Reed Hunsaker Lewis

1915 - 1984
Researched, Compiled, and Written

By His Son, Hyrum Vestal “Ves” Lewis

1986
INTRODUCTION

This biography, completed in 1986, came about through the efforts of the friends and family of Reed Hunsaker Lewis. Sources include some of his own words, taken from letters written to me, remarks and anecdotes written by my brothers, Lee and Don, and others.

Biographies are ominous documents. They give us a glimpse of the good in other people, simultaneously revealing the faults. No intent to discredit is intended, as I have attempted to write and edit from an objective viewpoint, without excessive consideration for feelings and emotions. The end goal is that this record of my father's life will serve well those who follow. 

Birth and Early Childhood
"I was born on February 13, 1915 in a log house in Declo, Idaho," the son of Hyrum Smith Lewis and Harriet Hunsaker. 

"This house was later moved and used as the middle section, or hay storage place, in the new barn Dad was building along with a new house, still in its present location at the Lewis homestead in Declo."

"I was the fifth son, the tenth and last child my parents had. In fact, there was nine years difference between the youngest child, my sister Alpha Myrle, and me. All together there were five boys and five girls." The complete genealogy to date is included in family records elsewhere. 

"It has been said that I was raised on a horse because Dad bought me a Shetland pony and a cart before I was three years old. Dad bought the pony from President Axline, at that time the President of Albion Normal School", the state's local teacher training college not far from Declo. "Dad gave a $100 Liberty Bond from World War I for the pony and cart." Reed named this pony, Mutt, and he was indeed a frequent companion.

"Because I was the youngest in the family, my brothers and sisters, who were much older than I, and, in fact, had children older than I was, treated me as a baby, and I enjoyed it and had nearly everything a kid ever had. I should say they spoiled me and as yet I haven't gotten over it."

In fact, Reed Hunsaker Lewis was one of those babies called "impossible." He arrived late in the life of his parents and the news of a pregnancy was quite a surprise to everyone. He had an older brother nearly 27 years his senior and several cousins old enough to be his father! 

Because most of the family lived close to the Lewis home in Declo during the early part of Reed's life, he became the amusement of all and thus was considerably spoiled, by his own admission. Much attention was given this child and he lacked for nothing.

In the words of Ruth B. Fuller, a daughter of Camilla and James L. Bronson, and a niece of Reed's, "He was pampered and spoiled. Lloyd [a son of Eola and R. Frank Fisher, cousin to Ruth, and nephew to Reed], Reed and I grew up together. Reed always had the roller skates, ice skates, a Shetland pony named Mutt and I don't recall his parents saying 'No' to him. . . . . They used to let Mutt come in the house on special occasions like Christmas or Thanksgiving and he would walk upstairs, no small feat for a Shetland Pony! 

I do now recall that Reed ran through a plate glass door in the first old home in Declo; never even had a scratch, although glass shattered, sort of a miracle."

Reed's Sister Saves his Life as a Baby
There were reasons that little Reed was "loved, pampered, and indulged". The fact that Grandmother Lewis was nearly 44 years old at the birth of Reed would cause fear in itself , but it was soon discovered that she could not nurse Reed. Infant formulas were not yet in use so all kinds of milk were tried: cow, goat, and mare. None agreed with Reed. 

Ruth Fuller quotes Grandpa Lewis, "We despaired for his life. He was getting weaker and tried all the time." So, Aunt Camilla, Reed's own sister, moved home and became wet nurse to Reed while still nursing her own two-month old baby, the same Ruth that is providing these quotes. Camilla was herself weak and frail but was the only one with sufficient milk. Again Ruth quotes Grandpa, "She saved his life." 

Family Tragedy When Reed was Two
Additionally, when Reed was two years old, a tragedy occurred in the family. All parents can understand that the loss of a child would cause fear and needless guilt upon themselves and any younger children would naturally be somewhat spoiled by the parent's concern for the youngster's welfare. Auton Rudger, Reed's 19-year-old brother, committed suicide by shooting himself. 

Ruth Fuller states, "In our grandparent’s day so many things were 'hush, hush' hidden and not discussed or understood." Most of us even now
 don't know why this happened and it is no longer important but this terrible load undoubtedly affected the treatment Reed received as he was being reared and helps explain why so many people observed his protected behavior. 

"By now I must be about five years old, chubby fat and toe-headed as they come. Mutt was still my pride and joy, but I never failed to have a dog with me. My folks were in the cattle business, along with farming, and brothers Wayne and Oleen would tease me about being a sheepherder because I always had a dog with me. This irritated me so that I planned to dispose of the dog. Luckily enough, Wayne caught me just in time. I had the dog, holding his head over the chopping block with my foot, and the axe in my hand, ready to deliver the final blow when he yelled and rescued the dog." 

This early anecdote reveals a truth about Reed's character that was exhibited throughout his life. He was often found to be prejudiced against certain groups of people, sometimes racial or ethnic, sometimes occupational or social. Fortunately, few of these prejudices carried over to the next generation; all three sons attempting to rid themselves of it. While any generation wishes its offspring to have what it did not and to believe in the old way, it seldom realizes that there are inevitable observations by young people that cause them to eschew what they consider to be inferior ideals and favor their own, good or bad. 

