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Harry Corsi Ames  
"WHY OH WHY DID I EVER 

LEAVE WYOMING?" 

Memories as recorded by 
himself about 2004 

Birth - 5 years, Amesville 

Etna, Wyoming 

At three years old I was 

living in Dietrich, Idaho, with 

my Mom, Dad, Faye, and 

Ken. Dad had invested 

money, which was supposed 

to be used to build a dam to 

supply irrigation water. It 

turned out to be a bogus 

water development project 

and it never materialized. We 

moved back to Star Valley. 

But, I remember the tea 

parties I had with the little 

neighbor girl. She would 

invite me to play tea party. 

She would fill the cups with 

make-believe "tea" which 

was sand; I would drink it 

dutifully and spit it out. 

One day Faye and I wandered 

a little farther from home than my mother allowed. She came after us with a switch 

and whipped our bottoms with it all the way home. 

My great yearning was to get ahold of Dad's automatic pistol (22 Colt) which he 

would hang on a nail above my bed. Mother didn't want me to get ahold of it, but Dad 

knew I couldn't reach it. I've been gun crazy ever since! 

When I'd get a cold, my Mother would have Dad give me a spoonful of sugar laced 

with whiskey. But, when she turned her back, he would give me another spoonful, 
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until I felt pretty good. She didn't really like it when he gave me the extra doses. I 

think her sense of smell wasn't very good. 

Once at the pioneer cemetery in Idaho City I saw a huge slab of concrete covering a 

grave. It had split in two over the years. But, it reminded me of what Dad had said 

after we buried my Mother. Something like, "We'll put this slab over her so nothing 

will get her." 

6 - 10 years, G'Pa and G'Ma Ames' ranch  

After my Mother [Etta Margaret Corsi] died, Ken, Faye and I lived with Grandma and 

Grandpa Ames [Oliver Ames and Sarah Ann Jensen] . Dad was away from home 

teaching school out at Opal, Wyoming. I was afraid that he wouldn't come back to us. 

I was sad as his car faded out of sight down the road. 

At Grandpa Ames' house in Jackson, we'd take our Saturday night baths near the 

"Arcadia" wood stove. The trick was to get close enough to keep warm but not too 

close for comfort. One time I stood up from the tin bathtub, backed into the stove and 

was immediately branded with a big "A" on my left butt. Wow! That hurt for months. 

Haircuts always left me itching the rest of the day. Hair would work its way into my 

shirt collar and rub against my skin. I remember having what I now know to be 

allergy symptoms, especially in the spring of the year. 

Dad worked around Jackson area cutting timber and lived in a camp where Walt 

Disney worked at a camp tender. Disney was about 14 years old, I guess. When Dad 

and the crew came back to camp in the evening they would find cartoon drawings 

hung on the tents, to the delight of everyone. 

Yellowstone Park was our backyard. Mom and Dad took his old car and went there on 

their honeymoon in about 1926 or 27. It was really something, then! No 

commercialization to speak of. They camped out and slept on the ground. They fished. 

Yellowstone Lodge was there at that time. 

Later, when Dad taught school in Jackson, we took trips to the Park and Jenny Lake. 

Dad cut logs in the summer at the north end of the Lake (Jenny?). He and Larry 

Brown used horses to log and deck them. Then they sold them in Jackson. They 

would usually fish in the morning and evening. 

We also went fishing in later years when I was grown. Ken and I would go fishing 

with Dad. After a week of hard work we'd load up the car, hitch up the boat and be 

off. After we caught our limits of cutthroat he would take us all to the dock to load out 

the boat. But after we got out he would turn the boat back towards the lake and take it 

for one more spin at top speed. Dad just loved to do that, all by himself with no one 

else to worry about.  
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Grandma Baley, Mom's mother [Christina Danko Balej], lived with us from about... 

[HC left this blank, but HO remembers Gma Baley in the big brick house in Afton in 

1948 to when she died in about 1954].  Dad had gone back to  Illinois to get her and 

bring her out to Wyoming. 

My favorite memory of her was the wine and beer that she made. Her husband had 

been a mining engineer in Hungary. She had owned a saloon and that's where she 

learned to make whiskey, wine and beer. In this country she made only wine and beer. 

