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Tamera Dee Jensen Ames – May 23, 1964 
 

1. Oliver James Ames -  April 20, 1994 

Monique Davidson Ames –  December 23, 1996 
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3. Anderson Joseph Ames – January 18 1999 
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1. Zachary Glen Ames – September 17, 1993 
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III. Daniel Peder Ames – December 24, 1970 
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2. Lydia Maurine Ames -  April 24, 1996 
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3. Matthew Richard Ames – December 31,1998 
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V. Michael Johann Ames -  August 8, 1976 

Elizabeth “Libby” Ashley Cameron Ames – October 6, 1974 

 

1. Anna Rose Ames - July 13, 2002 

2. Michael Cameron Ames – April 3, 2005 –April 3, 2005 

3. Peter Cannon Ames – June 7, 2006 

4. Elijah Mark Ames – February 7, 2008 
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  30 March 2018 

At the time of this writing, I’m coasting along day to day with a new normal of living.  My energy level is 

pretty low, and I have several hot flashes during the day.  I don’t sleep really well, and I have short infrequent 

bouts of light depression.  Those have nothing to do with living or dying but rather, they are the result of the 

complete deprivation of hormone that results from the prostate cancer, standard of care and trial drug 

treatments.     

I can truly say that my life has been so full and glorious to this point, in spite of my sinful nature, that death 

itself holds no fear for me no matter when it may come.  I’m comfortable that Susan will always have adequate 

finances and the complete love and care of her family to replace me; and what more could a man want when he 

can see the end of his time on earth slowly approaching.   

Death is a thing that can only be done alone and to some degree, I do fear that moment of aloneness.  

Scripturally and as spoken by the modern prophets, it is only a blink in time, and there is something grand on 

the other side in the form of reunion with loved ones.   

I know that I will be able to stand before the judgment bar and honestly report that I always have been grateful 

for my mortal sojourn and all of its challenges and happiness and even its pains. 

I have a testimony that God is real and that Jesus Christ loved and served us all through his life and atonement.  

I’ve never doubted the reality of the Book of Mormon nor that Joseph Smith was anything other than what he 

claimed to be.  I’ve judged the church by its leadership and found strength and guidance from those leaders at 

all levels from the Prophet to my own bishops.   

I’ve come about my beliefs the hard way, probably because I’ve been a lifelong engineer and skeptic and 

analyst of all things mortal and spiritual.  I’ve always questioned and pondered so that I wouldn’t be led down 

any paths contrived by men to look like the way to happiness, but which were really paths to bondage.  I’ve 

ruthlessly applied that test to the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter Day Saints and in every case, found that I was 

better off following the principles and doctrines of that organizing life influence than anything that anyone or I 

could come up with.   

So, for my posterity, I have never lied to you and I never will.  I’ve vetted the LDS church thoroughly.  You can 

trust my efforts, and I can guarantee you that following the gospel principles taught by the church, that your life 

has the very best possible chance of you being able to say when you are old like me, “Thank goodness I listened 

and followed as best I could the teachings of my parents and my grandfather and grandmother who taught me to 

love God, and Love Jesus the Christ and to express thankfulness that the young 14 year old boy was an 

adequate vessel to bring back order to our mortal world with the translation of the Book of Mormon.   

 

Posterity, please understand that to have order and happiness regardless of challenges in this life requires a leap 

of faith on your part.  That leap of faith may actually require that you do so with your eyes covered, but in all 

cases, you will look past that chasm of time and poor behavior form the other side of having leapt on faith and 

skipped the misery in between.    



Truly, the story of the Lehi’s dream in the Book of Mormon about the iron rod and the filthy waters and the 

large and spacious building is absolutely the most important metaphor in the scriptures that you will read or 

should retain.   

I let go of the Iron Rod one time in my life because the large and spacious building looked so good.  The Holy 

Ghost abandoned me to flounder on my own for a space of time, but finally, to my relief re-connected with me.   

That abandonment was so powerful that I can name the date, time and place that the influence of that wondrous 

comforter left me.  It was a physical sensation like losing my very breath and I wondered if I was about to die.  I 

know that my sins associated with that experience have been forgiven me, but that experience set my life back 

in a way never to be recovered.  I put that before you as a lesson that is the single most important lesson and 

message that a grandfather, can pass along.  

I hate Satan.  I hate knowing that he will do works in my family and can only pray that my wonderful posterity 

will learn to hate that great destroyer of futures and lives.  Please, my loved ones, open your ears and eyes to 

truth.  

Hold to the iron rod, understand that scriptures, follow the prophets live it, love it, and your lives will be even 

better than mine.  And that is what my wish is for you today and will be for you when I greet you from my 

death bed some years from now.  Hold to the Rod of Iron. 

I leave this autobiography for my posterity knowing that I will greet all of you in some future time and that the 

reunion will be glorious. 

I love you all in ways that you will only fully understand as you look about you and your family when you are 7 

decades old. 

And I do it in the name of my Savior, Jesus Christ, Amen 

Harry Oliver Ames, 30 March 2018 (update) 

Original writing: January 11, 2016 

 

NOTE: I will update this document every six months or so and hopefully have a lot of life left to report on. 
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Summer 2016 Prologue 

 

Except for the past almost 10 years, I’ve never kept any kind of journal.  I’ve started about 20 of them and 

gotten to the first page, but then stopped.  Life has been terribly busy, and it still is.  As of the writing of this 

prologue, I’m 71 years old and have an indeterminate number of years left to live because of recurring prostate 

cancer.  Although I’ll probably die from old age, I felt it was time to put down my perspective on my life while 

I still had enough of a mind left to do so.  I’m not sure it isn’t already too late—mind wise, that is. 

My approach to writing this autobiography is a little different than most biographies that I’ve seen.  I’ve begun 

with the year that I was born and followed it along until I was one-year-old.  Then two, then three on through 

71.   

I would think of my age at the time, the year in the century, and then allow events to pop into my mind.  The 

first event that would pop relative to a given year would, to my way of thinking, have been the important event 

of that year.  Then the next event to pop up would be the next most important and so on.   

I haven’t attempted to paint my life with any great philosophical brush in my telling.  Rather, I accept that I’m 

average height, average intelligence, average coloring, average looking, and average thinking.  So, my life as 

you read it will be—well, average.  So don’t read on expecting to find that I’ve cured HIV or saved the whales 

or even saved much money.  I’ve never held lofty positions in the church or high public office.  I did serve on 

the Providence Utah Planning and Zoning Commission for 3 years, and chaired it for one of those years.  I also 

served on the Cache Valley airport board for 5 years.  I’ve never met a U.S. president or even a movie star, 

although I did meet Carol King and Peter Cetera during our Sun Valley years and took pictures of Liberace and 

John F. Kennedy and Richard Nixon and Lyndon B. Johnson.  I’ve met and conversed with numerous 

astronauts including Buzz Aldrin who was involved in the first manned lunar mission.     

I did run for public office to be a state representative from our Providence district, but lost out to a man who 

was caught, in his second year as the representative, soliciting a male prostitute who happened to be an 

undercover cop.  So that shows you how low I was in the eyes of the south Cache Valley voters.   

I’ve not been rigid about exact places dates and times and names, but I’ve tried to get as close as possible.  

Whether the year was 1967 or 68 doesn’t matter, it is the story that counts.  Susan will disagree with my sense 

of the importance of precision, but she will help sort that out as she goes through and fixes everything I’ve done 

wrong or inaccurately.    

Frankly, I’ve taken a little bit of a lazy approach to writing this biography, but having done nothing at all for the 

past 71 years in the way of journaling, I think you’d better not be too critical of me as you read this.  How has 

your journaling been coming along—hmm? Right!  

 

 



How It All Happened 

Date:  May 21, 1944 

Time:  The wee hours of the morning 

Place: LDS Hospital, downtown, Salt Lake City, Utah 

Location:  Birthing Suite 

Event:  I’m being born. 

I remember little about this event.  

I’m sure there was some level of 

consciousness that I’d had for 9 

months, and no matter how hard I 

try, I can’t bring those memories to the front where I can see or hear them.  

I have a vague sense of floating in salt water, some noises, but I can’t make 

sense of them.  

Date:  Someday, sometime in 1946 

Time:  Sometime on that day 

Location: Somewhere 

 

Event:  I’m looking at something that I’ve come to know is a cigarette butt.  It is under some kind of seating 

apparatus, perhaps a couch or chair, though I lean towards it being a couch.  No one seems to be around.  

 

Date: Someday, sometime in 1947 

Time: Sometime on that day, most likely around bed time 

Location:  Somewhere 

Event 1:  I’m looking at the wall by my bed and Sylvester the Cat floats 

up that wall smiling at me.  I was very pleased. 

Event 2: I’m sitting on a couch and as I look at the 

floor, a little brown mouse wearing a vest and 

carrying a small brown suitcase walks across the 

floor and round the corner into another room.   I 

was very pleased. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Louise and I 

Harry O and Louise in Afton 1947 

Mom and Dad, Wyla and Harry Ames 
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Date:  Someday, sometime in 1948 

Time: Sometime on that day 

Location:  Afton. Wyoming 

 

Event 1:  I was playing with local friends outside the house and needed to 

pee.  I thought carefully about it and decided that one place was as good as 

another since it all went back to earth anyway and that if I went into the 

house that my mother would probably want me to wash my hands and do a 

chore.  So I casually leaned up against the northeast corner of the house and 

while pretending to watch a bird in a tree, wet my pants.  I then proceeded to 

play.  My friends seemed to make no notice as they too had wet spots on 

their pants. 