Starting School
"Being born in February, I could not start school when I was six because the rule was that you had to be six before January 1st or wait another year, which I did." 

"Somewhere along here, Mrs. Harone gave me a cat. I still had Mutt and the cart. I hated cats so much, and still do, I can't understand why I accepted it because on the way home I drove down the canal bank and threw the cat in. Naturally my only excuse was that I thought cats could swim like dogs. So I drowned my first cat." 

"The folks would send me up to the post office for the mail, but the mailman would give the mail to Mutt because he said he trusted Mutt far more than he did me. Many, many times on my way home, Mutt would run away with me and when he turned the corner into the driveway at home I would go sailing off; lucky I never got hurt from this, but I did get kicked in the mouth several times."

"By now I must be ready for my first grade at Declo Elementary School. Sure, Mother had to take her baby the first day. Anyway, this was my start at professional education and learning. Somehow I struggled through the first, second, third and fourth grades; just an average kid."

Falling from Creepy
"Without fail, on my birthday every year, my mother would have a birthday dinner for me and invite my school teacher. This was just an added present for me and I liked the idea." Rural America was different in those days, wasn't it? "It was when I was in the fifth grade that I met with a real serious accident. 

"Wayne and I were herding a small band of sheep in the field and he sent me after the mail on a horse named Creepy. On the way back from the post office a dog barked and chased me. Creepy became frightened and ran away with me. Going down a small hill, she fell with me and I struck my head on the ground near my left eye and temple, which rendered me totally unconscious for seventy-two hours and semi-conscious for three weeks, and left me with my right side, head to foot, paralyzed. 

"In those days, such an accident was very serious. When I finally regained my bearings a bit, the first thing I asked for was Bishop Olsen to come and administer to me and bless me to get well and I made this request several times during my recovery. 

"The doctor would come out from Burley every day and sometimes even two or three times. This continued for three months and nearly prevented me from finishing the fifth grade, however my teacher wanted me to continue with my class and promoted me to the sixth grade anyway. Believe it or not, I made my best grades in that year. When Dad took me for my final check-up with the doctor, he asked him how much he owed him. Dr. Oldham said, 'I haven't done anything for Reed; he was spared from death by a much greater power than mine. All you owe me is $25.00 to pay for my car expense.' 

"In addition to the faith in healing which Dr. Oldham expressed from the horse fall, was the fact that both Rachel and Oleen were on a mission in Canada for the Church and their prayers for my recovery were answered."

Testimonies gained early in life do not always sustain our faith throughout life; we must constantly refresh them or they will wither and die. Reed did little to build upon this foundation of faith in his later life, yet he always remembered the incident and its meaning. Remember that these words were written by him when he was 44 years old, long past the incident. 

The following is a poem written by Reed while he was in the fifth grade, about 1926. It was sent to me by my Aunt Rachel: 

MY PONY

I have a little pony,

His name is just plain Mutt.

He comes to my door each morning,

To see if I am up.

I feed him bread and sugar,

Which he eats with much delight.

But most of all he enjoys

the oats I feed him every night.

When I first got this pony,

I was just a lad of three.

He had more sense than I,

As you can plainly see.

I hitched him to a little cart

And drove with all my might.

No matter how many spills I had,

He brought me home all right.

As the years went by,

And older I grew,

The tricks he played on me

Were not so very few.

Many times when I tried to catch him,

No matter how kind I'd be,

He would run and kick up his heels,

And to the other end of the field he'd be.

Often when I would ride

Several miles from home;

I would have him securely tied,

But he would leave me to come alone.

He thinks it is his privilege

To go just where he pleases,

And gates must be securely tied,

Or he gets through with ease.

But now Mutt is getting very old;

Almost thirty-three.

I'd surely hate to part with him,

We've been such pals you see.

"My four false teeth are the result of rolling an automobile tire on the front porch and riding over it. I lost my balance and fell on my face. The cement porch at home in Declo still has my teeth prints in it. At least I thought I had fallen that hard. This was while I was still in grade school, ten or eleven years old."

Today the Lewis home in Declo is a stately old farm house, large to be sure, but spectacular only in the minds of those whose youth was spent there. Today's features in modern homes have totally eclipsed those found from that earlier era when this home was built. 

Don says, "The walls are about two feet thick and there is a sort of passageway between two of the bedrooms that I thought was secret when I was young." Even two major remodelings have not made this home completely modern. It has remaining only a few of the old features, considered forerunners of style and utility in that time, but it is very comfortable. It was possibly opulent for the people of Declo at that time and continued to impress nearly everyone for many years. 

Grandpa Lewis
 had planted spruce and fir trees in the large front yard and they could be seen for miles, creating a landmark that matched the grandeur of the home itself. For many years this stately home was indeed a spectacle of respect and admiration. 

There were many visitors, some whom were influential and politically powerful, that came because of the Lewis family itself, especially Hyrum. Parties and other social gatherings were frequent and it was considered an honor by anyone from this part of the country to be invited to the Lewis home. 

