Jennett Elizabeth Wing


I was born September 18, 1879, in a small log house situated on my Father’s farm near Heber City, Utah.  My Father’s name was Samuel Joseph Wing, son of Mathias and Elizabeth Chenoweth Wing.  My Mother’s name was Janet Brown Aird, daughter of William and Elizabeth McLean Aird. 


I was blessed when an infant by my father.  I was left motherless at two and one half years of age, after which my half sister, Amanda, was mother to the family, her own mother having died leaving six living children before my Father’s marriage to my mother.




After Mother’s death the two oldest girls (twins) went to work out, which left Amanda, not yet 13 years of age, to take the place of a mother in the home.

The farm was sold when I was about 4 years old, and the family moved to Heber City, where father taught school, for a time, having been called by Brigham Young to settle in

Wasatch County, where teachers who understood music were needed.


I believe our home was one of the first in the valley to own an organ, and Father also played the violin and sang, and owned one of the first grain reaping machines (self-binders, they were called).


About the time Amanda was old enough to marry, my Father married again.  Aunt Martha, we were taught to call her, was a widow, and had been taking in washings to try to support her family of five children.  She was only with us, a few short years when she was taken by death, having given birth to a child, which also died.


Shortly after the breaking up of the home again, my Father consented that I could go and live in my Grandfather Aird’s home, where my aunt Grace was the homemaker.  I was very happy in this home.  My Aunt Elizabeth Anderson lived near, and had a family of children with whom I played.  I was then between seven and eight years of age.


I was baptized July 24, 1887, in the Provo River, by John Cummings and confirmed that same day by William McMillen.


I attended the public grade schools of Heber City, with the exception of one school year which I spent a American Fork, living in the home of my half-sister, Amanda, and another year at the Wasatch Stake Academy at Heber, which discontinued after the one year for lack of room to house the number wishing to enroll.


In my fifteenth year I worked for my Uncle Henry and his wife, Violet Ryan Aird, whom he had married after the death of his first wife, Jessie Quinn.  The winter of that year, 1894, I had my first date with John S. Rooker, who was attending school in Heber.  It was a sleighing party.

In the spring of 1895 Professor Stewart, head of the Teacher’s Training Department of the University, was invited by my Uncle, who was principal of the Heber City School, to come and give the address to the graduates.   We learned from Professor Stewart that they needed a hired girl as his wife wished to attend summer school.  Feeling that I was now old enough to make my own way in the world, I accepted his offer to work in their home, and within two weeks, with instructions as to how to get to my destination after arriving in the city, I was on my way.


This was my first experience away from my homefolk, and for two weeks, I felt that I would die of homesickness, but I stayed with my job until holiday time and then I went home to my folks and did not return to work in the city.  My Uncle John, who had moved to Heber to practice medicine, gave me a job in his home, where I worked until the opening of school in September 1896.


By permission of the court which had my portion of my Grandfather’s estate in charge, until I should come of age, as I was the only living child of my Mother’s, some means were available for me to attend the Brigham Young Academy one school year.  It seemed now that the desire to become a teacher, which I had cherished since childhood, might be realized.









During that year, John Smith, the Patriarch of the Church visited the school and gave blessings to those desiring a patriarchal blessing.  I was happy to have that opportunity, and the blessing I received has been a guide and a comfort to me all through my life.

While I was working in Salt Lake City, John Rooker, of whom I spoke as being my first date in Heber City, came to see me and took me out to Salt Air.  I might say it was the beginning of our courtship, which was continued while attending the B. Y. Academy as he was also enrolled that school year.


Instead of continuing on to school, which I could probably have done, the next year, because I would then be of age, I decided to take the Teacher’s Examination, and I passed successfully, and signed a contract to teach a mixed grade school (rural) situated near the place where I was born.


The first two or three weeks, I boarded at the Hamilton home near the school—afterward deciding to live again in the home of my Aunt Grace and drive to my school, which I did enjoy.  My Uncle Charles would hitch up the horse on the cold winter days, put a lantern at my feet and tuck a quilt and robe around me, and I did not suffer from the cold.