Event 2:  I became fully aware that I had a mother and father.  At least they 

began to take a prominent role in my memory as they were my source of 

food and a warm bed and the force in my life which constantly had an 

opinion on whether I should or should not do something, usually in conflict 

of my own views.  I did feel a certain warmth about them, though on 

occasion, it was because I’d wet my pants.   

Event 3:  Oddly, my father had taken to calling me Pot Chair Pete.  I have yet to understand why he used that 

name for me.   

Event 4:  My first recollection of hurting myself.  I went to my father and explained the reason I was hurt and 

where the pain was and what he should do.  My father, many years later explained that incident to me and told 

me that I’d simply limped into the house and I exclaimed: “My foot is bumdooting.”  

 Event 5:  I became very aware of the concept of boys toys.  I was given a very large iron toy truck.  It was 

heavy and I preferred riding on it in the house than carrying it.  It was fun.  I became greatly interested in the 

concept of a child having toys and playing with them.  I looked forward to getting many more. 

Event 6:  I became vaguely aware of another person who seemed to be in the house a lot.  She was often in the 

bathroom when I needed to pee.  Thus, I was very comfortable with letting go wherever and whenever I needed, 

though I began leaning more towards using trees and rocks and ant-piles than inside my pants.  The other person 

could often be heard squeaking in a high voice that I had in some way offended her or done some damage to her 

or one of her belongings.  I resolved to monitor and analyze the behaviors and habits of this other person to 

learn about her and her ways.  There were other –she--people associated with my friends who moved in the 

periphery of my consciousness.  I sensed that there was a threat there as the—she--people tended to be mouthy, 

lied a lot, and got pushed out of shape over the littlest things.  I found them all to be generally pushy and 

obnoxious and having the principle interest of being in the way of me and my playmates.   



Event 7:  I became aware of the wonder and grandeur of 

grandparents.  I had two sets.  One set were 

Grandfather Oliver J. Ames, and Ethel Baley 

Ames, (Ethel was my grandfather’s second 

wife.  My biological grandmother, Etta 

Margaret Corsi, died from a weak heart July 

7, 1923 when my father was only 5 years 

old).  

 

Oliver and Ethel were busy business people, but the very best kind.  They owned 

big real trucks and a big real store stocked with candy.  My mother bought the 

occasional celery there, but it seemed to me that the store primarily stocked candy and 

soda pop and chocolate milk and baloney, all dietary staples to me.  I remember that 

they added watermelon and oranges and bananas and grapes on occasion which allowed me to better balance 

my diet when Grandma would allow me to graze unsupervised in the store.   

 

 

Weezie and I played with Aunt 

Bette a lot when we visited 

Grandma and Grandpa Ames 

in Afton. 

There is more about her in the 

appendix section. 

 

 

 

 

 

Oliver and Ethel Ames  

Etta Corsi Ames 

     Picnic behind the couch with Weezie 
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My other set of grandparents, Grandfather Abram D. Taysom and Grandma Millie 

were quite the opposite.  They were homebodies.  Grandma Millie was my 

grandfather Taysom’s second wife because his first wife, Josephine ‘Jessie’ 

Cherista McBride, my biological grandmother, died of cancer June 11, 1923, 

when my mother was 10 years old.  

 

But they were 

spectacular in their 

own way.  Granddad 

Taysom was a master 

gardener, even a 

miraculous gardener.  And Grandma Millie 

canned, froze and preserved everything they grew. 

Nothing grew in Afton Wyoming except on 

Granddad Taysom’s small acreage.  And when his 

garden was ripe with tomatoes and carrots and 

peas and raspberries and potatoes and lettuce and 

apples and pears and strawberries and green beans 

and—you get the picture, my sister (whose name I found out was Louise) and I could go and graze down the 

well-spaced and weeded rows eating right from the vine or bush or ground.  Nothing was as tasty as a carrot 

pulled from the soil, lightly wiped to get some of the dirt off, then popped into the mouth.  Granddad Taysom 

taught me two great lessons:  skinned rhubarb and a cup of sugar for dipping was a little bit of heaven on earth, 

and honey when wrapped in a lettuce leaf was better than any PB and J sandwich. 

Event 8:  Granddad Ames was one of the wealthy in the town of Afton and 

had built, at great expense, a red brick mansion directly across from the 

only church in town, a Mormon church.  His house even had a pull-thru 

garage big enough to hold one of his big trucks, in those days called a 10 

wheeler.   

I remember jumping off the concrete edge by the entry way from the 

house to the garage; the floor of the garage being maybe 50 feet below 

that edge.  It was great fun.  One day I decided that if I used a broom as a 

vaulting pole that I could probably get all the way across the garage to the other side of the garage floor, 

perhaps 100 feet across, to the opposite raised concrete edge.  Unfortunately, my hand slipped, and the top of 

the broom met me in the sternum and it hurt really bad.  I ran screaming up out of the bottom of that bottomless 

garage pit and someone, made it all better.  Granddad Ames also had one of the first ever gas powered reel type 

lawn mowers.  I walked up to it one day while it was running and touched an interesting little white projection 

coming from the top of it, called a spark plug.  I ran into the house screaming and someone made it better. 

Abram Daniel. and Millie Taysom  

Jessie McBride Taysom  



Event 9:  My dad worked for my granddad Ames driving the 10 wheeler to and 

from Salt Lake City to Afton.  On rare occasions, he would let me ride in the cab 

for a mile or two and I’d get to pull on the wooden fob that went to a chain that 

honked the big trumpet air horns on the top of the cab.  

 

Event 10:  In the winter, somehow, a 

pond of ice appeared on the lawn in 

front of the church across from granddad Ames mansion.  It was 

gigantic and people put on skates and had a grand time falling down 

and laughing about it.  I would go over there with my sister who 

would skate around very professionally, I thought, but I think she 

pushed me down a lot as I only remember my skates being in front of 

me instead of under me.   

Event 11:  I became aware of this thing called church.  I liked the building from 

the outside, but horror awaited me on the inside.  I knew, as surely as I knew my sister was unfathomable, that 

when I went into that church that I’d bump my head on something and it would hurt and I’d cry.  As I’ve looked 

at pictures of me from those days, the size of my head relative to the rest of my body was clearly the problem.  

As I’d move from room to room or along the metal chairs to find a place to sit during a meeting called Primary, 

I’d reasonably think that if the width of my shoulders could get past something, that surely, my head would pass 

as well.  It was not the case.  My head acted like the rubber boat fenders that hang off the side of a tugboat.   

Event 12:  I became aware of a new thing called “relatives.”  I knew that I had a mom and a dad and a sister and 

grandparents, but other magical people existed, called aunts and uncles and cousins, and who seemed to have 

some claim on my family and upon me.    My male cousins used me pretty much as a punching bag, possibly 

because of my oversized head.  I liked them and they liked me, but they took particular joy in making me cry 

and run to find someone, anyone, to make it better.  They most often chose to do that when we were miles from 

anywhere and it would take me a very long time to find a 

healer.   

My Grandpa Ames family in 1938. Usually a very cheery bunch 

LDS Tabernacle in Afton 

My first love, Cousin Susan Hinckley 
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 I did discover that the “she” cousins were of a much more benign nature and I was quite attracted to them.  The 

male cousins would lay some dare out that I knew would result in my hunt for a healer, but, from somewhere 

inside of me a tiny voice would speak using the words, “you wanna be known as the sissy cousin?”  So, off I’d 

go with them, fully aware of how the adventure would end.  For example, the time we were in an old garage, 

(every structure in Afton was old and if there was nothing to block entry, was available for children to enjoy), 

and there was a cinder block and a rope.  My cousins threw the rope over an exposed beam in the garage, and 

tied the other end to the cinder block.  (Nope, they didn’t propose to do what you are thinking, so don’t let your 

imaginations get ahead of the story). The idea was that a person would straddle the cinder block and pull on the 

loose end of the rope, thus hoisting the person up to the top of the garage.  Since I was the smallest and lightest, 

they voted that I should give it the first try.  I did, and I suppose that the weight of my head was too much for 

the rope or the granny knot that my cousins had used to affix the cinder block and down I came from at least 50 

feet in the air and landed on my head.  I ran screaming to find someone to make it better.  It was the first time I 

found that the skull can grow a bump when it is struck or has been struck by something, thereby making my 

head even larger.   

Time: Sometime in 1948  

Place: Moscow, Idaho 

Location:  Stadium Village, Campus of University of Idaho 

 

Event 1:  My father was attending/teaching at University of Idaho.  

We were housed in an old Army barracks called Stadium Village.   

 

 

 

 

 

 

Some painters were working on a unit across from the front porch of ours.  I’d been introduced to Woody the 

Woodpecker as a cartoon character in a movie theater somewhere, sometime, and was enamored with the theme 

song.  “Ha ha ha haha, ha ha ha haha, it’s the Woody Woodpecker Song!”  I sat on our front porch with my 

four-year-old voice in full volume, singing those words over and over again.  Finally, one of the painters asked 

me if I’d like a dime.  I said yes.  He said “Then go inside and don’t come out whenever we are painting” or 

words to that effect.  He gave me a dime.   I was proud and showed my mother that I’d earned a dime.   

The Gang and Me at Stadium Village 



Event 2:  I became aware that my father had some things to offer that may eclipse 

the stuff that my mother could offer.  He sat at the table and using nails heated on 

a stove and some old orange crate wood, created a gun.  It was a rubber band gun 

capable of shooting as a repeater.  You loaded up half a dozen rubber bands, and 

fired away.  Now, that was cool, and something a mere mother could never do in 

a million years.  I discovered that dad was special. 