"I finished grade school in 1928, and in my eighth grade, my teacher's name was Reed Lewis, the same as mine and spelled the same; no relation, however.

Adolescent Years
"I was a deacon and teacher in the Church. During my active Church days I organized a Church orchestra in Declo and we played for all the singing and music. I got the idea from a church in Salt Lake City that Wayne and Alice were members of when I visited them one summer.

"During my adolescence my folks had a roller-piano and my love for music probably started here. I would play it and everybody would gather around and sing, including all the kids and even grown-ups in the neighborhood. Some of the tunes I remember are, 'Forever Blowing Bubbles', and 'Isle of Golden Dreams'. We also later got a phonograph and that almost took the place of the piano. I would get my dog, bring him in the house, put him in the big leather chair and play the record, 'Want to Go Where You Go'. During my recovery from the horse-fall accident, I nearly drove everybody crazy making them play the record, 'By Side', for me.

"I am now in high school for four years. I was never elected class president, but every year I was an officer. It was in high school that I started playing the saxophone in the school orchestra and band. I was also still playing the piano and still taking private lessons. I was about ten when my folks started me taking piano lessons and now with both piano and saxophone, I guess I almost drove them out of the house.

"During high school I can't really recall anything so exciting. I did act in two school dramatic plays, band and orchestra, and piano concerts. I was not active, nor too interested in sports, although I attended all the games and like baseball best.

High School Graduation and the Beginning of College
"I graduated from high school in 1933. Unfortunately, the year 1933 was a very severe winter and the school district was in real bad financial condition so the school board decided to close the school in six months instead of the usual nine. The closing of school early permitted me to attend Albion State Normal the last quarter of that year. I graduated from the school in 1935 with a Teacher's Certificate."

In 1982, Ann and I had the opportunity to drive Mother home to Washington from Utah where we had attended another Roberts family reunion. As we began driving into Idaho, I thought it might be nice to take a side trip from the main highway into Albion. It had been many years since I had gone there; many more for Mother. 

We ate lunch in a quaint old restaurant and headed for the old school on the top of a hill. It was then mostly run down, like Albion itself, windows broken out of most buildings, some of which were also boarded up. One building, the gym, was still accessible and we could hear a few boys playing ball in there. 

We strolled the walks between the buildings, grass and weeds growing through the cracks, and noted the old fountains, long since dry, the building design, the size of the facility, and pondered its future. Since closing as a teacher's college many years ago, it became another institution, I think for boys, and is now largely unused. We entered the dorms, walked the halls, viewed the individual rooms, the bathrooms, and the dining hall. 

There was a sadness here, perhaps being more poignant with Mother telling about her experiences here, her first visit shortly after meeting Reed, when she was invited, by special permission because of her age and ungraduated status from high school, to the graduation ceremonies for Reed. He was proud to escort her and she was extremely flattered to accompany him. This was a prestige place for the area and it was quite a thing to be able to go there.

Our departure from here was also strangely sad. We all knew this was probably the last time we would ever be there, certainly with the buildings still standing, and especially with Mother relating to us the way it was in the late 30's. I wanted a tape recorder so that I could capture all she said. Instead, we had to content ourselves with only the partial memory of what she said and the more vivid memory of our feelings while walking about the place. That's all we could keep.

"While in school at Albion, I was an agent for a dry cleaning place at Burley. I picked up and delivered on foot. I was also a janitor in the dining hall.

Getting Started in Life as an Adult
"During summer vacation, I worked on the farm doing all types of work connected with the farm. My first professional job was as a fourth grade teacher in Afton, Wyoming, from September 1935 to June 1936. During Christmas vacation of 1935, I returned home to marry Marzo Roberts, December 23, 1935, from which came the best three boys in the world. Marzo returned to Afton with me and in February I had my tonsils removed. 

"The next day was the state ski tournament in Afton and we attended in 30 degree below zero weather and 20 feet of snow! I didn't miss a day of school."

Aunt Doris wrote the following to me in a letter dated Jan. 8, 1985: "When I first met your father, Reed H. Lewis, he was dating your mother. They loved to dance and I might add were the most beautiful dancers on the Y-Dell floor. Jesse L. Roberts [my grandfather] was manager
 ...and it was a very popular place for all ages of people who loved to dance. Reed was a very handsome young man and very talented. He played the piano as well as some other musical instruments. I can't remember just what, but horns of some kind." 

Ruth Fuller also relates,
 "Reed was behind us a year in school. I went to teach at Oakley, Idaho. Reed taught somewhere near Afton, Wyoming, and he was married to Marzo Roberts near Christmas 1935. They were both young and I'm certain, very immature. I did see them when they were living at the Y-Dell in Burley. It seems as if they had a boy - probably 2 small babies. I've only seen your father a very few times since then. Where is your mother? She was a sweet person."

I lived with my father only as a small child, so I do not remember it. Mother and Reed were divorced while I was still a baby. But while growing up I was always interested in him. I questioned many who had known him at this time of his life. 

Grandpa and Grandma Roberts told of a handsome young man, the envy of many, who was intelligent, very talented in music, properly polite, well spoken, and very active. He was vibrant, full of life and energy, and cut a fine figure in all that he did. He came from a financially secure family, a prominent family, that had influence all over the state. Grandpa Lewis was involved in politics during that time and was well known and respected. 

