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LORENZO DURFEE


Lorenzo Durfee was born 31 August 1865 at Providence, Cache County, Utah to Henry Dennison Durfee and Jane Isabelle Barker.  He was the fourth of eleven children born to this couple.  The family moved to Beaver Dam, Utah about 1869, the to Conner Springs, Utah about 1875.  They moved back to Beaver Dam about 1877 and then to Almo, Idaho in 1880 where Lorenzo lived the remainder of his life with the exception of his two missions and one year which he spent at Ogden, Utah in 1923.


Lorenzo was baptized 5 August 1884 by W. C. Martindale and confirmed the same day by James Cole.  C. R. Ward ordained him a teacher 28 January 1888.


Lorenzo visited often with Francillo Durfee, Jr. the son of Francillo Durfee and his second wife, Cynthia Harrington who lived in Ogden.  Beth Durfee Marble remembers him and said they called him “young Renz”.  He also visited with his Aunt Harriet and Uncle Elisha W. Chase in Ogden.  Byron Chase was a favorite cousin.


In 1890 Lorenzo and his brother-in-law, Nathaniel Rice, as partners bought 325 acres which had belonged to the Hoagland brothers.  Alice and Nathaniel built their home on this property.


On March 2 1893 Lorenzo was ordained a Seventy by Seymour B. Young and called to serve a mission to the Northern States.  He was the first missionary to be called from Almo.  He served in Pennsylvania, Maryland and West Virginia and returned home 29 March 1895.  


In 1899 to 1900 Lorenzo and Nathaniel Rice contracted to get out logs for the Vipoint mines.  


(From the L.D.S. Church Manuscript History of Almo Ward – Genealogical Library, Salt Lake City, Utah.)


January 7, 1900 Lorenzo Durfee was set apart as first counselor in the Almo Sunday School.  Construction was begun on the 30x60 foot Almo church in 1902 and completed in 1903 at a cost of $6,000.00.  Almo was in the Cassia Stake until Raft River Stake was organized on April 27, 1915.


Lorenzo attended the Cassia Stake Academy at Oakley, Idaho 1903-1904, and was called to serve a mission to the Southern States Mar. 16, 1904.  This was destined to be a mission of only a few month for he returned to Almo in July 1904 when his business partner and brother-in-law Nathaniel Rice was injured.  “Than” died September 5, 1904.  His wife Alice was left with four children, the oldest 13 years old, and Alice was pregnant with Luetta who was born September 26 1904.  She and Than owed quite a few debts which Lorenzo had to take care of.


The farmers and ranchers exchanged work in harvesting their hay and grain, and it was while working at the neighboring Bruesch ranch that Lorenzo met Anna Abby Bruesch the summer of 1904.  Lorenzo went to work at the Vipont mines that fall.  He and Anna corresponded and when he returned to Almo.  Thomas Harper married them on 1 May 1905 at Albion, Idaho.  Lorenzo bought the logs from the old Call home and built their first home on top of the hill just north of Alice and Than’s home.  (The logs were so full of bedbugs they had to fumigate before they could live in it.  This home was later moved to town and became the north part of the town house.  Brother John Richards helped to build an additional five rooms.


On 24 June 1906 Lorenzo was called to be president of the Mutual Improvement Association by William T. Jack.  He served in this office until 25 August 1907.  He was ordained to the office of High Priest 27 July 1907 by George Albert Smith and called to serve as first counselor to Bishop David O. Allen.  He served until the 4th of August 1912 when he was released and then set apart as Bishop of the Almo Ward by George Albert Smith with Clarence Ward as first counselor and Henry Edgar King as second counselor.  He was released from this office 13 January 1918.

According to the Manuscript History of the Almo Ward, Anna A. Durfee served as Ward Clerk in the Almo Ward in 1913 and Lorenzo was President of the M.I.A. in 1920.


Lorenzo was small in stature, 5 ft. 4 in. tall, chest size 36, wore size 5 ½ shoe.  He had gray eyes and brown hair.


In the late 1920’s Lorenzo and the boys started to build a new home on the ranch.  Renz was injured while getting logs from the nearby hills.  He sustained a chest injury and was taken to Ogden for surgery.  He was never well after that.  Cancer developed in the opening to his stomach and he died March 23, 1935.  He was a faithful member of the High Council of the Stake.
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LORENZO DURFEE AND ANNA ABBY BRUESCH

Some of my Memories of Father, Mother and our Family Life.