Before the next school year began, I had applied for a position in the grade school at Heber City, and my application was considered favorably, so in order to be better prepared, I attended the summer school at the University in Salt Lake city.


While at the Academy at Provo, John and I had become engaged, and he wished to marry soon as he had a chance to rent a farm.  However, after due consideration, we decided it best to postpone our marriage, thus enabling me to teach two years at Heber Central School and save some means, and in my spare time prepare for my marriage.



I had desired a temple marriage, but my Aunt pleaded with me not to go to the Temple.  She had read much literature written by apostates and was greatly influenced in her thinking by reading the Salt Lake Tribune, which was very bitter against the L.D.S. Church at that time. With that and John’s never having been a tithe payer, and not wishing to be classed as one seemingly buying his way into the Temple by a token tithing, we were married by Bishop Robert Duke, June 12, 1900, with relatives and a few close friends present.


John had purchased five acres of ground with a house and barn, at Center and also borrowed $400.00 with which to buy bees.  The summer was spent happily in a little home of our own.  Fall came and John was anxious to be at work in order to pay off his note, so he housed the bees in a cellar he had prepared for them, and we moved to Park City, where he worked at the Marsac Mill for $75.00 per month.  We took with us a little Jersey cow which helped much with our food bill, and we saved every cent we could


I was happy preparing for the expected arrival of our first born, to be the last of April 1901.  We went back to our home in April, and John looked forward to his work with the bees during the summer.  However, after removing the bees from the cellar and the spring dwindling was past, there were 15 hives of bees left, hardly enough to assure much of an income.  But we had our cows, and some garden, so we managed.


A little baby girl came to bless our home on April 27, 1901, and we named her Bessie Maurine.  We sold the Center home the fall of 1901, and bought a home at Heber.  There our second daughter was born June 5, 1902, named Mary Janet.


John was again working in the mine at Park City at that time.  After the terrible mine explosion which occurred that June, the mine closed down, and I think John cared for his uncle’s bees that season.

The spring of 1903 we rented our home at Heber and moved to the creamery near Midway where John was employed to help at the creamery and market the butter.  We also kept the books.  We had not lived there quite a year when the creamery burned.  It caught fire from the boiler room in an early morning hour while we were sleeping, and burned until an early riser in the town of Midway saw the blaze and rode hastily to the scene too late to attempt to control it.


Back to our home in Heber, August 20, 1904, our first son was born and we named him Harold Wing Rooker.


The following spring 1905, John bought a place at Provo, Utah.  The portion of the twenty-seven acres which was under irrigation was in fruit; mostly peaches and raspberries.  By October of that year, not being successful in selling our Heber property and discouraged because of the small income from sale of fruit, we decided to sell the Provo property and return to Heber.  Here, September 24, 1906 a second son was born and named Clifton Aird Rooker.


During the following four years to add to the family income John went each spring to shear sheep and worked with the bees during the summer months.


The summer of 1910 he worked at the Steamboat mine near Midway and I took care of the bees.


January 17, 1911 another little girl was added to our growing family to whom we gave the name, Grace Afton.  That winter and spring John worked baling hay.

The fall of 1913 John and his brother James W. decided to take a trip to Idaho to look for greener fields for the bee business and each bought property at Albion, Idaho.  John had planned on taking the bees in their hives, loading them in one end of a chartered car and learned only about one week before the planned move that there was a quarantine against Utah bees shipped in hives because of the alfalfa weevil.  In consequence the bees were left behind and were never sold.  Packaged bees were bought after arrival in Idaho in the spring of 1914.


My father, who had been living in Canada since 1901, had arrived at our home shortly before the move to Albion and he accompanied us to the newly acquired home, remaining with us until July 1915.


The winter of 1915 was a never-to-be-forgotten one because of the serious illness of our little daughter, Grace.  Through the blessings of our Heavenly Father, her life was spared and she has been a joy and comfort to us all through the years.


June 28, 1915 brought the birth of one more daughter who was given the name of Florence.  The four older children were at this time old enough to contribute some help to Father and Mother, and all took part in trying to make the home a happy one.