Reed had more potential than most men, according to all I have talked to. When people tell me that, it usually makes me a little sad. I suppose it's from the regret brought about by the life of a man who forfeited the development of these qualities for others of less merit. Such is life for many, but I never forgot these favorable things about my father, often contemplating what might have been or how he actually was when he had more going for him than in his later life when I knew him better.

In addition to the mentioned three sons, to this union was also born Joseph Robert Lewis, who died within 8 hours of birth from collapsed lungs,
 and Albert, who was adopted into Cecil and Ila Smith's family at birth and grew up as a cousin. That is a separate interesting story.

A Brother-Cousin

Mother was very ill near the birth of her fifth child, Albert. She was unable to care for him, knew it, and with the pending divorce, was not mentally prepared for adding another infant. It was prearranged to give him up for adoption, a difficult decision. My aunt Ila, long interested in foster care and adoption, agreed to take the baby and raise him, provided she could truly adopt him. This eventually occurred and Albert was sealed to Cecil and Ila, raised totally as their own to adulthood, and was a cousin for all of us. 

Don was told by Grandma Roberts about this arrangement the night before a family reunion, about 1950, but Lee did not know until several years later when I told him myself. It created surprise and some resentment. Lee could not understand why it was kept from him. How can we explain what others do?

"While teaching school band, and orchestra, in my group pictures, I look younger than my students. Both while teaching in Afton and later in Rupert, I gave private piano lessons after school and on weekends."

But Reed did not like teaching school and left that profession after two years. He was well liked by his students, but he did not like the close contact with that age group. 

"I bought my first car in Afton, a 1928 Chevrolet. The summer of 1936, I attended summer school at the University of Idaho at Moscow, studying in business administration. The next school year, 1936‑37, I taught 5th, 6th, 7th and 8th grade departmental subjects and directed the school band. I also organized harmonica bands in Afton and at Pioneer School, Rupert, Idaho. 

"While teaching school at Rupert, I had appendicitis and had to be cut open. I lost three weeks teaching but they didn't dock my wages. I also had a wreck with the 1936 Plymouth
 in Rupert while on the way home from teaching school. Another car hit me in an intersection and tipped me over. I had one of the other teachers with me but no one was hurt. 

"In Afton, my pay was $55 a month, $660 a year. At Rupert I made $90 a month, $810 a year.

"Leland was born while we were in Rupert, on October 10, 1936" in the home on the Roberts farm just outside town. "My job then was manager of the Y-Dell Ballroom near Burley. Donald was born in that building, in the apartment upstairs, on February 14, 1938. We were here about a year and a half. Vestal was born on August 9, 1940", again in the farm home of the Roberts'.

Doris adds,
 "After your folks married, they moved to Afton, Wyoming where he taught school. After one year there, they moved to Rupert and Reed taught out to Pioneer Grade School. Lee was born and they lived in an apartment close to Rupert High where I was going to school. 

"I often took my lunch and spent noon hour with Marzo and Lee. I used to put my sandwich up to Lee's mouth and he would suck as hard as he could. Marzo and Reed soon left Rupert and moved to Shoshone. It seems like Reed worked for the highway department in books or something. Soon after this they moved into the upstairs apartment at the Y-Dell. Willard and I both worked there on Saturday evenings. We went early and made hamburger patties to be sold that night." This was to help Reed and Marzo in their job of managing the concession. 

[Doris]: "Also in Reed and Marzo's early years of marriage, Reed charged lots of foodstuff to J. L. Roberts. Dad paid for awhile but had to put a stop to it. Reed was born late in life to his parents and his sister Rachel who was 17 years older than Reed really raised him.
 Reed's Dad was Speaker of the House in Boise and was there much of his time. He and all his family spoiled Reed so much they paid to get him out of every scrape he got into. This had a bad effect on Reed all his life." 

"In 1939 and 1940, I was an attaché in the Idaho State Senate, then worked for the Law Enforcement Department at the check station in Strevel, Idaho, then was transferred to the Drivers License Division and sold licenses in Burley and Rupert. I also held other jobs for the state but in 1940 the Republicans lost the election and I was out of a job. Later that year, Dad ran for Lieutenant Governor and I took him all over the state campaigning.

Slipping on the Ice
"While in Shoshone, I bought my only new car; a 1940 Chevrolet, which cost $890. In early January, 1941, I took a trip that wasn't meant to be. I started out to Boise from Shoshone to try and get a state job from the Democrats. The roads were covered with ice and snow and I drove too fast for a curve and the car skidded off the road and rolled over three times, throwing me out. I still have the scars on my legs from the cuts. A passing motorist picked me up and took me to Gooding Hospital to get sewn up."

There were problems in the marriage. While there had been many good times and positives within the marriage, they were not enough to overpower the negatives. Exactly what happened is not important. It is only important that the marriage did not continue and the family was split up.