By Elbert Lorenzo Durfee 14 July 1978


My first memory of home is of the small log cabin that was located on part of the old Hoagland place just north of the home of Mother’s folks.  Mother and Dad were milking a few cows, selling the cream and also at times making cheese.  They were having a struggle to get along, having lost most of their cattle to pay an obligation incurred by Dad’s partner Uncle Nathaniel Rice and Than’s wife, Aunt Alice, who was Dad’s sister.  Uncle Than and Dad had worked together for several years and were buying the Hoagland place.  They had worked out at the Vipont Mine and had spent a summer or two contracting the haying job for the Keogh place.  They stacked all of the hay produced on this large ranch, hauling it in with teams and wagons and pitching it all off on to the stack by the use of pitch forks since they had no derrick.  Dad had been called on a second mission and was in the Southern States when Uncle than died, leaving a young family and no one to care for their place.  Consequently, Dad returned to look after things.  Aunt Alice and Uncle Than had signed a note or two that Dad felt obligated to pay and in settling these obligations most of their cattle were sold.


Mother’s family had moved into the valley a short time before and settled on the Graham place adjoining the Hoagland place on the south.  Dad and Mother were married in 1905 and Dad built a little log house on top of the ridge just north of the home of Aunt Alice.  I suppose this was later moved up north of the home of Mother’s folks, as that is the first home I remember.


Mother had a nice raspberry patch.  She found old Prince, the bay horse of Father’s team in it one morning.  She walked up behind him and spatted him with her hand.  He looked around at her and pushed her back with one leg, then ducked his head down to eat again.  Dad’s team at that time was Prince and Snip.  They did all the work on the place and served as buggy horses to take us to town and church.  Prince was bay, a little heavier than Snip, a dapple brown.  Snip was the horse that Dad rode when he had an assignment at Stake headquarters in Oakley, Idaho.  He made the trip many times up over the mountain west of us, to fill Stake assignments.  This of course, left Mother with the care of the place and the cows to milk.  Conference in those days lasted all day Saturday and Sunday so Dad often left Friday afternoon and didn’t get back until Monday morning.


When milking time came I was left with Kenneth to tend Rulon.  I remember worrying one night that something might happen to Mother and Dad.  I bundled the baby up and hustled him and Kelly off up to the corral, bawling like I was being killed.  Mother tried to find out what was wrong and I wouldn’t tell her.


Dad had part of the place fenced sheep-tight and he pastured Mr. Bligh’s herd of bucks through the summer.  They were always fighting and when they came up with bloody heads, the flys would blow them so Dad had a steady job treating bucks with turpentine to get rid of maggots.


We had some nice pigs about ready to butcher one fall.  Mother was making cheese and Dad took the whey out and dumped it all in the pig’s trough and some of them drank so much it killed them, a serious loss to our family.


When I was seven years old Dad decided we would have to be nearer a school so he bought a lot in town.  (It is on the main road to the store and just before turning into the street that goes to the Church.  It is on the west side of the road.).  We began moving to town every fall and back to the ranch in the spring.  Soon after this time Grandpa Durfee (Henry Dennison) died and Dad bought the place in the Cove from Grandma (Jane Isabella).  He enlarged the house in town and we discontinued the moving.  Of course we made many trips from town to the ranch and back with teams, horseback or on foot.  We hauled hay down so we could keep the cows in town through the winter and went to the ranch to milk in the summer.  When the cows were up in the Cove, we had to carry milk to town usually in a gallon bucket.  You can’t imagine how heavy a gallon of milk is until you carry it for two and a half miles on a horse.  I remember one morning when Dad set out for the ranch with his lunch in the gallon bucket, on old Buckskin.  She got scared of something, started to buck and went under the clothesline.  The bucket went flying one direction and Dad the other.  Dad got up laughing and gathered things up to start again.  If he ever got mad or used foul language, I never knew of it.