Event 3:  We had a neighbor, a man who’d been a pilot in WWII.  He built a 

model airplane that was a magnificent biplane complete with miniature pilot and 

a real functioning engine.  I asked him if I could watch while he worked on it and 

he said yes.  The Woodpecker song was working its way to my vocal chords 

when the guy said, “you can watch if you are very, very quiet.”  I was not getting 

a dime from him, but looking at that airplane touched off a very strong, lifelong 

interest in such things. 

Event 3:  There was a little neighbor girl who would come and play.  She said to 

me one day, “would you like to see me pee?”  I thought about it and said, why 

not, so she took me under the porch and pulled down her undies and peed—a lot.  

I was unimpressed.  She was for some reason limited to straight down, whereas, I 

had 360 degrees of freedom in any direction, including up or down or anywhere in between.  I figured after that 

that girls may overrate themselves and to be cautious not to be impressed with anything they said or did because 

I could probably do it better. 

Event 4: Sometime during this period of time, I had my tonsils out. I only remember ice cream.  Also, penicillin 

made its debut in my life as it did in most lives.  Anytime I got any illness, I got a shot of penicillin.  The last 

shot I got swelled my arm up to the size of an adult.  I have forever been allergic to the drug. 

Time:  1950/1951 

Place: Preston, Idaho 

Location: Across the street to the west of the High School 

Event 1:  We lived in an upstairs apartment and had a dog Blondie.    

Downstairs was a little old lady who owned the house and apartment.  She 

must have been in her 40’s or so.  I remember little about the apartment 

other than that the little old lady and her old friends liked to kiss me and 

chuck me under the chin.  They commented on my gorgeous lips, I’m told.  I 

think they may have been a little strange.  This was the first time I was 

introduced to two of my lifelong favorite foods, grapes and French fries.  

The grapes appeared as a bowl on the old lady’s table one time when I was 

there.   

She offered me a small twig of the delicious and sweet fruit, and then ate all the rest herself.  I don’t know if my 

sister got any or if she was there, but I suspect she was and may have helped the old lady eat all the rest.  I only 

got the one sprig with about 6 grapes on it.  

My father came in one evening carrying a small paper bag that was oozing grease.  From it he pulled the first 

ever French fry I’d seen.  These were not the tasteless little pencil pieces that we have now. No.  They were cut 
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in a curly form, slightly al dente and the most delicious thing I’d ever eaten.  I loved my father that evening 

more than at any time before. 

 

Event 2:  My mother worked as a secretary at the high school.  It was great fun 

to walk over to the high school and go into her office and say hello.  I did that a 

lot and on occasion with my friend, Wayne Simmons.  (Called by my father, 

“Waynee Paynee.”)   

 

 

 

 

 

Wayne and I had a great friendship.  We formed the “Butterfly Club.”  Not because of the beauty and sensitivity 

of the lovely creatures, but because we resolved to catch and pin them to a piece of cardboard as a collection.   

I saw a movie that showed jet fighter pilots with face masks for oxygen.  Wayne and I went to the LDS church 

cannery and were given two soup cans, drilled a couple of holes in them, put a piece of string in the holes, then 

squeezed the open end of the cans into ovals, put them over our mouths and noses and flew our jets around the 

high school grounds for hours.  

Event 3:  Remembering the Stadium Village encounter with a model airplane with a real engine, I discovered 

that these things were flown most weekends in a corner of the high school grounds.  A person could hear the 

high pitched buzzing of the alcohol fueled little engines all day long.  I lived there every Saturday and most of 

Sunday.  In those days, the airplanes were controlled by two wires going from a plastic grip.  The airplane 

would be about 50 feet away from the plastic grip held by the “pilot.”  By pulling back on the top of the grip, 

the airplane would go up and by pulling back on the lower part of the grip, the plane would go down.  It was a 

world of magic and wonder for me to watch the planes loop and do wing-overs, take off and land.  The smell of 

the burned fuel was a perfume that captivated me all of my life. 

Event 4:  My dad said he’d buy me a model airplane and we could build it together, and he did.  We went to the 

hobby store and bought an incredibly small box, about the size of a carton of cigarettes.  This was troubling too 

me as I’d seen how big the airplanes actually were.  When we got to the car, I asked to look inside and dad let 

me.  I started to cry really loud and told him that it was all broken.  It wasn’t, it was a box full of balsa pieces 

that could become a small 12 inch or so wingspan rubber band powered model.  I stopped crying after dad 

explained that it had to be built, but I was deeply disappointed that there would be no screaming alcohol fueled 

engine and a control grip.  I don’t think the airplane ever got built, but I give dad credit for having made the 

effort.   

Event 5:  Shortly after we moved to Preston, I became vaguely aware of discussions about a thing called 

kindergarten.  It was a strange word, but other words were associated with it, such as box of Kleenex, crayons, 

Preston High School 



paper, blanket, lunch, nine o’clock and 3 o’clock, every day and good for him and bad for him.  I couldn’t make 

sense of it until one day my mother said that she was going to send me very far away every day to a place where 

you sat with many strangers of dubious character, ate with them, played with them, took a nap, colored in a 

book and did something called learning.  She said there were other women there who she didn’t know, but 

thought they’d take care of me and help me WHEN I got hurt—not IF I got hurt, but WHEN!  I let her know 

that it was not something I was interested in and went out to play.   

A few weeks or months later, mom showed up with a sack with Kleenex, crayons, paper, a blanket, and some 

lunch.  She took me off many miles to a dark place with creepy children and even creepier old ladies with 

broad, heavily lip-sticked smiles.  I latched onto my mother and refused to let go and kept letting her know that 

what she was proposing was inhumane at the best and criminal at the worst.  And, I won!  No kindergarten for 

Harry O. Ames.  So, while other children would make the long, long walk to the school, I sat on my front porch 

and looked at my picture books and drank slowly and deliciously from a glass of milk and I smirked at them 

and would occasionally point and laugh at them.  Wayne Simmons would never again be my friend.   

I don’t know where my sister was during this small epoch of my life.  I have a vague notion that she was 

around, but what she did and when and with whom is beyond my recall.   

Event 6:  My mother mentioned in passing one day that I would have to go to something called the first grade.  I 

had no option and if I didn’t go to first grade, the police would put her and dad in jail, and that would leave me 

with my 9-year-old sister as my caretaker.  I weighed all options, and decided that attending first grade and 

keeping my mom and dad in place as my caretaker was the very best option.  So, at the appropriate time, mom 

took me to the school a couple of blocks north of the high school.  She gave me a sack with Kleenex and a 

blanket and crayons and paper and some pencils and a lunch.  I considered that maybe this was still 

kindergarten and that the comments about it being first grade were just a ruse.  However, once I got over that 

fact that the school room was in a basement with only tiny windows letting in light from above ground, I found 

first grade to be pleasant, and the teacher was a very attractive older woman of maybe 22 or 23 years old with 

cute short cut dark hair and bore the name Mrs. Macintyre or spelling close to that.  I quickly found that even 

being the darling woman that she was, she was a strict disciplinarian and had a yard stick that she would whap 

down hard on her desk or on your desk even if your hands happened to be on your desk at the time.   

We did reading and I discovered that reading was very cool and picked the whole thing up quickly.  She used 

the sound out the letters and words technique and before long, I was her pet and she let me tutor other first 

graders who were struggling.  I thought they were stupid little twits, and tended to treat them with a haughty air.  

Lunch was comprised of whatever mothers had sent from home, but the school provided orange juice.  It was 

orange for sure, but only in color.  It was made from a powder, probably left over from world war two.  Though 

the taste was peculiar, there was enough sugar in it to make it palatable.  The first grade in Preston was to set a 

wonderful precedent and pattern for schooling in the 50’s that made it a wonderful and meaningful experience.  

We did the flag pledge, had prayer and learned much about life and particularly about individual responsibility.  

As a first grader, school prayer was nice and I made no connection to any particular religion or non-religion and 

didn’t care.  I figured there was a God and that was good enough for me at the time.  I had little sense of 

government.  Life for me was sleep, eat, play, school, play eat sleep.  It was great.  I have no recollection of 

church attendance at that time.  Either I didn’t recall, or we didn’t attend.   
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Event 7:  During the Preston period and perhaps even 

once when in Twin Falls, I recall and have pictures of 

Christmas spent at my grandpa’s home in Afton.  We 

went there for Christmas at least once, though it seems to 

me that we spent Christmas there several times.  The 

Christmas I remember most of all was one when I got an 

electric train.  It was a magnificent present.  It was a 

Lionel Scout with 3 or 4 cars.  It ran on a 3 rail track and I 

have an e-bay find of the identical train in my basement 

now.  I’ve never received a present that left me with the 

feelings I had that Christmas morning.  I think my cousin 

Dan was with me and I don’t know what he got, but I didn’t 

care.  My sister was there and she got some stupid dolly of some kind I suppose, but I didn’t care.  If I’d been 

struck dead after playing with that train for even one time, I’d have died a very happy little boy.  On those 

occasions, grandpa Ames, being the rich guy in town would show home movies.  He bought some commercial 

ones too, including one of the original Mickey Mouse cartoons showing Mickey as a tugboat driver.  And there 

were 8mm films about the bears in Yellowstone Park.   The home movies were mostly of hunting and fishing, 

but there are movies of me peeing in the snow and ice skating.  Those are or will be transferred to DVD for 

everyone to have a copy, along with our honeymoon movies.   

 

Time:  1952-1953 

Place: Twin Falls, Idaho 

Location: Somewhere on 2nd Avenue West eventually, but in another smaller house prior. 

Event 1:  I don’t remember how I got to Twin Falls, but I just appeared there one day with mom and dad and 

my sister.  I was now about 7 and looking to be in the 2nd grade.  These were glorious times for me, particularly 

when we lived on 2nd avenue North.  I made a friend right off the bat by the name of Ronald Eugene Hansen.  