Post Divorce Activity
"In 1941, I sold cars for Hanzel's in Rupert until I got an appointment to the Umatilla Ordinance Depot at Hermiston, Oregon, handling equipment rentals. During World War II, I lived in Vallejo, California, as a block air raid warden. I met Helen Perry there and we were married on July 28, 1942, in Reno, Nevada, and honeymooned at Lake Tahoe and Yosemite Park. I also did accounting for the Navy at the Mare Island Naval Shipyard in Vallejo and Hunters Point, San Francisco. Also, I worked at the C. B. Gentry plant in Gilroy, and other canneries in the vicinity of San Jose.

"Before going to Gilroy, we sold our car in San Francisco and went to Declo for two weeks, then went to Brigham City where I got a job at Bushnell General Hospital for the Army. When I took Helen from San Francisco to Declo, it was the first time my folks had met her. My mother called me into her bedroom and asked, 'Did you marry a Jew?' She really thought she was a Jew.

"We bought a home in Honeyville, Utah, and bought another car, a 1928 Chevrolet that we called 'Bluebird'. In a little over a year we sold and headed for California where we stayed the rest of our lives."

"Marzo moved to Brigham City and lived"
 in an apartment. "She got a job at a leather factory where they made coats and jackets. She had to have a sitter for the kids, part of the time. About this time Reed and Helen moved to Brigham City. One day Helen came and told Marzo she would be very glad to tend the children."

Later, Don was permitted to go to California with Reed and Helen while Lee lived for one year with Grandma Roberts and I stayed with Mother except for when she worked on the railroad at Draper where she could not have me; then I stayed with Doris. 

Eventually, all three of us ended up in California; I was to stay for six weeks but became so homesick that Mother came all the way to Gilroy to get me. Don remembers, although it may not have been at that same time, that Mother asked Lee and him if they wanted to live with her and they both replied no, thus leaving Don and Lee with Reed and Helen. Mother has told me that this arrangement, where Don and Lee were to stay with Reed and Helen, was originally only to be temporary, just until Mother's health was better, but by the time Mother had recovered and was able to take Lee and Don back to Utah, they had already started school in California, and had settled into the new arrangement, one which proved to be permanent. 

Mother's belief was that it would then be wrong to uproot Lee and Don and move them back with her; she considered this harmful to them since they were already so established. 

"Helen promised Marzo at this time that she would raise the boys in the L.D.S. Church. She was Catholic. She kept her word and I believe she was an excellent mother." 

It has only been during the past year since Reed's death that I learned from Don that all the time they were being raised by Reed and Helen, there was frequent talk of my joining them. "When Vestal comes to California, we'll be a whole family again," Reed and Helen would say. It was not until Don was a teenager that he finally figured out that it would not happen. I was totally unaware that I was ever expected to live with them although I do remember getting invitations to come visit and was kept in frequent communication by Helen.

I was visited by Reed and Helen every time they came from California, but these visits were always in the Lewis home in Declo and I remember none of them. The only visit I remember directly was when I was not quite 8 years old. I came home from school one day, opened the kitchen door, and found Reed sitting at the kitchen table. I knew who he was, of course, and I responded politely but it was obvious to Mother that I did not want to have much to do with Reed and I remember feeling uncomfortable and awkward. 

He took me downtown to buy me something but it was not until he left that I felt relieved. This was on my turf, my territory, and my experience was that I already had a dad and did not need Reed. It was as if he was an intrusion in my life somehow; he did not fit into my current circumstances, perhaps in the same way Mother may have felt when she visited California and found that Lee and Don were already settled into accepting Helen as their mother and needed her less. 

Yet I felt a little guilty for not giving more respect and consideration to him. How separate we can make ourselves from our own kin at times.

It was probably that same summer in which Mother and Dad took all of us three boys to Utah to the Roberts family reunion. I remember it well. I bawled when I had to stand with Lee, Don, and Albert for pictures but we had a great time together. It was not for many years that all three of us were together at other Roberts family reunions.

Mother told me her side of the story as fairly as she could and always taught me to respect Reed. I was never given any reason to disrespect him. By the time I learned anything negative about him, I was quite old enough to accept it; she would never have told me earlier. This, I believe is how it should be, and I credit Mother greatly for handling it this way. 

"The last five years I have been advance salesman for Canada Dry Bottling Company in Santa Clara, California. In 1946, we sold our home in Gilroy and moved to our present home in San Jose.

Hyrum S. Lewis' Death and Funeral
"Dad died on April 29, 1955, 86 years old, and I took a bus up to Declo two weeks before he died. I returned to San Jose just one week before he died to get Helen and the boys. We left again for Declo to attend his funeral in May." 

Grandpa Lewis, at his death, was the oldest living original homesteader in southern Idaho still living in the original homestead. Before homesteading Declo, he had homesteaded in Albion but did not remain there long. His feelings for Albion were, however, very strong. He planted three pine trees in the three places dearest to him: one at the old chapel in Declo, one at the court house in Burley, and one at the Albion Normal School, near the wishing well. All are still standing testimonies to this man. In tribute to him, there were over 550 people attending his funeral, held in the gymnasium of the high school because of the size of the crowd.