After the brew had set for the right amount of time you'd open a bottle and blue vapor 

would curl out of the bottle. The taste was out of this world. When we kids caught a 

cold we knew we were in for a taste of her wine. She would fill a tin cup half full of 

wine, heat it on the wood stove. We'd be smashed when we went upstairs. It would 

make us sweat as we snuggled beneath down bedding. "Go up there and sweat!" she 

ordered. That's how she cured our colds.  

After she came out to Wyoming she didn't make but very little anymore. Then 

Prohibition probably stopped her all together. 

11-15 years, Jackson, CCC 

While living in Auburn and Fairview, Wyoming, we'd ride to school and dances in the 

school wagon or sleigh. In the winter the wagon was fitted with a wood stove and 

pipe. Freddie Ames' mother drove it part of the time. At the time my best friend was 

George Nebeker. The guys would take girls out at night and they'd get Georgie to 

drive the sleigh, promising him that they'd bring a girl for him. Somehow, though, the 

girl never cooperated. Poor Georgie! 

Mr. Lever was an old man who lived in a cabin south and east of our house in Etna. It 

was a pretty cluttered place with papers stacked in the rooms and just barely enough 

room to walk through. The ladies of the Church decided that they should do a good 

deed for Mr. Lever. One day when he was away from home, they took it upon 

themselves to toss away what they thought was junk and tidy up the place. Wow! Was 

he ever mad when he came back home. He told those women to mind their own 

business. 

16 - 19 years, Trucking, BYU 

I've pulled a lot of stranded vehicles out of snow drifts when I worked on Dad's truck 

line. Once I pulled out a carload of ball players 

Cousin Freddie Ames owned a café. He lived in Thayne, Wyoming, in Parley's house 

on the hill. Often he worked for my Dad. Everyone liked him, even though he was a 

dedicated alcoholic. Freddie could sing like Dean Martin. During WWII days the 

farmers in Idaho Falls used to make potato whiskey. He went to the Idaho Falls 

stockyards to get some tater whiskey. We got smashed, but I can't remember anything 

else. I could drive, then, so I drove us home. Next day Dad got us up bright and early 

to load the trucks. We had to load 350-400 pound bags of wool onto two 22-foot 
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diesels. We'd roll the bags up a ramp and onto the truck bed. Every time I flexed my 

muscles my head would explode with pain. That was the longest afternoon of my life! 

Dad wasn't supposed to have known what we'd been up to the night before; but, he 

did. He always knew what we did. 

Dad, Ken and I went hunting on the Sweetwater River where it crosses the 

Continental Divide at South Pass north of Rock Springs, Wyoming. South Pass is 

where the Oregon Trail (I believe) cut through the Rockies. We hunted antelope there 

lots of times when I lived in Afton during my teen years, as well as later. Those 

antelope tasted just as rotten as those we shot in Birch Creek, Idaho. We made the 

meat into sausage, mostly. Dad liked it better than I did. Moose [Ken] thought it was 

"the best meat he'd ever eaten." 

My Dad always had a fatalistic attitude. He took many chances in his life. Like the 

time he was using the derrick and stood under the hay that was being hoisted. He 

shouted orders to the derrick operator, apparently oblivious to the danger at hand. I 

always worried about the risks he took. 

When we'd go hunting on the horses, Dad was always fearless. Once I saw him trying 

to cross the Snake River. He said, "There used to be a ford here somewhere." He 

fearlessly plunged his horse into the icy, black, water and his horse sank. But they 

came up on the other side okay! 

Mostly we traveled in Dad's Studebaker pulling a trailer, but sometimes we took his 

pickup. We'd go 60 miles an hour in two lane tracks with antelope parallel to our 

truck. My first antelope took a whole box of shells to bring down! I finally led him 

high and far enough ahead to hit him. 

Dad used to haul mining equipment over to Leadville, Colorado. That narrow, one-

lane road spooked even Dad! Not many people would do the job; that's why he got it. 

He was scared of airplanes, rattle snakes, and Mom [Ethel]. He knew how to handle 

her, though. Just a few well placed words from Dad always took the starch out of her. 

Aunt Ollie (Dad's sister) used to run a café in Afton. 