We hit it off right away, and it was Ron who mostly got me to church on many Sundays.  Even though his dad 

was a heavy smoker, he was a good man and his mom, Ruth Hansen was wonderful to me.  His big brother’s 

name was John and he was an interesting character, but also a good guy and active in church.   

Event 2:  My school was called Lincoln 

School and was just a few blocks from our 

house on 2nd Avenue.  It was a magical place.  There was an athletic field out behind that was essentially the 

Christmas at Grandpa Ames house in Afton.  There’s my train! 

Ron's House and the apartment next door 
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playground for the entire neighborhood.  The kids from Washington Elementary called it stinkin’ Lincoln for 

some reason.  I had no insulting name for Washington as he was the first president of the United States.   

Event 3:  My two years in Twin Falls were magnificent and stand out mostly because there was a hobby shop 

called Ray’s.  It was in the basement of one of the downtown buildings and was better than Disney Land for me.  

One could go there and see dozens of model airplanes hanging from the ceiling and for a dime you could buy a 

balsa glider that you’d throw and it would do loops.  There was a more expensive variation that had folding 

wings.  You’d shoot it way up with a sling shot, the wings would unfold, and the plane had a long flight back to 

the ground.  The next step up was also a balsa airplane that had a rubber band turning a big red propeller.  You 

could set that on the ground, let go of the prop and it would take off and provide hours and hours of fun.  But, 

best of all, were the gas powered airplanes.   

Sometime during those two years, dad bought me one of the gas powered models and a small engine.  I don’t 

know if I ever got it built, but I do know that I never flew it.  It was a control line model.  There was also a 

flying field in Twin Falls, but it was far away.  In those days, church had primary on a weekday after the public 

schools were out.  I was supposed to go there after school, but often didn’t make it.  Instead, I’d go to Ray’s 

Hobby shop and just stand there and dream and smell the burned fuel from engines that Ray was working on.   

One evening I got home from Primary and mom asked me how it was.  I said it was fine and started to walk 

away.  She asked me what I had learned and I said I’d learned about Jesus.  She wanted more detail, so she said 

she’d call sister so and so and ask her what I’d learned.  I’d been caught in my lie and confessed that I’d been at 

Rays.  Mom told me she’d noticed that I’d come home quite often with the smell of burned model airplane fuel 

on my clothes, but that she knew in her heart that I was an honest little boy and would never lie and that she was 

disappointed.  I resolved never to lie to her again and only snuck off to Rays a couple times after that, but only 

if he wasn’t testing engines. 

Event 4:  I kind of enjoyed Sunday School.  There were several cute girls in there and I liked them.  Judy was 

the name of one of them.  But my real gal pal was a girl by the name of Nancy Lee Smith.  She was a freckle 

faced red head about as wide as she was tall.  But, she was jolly and always ready for fun and games.  She and I 

and others would go to the Saturday morning kids show at the theater in town.  It started with a live master of 

ceremonies, and often there was some guy dressed up as Donald Duck or Mickey Mouse, or some other fanciful 

character.  Then we’d all sing “Hail! Hail! The gang’s all here,” then the theater would project one of the “Our 

Gang,” comic shorts.  Then we’d watch an episode of a serial like the Lone Ranger, or Rocket Man.  That 

would be followed up by a Bugs Bunny or Porky Pig or other cartoon, and then we’d be on to Abbot and 

Costello, or Jerry Lewis or another kid friendly movie.  We were pretty much out of our mother’s hair for three 

hours on Saturday and I’m sure they thought the 25 cents was worth every penny.   

Event 5:  The years in Twin Falls were exceptional and were the peak years for my personal happiness as a 

child.  Things went downhill after that as we moved in 1954.  But, Twin Falls had an outdoor movie theater, 

complete with a little playground and a small railroad that you could ride until it got dark enough for the movie.  

It was a grand experience being there with my sister and mom and dad.  My dad worked for the Soil 

Conservation Service in Preston and had transferred to Twin Falls with the SCS.   

I don’t remember a lot of association with dad or mom during those years because my life was full of friends.  

Same with my sister.  She moved in and out of my peripheral vision, but was in my consciousness more than 

any time prior to Twin Falls.   
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Event 6:  My fascination with all things aviation continued in Twin Falls, but I added another interest, railroads.  

As part of the 2nd or 3d grade, our class was taken on a field trip to experience riding on a train.  It was not a 

real train, but rather was more like a trolley car.  But it did run between several towns around Twin Falls.  It was 

a single car powered by diesel and had an engineer and conductor and they made it a great adventure for us.  At 

that time, rail travel was still the major way to travel significant distances, so Twin Falls had a major train 

station that was a very busy place.  My friends and I spent many happy hours down by the station watching 

passenger and freight trains moving through.  One of my finest train spotting experiences was to see one of the 

last super steam engines in service. It would come through town hissing and spitting steam and pulling a mile-

long string of freight cars.  There were at least 4 huge drive wheels on a side.  I’m sure that was the last year or 

two of the age of steam.    Part of our fun was to put a penny on the track and after the train had gone over it, the 

penny would be squeezed out about 3 inches long.  We tried a tube of toothpaste too and that created a thrilling 

explosion as the wheels of the train went over it.   

My friends and I lived in the glorious time of free range children.  During the summer and weekends, all the 

mom’s and dad’s cared about is that after breakfast, you were home for lunch and after lunch that you were 

home for dinner and that after dinner you were home by full dark.  The rest of the time and the town were our 

playground.  The cops looked after us, the neighbors looked after us.  We all shared a common culture that 

allowed the schools to teach us values and to discipline us and do it with a paddle when necessary. Our parents 

knew that the citizens, churches and the schools and the local and state and federal government shared the same 

values.  We were very safe.  

Now, in 2015, parents can’t be sure that their kids are safe anywhere other than in the parents’ care.  The U.S. 

government, State Governments, Local Governments, and even the ecclesiastical leaders and neighbors have to 

be monitored to find out if they have a value system that would protect or damage a child.  Sad, but true.   

Event 6:  My friend Ron Hansen and I were true buddies.  We walked down the street with our arms across each 

other’s backs.  We shared sodas and split candy bars and had a fantastic time.  We made haunted houses in the 

dirt basement of his house on 2nd Ave. We shot rubber bands at little green army men.  We cruised the 

downtown and bought little metal boats for a nickel at the 5 and dime and floated them down the gutter or any 

body of water we could get to.  We caught frogs and bugs.  It was heaven for two little boys to live in the time 

of free range children. 

Event 7:  The first time I became aware in any way about the existence of a thing called politics was in my 

second grade class when the teacher told us there would be a presidential election.  She explained what it was 

all about and that one of the WWII generals by the Name of Dwight D. Eisenhower, and a life-long politician 

named Adlai Stephenson would be running against each other.  Well, there was no contest.  One of the greatest 

American generals of all time against a professional politician?  Our balloting in class was 100% for the 

General.  Eisenhower sent me down a road of being a conservative republican 95% of the time the rest of my 

life.  



Event 8:  My dad showed up one day with a dog.  It was a thoroughbred 

German Shorthair pointer, hunting 

dog.  He was registered as Nicholas 

of Sun Valley because he was 

acquired from a breeder in Sun 

Valley Idaho.  Nicky would go 

on to live almost 17 years and died 

shortly after Susan and I were 

married.  So, Nicky was a major 

part of my growing up years.   

Shortly after dad brought him home, Nikky developed distemper.  

The Vet told my dad to put him down, but dad said no.  Instead, he was given a drug that I recall being a sulfa 

drug, and he lived, but with a permanent spastic left rear leg.  We always knew where Nicky was in the house 

because we could hear his leg twitching.  The leg never reduced Nicky’s effectiveness as a bird dog or 

playmate.     

Event 9:  For some reason, in the late summer of 1953, my mother, my sister and I were waiting on a train 

platform to get on a train that would take us to Edmonds, Washington. 

Time:  1953-1954 

Place: House 

Location: Somewhere on a hill in Edmonds Washington 

Event 1:  The train ride to Washington was great.  I loved looking out the window.  It was an overnight ride and 

I slept through much of it.  I liked the fact that there was a little paper cup dispenser and a water faucet at the 

front of the coach and I could drink all the water I could.  Of course, I liked to drink the water because the coach 

had a bathroom that was fascinating.  I don’t remember arriving on the train in Washington, but I do remember 

the Twin Falls departure.  

 I don’t remember feeling any loss, and knew there was some reason for excitement.  I do know that we stayed 

in a hotel for a couple of days and there was this magic box called a television set.  My sister and I would watch 

a test signal for a couple of hours in anticipation of programs coming on.  We’d watch the programming until 

the station went off the air at about 10:00 in the evening.  I distinctly remember one program where it was a 

kind of on-the-air auction and there was a racing boat called a hydroplane that was up for auction.  I asked mom 

to call and buy it for me, but she refused.  I don’t know why; it was only a couple hundred dollars.  I’d have had 

a lot of fun racing it around the ocean by Seattle.  I figured I could overcome the fact that it didn’t have an 

engine and that I had no way of getting it to the ocean. 

Nicholas of Sun Valley 
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Event 2:  We moved into a house in Edmonds, Washington, that was up a hill that was a couple thousand feet 

up from the street.  At least it seemed like that to me.  We had no television there, but we had a radio and I 

could listen to the Lone Ranger and Sky King and the Shadow, so I was pretty happy and set for entertainment.  