We had a big pile of manure to move every spring and Dad would try to convince three reluctant boys that it was fun to pitch manure.  He would josh us along, sing songs and tell stories, but we would still insist it was hard stinking work.  We had a nice strawberry patch in the southwest corner of the place between the creek and Sheridan’s place.  Dad, Kenneth, Rulon and I were hoeing and weeding the berries one morning.  Rulon was the youngest (and smartest) and didn’t work as fast as the rest of us did.  He fell behind us and we continued on to the end of our rows.  When we got to the end and straightened up to start back, there was no Rulon.  He was about halfway down through Sheridan’s place on the other side of the creek high-tailing it for home.  Dad came back laughing.  He persuaded us to forgive Rulon because it was pretty hard work for him anyway.


We loved to hear him tell stories and sing his songs.  It was always just good to be with him.  When I was about fourteen, he took us boys and some of the neighbors for a campout up to the lakes on Mt. Independence.  We went up through Grape Creek and got in some awfully rough going in the rocks just south of the lakes.  Dad could see that we boys were all pretty worried.  We were afraid we’d never even be able to find our way back out.  Darwin Adams was leading a packhorse and was especially worried.  Of course Dad could see how we felt.  He had to sing a few songs and tell a few stories as we rested our horses.  Then he picked a way through the rocks and brought us out where we could look down into one of the lakes.  Darwin took his hat off and sat there spellbound. He said,  “Uncle Re, that’s worth everything!” 


Dad was a small man.  The boys all like him and respected him.  A bunch of them came one Halloween night to play a trick on him though.  They got his buggy and as they pushed it out of the yard, he joined them and helped them push it about a mile south of town.  “Well, fellows”, he said, “this is about far enough, isn’t it?  Let’s take it back to the shed.”  The boys said, “Gosh, Uncle Renz, we didn’t know you were with us.”  They took the buggy back and I don’t remember of Dad every having Halloween troubles again.


Dad was very tenderhearted.  He treated his animals well.  He didn’t like to hunt because it involved killing.  Kenneth or I had to stick the turkeys when we dressed turkeys.  When it was time to butcher pigs, he always handed me the gun and the knife.


It seems like it was the winter of 1922-23 that our family lived in Ogden.  For some reason Grandpa and Grandma Bruesch had persuaded Mother and Dad to move to Ogden to live in their house for the school year.  Dad and I had left home about the first part of August or in July to go out to Lucin, Utah to work for the railroad.  The railroad was crushing a mountain of stone to gravel the roadbed.  We lived in a sheep wagon probably furnished by Bishop Barlow of Grouse Creek, who also lived with us and worked on the project.  A stone hill was tunneled and loaded with dynamite to break it up for the rock crushers.  Dad worked in the tunnels and I carried steel (the sharpened drills to the jackhammers, and the dull ones back to the smiths.


Mother and Kenneth and the other kids traveled to Ogden with a team and buggy.  They arrived in Willard just after the flood had destroyed the town and had to wait several days before going on to Ogden.


The work at Lucin was hard and there was little to do in the evenings.  Many Mexicans were working on the job and they would sing and play their guitars.  Dad and Bishop Barlow would sometimes get out and dance, to the huge delight of the musicians.


Dad and I rode to Ogden on a railroad pass so I could start school.  He worked for the city water department for awhile digging trenches for water or sewer lines.  As I remember, a trench caved in catching one of the workmen and consequently, Dad decided to quit that job.


I enrolled for my junior year at Ogden High School up on 24th Street starting several weeks late.  Within about a month I was down with rheumatism.  Most of that year in Ogden must have been terrible for Mother and Dad.  I was an awful problem for them and Dad was unemployed most of the winter.  I was still so sick the nest spring that I didn’t enter into the family activities much, even through the summer, so I don’t remember much of what took place.


Kenneth, Rulon and I spent several years working for John Ward to help out with the family finances.  Mother and Dad must have had many problems and worries in providing for a family as large as ours.  Our home was a happy and congenial home.


I believe it was in January1928 that the folks took me to Salt Lake City to begin my mission in the Western States Mission.  I don’t know how they managed to care for all their family and still finance me on a mission.  Dad always insisted that they prospered while I was gone.


Like Nathaniel of the New Testament times, Dad was a man without guile.  Some people took advantage of him because of it but he never seemed to hold a grudge against anyone and I felt that everyone respected my father, “Uncle Renz, or Bishop”.