She used Croton oil to teach boys a lesson 

She almost go into trouble over the incident 

 

Age 20 - 29, War, Navy, U of Utah 

On December 7, 1941, the day Pearl Harbor was bombed by the Japanese, I remember 

that I was driving around Seattle with Wyla and Weezie in the car. Weezie was 

standing in the front seat of the car. We had a black out that night and had to cover the 

windows so the light wouldn't shine through for the enemy to see, in case they came 

to bomb Seattle. 
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I used to play a bouncing game with Weezie when she was around a year old. I'd 

bounce her on the bed and sing, "She's Captain Kid of the horse marines. She feeds 

her horse on corn and beans, and often lives beyond her means. "Cause that's the style 

of my baby." She'd giggle and laugh. By the time I'd finished she was bouncing high. 

When HO was only a few years old and not in school yet, he would wait until I got 

home at night to see what was left to eat in my lunch pail. I'd walk in the door and 

he'd say, "Der lunt. Der lunt." (translated: "Your lunch. Your lunch.)  So I'd give him 

my lunch pail and he would pull out a morsel that I had left for him. Of course, Wyla 

always packed a little extra food, so there would be something left for HO. 

HO complained, "My foot es bum dooting." It took Wyla and me a long time to figure 

out what he was saying was, "My foot is hurting." 

HO was Weezie's "doll." She'd dress him up in doll clothes. 

Age 30 - 39, Boeing, SCS 

[In 1954 we moved  from Twin Falls, Idaho to Edmonds, Washington, where I 

worked for a year at the Boeing Company there.  He did some work with the 

BOMARC winged guided missile.  The humidity and rain was too much, so we 

moved to Idaho Falls where I worked for the Soil conservation Service]. 

Hunting over near Blue Dome (Idaho) with....  We met up with a hunting party made 

up of Gary Cooper, Van Johnson and others. Van Johnson turned out to be someone I 

didn't admire. 

Parley Waters  [One of HC’s few best friends]. 

George Woodruff [Another of HC’s few best friends]. 

Ol' Mickey and the electric fence.  [The dog peed on an electric fence to the great 

delight of HC]. 

Age 40 - 60, Forest Service 

Back in the 50's the film "Spencer's Mountain" was made in the Jackson Hole area. 

The word around the community was that Henry Fonda had a fling with a local girl. 

So, I guess there's one of his illegit kids running around there somewhere. 

 I worked on the Custer National Forest. Our office for the North Dakota portion of 

the forest was in Cooke City, Montana, across the state line. Smokey Cunningham 

was the right hand man to the Ranger. 

Built trails in the mountains near Red Lodge, Montana. My crew was the Montana 

State University football squad. 

They tried to joke me on the first day by giving me the tallest horse in Montana. That 

critter was 17 hands if it was an inch! But, I knew what they were up to and 

nonchalantly walked him over to a tree stump and stepped aboard. That's all there was 

to that. They just scratched their heads and headed up the trail. 
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They'd head off to work in the mornings and usually leave me behind in their dust.  

In Alaska when Moose and I were hunting, one of Moose's friends landed his airplane 

on the gravel road. I stopped traffic, including an Alaskan State patrol car, for the pilot 

to land. When he finished landing the State cop arrested him. I didn't know it was 

illegal to land on the highway, and I felt crappy about his getting arrested. That was 

the biggest cop I'd ever seen! Those Alaska State police have to be a certain height. 

(Alaska has since made it a law that aircraft can land on any road.  Usually in an 

emergency, but many Alaska pilots land on them any time they wish). 

Retirement years 

Today, December 8, is my Pappy's birthday and tomorrow is Mom's birthday. He 

was nearly 88 years old when he died in 1984. I had gone to Ogden to be with him, 

because he was sick. When he was at the end I tried to give him mouth-to-mouth 

resuscitation, but I couldn't save him. His heart just gave up. 

The following is an excerpt from the Autobiography of Harry O. Ames which 

will provide additional information about Harry C. Ames 

My Father, Harry Corsi Ames, was a man of his generation and times.  He was a 

child of the depression and of world war two.  He grew up in a time where being a 

man meant some alcohol, some tobacco, and occasional fist fights.  My dad was 

below average in height, and that meant the he had to struggle with being about 

5’5”.  He was easy to bully, but after the “other guy” got up off the ground, the 

“other guy” didn’t bully my dad any more.  My dad was very smart and was a 

freshman at BYU when he was only 16.  I don’t know the full story of that, but he 

wasn’t able to deal with being away from home and for other reasons unknown 

didn’t finish any education at BYU.   