There were traditions observed at Grandpa's funeral which displayed a different way of doing things than I was accustomed to. For example, I had traveled by bus from Washington state to Burley for the funeral. Reed and Helen picked me up and drove me to Declo and as soon as we arrived, asked if I wanted to see Grandpa. I assumed he was lying in state in a mortuary in Burley. I could not understand why we would drive all the way back there when we had just come from there. 

I said no, not now but my answer was rejected and I was told that, yes, I did want to see Grandpa. I dutifully followed the family into the front bedroom of the Lewis home and was surprised to find Grandpa lying in state there. I really don't know why that surprised me because I had seen that practice before, but not in my own family and it was not the same way with the Roberts side of my family. 

Also, the next day, there was a private family service in the home just prior to taking the body into Declo for the funeral. It was the first time I had ever seen temple clothing being placed on a body, very interesting to me but I was shocked at the handling of the body, mostly because I did not anticipate that. 

Then, during the family service, a family prayer was offered which impressed me greatly as did the grave site prayer later. 

When the funeral was over, I was very disappointed that I was not allowed to return to Washington by bus, a control over me that I resented greatly. I was 14 and quite proud of my ability to take care of myself in travel. Helen removed that pride and opportunity by insisting that I ride home with a cousin, Marvel. I objected, but in vain. Helen was being practical and I wanted my way. 

I learned then that I needed to protect myself from such control, not the best decision to make but typical of a young person. As an adult, of course, I was permitted the usual freedom of choice normally given.

Getting Better Acquainted With Reed
It was only during Reed's later life that I grew to know him, being deprived of that earlier in life. Ann and I were married in 1961 and we moved to San Jose in 1963. We saw Reed and Helen fairly often from that time until their deaths. It seems ironic that my wife learned about my father's personality and life at the same time as I did.

Don offers his perspective: "I grew up with Reed Hunsaker Lewis - I knew him in better times than Vestal did. By growing up with my father, it was natural that I was closer to the Lewis side of the family than the Roberts. Vestal's views are mostly correct, but flavored with the Roberts point of view. By adding my memories of some of the good times, maybe Reed Hunsaker Lewis' descendants will have a more balanced view of his life. 

"While I was growing up, my father was not an unhappy person. He was very happy, although not without problems. He was always employed and did rather well with his jobs, mostly in wholesale sales. He was quite popular and was known by many people in Santa Clara County.

"For a time, Dad was active in service organizations, the United Commercial Travelers", the Kiwanis Club, and various other groups, some in leadership positions.

"Picnics and camping were an important part of the Lewis family's social activities. In the early fifties it was not uncommon for the Lewis family (Reed, Helen, Leland, and me) to be seen heading off to Big Basin, Portola Park, Sea Cliff, or any other mountain or beach spot. We also occasionally took trips to the desert to camp.

"Vestal doesn't remember because he was small, but we took many trips to Utah and Idaho and we would always visit with him --that was always talked of as the highlight of the trip. 

And those trips were fun. I still get a nostalgic feeling when I even think of the smell of the land as we neared Burley, Idaho, on these trips.

"Dad took us to Southern California and Mexico a number of times. He stopped all along the way to show us the sights. He took us to see the Hearst Castle, while the Hearsts still lived there, and drove right up to the house. We toured the grounds and talked to the gardeners and workmen.

"He showed us all parts of California from San Diego, with its zoo, to the redwoods. Tahoe and San Francisco were familiar sights to us. Sometimes we would camp out on these trips, sometimes stay in motels, and occasionally we would stay in the finest hotels.

"I remember one time with just Dad, Mom, and me. We stayed at a very exclusive hotel in Santa Barbara. My folks laughed when I didn't know what to do with the finger bowl after dinner. There was a large swimming pool where I spent much of my time. Swimming pools were not as common then as now, so that was quite a treat for me.

"We also toured most of the eleven western states. Lee and I became quite familiar with traveling and the courtesies and protocols of it all, which has helped us in our lives." 

Lee also provides us with more information on our father: "Certainly there are some things that are important to add to the life story of a person that will give some insight to the personality and character of the person. Following are a few such things: 

"While in Gilroy, and in the early years at Magnolia, Sunday drives became popular for the family. Reed would often take drives of 50 miles or more. Sometimes he'd take the family to Big Basin, occasionally camping, and sometimes to Sea Cliff Beach. On one such outing at the beach (a typically foggy day), Reed took a nap on a picnic table without his shirt. Even though the sun was never seen, the resulting sunburn was painful and required doctoring. 

"On one of the drives from Gilroy, Reed had decided to go to Monterey in a car he was considering buying. On the way down, there were either two or three flats and/or blowouts and he never did buy the car." 

Don adds, "The car was an early 30's model Dodge sedan with a fabric insert in the top. The top blew off at a place called the 'Y' -- near San Juan Bautista -- We laughed all the way home!" 

[Lee]: "In the summer of 1948, Reed and Helen took us to Tijuana, Mexico and the San Diego Zoo. We were given cardigan sweaters to wear during the trip and we were seated on a donkey in Tijuana for pictures.

The Golden Years

Reed's Forties - in the Fifties
"After the move to Story Road
 in 1952, there were a number of parties given for Reed's sons who were then in their teens. This usually consisted of a barbecue by Reed with perhaps a ball game played on the radio, and these were often outdoors or in the breezeway between the garage and house, later enclosed. The invitees were usually friends from Church that both Reed and Helen came to know." 