In thinking back over Dad’s life, I have to remember some of his horses.  Prince and Snip, the steady quiet little pair that he could even trust me, a twelve year-old boy to make a trip to Oakley with for a load of material for the church building.  Old Cap and Kate, a pair of dappled grays that never found a load too heavy to move.  Dad could never make them take it easy through a low place, they knew if the wagon was rolling at a good clip it went out the other side easier.


Dad never got so he felt secure in driving a car.  It needed to be equipped with a pair of lines.  He had bought a new Model T Ford and his companion drove it to a High Council Assignment.  When they got back in Almo Dad drove it home.  He made it just fine until he got home and found the gate shut.  Dad came right on through and Kenneth, who happened to be in the yard, ran and stepped up on the running board and stopped it.


As I remember his uncomplaining patience and concern for Mother and the children during his last long siege of illness, I am thankful for a Father so kindly and humble.

“Some of the incidences I remember in Dad’s life.”

By Kenneth Ivan Durfee


The only time I remember of Dad and Mom doing much socializing is a dance and oyster supper held over the Tracy store in Almo.  They used to bring all the kids along and make a night of it.  I remember this time because the kids were asleep around the stove when it became overheated.  It was really a red-hot stove, chimney and all.  Some of the men grabbed some blankets and carried the stove out and dumped it over the stairs and down on the ground.  I remember Dad telling off one fellow who was a little too happy from drink, getting up and taking off his coat.  Someone asked him what he was going to do.  He was going into the soup bowl to see if he could find an oyster.


Mother, as all people did in those days, made cheese.  Dad took the whey and dumped it all in the trough for two small pigs.  Elbert and I were playing around and happened to go to the pigpen.  Those poor pigs were as big as balloons and soon died.  One of them even popped open.  Mother berated Dad when he got home.  All Dad said was, “It looks like a dang pig would know when it had enough to drink.”


Another time Mother saved my hide.  Dad was teasing me about something at the dinner table.  I told him if he didn’t stop I would throw my fork at him.  He kept on, and the fork stuck in his bald head.  He was going to give me a good trouncing.  Mother said “no you don’t, he warned you and you kept on teasing.”  Well, Mother pulled the fork out of his head, but there always were some little bumps where the fines had penetrated the skin.


Dad used to pasture rams for different sheep men during the summer months.  One of the men was a Scotsman by the name of John Blythe.  He had a walrus beard and mustache.  One of the rams had some wrinkles that make him look similar to Mr. Blythe, so we called him “Mr. Blythe”.  One day when Dad and Mr. Blythe were counting the rams through the gate, Dad said, “there’s Mr. Blythe.”  I was really frightened, I thought sure Mr. Blythe would do something terrible.  Instead he dropped to his knees and began to pound the ground with his hands and laughed so hard tears were running down his cheeks in a stream.  When he got up he gave Elbert and me each a quarter, which was quite a sum of money in those days.


Dad was always telling things like this on me.  I had a tooth that started to ache.  It bothered me day and night for some time—nothing Mother did would stop it.  At night I would cry and Dad would say, “Sing awhile and it will quit.”  I made quite a noise, half song and half cry.  Finally Dad decided he might as well go to Oakley, Idaho and get our flour for winter and my tooth pulled.  So he loaded the wheat in the wagon and we went to Oakley.  What a trip!  Most of the day spent in the wagon and the tooth singing all the time.  Mr. Lowe was the dentist.  He had grown up in Almo and Dad knew him well.  Mr. Lowe was a man of about 300 pounds.  The Tooth was in the lower jaw.  When he pulled he lifted me out of the chair and still the tooth hung in.  Finally, he put his leg across me and got it out.  They didn’t use anything to deaden the pain in those days.  I told Dad when I got big enough I was going to whip Mr. Lowe.  Before we left town the next day we ran into Mr. Lowe on the street and Dad told him when I got big enough I was going to whip him.  You can imagine how I felt.


We lived in a log house that Dad moved to two different locations.  Finally when he sold the ranch he used the money to buy material and the fellow who bought the ranch, a carpenter from Utah, built a nice frame house in town.  Dad was going to put water in the house and run a pipe from a spring he developed in the upper corner of the lot to the house, but there wasn’t enough force to put the water into the sink in the house.  So we had running water by the corner of the front porch of the house.  He even put in carbide lights, which weren’t too successful, mainly because of the millers (flying insects) that broke the mantles.