The hill was just right for coasting down, so my father helped me put together a little wooden coaster with 4 

wheels and a rope to steer with. There were no brakes.  Dad had purchased a 

surplus pair of flight goggles and a fabric head thingy with little bent black 

wire hooks on it.  I’m thinking it was some kind of military surplus helmet 

liner, but for me it was a racing helmet.  The little coaster only made it down 

the hill a couple of times before it broke apart, but I was safe with my racing 

helmet and goggles.  I ran away one time for some reason.  I made it 10 

miles or so (100 feet) to behind a couple of hay bales that my dad had put in 

place for shooting his bow and arrow.  I stayed there for days (15 minutes) 

and rethought the whole adventure, besides it was coming up on dinner time 

and I hadn’t thought to pack food.   

Event 3:  My dad had taken a job with Boeing Aircraft.  It had a contract to 

build the first winged and powered guided missile.  It was called the 

BOMARK.  Dad had something to do with the wiring design.  He had to 

commute quite a distance and was particularly late getting home one night and when he did he asked if we’d felt 

the earthquake.  I hadn’t, but dad explained what such a thing was and I lived in fear of our hill collapsing at 

any time.  There were plenty of earthquakes in that part of Washington, but I have no memory of feeling one.   

Event 4:  School that year, 4th grade began a long slow decline in my personal happiness.  I had to ride a bus 

that stopped at the bottom of our hill.  I made no friends, and became a total loner and discovered the miracle of 

daydreaming.  I survived 4th grade by being in class, but not actually being in class.  I passed the 4th grade, but 

have no actual memory of ever attending or learning anything.  My daydreams were of boats and trains and cars 

and airplanes and rockets and Martians.  I still daydream of the boats and trains and cars and airplanes and 

rockets, but I grew out of my Martian phase by the time I was in college.   

My favorite memory and the most consciousness up to the time that I had of Louise was that her bus was a 

different bus than mine.  She was a prissy little thing and would not, I repeat, not use the restrooms at the 

school.  So, by the time the bus got to the bottom of our hill, she would run screaming up the hill for us to open 

the front door and make sure the bathroom was empty and in she’d go and come out an hour later.  She didn’t 

make it every time and those were my favorite times living in Edmonds. 

Event 5: I’d always had a powerful interest in boats and sports cars.  My father took us several times to Puget 

Sound and to the other waters in and around Seattle.  We looked at brand new MG TD sports cars.  We watched 

every imaginable type of boat move through the locks into the sound or lake Washington, I don’t know which.  

I was incredibly jealous of the fishermen in the small boats, smoking their pipes and drinking from brown 

bottles.  They looked like real salt water men should.   

I suffered, and so did my dad from a lot of sinus trouble.  Mine was magnified because I hated going to school, 

but I think I really was bothered by the humidity and wood smoke in the area.  I did love the smell of the place 

and whenever I’m in the Seattle area, I reminisce about that one year we lived there. 

An earlier photo of Louise and I and Blondie 

... we always loved the radio 



Event 6:  1953 and 54 were years that were heavily influence by the Cold War as the Russians came up with 

their long range bombers and nuclear bombs.  So, each week, there would be an alarm sound and we were 

supposed to hide under our desks until the alarm was over, as though a nuclear strike on Edmonds would have 

no effect upon us if we did crawl under the desks.  I also think the drill was more practically used for 

earthquake emergencies.   

Event 7:  For some reason and somehow, Dad quit working for Boeing and the next thing I knew was that I was 

in Idaho Falls, Idaho, where my dad went back to work for the Soil Conservation Service.   

Time:  1954/55 

Place: Idaho Falls, Idaho 

Location: 306 South Ridge 

 

Event 1:  Suddenly, I was in a white frame old house on the south east side of town.   It was in a very nice 

neighborhood.  The house was torn down years later along with several others and replaced with what is now an 

old apartment building.  It was a nice house.  I remember only one thing about the design of the house.  It had a 

back porch that became my personal living quarters.  I don’t know what I used for a bed frame or mattress, but 

there was something there.  I slept in an old green sleeping bag that got more dirt on me when I slept in it than I 

got on it.  At the head of my “bed” was a little closet and I stashed the important stuff of my life at that time in 

that little closet.  I distinctly remember a nursery rhyme book that was tall and skinny.  I think it was mother 

goose type stories.  It was about 4 inches wide and 12 inches tall.  I remember my teddy bear, and I was still 

using my baby crib mattress as my pillow, and had done so ever since I could remember, at that time anyway.  I 

think it was a screened porch and I don’t remember being cold back there, so we may not have been in that 

house through a winter before moving to 255 North Water.   It may have been an enclosed porch, but I’m sure 

there was no source of heat back there.   

Event 2:  I spent my fifth grade year at Central Intermediate School.  It 

had been the original high school and was a very large complex.  It 

had a swimming pool that was part of the original build, but when I 

was there, I didn’t swim in it.  Susan says she did up through her 7th 

grade.  The major part of the complex is torn down, but a part still 

stands on the east end as of 2014.  It was a great school building as far 

as I was concerned.  The part I like best was on the south east end and 

across the street, some opportunist family had created a little store 

full of candy and pastries and if you were rich, you could buy a hot 

dog.  I usually had a lunch sack with me, but mom would often give 

me a dime for a candy trip to that little store.  I remember nothing 

about my 5th grade year, but I’m sure that I continued to develop an even better ability to daydream about 

submarines, airplanes, rockets, trains, and cars.   

I walked to school as it was only about 5 blocks.  I have no recollection of anything associated with church.  My 

sister was still this vague figure, but don’t fret over this part of my history as she will become a major source of 

fun and adventure in my life as the years progress.   

Event 3:  Somehow, I woke up one morning and found myself in a new house.  Well, an old new house at 255 

North Water.  That move was precipitated by nothing of which I had awareness.  This was our coolest house 

yet.  It was immediately to the north of the Methodist Church, and the church still stands as of 2014.  (All that is 

2012 visit to the spot (255 No Water) where I made a 

miniature zoo ... house now gone...ground still there 



21 

 

left of the house as of 2015 is the little one car garage at the back of the property.  The house is gone).  

Additionally, it was immediately to the east of the Idaho Falls Public Library and a bit more east of the Idaho 

Falls rail yard and train station.  Also, close by was a market about the size of a modern C-Store and the 

Safeway store was along the east side of the rail road right of way and to the south of the Methodist church.  

Behind the house and slightly north was a Star Laundry building.  Behind the house was a small garage, that 

was never used by my dad as a garage, so it became my own place of escape.  

In 2012, we found the very spot where I built a miniature zoo.  Now it is just a driveway.  But then it was very 

cool with lots of bugs for mini zoo animals.  Also while in this house, I had a chore.  That was to put coal into 

the coal burning furnace.  The coal heated a boiler and that hot water went through pipes to the rooms in the 

house into radiators.  It was really a very nice form of heating.  The hard part of the job was taking the coal 

residue, the clinkers, out every night and throwing them away.   

A cool thing about that house was the family living in the home to the north of our house. Their name was 

Marchant and they had very cute daughter whose first name I can’t remember, so she will just have to go by the 

name of “cute.”  She and I became fast buddies, though I’m pretty sure her parents didn’t like me.  Perhaps they 

had reason, but I don’t remember.   

This house had a huge apricot tree in the backyard.  It was very prolific, and I could pretty much exist for 

several weeks just on apricots.  The Methodist church front yard was only a short row of bushes away from the 

border of my yard and therefore, I had this huge virtual front yard where I could run and jump and play with my 

dog, Nicky.   

Event 4:  The Idaho Falls Public Library consisted of the main library and a basement children’s library.  I spent 

hours each week in that children’s library, reading everything there was to read about rockets, submarines, 

scuba diving, airplanes, trains and cars and space.  I depleted that source of information pretty quickly and 

moved upstairs to the main library where there were seriously informative books about rockets and scuba diving 

and submarines and airplanes and cars.  I had more than a full year of daydreaming stuff to get me through the 

sixth grade.   

Event 5:  My sixth grade year was also at Central Intermediate.  I only remember one teacher and the only 

reason I remember him was because during the summer he drove one of the ancient yellow tour busses that 

were used in Yellowstone National Park and had been since the 30’s or so and are in fact still in use today, 

though only in a limited historical context.  He had many great stories to tell, but overall, he was a major 

disappointment to me as a teacher because he didn’t know much.  I’d already built many electro magnets by the 

time he took weeks to explain to us how they worked and actually built one in class.  When I told him I wanted 

to build an airplane, I gave him the weight specifications and asked him if he could provide me the formulas to 

calculate the necessary wing span and chord to carry the load.  He looked at me with a puzzled look and told 

me, “No, I can’t.”  That was my first indication that all I had suspected of teachers was validated.  They didn’t 

know very much useful stuff, only trivia about Benjamin Franklin and where Africa was located.  Oh, and 

something about diagramming sentences.  I saw no point in that as I could just speak sentences, and quite well 

as all my teachers told me that I spoke very well.  Spelling was another waste of time.  They tried to teach me 

the rules, but after I thought I had the rule down, I’d ask them why some word didn’t follow the rules.  Their 

answer was, as I suspected, “there are many exceptions to the rules.”  After that I paid no notice to spelling tests 

and the like because if someone could create rules and exceptions to rules, so could I.   



6th grade was my first and only attempt at a group music class.  My mother had a very old violin from the 

1920’s, but it played fine.  The school did a group violin class.  Unknown to me, a girl by the name of Susan 

Bates was in that class.  (I’d meet her finally at a valentines dance at O.E. Bell Jr. High in February of 1959).  I 

finished the class, and we put on a little concert for parents.  I didn’t need anyone to tell me that the concert was 

terrible or that I was the worst player there.  So, that was the end of group music for me.   