Grandpa Oliver Ames and a friend started a truck line called A and N trucking that 

hauled freight between Afton and Montpelier and Salt Lake, and even back as far 

as Chicago on rare trips.  Truck driving in those days was a very manly enterprise 

as you were on your own for hundreds of miles at a time with no service trucks or 

facilities.  If the truck broke or had a flat tire, you had to fix it.  Dad drove truck for 

grandpa a lot, but I don’t know exact dates, but dad was only in his late teens or 

early twenties.  I got to ride in the big truck, (now called 18 wheelers though 

grandpa’s truck only had 10 including the trailer, but the same idea as modern big 

rigs).  A lot of the trucking was to support the supermarket that grandpa and 

grandma were operating in mid-town Afton.   

When World War II happened, most young men were drafted or volunteered for 

service.  My father went into the navy, but left the navy before having to serve in 

the shooting parts of the war.  He was only in the military for a year or less.  
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Grandpa fought very hard to keep dad out of the military as there were many men 

and young men who stayed on the farms and ranches to keep the food going for the 

war effort.  That is what grandpa wanted dad to do.  In any case, dad was away 

while I was born, but was home soon after.   

I asked my dad one day how the people in Afton survived during the depression. 

 He said that no one really noticed because they had all always been poor.   

After the war, dad went to school at University of Utah and University of Idaho 

and graduated with a degree in civil engineering.  He studied for and was tested 

and received his LPE, or Licensed Professional Engineers license soon after.   

My earliest recollection of dad’s career after the trucking was that he went to work 

for the Soil Conservation Service in Preston Idaho.  He worked for the SCS in 

Twin Falls too, then in Idaho Falls.  The only deviation from his federal work was  

10 months or so that he worked for the Boeing Aerospace company which had a 

contract for the “Hound dog” cruise missile.  I don’t know that I ever really knew 

what it was that he actually did there, but I have a vague notion that he was 

working on the electrical wiring design or testing.   I do know that Seattle was too 

far away from my dad’s father, my grandpa Oliver.   

The balance of dad’s career was with the Forest Service. Primarily, he was 

responsible for the road and trail infrastructure of different forest areas.  He would 

design water flow control to prevent erosion.  He would design trails and bridges 

and other trail assets.  At one time he was also involved in inspecting ski resorts 

that were established on forest land.   

Dad liked his work for only one reason and that was to be outdoors most of the 

time.  He dreaded any kind of office work, and because of that he never attained 

any lofty positions in the forest service.  Not because he wasn’t offered or couldn’t 

do the work, but rather because he just wasn’t an office guy.   

There were rare occasions when I would get to go with him on some day jobs like 

surveying. He’d take me along to hold the elevation rods and pull the chains.  I 

loved those opportunities, but there were only a few.   

Much of dad’s work required that he traveled overnight to various forest venues. 

 Those overnights were hard on me as a little kid.  I so worried about anything 

happening to my father.  Life without him, I just knew would be unlivable for me.   

Dad had his warts.  He married my mother in the Salt Lake Temple, but was never 

capable of living all of the vows and covenants that are made in the temple.  There 

was not time in my life that dad would have been called an active member of the 

church.  I do know that he made occasional donations, and would defend the 
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church if not some of the leadership.  I know that he was proud of his grandsons 

who served missions for the church.   

My mother and dad never displayed intimacy, kissing or hugging or using the word 

love.  My mother did, but not my father.  At one time, Louise literally forced my 

dad to go to a jewelry store and replace my mother’s wedding ring.   

My father was pretty much what you would call a tightwad.  He would have been 

happy living in a tent and riding a horse and burning wood in an open campfire 

year round.  Dad always rented with the exception of our house on Koster Avenue 

in Idaho Falls.  He and mom bought that house brand new, including most of the 

furniture.  He bought everything the cheapest that he could.  That didn’t bother me 

because I could pretty much live out of a sleeping bag myself when I was young.  

It bothered my sister and my mother.  I remember when dad bought a new Pontiac 

GTO in the early seventies.  We were all shocked.  It turned out that dad was trying 

to impress one of his occasional girlfriends and that was the only reason that he 

bought such a car.   

