Newspaper Article

Thursday, December 12, 1940

OLD WEST ERA CLOSES WITH DEATH OF EUGENE EMERY, 96


Marking the close of an ea, death came to Eugene Emery, 96, Thursday of last week.  He had come to the Goose creek country with livestock in 1879, but twelve years before that he had gone with a drove of cattle to Humboldt country, Nevada.  A typical Westerner in the best sense of that sometimes misused word, he relied much on his horse, his pipe and his rifle. He liked to read and continued this habit until the end, reading without glasses after his 96th anniversary.  He spent hours keeping his gun in excellent condition, and he could still ride horseback.  A man of peace, he never fought the Indians, but made friends of them.  While he didn’t like to go visiting, he loved conversation with his friends, and took special delight in playing with children and telling them stories.


He liked to play cribbage.  Prospecting was a hobby.  He loved the foothill country and never tired of its vegetable and animal life.  A sprig of juniper was not without meaning to him.  While he did a lot of smoking, it is said that he didn’t inhale.  None of his boys smoke.

No wonder that children loved to listen to his stories.  A dozen volumes could well be written about his life.  The last three years Mr. Emery spent with his son and daughter-in-law, Mr. and Mrs. James Emery and their children and he was particularly devoted to the little boy who is now four years old.


Honesty, truthfulness, integrity and hospitality are named by acquaintances as among Mr. Emery’s outstanding qualities.  As Cyrus Hunter said at the funeral, Mr. Emery never caught a fish bigger than it really was.  Bishop Ivan W. Holt pronounced him a square-shooter even in such matters as horse-trading.  His hospitality was attested by Clarence Nelson who told how, when he left home, Mr. Emery would leave a key and a note on the outside of the house.  The note said something like this:  “Help yourself to what you need but be careful to close the door when you leave.”  This note remains one of the glorious memories of vanished western splendor.


The outdoor life, full of what would look like hardships to the less venturesome, agreed with him.  Except for an illness in the spring of 1934, he had good health practically all his life.


His honesty was not the result of lack of opportunity to do otherwise.  The range used to have many an unbranded calf and colt but, as Cyrus Hunter staid (sic), Mr. Emery always insisted on the owner getting credit for each animal.


Mr. Emery was the eldest of a group of friends who used to live in the Goose-Trapper creeks country.  The late “Uncle Phil” Shaw and James Devine went to the last roundup years ago.  Another friend of Mr. Emery’s came to the Goose creek country in rather early days, though he was a great deal younger than the others—William R. Gray, who now lives on Poplar street, Oakley.  Mr. Emery married Mr. Gray’s sister.

Eugene Emery was born November 26, 1844, in Schoharie county, New York, the son of Lafayette and Eliza Emery of that state.  His father was a wheelwright and followed his craft in that state until 1850 when he moved to Wisconsin.  Two years later he died in his new home and his widow returned with her children to New York where she remained until 1866 (sic) and married a second husband, Daniel Van Valkenburg.  They then moved to Macon county, Missouri, and after a short residence there, passed two years in Kansas and so kept moving back and forth until 1866 (sic)when they took up their residence at Danville, New York, and remained there until 1877.  She then came to Idaho where she died October 13, 1891.

When the family moved to Danville in 1866 Eugene took the other direction, coming to Salt Lake City that fall.  The next spring he went with a drove of cattle to Humboldt county, Nevada, where he remained until 1873, working for a man named Withington, taking horses mostly for pay.  He then went to White Pine county in the same state where he remained in the cattle business until 1879.  In that year he came to Idaho and settled on Goose creek where he has since made his home.

The first winter on Goose creek he lived in a cave, bringing his supplies by pack-horse from Kelton, Utah, a distance of seventy-five miles.  There were only four other families in a large extent of the surrounding country, and by his example and active efforts he stimulated emigration and settlement.


He was married on June 16, 1877, to Miss Ida Gray  at Douglas, Wyoming.  Mrs. Emery died fifteen years ago.  Nine children were born, of whom seven are living:  Eugene,  Ned, Phillip and James Emery of Oakley;  Mrs. Charlie Johnston, Oakley;  Mrs. Frank Bedke, Oakley (the Goose creek country);  Mr. Hazen Hawke of Ashton.   There are 15 grandchildren.

Mr. Emery served with the Union troops as a teamster on the Kansas-Missouri border in the summer of 1864 and was present at the battle wheer (sic) the guerilla leader, Bill Anderson, was killed. 


He also knew Wild Bill Hickock quite well.


He was never an active politician in the party sense, but had been deeply interested in local affairs, serving as school trustee and so forth.


At the funeral, conducted at Second ward chapel Monday in charge of Bishop Ivan W. Holt, prayer was offered by President George H. Severe.  A biographical sketch was given by H.L. Hunter and talks were made by Cyrus Hunter, Clarence Nelson and Bishop Holt.   A quartet, directed by Mrs. Raida Black and composed of her together with Mrs. Althera Hardy, Forrest Severe and Stephen Paskett, sang “Just Beyond the Hilltop” and “Beautiful Isle of Somewhere.”  Forest Severe sang “That Silver Haired Daddy of Mine:” Eugene Price of Burley sang “Empty Saddles.”  Benediction was by John A. Clark.


Pall bearers were Hilton Emery, Junior Emery, Karl Bedke, Aubrey Emery, Carl Gorringe, Ralph Gorringe.  Flower girls were Vilma, Dorothy, Merle, Patricia, Verna and Guina Emery.  Charles L. Haight  dedicated the grave.