The children attended the Albion State Normal Grade School at first while in the grades.  Later a fine high school was erected near the State Normal.  Our ranch was located three miles from the school, but by walking through the fields, the distance was shortened some.


In January of the year 1918, I was summoned to Sugar City, Idaho where my Father was residing in the home of his daughter, Sadie Jacobs.  He had suffered a stroke and was not expected to live.


Father passed away the 23 day of January, and his remains were shipped by train to Heber City to be interned in the family plot.  Before the year 1918 had passed one more son was added to our family.  He was born December 17, 1918, and we gave him the name, Bert Samuel.


Before the birth of this, our last child, I had prayed so earnestly that the Lord would bless us and again send to our home another choice spirit.  All through the years after the move from Utah to Idaho, we kept hoping the time would come when we could go to the temple for our marriage for Eternity, which we had hoped to accomplish on our way to our new location, intending to stop in Salt Lake City as all preparations had been made to do so.  However, circumstances would not permit as John had to drive the stock through on horseback that required several days and I with the five children traveled by train.  The chartered car containing all household goods had to be unloaded in a short time after our arrival at Burley.


The years passed rapidly on and four of the older children were married before we finally had a chance to go to the temple.  Our eldest son, Harold, took us back to Salt Lake City in his car that we might get our endowments the same day that son, Clifton, and Edna Elum were endowed and married, which was September 1, 1927.  At this time our two eldest daughters were unable to be with us.  Therefore, only five of our children knelt at the altar to be sealed to us that day.

By request of my mother (Jennett Elizabeth Wing), I shall attempt to add some to this record of her life.  (Grace Afton Rooker)


Mother was blessed with a gift of being able to care for the sick especially babies and mothers.  After moving to Idaho she did considerable work in this way for members of the ward.  She also attended all the births of grandchildren until the birth of Marilyn, our fourth daughter, at which time maternity homes and hospitals were accepted as the only places to have babies delivered.  Up to this time mothers were taken care of in their own homes.  Usually the mother not only took care of the new baby and mother, confined to bed for ten days, but also took care of the older children and other household duties.


Life in Albion was never easy.  As the years went by it became increasingly difficult to make a living there.  Mother had for years churned the cream from the small dairy herd and sold the butter in Albion at the store (Hagar’s General Store), the Normal school, and to regular customers.  She was very particular about the making of the butter and the cleanliness of milk handling.  I remember her pumping water late at night to set the cream, “ripened” to just the right stage to make delicious sweet butter, and arising long before sun up during the heat of summer to churn and work and mold the butter.  In those days there was no refrigeration.


Father often was obliged to secure work off the small farm to make ends meet, and this left mother very often, the chores to do and the responsibility of getting us to school.


In order to make it easier for us children to get to school and participate in more activities in church and school father and mother in about 1922 or 1923 began moving to town in November and back to the ranch in March.  We have come to realize what a great sacrifice they made to give us that help.


From earliest childhood I remember mother taking active part in the church.  She was president of the Primary in Albion for several years in the 1920’s, walking to and from her meetings.  The gospel has always been very dear to her and her life has been one of service for the church.  In 1931 the drought became so acute that Father and Mother were forced to abandon the home in Albion and take the stock to Gannett to their son-in-law’s (Clarence Allred) ranch.  Here they spent two years returning to Heyburn, Idaho in the fall of 1932 to put Bert and Florence in school.  The next year they again moved back to Albion so Florence could attend the Normal School.  After a repeat of some hard years on the ranch they moved to Bellevue, Idaho where Father was employed as a caretaker at a large home and grounds for a Mr. Rockwell.  Here for the first time Mother had running water and a sink.  Here, too, they enjoyed some security.  Florence taught school in Bellevue two years and lived with them.  They were able to send Bert to Albion to the Normal school also.


When World War II involved the United States Bert was drafted or enlisted in the Navy and they had to part with him which was very hard.


In 1942 they moved to Stockton, California where Father was employed at an implement house, the International Harvester, where son Clifton worked.  Here they lived in comfort for several years and Mother could devote all her time to church work.  No matter where she went she met people who were attracted to her and her circle of friends became ever larger.  She always saw the best in everyone and overlooked the faults.  Here in California she worked in Relief Society as a visiting teacher.