As I explained in the body of the biography, I always felt a  little estranged from 

my father for reasons that I can’t really explain.  There was little intimacy between 

us.  We carried on conversations that were pretty limited to worldly manly things 

about cars and guns and even science.  Dad was quite bigoted relative to 

minorities, but he was the first to help one out with money if he saw a need.   

The most difficult time that I ever saw my dad show emotion  was when we were 

burying my grandfather.  My dad said, “this is the day that I’ve most dreaded in all 

my life.”  He wore that sentiment on his face for several days after the funeral.  He 

was really hurting and there was nothing that I or anyone could do. 

Along somewhere after Susan and I were married, in the very early 70’s, the 

relatively unhappy marriage that he and my mother had most of their married life 

became more than either could bear and they were divorced.  Yes, there was 

another woman involved with my dad who was about 25 years his junior. They 

lived together for many years, but about 10 years before my dad died, they were 

married.   

It was only much later in his life that he and I did some actual bonding.  The first 

time was when he had a heart attack that would require multiple bypass surgery. 

 The whole thing was a strange experience.  I had the time and the money to be in 

Spokane during the surgery.  I walked into the hospital just as they were getting 

ready to gurney dad to the surgery suite.  Darlene, dad’s wife was there.  She saw 

me, said goodbye and left saying she had a doctor’s appointment back in Moscow.  

I went to dad’s side, told him I loved him and that I’d see him in recovery.  I kissed 
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him and worried that it would be my last words to him.  But, he did recover and 

within 3 or 4 days, I was driving him back to Moscow.  That was when dad was 

80, in 1997.  He lived another 11 years.  Dad’s wife and I had a stiff relationship 

that ultimately degraded by the time dad died.  The relationship Louise had with 

Darlene was vicious.  I was sad to have seen dad as a very old man stuck between 

his family and his wife.  He chose his wife, and I suppose that is the way it should 

have been.   

Dad died of a brain hemorrhage as a result of hit on his head when he fell 

backwards onto some concrete.  It took a few weeks, but he didn’t die in the way 

that any child would wish for their father.  He was only a shell of the dad that 

Louise and I had known in our young years.  Darlene only flitted in and out of the 

rest home and Louise was his only frequent visitor.  I went to Boise once just 

before he died.  I did have the Power of Attorney for end of life decisions and was 

the person who told the docs to pull the plug and let him go.  He was comatose and 

I’m sure that he would have wanted that decision made.   

So, to summarize, I loved my dad and love him now.  He provided me with all that 

a child needs to get along in life: food, clothing, shelter, health care, schooling, 

recreation and the like.  He made sure that Christmases and birthdays were good 

for my sis and me.  He only withheld open expressions of pride and love.  He was 

better with Louise about that than he was with me.  If my dad was ever to embrace 

me, it was because I walked up to him and hugged him.  It was difficult for him 

and he would stiffen and make some joke.   

About a year after dad died, I had a vivid dream.  The kind of dream that one 

cannot forget.  The kind of dream that was not a dream, but rather was a spiritual 

message. In this vision, I was standing in a plain room and a voice told me that I 

should go through a door into another room and that someone was in that room to 

see me.  I went through the door and saw my father standing there in his 25-year-

old form with no wrinkles and wavy blond hair.  He wore a bomber jacket and tan 

khaki pants and brown lace up shoes.  I don’t remember a shirt.  He said, “I’m 

sorry, I love you and am proud of you.”  And that was the end of that encounter, 

dream, vision, or reality.  It was comforting to me and I will always remember it. 

I could go on for page after page of little things about my dad and my time with 

him as I grew up.  I really did worship him until I hit my teen years.  Then the 

reality of his weaknesses hit.  Dad was a funny guy and wrote funny little essays. 

 He was loved by everyone and though I never thought he was particularly good 

looking, the women seemed to love him.   

Well, dad, I love you now and I always will.  I will see you on the other side. 
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Our father, Harry Corsi Ames with Louise and Harry (HO) 6 June 2005 in Wellsville, Utah at the gravesite of his  

2nd Great Grandfather, Ira Ames 

 

Formatted March 29, 2018 by Harry O. Ames  

Brackets are some small clarifications added by HO Ames 

This information was transcribed by Darlene Ames, Dad’s second wife from some tapes he recorded.  We do not 

have the original tapes. 


