised by this news.  He hid it well; he never complained even though he could and should have.  And until 

recently, he never pulled the heart card until my mom questioned the price of his new office chair and his response 

was, “hey, who’s the heart patient here.”  He was by far the most gallant and brave person I will ever have the honor 

to know and love.  Being his daughter is by far the most rewarding aspect of my life.  I have lost my idol, my best 

friend and my father. 
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