Dad was a very religious man and would let his work go, even the milking of the cows to get to a meeting.  Of course Mother always did the milking then.  I remember once Dad was rather late and it was getting dark.  He jumped on the horse and started out when he suddenly vanished.  He had gone under a guy wire on the derrick and had been knocked off the horse.  He didn’t say anything, just climbed back on the horse and took off for town.


I don’t remember of Dad really getting very angry at anything, disgusted yes.  When we kids would get out of line at the table he would tell us to go “out on the land”, which meant for us to leave the table until we could behave ourselves.


Dad was always up by daylight or before.  He used to tell us kids if we didn’t get up soon the sun would warp our teeth.  We had to hoe the garden when we were kids.  Dad usually helped us.  The garden was on the ranch and we lived in town, so we would go to the ranch to weed.  Dad had Rulon with him one day hoeing strawberries.  Dad was hoeing along carrying on quite a conversation with Rulon.  He asked a question and Rulon didn’t answer so Dad looked back and Rulon was gone.  Dad saw Rulon going to town through the neighbor’s field.  Mother said he really got a bang out of it when he told her about it.  He though it was quite a feat for Rulon to walk away without Dad knowing.


Dad didn’t seem to mind people ribbing him.  I remember Jim Taylor making fun of him one fall.  Dad decided to get some aspen wood (dry) and green mahogany, which could be sawed with a powers, and use them together. The mahogany to hold the fire and the dry aspen to make it burn.  This made a real good combination.  All we had to do was split it instead of cutting everything with an ace.  Rulon and I hauled it for him, as it was when his final illness was beginning.  Jim really made fun of him.  The next fall when we went to get more aspen, low and behold, Jim Taylor’s outfit was hauling aspen for all they were worth, trying to get ahead of Dad.  Dad just laughed at it.


Dad was very good with an axe; he could chop either left or right handed.  When we were getting green mahogany, I would say to Dad “it seems all those clumps have to be started left-handed”, he would just give a little grunt of disgust and chop down one or two and then say “now you can take over.”


Dad always took good care of his horses, fed them well and never overworked them.  He kept them in the stable during bad weather.  In fact, they were stabled all the time unless they were on pasture.  When Dad would unharness his horses and turn them out of the barn they would go bucking and playing through the yard to get water and take a roll in the dust.  I remember our neighbor Mr. Chris Hansen calling to Dad one day and saying “Bishop, if I have to come back as a horse, I want to be one of yours”. 


Dad had a smokehouse to smoke his pork in.  One year Chris Hansen wanted to smoke his with Dads, so of course Dad consented.  Dad always used green apple wood for the fire.  One morning Chris thought he would help, so he brought some wood (pinion pine) and started a fire.  When Dad walked by the house he smelled the pine smoke and opened the door, took out the pine and aired out the house.  It didn’t hurt the meat, as it hadn’t been going too long.  Chris felt real bad.  He said he knew the pine would make a lot of smoke.  Dad didn’t get angry—just laughed.

Bishop Allen lived neighbors to us before the Hansen's; they had one son Arlo. Our neighbor across the street, Bronsons, had a son named Brian who was smaller than Arlo but was always pounding Arlo and giving him a lot of trouble.  Dad was bothered by this and one day he said to Arlo.  “Do you know what I would do if I were you?’  Arlo said “What?”  Dad said, “I’d take off my coat and give Brian a whipping.”  Arlo cried and said, “I can’t ‘cause mamma will give me a whipping if I fight.”  Dad said, “Go ahead, I’ll take your whipping for you.”  Of course Brian got a real working over.  When the job was done Dad took Arlo to the Allen’s and knocked on the door.  When Sister Allen opened the door Dad said “I’ve come to get Arlo’s whipping for fighting Brian.”  Well, neither of them got a whipping and Arlo lived in peace with his young neighbor.


Dad always had a mustache.  One summer he and Mother went to Burley, Idaho to help Uncle Bill Bruesch put up his hay.  Dad stacked the hay and Mother cooked, as Uncle Bill had never married.  One day at noon Dad shaved off his mustache put on an old coat and hat and went out and hired out to stack hay for one of Uncle Bill’s neighbors who had been working for almost a week with the crew.  When Dad and Mom came home we kids thought Mom had brought back a different husband.  That'’ the only time I remember seeing Dad without a mustache.