Event 6:  It was in the fifth grade that I met my 

lifelong friend, almost only friend, Charles Wynward 

(Wyn) Bowman.  He lived on 2090 Curtis Avenue in 

a house that his parents built first as a basement 

home, commonly done post war, and then finished a 

nice little house on top of that as money would allow.  

He was exactly north of the Idaho Falls Cemetery; in fact, his house 

faces the cemetery.  He and I spent many happy hours in that cemetery, 

and in a park south of the cemetery, called Tautphus Park. There, a kid had a zoo and playgrounds and a merry 

go round, and some other nifty things.  Some cost a nickel or dime.  But a summer day went quickly by there.  

These pictures were taken in 2012, 50 plus years later, but the building is still there and so are the rides.   

There was also a flying field for control line model airplanes that was an endless fascination for me.  Wyn 

expressed a strong interest in girls about this time, and other than the 

Marchant girl who was my neighbor, I pretty much took more interest in the 

park and the flying field and the other entertainments.  There was a log 

building with several game machines.  One of them allowed you to look into 

a periscope looking thing and by pushing a button you could send a torpedo 

from your submarine and blow up a ship.  It was wonderful.  I’ll tell you 

more about Wyn and other friends in a special section called “friends.”  

Event 7:  I’d asked my dad for a bike many 

times, but he declared them to be a sure way to instant death.  However, his sister, 

my aunt Bette was pretty severely handicapped with Down’s Syndrome and had a 

bike that she could never get the hang of.  So, my grandparents gave the bike to 

my sister, who was then 13 or 14.  She thought it was not cool to bike, so I took 

the bike over and had many good times with it.  It didn’t bother me that I was the 

only male in town, happily peddling a robin egg blue bicycle that was a girl’s 

bike--single speed with pedal braking.  I rode that bike for years until I was in the 

9th grade.  In 1959 or so, I was made fun of by Wyn who had just bought a 3 

speed English racing bike complete with a little tool kit under the seat.  I don’t 

know what happened to that wonderful blue girl’s bike.  I wish I had it now to 

restore and ride around.  Sometimes I have no shame. 

Event 8:  There are some things that folks resist putting in their autobiographical records, but some events 

affected me quite dramatically for the better though the events themselves were very negative.  Event 8 is one of 

those negative things with an overall positive outcome.   

I became aware that my father had flaws.  I suppose most children come to that point in life where they find that 

their parents aren’t perfect.  My father traveled a lot in his role in the soil conservation service.  He had 

responsibilities for civil engineering projects all over southern Idaho.  I felt there were some troubles between 

The BLUE BIKE, Louise, Nikki 

and I in front of Koster House 
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him and my mother, but only in the way that children can sense such things.  As I look back, there is an 

important truth about parenting and that is that children are hypocrisy detectors.  And when they see that in their 

parent or parents, it can be pretty devastating.   

I use to wait out by the curb and sit and fret and worry about my dad.  If my mother said he’d be home by 6:00, 

I’d start worrying by 6:01.  He’d usually show up within a couple hours of the predicted time, but I held watch 

until he came.  I was filled with rapture when I would see his car pull up and he’d give me a happy hello and 

we’d go into the house. 

His office was in the basement of what was then the Idaho Falls central post office.  One day, I decided to grace 

him with my presence and with the hope of being taken to lunch for a burger or a soda.  I entered the office 

unannounced, and found him with a blond lady giggling and sitting on his lap.  There was a bit of a rush and he 

said hello in a way that I’d never seen before.  I was very uncomfortable and told dad I just wanted to say hello 

and that I was on my way to do an errand and I left.  At least that is the way I remember the whole thing.  I was 

very troubled and couldn’t really figure out what it meant to see my dad with another woman on his lap.  The 

image stuck with me.  About that time my mother had fallen very ill, possibly from emotional stress, but the 

doctor came to the house, and as he’d push on her stomach she’d 

scream out loud in pain, so there was something else that was the 

problem.  The very troubling part for me was that she was sure she 

was dying and she kept weeping and telling my dad that she loved 

him.  She didn’t die of course.  She also passed out in the grocery 

store one day and that was troubling.  

 

 

Mom was working across the street from our house for Dr. Hoschauer, or at least that is how it sounded.  A Dr. 

Peterson worked in the same building.  Both men were dentists.  Mom would bring home the little glass tubes 

with a rubber cap on one end and a rubber slider that would move in and out of the tube.  If you put the plug on 

and pushed the rubber slider, the cap would pop off like a cork gun.  Also, mom brought home a tube of 

mercury for me to play with.  It was a magnificent toy, that mercury.  Ah, the good old days of parental 

innocence.  We made a trip to Twin Falls one day so mom could get actually licensed as a dental assistant, 

though she’d been working in that capacity for several years.   

Event 9:  I discovered my sister.  That seems a little strange, but 

this was the first time that I have strong memories of my sister in 

my life.  She was a completely baffling person to me.  She was 

often times highly emotional with me and at other times, she was 

very motherly.  When I mentioned the Post Office episode to her, 

she was very sweet and told me not to worry and I didn’t worry 

because I trusted my sister.  I was aware of divorce and it was a 

complete horror for me to contemplate, but I didn’t allow myself 

to ever consider that my mother and father would perpetrate such a 

horror on their children.   



My sister was heading full steam through puberty and the teenage years.  I have a clear memory of one summer 

day when she came to me and asked me to go to the music store and buy her a record.  I asked her specifically 

which record she wanted me to buy, and she said it didn’t matter, just buy her a new record.  She threw in 15 

cents extra for me to get some candy or a soda along the way.  I came back and handed her the record I’d 

bought and she went ballistic.  I’d bought her a very nice little 45 rpm record of “How Much is that Doggy in 

the Window.”  She had assumed that I, an 11-year-old boy would know about such things as Elvis and The Big 

Bopper.  I was never asked to buy her a record again.  I think she took it back to the music store and traded it in 

on something more age appropriate.  The summer of 55 or 56, she took to wearing shorts all summer long, and 

her friends became her world.  I tried many times to edge my way into that world in hopes I’d be cherished not 

just by her, but by her friends, maybe be their mascot or something, but that was not to be.  About this time my 

sister was in Jr. High and spent many a night at the “Library” doing homework.  I followed her one night, and 

the “Library” often turned out to be at some friend’s house. 

Event 10:  My daydreaming was getting out of hand and reached a peak one day when a poor friend of mine, 

also by the name of Harry who lived across the street from me became the subject of my considerably creative 

mind.  I was explaining to him one day how my dad and I were actually secret agents and how we’d just gotten 

back from a harrowing experience somewhere and that we were diving for treasure in a lake with not one, not 

two, but three tanks of air on our backs.  As we surfaced, enemy planes began to strafe the lake with machine 

guns.  We quickly dove down to the bottom of the lake and waited there with our extra air supplies until the 

enemies figured they’d killed us off.  Then we came back to Idaho Falls.  I also asked him if he’d like to help 

me build a robot from a cigar box.  He looked at me and said something along the lines of, “well, I may be poor, 

but I’m not stupid.”  It was hard to get Harry’s mother to let him come and play with me after that, though he 

did on occasion.   

That was the last time I came up with real whoppers as I was maturing and realized that I’d have to stick to 

stories that had some element of plausibility rather than being just plain ridiculous.  I also lost track of the cute 

Marchant girl next door--probably for the same reason that Harry across the street abandoned me.  

Event 11:  During these years, my family made several trips 

to Afton to visit my grandparents on both sides of my family.  

Granddad Oliver Ames 
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One of the trips was so that my father could go hunting with his dad and my Uncle Ken.    

 I was playing on the school ground with my tough cousins and I heard another cousin running down the street 

shouting to me that my dad had shot himself.  I don’t remember running to my Uncle Ken’s house, but I do 

remember walking in, expecting to see my dad laid out on the floor under a sheet.  Instead, he was sitting in a 

chair with his foot wrapped in a very bloody bandage.  They were getting ready to take dad to what passed as a 

hospital in Afton.  I was so happy to see he wasn’t dead, but he’d shot himself in the foot with a high powered 

rifle.  His story went that Uncle Ken had told him the gun was unloaded, but dad, being safety conscious 

pointed the gun at his own foot and pulled the trigger.  The gun was not unloaded.  Uncle Ken thought the 

whole thing was very funny.  Dad never did think it was funny.  

One of those trips I was with my same-

age cousin, Danny Sanders, a child of my 

dad’s only full blood sister, my Aunt Fay.  

We were great friends when we were 

together.  I told Danny that we ought to 

go to see my grandpa and grandma 

Taysom, my mother’s father and step 

mother.  They had moved from the family 

home to a home over on the main street in 

Afton.  Dan and I walked up to them as 

they were sitting on the porch and I said 

hello, expecting to be greeted with great joy.  No.  They looked at me 

like they didn’t know me so Dan and I went on our way.  I could 

never figure out why I was treated like that as they’d always been so open armed and welcoming.  That negative 

experience never happened again.  I’m guessing that I was completely out of context for them when I walked up 

with my cousin.  I’ll speak more about both sets of grandparents and my other close relatives in special sections 

at the end of my autobiography.   

Event 12:  After my dad had been shot in the foot, he was in a cast and walked with a crutch for a long time.  

But, being a real man, he entered himself in an archery tournament.  I remember clearly walking the archery 

course with him.  I’d hold the crutches while he took his shots.   