[Don]: "We entertained at our home. We would often have Dad and Mom's friends
 over, but Lee and my friends were always welcomed. In fact, I think Dad really enjoyed entertaining them. And entertain them he did. He had a great sense of humor and was known to take advantage of the gullible. Sometimes our friends came from homes where there was not much joking and they didn't quite know how to take Dad's joking and teasing. But, all our friends came to like it once they got used to it, and our house was a popular place for Lee and me to court and entertain our girl friends.

"We did have lots of girl friends--we dated more often than weekly throughout our high school years. We went to many dances, parties, and movies.

"Dad wanted us to treat our friends with respect and gracious manners. He opened an account at the best florist in San Jose and told us that we were to always bring the girls flowers, and we often did. Some of the girls especially liked dating us because they knew they could expect flowers.

"Dad did enjoy spectator sports, and took us to football, baseball, basketball, boxing, wrestling, stock car racing, and just about any other sporting event you could think of. He would often choose a side or a boxer and I would choose the other. It was Dad against me in a sporting manner, and I took great delight if my selection happened to beat his. (Steven does this same thing with me now.) Once Dad took a boxer and I took his opponent. We bet a dollar on each round. 

"Well, I won seven rounds in a row and [my boxer] knocked him out. He gave me the seven dollars, and threw in an extra dollar for the knock out. Eight dollars was a lot of money to me at that time. And he was so sure that his boxer would knock mine out at any time." 

[Lee]: "For many years during the time that Reed lived on Magnolia Street
 in San Jose and even for one or maybe two years after the move to Clayton Road, there was a family tradition of going to certain High School football games. The one 'big game' was the game between Abraham Lincoln High School and its older and more established cross-town rival, San Jose High School. The winner of the game each year was the possessor of the 'Big Bone', the symbol of the triumphant victors. The game was traditionally held on Thanksgiving Day. 

The family (males) would go to the game while Mom stayed at home to cook the turkey. Everyone would then have a feast upon their return. The 'bone' was a good symbol since the San Jose Bulldogs and the Lincoln Lions fought for it, as I recall, since the 1930's." 

[Don]: "It was a tradition to go to the San Jose High School vs. Lincoln High School 'Big Bone' game on Thanksgiving Day. All the boys and men that were to celebrate the holiday would go to the game to root for Lincoln while the women stayed home to cook the traditional turkey. Those were always great times that I would give dearly to relive today.

"All holidays were well celebrated at our house. Thanksgiving, Christmas, New Year's, Easter, Independence Day, and all the rest too! Birthdays and anniversaries were always remembered and were special days to me."

That much I can vouch for myself. Regardless of my being out of the house of my father, I never failed to receive a gift and notice of any holiday, particularly Christmas and my birthday. 

Today I well remember receiving a very small tube-type miniature radio as a teenager. There were also sweaters, a robe, many cards, and other gifts.

Reed's Style - Including Bowling Alleys
Reed Hunsaker Lewis had a particular brand of style. Perhaps others would hardly notice, but certain things were important to him that were not stressed in my upbringing, so that this style became quite obvious to me. Bowling alleys for example! That's right, bowling alleys. They were quite a social rage in the early 60's in this area and each tried to outdo the others. 

There were large alleys, opulent alleys, and flashy alleys; each had its importance and Reed always wanted to host visitors about town pointing each one out to them. That seemed to be his idea of how to entertain guests. I wasn't bored, but after driving all over town and seeing three or four, I thought that was enough.

He also wanted to take people to the better restaurants, Rickey's or the like, and it was important for him to feel like what he owned was worthy. He was proud of the "lumber-wagon" dark blue `50 Packard when I was young and the T-bird engine in his gray '56 Ford when I was older and specific brand names were a frequent topic. To possess something with a recognizable name was important.

At home, it was frequent that one could find him in the breezeway barbecuing chickens, some of which he raised on the hill above the house, or some ribs. This was real style and required fare for all guests; they had to attend at least one of these excellent dinners. I always thought Helen may not have received her proper due for these meals because she was an excellent cook and always contributed heavily to these affairs, mostly doing it all by herself except for the outdoor cooking.

Reed was first of all greatly interested in his first grandchildren, particularly Carey Lynn. In the house on Clayton Road, there were always music boxes and trinkets that were used to amuse her, especially one particular dancing ballerina. Ann and I watched Carey mimic the ballerina's actions and listened as Reed, in his own way, displayed his pride. He often would take his grandchildren with him to the golf course where he would buy them a "Shirley Temple", "Roy Rogers", or other non-alcoholic drink. It was not terribly objectionable, so we allowed this practice until later.

"I developed somewhat of an interest in football and baseball here in San Jose because of the nearness to colleges, universities, and professional games. I really enjoy the sports, but only as a spectator."