Dad decided to take Elbert, two Adams boys and me to the lakes on Mr. Independence.  One of the Adams boys took a packhorse and we headed for the lakes.  We got off the trail, as Dad hadn’t been there for years.  We wound around in the boulders and trees for what seemed  forever, Dad kept saying it wasn’t much farther. We had just about given up when we came out on the lakes.  Darwin Adams said, “Well that’s worth everything.”  That was a relief to Dad, for I think he though he had ruined the trip for us.  We made camp and Dad began to fish from a raft.  He was really pulling the fish in.  There was a group of young men from Burley across the lake.  Their leader was rather loud and wasn’t using too choice of language.  Finally Dad said “That sounds like Bert Parish to me.”  Quite a change came over Bert Parish as he told his boys to be careful of their language.  Dad didn’t say anything more but I could see his disgust for Mr. Parish.  We didn’t get many fish after the boys came over and waded out by the raft.  The fish quit biting.  We had a good outing anyway.


Dad didn’t get married until he was forty years old.  He was in partners with his brother-in-law. They had a good-sized ranch and a good heard of cattle. Dad went on a mission and left his brother-in-law in charge.  Dad didn’t use any money on his mission, as they went without purse or script, (that I know of anyway.)  Before his mission was completed, his brother-in-law was injured by a horse and died so Dad came home.  His partner had borrowed some money, enough so it took all the cattle to pay the bills.  I remember Dad’s brother Den coming one day and threatening to give Dad a whipping for beating his sister out of all her property.  Dad didn’t get excited at all, he just asked Uncle Den to come to the house with him.  Then he pulled out all the notes and bills he had paid for her.  Uncle Den calmed right down and said, “Well, I didn’t know that.”




Dad was either in the Bishopric or was Bishop for fifteen or twenty years.  I decided one Sunday on the way home from church that I wasn’t going to church anymore.  Dad told me to suit myself that he couldn’t work out my salvation for me.  Well next Sunday I went to church.  That was a good lesson for him to teach me.


During Dad’s final years he wasn’t feeling too good but had a large family to support and the depression was on.  The government had the Works Project Administration, but they wouldn’t let Dad work because he was too old.  I think they were afraid Dad would cause them to work too hard, as all they did was waste time and do nothing much.  Dad was really hurt because most of them were his relatives and he needed work as bad as any of them or even more so as he had a larger family to support.


Dad really suffered the last years of his life.  He had cancer of the inlet to the stomach and no solid food would enter for the last year of his life so he starved to death.  I never heard him complain of any pain, only when I picked him up to change the bed one day and I touched a real tender spot.  He was lying in bed one day when he raised up and his eyes brightened up and he said, “Where’s George?”  Uncle George was sitting at the foot of the bed and said, “Here I am brother.”  Dad said, “Oh” and slumped back in the bed.  He and Uncle George were the only men of the family alive and I think Dad had a glimpse of the other world and wondered why Uncle George was missing.


The last words Dad said to us boys were, “Not too expensive a funeral, boys take care of your Mother.” And he didn’t want a certain mortician to have anything to do with it.

Dr. Sater told Mother Dad’s heart just wouldn’t give up and said he could get something that would get him out of his suffering.  Mother said ok so Dr. Sater went to Burley for it and came back and gave it to Dad and he was soon gone.  The doctor said he couldn’t stand to see him suffer anymore.

Reminiscences of my life with Father

By Naomi D. Reed


My earliest memory of my father was of him driving his team of horses into the lot of our town house.  We always ran to meet him and he’d stop and let us ride to the stable in the double-boxed wagon.  He would water and feed the horses and then use the currycomb to rub down and clean the horse’s coats.


The only time I can remember being punished by Dad was when I was about four years old.  I was told not to go to Norma Hanes’s and I went.  Dad came after me with a willow twig in his hand.  I headed for home as fast as I could go, but my legs got switched all the way.  After that I did as I was told.


We lived in Ogden, Utah when I was in the 3rd grade, close to 12th St. on Gramercy Ave.  Dad took me with him one time when he went to visit his cousin Byron Chase who lived on 12th Street.  They had a good time talking and laughing.  Byron was all dressed up in a suit and was wearing a stiff looking celluloid collar.