Event 13:  My father and his brother and my grandfather were real men 

of the old west.  They were hunters and fishermen and horsemen.  My 

father even wrote an article for Outdoor Life, one of the biggest men’s 

magazines of the time.  He detailed a hunting expedition in the 

mountains and it was a hit with the magazine.  He’d been offered to 

write some more for them, but 

dad didn’t trust income that 

didn’t come from a secure full 

time job.  In any case, he and my 

granddad Ames and my Uncle 

ken planned an old fashioned mountain pack trip for the purpose of 

fishing, primarily.  I was invited to go.  I think probably under duress 

Cousin Danny Sanders and I 



from my mother, but I was delighted to be going.  I spent days packing and repacking my camping gear.  On the 

day we were to leave, we had to pick up a horse that I would ride.   

My dad had 1955 Ford Fairlane four door sedan.  I couldn’t figure out how we would get the horse in there, but 

I trusted my dad.  What we did do was he’d drive very slowly, and I would hold onto the horses lead rope and 

the horse would trot alongside the car.  That worked for the first of the two miles we had to go and then the 

horse decided to stop.  The horse stopped quickly, dad didn’t.  All 5000 feet of the lead rope ran over the top of 

my hand between my right thumb and index finger, cutting lots of layers of skin off.  So, we went to the doctor 

and the doc bound the thing up and dad asked if I wanted to stay home.  But I wanted to go and so I manned up 

and with my hand tightly bandaged, my dad and I headed off to the mountains while grandpa Ames drove the 

horses in a truck.   

Another shock to me about my dad’s fallibility and some parental hypocrisy was when we were driving at night, 

and dad asked me if I minded him “smoking this little cigar.”  I was horrified, but said it was fine.  My church 

activity was pretty much zero from year to year then, but I took the lessons I did have very seriously.  One was 

no cigarette smoking and the other was no alcohol.  Those two lessons seemed reasonable to me whether 

founded in religious tenet or not.  I’d seen smokers cough and drunks in the streets.   

I had a great time on the pack trip.  I caught lots of fish and learned to hate horses, primarily the one I was on 

named “Merry Legs.”  Dad’s and grandpa’s and Uncle Ken’s horses walked around most trail obstructions.  

Merry Legs chose to walk up to the obstruction and jump over it—every time.  That horse liked biting me at 

every opportunity.  If I held some hay in one hand, it would reach down and try to bite the other empty one.  

That’s how much that horse hated me.   

At one point we met up with some old friends of Grandpa’s at a hunting and fishing camp comprised of wall 

tents put up on wooden platforms.  I was sent to bed in one tent and the men all gathered in the other tent and 

drank and whooped and smoked cigars all the rest of the evening until I fell asleep.  Most of them were LDS 

people, but I guess when you are on horses and in the mountains, that something comes up out of the DNA that 

turns them into old time cowboys.   

Early in the trip, grandpa announced that he needed to poop.  I hadn’t seen a restroom, so I figured that he’d go 

off into the woods and take care of business.  Nope!  He squatted down right there in the middle of the trail and 

just like the horses frequently did, made pile of poo.  He grabbed a handful of grass, wiped a bit here and there, 

pulled on his pants and jumped back onto the horse.  When we stopped for some lunch, grandpa opened a can of 

peaches, put in his hand and pulled out a bunch and handed them to me.  Note:  As nearly as I could tell, there 

had been no hand washing occur between the pooping and the dishing out of the peaches.  I declined the 

peaches and resolved that even if I starved before the trip was over that I’d do ALL of my own food handling.  

(My mom had been careful to make sure that I had a bar of soap and a washcloth in a small glass bottle in my 

camping gear). 

Time:  1957-1958 

Place: Idaho Falls, Idaho - : 255 North Water S (the house is no longer there.) 
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Event 1:  At last, I was about to enter 7th grade in Junior High.  Living where we did, the Jr. High, O.E. Bell 

Junior High was only a block away.  This was the first year that class rooms were different for each school 

subject.  It was also the first year that elective classes could be taken.  I chose woodshop.  Mr. Dobson was the 

teacher.  He was a gruff old goat maybe 50 years old and gray haired and short and built like a fire hydrant.  It 

was a good thing too as he had 10 or more boys walking around with saws and chisels and wood planes.  We 

first made a cutting board that was small but when I gave mine to my mother, she was effusive about the glory 

of the thing and it hung proudly in our kitchen and was used by her as an actual cutting board.  We still have 

that board in 2015 and hopefully all in the future will treat it as an heirloom.   

Our next project, one that would take the rest of the school year was a 

nice little hinged lid box that one might put jewelry or other small 

valuables in.  Mr. Dobson was very, very finicky about perfection in 

building these little boxes and I had to go back to the drawing table 

many times until it passed his inspection.  We also still have that box 

as of 2015.  It was with my mother from the time I completed it until 

she died.  As I look at it now, it really was a piece of precision that a 

person just wouldn’t expect from the hands of a 7the grader.  I was 

proud of it then and I’m proud of it now.   

I remember the first morning of 7th grade at the school.  It was the first time I needed to be up and dressed and 

breakfasted and at school by 7:30 in the morning.  I felt special, after all, I was in 7th grade, the grade that gets 

you halfway to full adulthood as a 12th grader, a senior in high school. All of the shop class, all boys stood 

outside the shop door awaiting the teacher and his keys.  We tried very hard to be nonchalant about the whole 

thing, after all we were now “men” and 7th graders.  

Event 2:  My allowance was upped to 50 cents a week by my father.  I got it on Saturday 

morning.  I would then, immediately go to a small grocery store immediately nearby 

where they had a real magazine stand.  Those were the days when any hobby was fully 

covered by dozens of magazines.  I would always head straight for the Popular Science 

and Mechanics Illustrated location and would greedily snatch up the latest issue.  If all 

else failed, I could pick up the latest issue of Hot Rod magazine.  The magazine would 

cost me 25 cents, then I’d pick up a 10 cent soda and 3 nickel candy bars, and my 

allowance for the week would be gone, but I’d have reading and daydreaming and 

projects from the magazine to last me a full week.  (A couple years later, Mechanics 

Illustrated would feature a monthly article under the name of MiMi with a cool picture 

of Mimi, the MI girl.  She was a beauty and the model of the ideal woman for me for several years.  She wore 

vertically striped overalls cut off very short (for the day)).   

Event 3:  Speaking of candy bars, this event wasn’t only associated with my time in Jr. High.  It went on from 

my earliest recollections of my sister, Weezie, (her nickname) until she finally graduated from high school.  

Whenever the two of us were together, and happily ended up with a popsicle each or a roll of life savers each, or 

anything divisible by two, the following scenario would play out: 

2012 View of O.E. Bell Jr High School 



 “HO, (for that was sadly the nickname I carried from my earliest recollection even until today among 

some of my cousins and my sister), since I’ve eaten all of my life savers and you still have eight left, it would 

only be fair if you gave me four of yours.” 

 “HO, since I’ve eaten my Popsicle, and you still have most of yours left, why don’t you break yours in 

two and give me half, that way we will be even.” 

That went along for years, and I would think about it and AGREE, every time.  Her logic made perfect sense to 

me.  It may still be happening at the time of this writing and I just don’t know it.  However, I did get a little 

even as you will see in a few pages. 

Also around this time, as my sister was well and truly into puberty, another scenario would play out, usually if I 

didn’t give her half of whatever I had managed to hang onto.   

 “HO, you aren’t being fair and I don’t like you and I’ll never like you because you didn’t vacuum my 

room, even though mom told me to do it.”  “I’m sorry Louise, but no matter how much you say you don’t like 

me, I still love you completely and always will.”  Whenever I said the “I still love you” bit, her anger turned to 

fury and would end up in slammed doors and the sound of a vacuum going.  I too can manipulate on occasion. 

Event 4:  Weezie loved socializing and had at least one party at our house that I can remember.  She had invited 

several friends over to listen to rock and roll records and have a treat.  I awaited that day with great anticipation.  

I imagined that I’d do myself up in a duck tail hairdo and put on my rocking and rollingest clothes and join the 

party.  I imagined how thrilled my sister would be to have her hip younger brother walk into the middle of the 

party, greased back hair and wearing great teen clothes and start to rock and roll dance.  In my mind the guests 

would all stand around and clap for me and tell Louise that she had the coolest little brother ever and that from 

that time forward, they’d want to include me in all of their parties and adventures.  I was so confident that she 

would be glad to have me around at the party that I told her my plan.  That was a mistake.  I was threatened 

with death and her never sharing any of her Popsicles and Life Savers ever again if I showed even an inch of my 

body at her party.   

I was in about the 7th grade then.  My mother had a long talk with me 

about life and girls and puberty and parties, none of which I understood, 

but I gathered that I really wouldn’t be welcome at the party, not because 

of anything bad, but rather because I really was the coolest little brother 

ever and that Louise didn’t want her friends to feel bad that they didn’t 

have such a brother.  That made perfect sense to me, so during the party I 

went to a movie paid for by my mother with extra for Boston Baked Beans 

and Dots and Popcorn and soda.  

Event 5:  I took art as an elective as well as shop.  I loved art that year.  We made sculptures out of soap and did 

pencil drawings and pounded copper and made decorated leather things.  I don’t know where those have all 

gone, but I wish I had some of them now.  I loved that class and I loved shop, the first two learning 

opportunities in over 6 years of primary education that I actually looked forward to.  My schooling that year 

went pretty well over all.  I was very good at reading and English, hated history, hated math, hated Phys Ed and 

everything else about school.  Oh, I did like assembly and snow days and school holidays. 

My math teacher was Mr. Tremaine - a really good teacher, but had a particular hang up about the way I viewed 

fractions.  I simply couldn’t deal with them.  What meaning has a one over a two, ½.  Or worse, 1/32, or 1/3.  It 
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was silliness as far as I was concerned.  Then he threw in the how to add fractions and how to divide fractions 

and how to multiply fractions.  I thought through every possible scenario about fractions trying to find a use for 

the things, so I simply refused to do them.  Later I was to find out that there was a use for numbers like .5 or 

.333 and that made perfect sense.  Multiplying, dividing, adding, subtracting was a cake walk using decimals 

and a calculator.  Over my years since 7th grade, I’ve been vindicated.  I discovered that no one ever actually 

multiplied, 1/32 times 1/3, ever in their whole lives.  I should have looked up Mr. Tremaine later in life and told 

him about the discovery, but I never did. 