In 1950 the family gathered there to celebrate the Golden Wedding Anniversary of Mother and Father.  It was an event they had both looked forward to.  Clifton was serving as a counselor in the Stake Presidency at the time and many members of the Stake contributed to a fund to send Mother and Father on a trip to Hawaii with a church group tour.  The trip did not materialize because it was too late to get reservations, but they had a wonderful trip together in 1950 back to Utah and Idaho, their former homes.  This was their last long trip together.

On January 17, 1952, son Bert had a car accident and passed away two days later from a heart attack suffered as a result of the accident.  On February 7 Father suffered a heart attack and also passed away February 12, 1952.  Within three weeks time Mother buried her youngest son and her husband.  Eight days later she was taken to the hospital for an emergency operation to remove part of the intestine and for days she lingered between life and death.  Since her recovery she has lived with Florence, and Grace for short periods but has lived by herself in a small apartment for the most part at Modesto California.  She has hosts of friends and spends s her time writing letters to them and her family and working in the Relief Society.  Her life is lonely still without her companion but she never complains.  Her efforts at present are to gather genealogy of her forefathers.

Addition to the history, as remembered by granddaughter, Marilyn Durfee Elison:


Janet was a good singer.  Her Father had been a teacher of music, and was known throughout the Wasatch Front area as a talented musician and teacher.  Janet taught her daughters to sing harmonized parts to hymns and favorite songs, which they did as they washed dishes and performed other household tasks.  Janet would begin singing, and the girls would join in with harmony parts.  Some of the songs I remember her singing were:  “Whispering Hope,” “The Crickets Say Cheer-up”, “Do what is Right,” “O My Father,” “I Know That My Redeemer Lives.”


Grace says that her Mother was proud of her homes, no matter how humble.  She worked hard to keep each home they lived in clean and neat.  It was no small task to make some of the houses livable, especially when they moved so often to be closer to the schools.


My Grandmother was an excellent cook.  She made wonderful pies, and taught her daughters the arts of homemaking.  She had a special design for the top of her pies which my Mother, sisters, and I use whenever we make two-crust pies.  This she learned from her Aunt Grace, my Mother says.


Janet’s compassion seemed to be endless.  She was very generous with her love and concern, not only for her family but also for everyone.  She tended to be the person to keep others happy—as her husband was a worrier, but they lived through some extremely difficult times of depression and drought.  She always had a cheery word of hope for anyone who was down, and enjoyed quoting poetry and remembering wise sayings.  Her health problems increased—hearing became difficult, she suffered from foot and leg ailments, which were a result of childhood malnutrition, and she had digestive problems.  But she never complained, and always tried to listen to other people, be aware of the news, and stay active.


Janet had learned to sew by hand, and she was an expert at mending.  One of the things she always did when she lived with us was to gather up all the clothes that needed mending.  She spent countless hours putting tiny patches on shirts and dresses, mending big holes in socks, and reworking whatever seams had come loose with a deftness and skill that were amazing.  Usually the mending work was so good it couldn’t be seen at all.  That was her goal—to mend it so that it looked like new.


I remember the fervent and lengthy prayers my Grandmother offered at her bedside; when she lived with us she had to double up with one of us granddaughters.  She taught me that prayers are loving conversations with Heavenly Father, as I could hear her whispering her prayer long after I had quickly said mine.  Her faith was strong, as was her love for the Gospel.  She was honest and true to her beliefs.


When Janet became unable to live by herself, she finally had to be confined to a nursing home in Modesto, California.  Even though her sons and daughters who lived near there came often to visit and help her adjust, she was terribly unhappy, and her depression lasted until her death.  On the morning of June 29th, 1969, the nurses found that she had died in her sleep.  She was buried in Stockton beside her husband and youngest son.

I’m sure Janet Elizabeth Wing Rooker has earned a crown of righteousness, and that she is now enjoying the company of her mother, father, husband, sons and daughters, and sisters.  I think of her often and remember special things she did for me.
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