Dad was strict about all of us attending our church meetings.  I remember one time I had stayed downtown after Sunday School to visit and have dinner with Edna and Lorraine Barrett.  After dinner we walked over to their Uncle’s small café (across the street from the old rock store) and were talking to some boys from Grouse Creek.  They were trying to get us to go swimming with them.  Dad came along on his way to church and of course he made me get in the buggy and go to church with the family.  He said “Sunday is a day for worship—not for dating or swimming!”  He would get ready for church on Sunday morning and then sit and read the Bible aloud (all his reading was done aloud) while Mother rushed around seeing that all the kids were ready for church.


We always had family prayer every day.  Dad had a strong testimony of the Gospel and lived his religion to the fullest.  He didn’t like us to use slang words, swearing was absolutely taboo.  One day when I was talking to him I said something using the word “guy”.  He told me he’d rather I didn’t use that expression, that it wasn’t respectful.  He was always telling us that we should pay our tithing in full and if we did that we would be blessed and would always find a way to take care of our needs.


Dad was very honest and proud of being self-sufficient.  He and Joe Tracy had charge of the flour that was distributed during the depression.  Dad had a swinging loft in one of our granaries (to protect the flour from mice) where they stored the flour.  One day they accidentally tore one of sacks while they were unloading.  Dad took it to the house and dumped it into Mother’s flour bin.  Then he put one sack of his own flour with the welfare stock.  Joe was a little out of patience with him for being so independent.  He didn’t think Dad should be that straight-laced about it, said the Lowe’s, Ward’s and several others that he figured didn’t need the flour were taking all that was allowed.


We used to help Wesley Rice put up his hay.  Dad and I were loading one of Wes’s wagons and as we crossed a ditch the wagon swung and dumped me, the two pitchforks and most of the hay off the wagon.  Dad was driving the team, and yelled for me to stay still until he could find the pitchforks that were under the hay.  He was always concerned for our welfare and patient with us.  When the older boys were away from home one year, he had me handle the Jackson fork while he stacked the hay.  I think Leland was riding the derrick horse.  The fork was too heavy for me to lift, so Dad would have Leland lower it until I could get hold of it to swing it into place and then finish lowering it.


The only time I heard him cuss was one time he was trying to milk a heifer for the first time.  We were in the corral down the road from the house.  He had roped the heifer and had her tied to the fence and had started to milk her when she kicked and sent him and the milk pail flying.  He got up and said a swear word, then looked at me and grinned and said, “She makes me so mad!”

Dad did a lot of singing.  He sang Johnny crack corn and I don’t care, Don’t you see my New Shoes, and a song about a preacher, a bear and a persimmon tree.  I only saw him dance one time.  He was M.I.A. President and had to go to all the dances.  Ted King was playing the piano and Pat Cahoon the fiddle, and playing the old time songs.  Dad taught me how to dance the Varsoviana (a dance originating in Warsaw in the mid-1800’s), the words say “Don’t You See My New Shoes.”  We danced quite awhile and really had a good time.  He was very graceful!  And speaking of shoes, when I bought my first pair of high heels Dad kidded me about how big my feet were (I wore a5 ½).  Of course I told him his feet were larger than mine were, so he proceeded to put my high heels on his feet and walked around the room in them!


Driving a car was all work for Dad.  He had been used to letting the horses “have their head” to take the buggy, wagon or sleigh down the road without much supervision, and it was too much of a change for him to have to pay attention every minute while driving a car.  When Elbert left for his mission I stayed home from school to help Dad.  Elbert let me drive the car up to Uncle Jake’s and back home to learn how to handle it before he went.  Dad had to visit the other wards in the neighboring towns because he was on the High Council.  He had me go with him one time.  We were to meet Brother Loveland from Yost out on the flat southwest of Almo on our way to Grouse Creek.  Dad started driving, and on one of the turns ticked the fence posts.  He stopped the car and told me to drive the rest of the way and after that he had me take him everywhere he went.


Dad was very pleasant to be around.  He was patient, honest, had a sense of humor and lived his religion as well as any person I have ever met.  I feel very privileged to be his daughter.

3
1