Reed's Main Interests in Life
Reed was also still interested in music. In the 30's and 40's he had kept large card files on each major orchestra. He could tell you which trombonist played for Shaw or Dorsey, in fact, nearly any musician for nearly any orchestra. He knew the bandleaders and he knew the music. Much of this carried over to the 60's, often interfering with the visits to their house, no longer on Story Road but on Ebbesen Street. The music was often too loud for pleasant conversation and if you turned it down, Reed would turn it back up because he enjoyed it that way. He no longer knew the musicians but he always loved the big band sound and played records incessantly, speakers placed in every room of the house and outside as well!

If it wasn't the records, it was a ball game that was blasting away in the Lewis home. He loved the ball games and he loved the "Bye, Bye Baby" type of pride in a winning team. He let everyone know which team he supported and let you know of his disapproval if you did not agree. He was a genuine fan, no question about it. 

In 1964, Reed took a trip back to Declo and returned with a large collection of farm equipment, memorabilia, parts and pieces, and general farm tools. He became very interested in displaying these and mounted many of the items on large pegboards that were painted and mounted inside the garage. He had these boards lettered, "Declo, 1903" and "Tonopah, 1900". He was proud of this collection and for several years showed it to everyone who came to visit. The entire collection, save a few items only, was sold to a friend for next to nothing, $50 as I recall. It was the last real interest I remember Reed ever having.

And the yards were always well kept. That too, was an interest that couldn't continue when his health failed, but with the move to Ebbesen prior to Feb 1963, came renewed vigor in making a showplace for the Lewises. The lawn was trimmed; there were roses and other flowers, citrus trees, grapes, a few winemaking relics, and an outside bar on the patio. There was much pride in these.

A dog, named Sugar, was prominent in the Lewis' life during this time in San Jose. She was a poodle, full sized, and black. Reed must have spent many hours training her although few of us saw the actual training; we saw mostly the results. Don says that Reed even trained other people's dogs on occasion and was quite good at it. That is apparent because Sugar could retrieve the paper, roll over, bark on command so that it would appear she could count, and, my favorite trick, say her prayers by putting her paws on a bed or chair, lower her head, hunker down, and "say" her prayers with canine mumblings. 

One trick that Reed could not get her to perform was closing the sliding screen door to the patio. It was not hard to get her to open it; it was only difficult to get her to close it, just like a child. She made attempts at it, her paws going through the motions but they never contacted the door itself and therefore did not close it. It was impressive and everyone enjoyed Reed showing off her tricks. 

Life's Interests Begin to Wane
For those of us watching, Reed's enthusiasm for life's interests began to wane during the late 60's. He complained more, showed less interest in music and sports, and in fact, in nearly everything that had been dear to him earlier. His health began to fail: he had heart trouble with angina; his liver acted up; he had some symptoms of mild diabetes; and there were other problems, mostly relating to alcohol abuse. 

There were money problems, his inability to accept that he could no longer earn an income due to his health, and problems with relating to other people, even his family. The home in San Jose was sold, he and Helen moved into an apartment in Los Gatos, but conditions continued to worsen. Everyone in the family tried to help but the help that was generously offered was not accepted. 

The Final Years
Helen died in February 1979, and Reed moved into a smaller apartment but continued to decline. His last few years were spent in near isolation from his family, his choice because we would not support his way of life. His money was practically in conservatorship, first being handled by Jackie, Helen's daughter, and finally by agencies. 

He died on the 16th of July, 1984, in Santa Cruz, alone, without possessions or friends, and not quite solvent.

Still, he had an honorable memorial service and burial, at the Los Gatos Memorial Park, delayed until the 26th of July so that all family members could attend. It was closed to all but family, so the numbers were few, but in the memorial, he was well remembered and given just tribute.

As my final commentary, Reed Hunsaker Lewis lived a life few would envy. He grew up spoiled and never outgrew it. His family began showering gifts on him early and ended up with money, constantly subsidizing his income until nearly the end when it was finally decided that money would no longer help. He always wanted what he could call his own: family, a few possessions, and his dignity. He died with none of these. He could not truly call his family his because we would not adopt some of his ways. 

He had no real possessions at death and there was little to pass on to future generations. And dignity? It is regrettable that he ended up with so little. Yet, none of us, his family, would have had it that way. He was loved, respected for who he was, the good that he did, and we cared. That was what he died with. Don concludes, "To be sure, we had our problems, but all in all, I couldn't say that we were an unhappy family. In later years, when the toll of alcoholism began to take effect, things were not as consistently happy, but in the earlier years we were happy. 

"These are only a few of the better memories I have of growing up with my father. I want my children and grandchildren to know of a few of these memories. I loved 


my Dad and Mom and would like to remember them as they were in these happier times." 




� 	1959.


� 	Written in February, 1985.


� 	1986.


� 	Hyrum Smith Lewis.


� 	I believe this part is true; Reed became manager after Grandpa.


� 	1985.


� 	Joseph is buried in the Albion LDS Cemetery not far from his Great Grandfather, James Stapleton Lewis.


� 	Ruth.


� 	1985.


� 	This is rather questionable. Although Rachel was certainly very helpful in Reed's childhood, I think it cannot be said that she raised him.


� 	Doris.


� 	Doris.


� 	Later changed to Clayton Road.


� 	Jean and Mack MacNerny and many others.


� 	1946 to 1952.
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