Phys Ed was a real challenge for me.  I did a lot of running and walking and chasing Nicky, my dog, and could 

run as fast as all of my friends.  But for some reason, O.E. Bell, whoever he was, thought that young men 

should get naked in front of one another, put on shorts, and do a lot of inane running and jumping and sweating, 

get naked again in front of one another, and then shower naked and then get back into school clothes and sweat 

away the rest of the school day.  It made no sense to me then, especially the naked part, and makes no sense to 

me now.   My body was mine and I didn’t like looking at it let alone some other stinky kids--even accidentally.  

There were a few of the boys that thought the whole thing was great fun and pranced around naked, snapping 

wet towels at each other’s butts as though the activity was the height of joy.  Not me.  Idiots! (I later discovered 

that the joyous naked, towel snapping bunch would comprise the major part of all future Jr. High and high 

school athletic teams.  Go figure)! 

Event 6:  I adored my dad and wanted to do something really special for him during the Christmas break.  The 

shop was getting rid of its old bench vises used for holding wood pieces while they were being worked.  I 

bought one for a dollar.  It was still useable.  I spray painted it black and on Christmas Eve, I snuck down in the 

wee hours of the morning and hid the vise under the tree.  I tagged it with my dad’s name to make sure that my 

mom or sister wouldn’t mistake it to be something for them.  On Christmas morning, we all opened presents 

and I handed dad the vise and he said thank you and that he’d be sure to use it.  I don’t know if he ever did, but I 

was a proud gift giver.  My mom and dad did their best to make sure that Christmas was always a great event 

for my sister and for me.  We always pretty much got a major present that we’d asked for and several other 

secondary presents.  I don’t remember a bad Christmas in the present department.  Interestingly, after 71 

Christmases, I don’t remember but very, very few presents I received.  But I do remember the glorious feelings 

of real family togetherness and happiness at Christmas that were sadly missing in many ways the rest of the 

year when I was growing up.  

 

Event 7:  This event represents every school year for me regardless of the grade I was in.  The seventh grade 

went like this: 

 September 1, 1957, school starts, put stuff in locker. 

 Hate school and can’t wait until the end of the school year. 

 May 25th, 1958, clean out the locker and go home! 

 

Going home that last day of the school year was a glorious burst from 9 months of prison and bread and water.  

But, when you stepped out into the sunshine with 3 grand months of summer ahead of you, well, that was 

priceless.  The grass was greener, the sky bluer, the birds tweeted louder and all was stable in my universe once 

again.  I could spend all of my summer with Mechanics Illustrated and Popular Science and I could spend all 



the time I wanted with glorious library books on submarines and airplanes and rockets and cars and boats.  

There would be a fishing trip or two and visiting cousins and relatives and spending lots of time with my buddy 

Wyn. 

Then, some idiot starts posting signs in the windows of the stores advertising, “Back to School Sale.”  The signs 

were posted on May 26th and I had to avert my eyes or take back-streets all during the summer to avoid them.  

Event 8.  I’d begun to notice girls.  I mean really notice girls.  MiMi may have started that.  One particular girl 

had started to change shape in the 6th grade.  Vernine Wing was her name I think, though I have no idea why I 

remember her.  I’d had a fairly good time with some girl friends in Twin Falls, but now, I began to feel a draw 

to them in a different way.  There was a cute girl named Katherine Martin that I felt particularly drawn to.  I 

asked her to go to a movie with me one week and she said she’d check with her mom and so on, but she finally 

said yes.  The movie was to be on a Saturday around 1:00.  I awoke at about 5:00 AM and bathed and washed 

and greased my hair back and put on my most handsome clothes, then sat and waited, watching the clock.  The 

following 6 hours went very slowly, but eventually, she and I ended up at the movies.  That was our first and 

last date, probably because it wasn’t a particularly satisfying date for reasons I don’t remember.  

 So, I tried again.  I called a girl named Cheryl Blake.  She was a cutie with dark hair and freckles.  The 

conversation went something pretty much like this: 

 “Is Cheryl home?” 

 “Yes she is.” 

 “Can I talk to her?” 

 “Yes.” 

 “Hello, who’s this?” 

 “Hello, Cheryl, this is Harry Ames, from school.” 

 “Why are you calling me from school?” 

 “I’m not calling you from school, I’m calling you from my house.” 

 “Oh.  Well, what do you want?” 

 “I was wondering if you’d like to go to a movie with me?” 

 “With you?” 

 “Yes.” 

 “Just a minute, I’ve got to ask my mom.” 

 (Mumbling in the background but I heard, “Harry Ames…I don’t want to go…tell me I  can’t go…please mom?”).  

 “Hello, my mom says I can’t go.” 

 “Uh…well…okay, thanks anyway.” 

Yes, I was crushed.  I couldn’t imagine any girl turning down a date with Harry Ames.  That pretty much 

scarred me for the next two school years. I remember little about dating after the Blake debacle until my 

greatest event ever coming up a few pages from now.   
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Time:  1958-1959 

Place: Idaho Falls, Idaho 

Location: The upstairs apartment 

 

Event 1:  I remember absolutely nothing about the eighth grade.  Not 

teachers, not family, nothing.  I attended school I assume, but I’m sure I 

learned nothing.  I made no new friends, but I’m sure Mechanics 

Illustrated, MiMi and the glorious end of the eighth grade are in there 

somewhere.  I did accidentally date one girl by the name of Melva Jean 

Crocket.  She was a real cutie.  Wyn and I went to a school dance that was fairly formal.  The girls all wore 

dresses and the boys wore whatever form of formal wear they had in their closet.  Wyn had arranged to meet 

Melva Jean at the dance with the intent of romancing her for a longer term relationship.  However, shortly into 

the event, Melva Jean came over to me and asked me if I wanted to dance with her.  I was shocked, and 

confused, and wondered where Wyn was.  But, being as she was asking and I was a gentleman, I said okay.  It 

was a “slow” dance, so I had to hold her close.  As I glanced down, as most boys did when they were taller than 

a girl, and noticed her cute “chest.”  She was a very pretty dark haired girl of Basque ethnicity or some other 

naturally tanned look.  I was smitten and forgot that I had a best friend and that I had “his girl” in my arms.  

Worse, Melva Jean looked at me with her big dark eyes and told me she didn’t like Wyn and that she liked me 

and that she didn’t want to dance with him and only wanted to dance with me.  Now, this was a major problem 

for me, so I took the honorable way out and when Wyn showed up to collect Melva Jean for the next dance, I 

told him that she didn’t like him and that she liked me and wanted to only dance with me the rest of the dance.  

(Melva Jean went on with her life and from what little information came to me about her, it was not a great life.  

Her father was Susan and my Bishop when we were married and living in Shelley.  (A wonderful man). 

Now, this sounds much worse than it really was because it was my first introduction to how the truly devious 

female mind works.  The next day after the dance, I called to ask her to go out with me.  She told me she wasn’t 

interested and that Brock the Handsome was now her boyfriend and he wouldn’t approve.   

Wyn was truly hurt by my actions, and I really suffered too.  I felt like dirt.  I finally was able to round him up 

and sit him down and explain about the “chest” and that I was a real creep and that I’d learned a great lesson 

about women that we could both benefit from.  I told him it was better that I got the information about “Brock 

the Handsome,” than for him to have been slapped in the face and that I’d actually done him a favor.  Wyn was 

not one to be manipulated and conceded that we’d both been used, and our friendship remains intact to this day 

in 2015.  I never messed with that relationship again. (Though I did accidentally throw a dart at his leg and it 

stuck).   There was only one other time that there was competition with my good friend over a girl, but as you 

will see, he thankfully prevailed, for at least one date with a girl we’d both had our eyes on. 

 

We lived in the upstairs apartment here from summer 

1958 to spring of 1959, about 5 blocks south of First 

Street Market. 



Time:  1958-1959 

Place: Idaho Falls, Idaho 

Location: Dance Class 

 

Event 1: During the winter of 58 and 59, my mother enrolled me in 

ballroom dance classes.  I don’t know why, but there would be girls 

there, so I decided to do it.  All the boys wore suits to the classes and the 

girls wore dresses.  It was more than ballroom dance lessons; it was 

designed by some evil woman to also teach us manners and 

deportment—whatever that meant.  It worked, and I eventually earned an award for “most mannerly boy.”  I 

was as pleased with that award as any I would ever receive.  I think there was even a write up in the Idaho Falls 

Post Register that as I recall went something like this on the front page: “Idaho Falls Most Mannerly Boy, Harry 

Ames Crowned at Special Event.”  The body of the 

story went on and on about me and in fairness did 

mention some other boys and girls that had won 

something insignificant as the story continued 

somewhere on the back pages.   

 

 

 

I did enjoy the dancing and it set me up really well as a 

lady’s man as 1959 rolled around. 

 

 

 

Girls in Mrs. Breiter’s dance school  

Guys in the dance school. I am on the far left. 

Good Looking Me Ready to Dance 
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Event 2:  Relative to schooling, ‘58 and ‘59 were typical.  I don’t remember taking any classes I liked that were 

for the purpose of learning.  It was the first year that I’d actually fail a class for no fault of my own.  I took the 

failure in algebra in stride because I knew that I could take it again as a 10th grader.  Besides, who really needed 

to know the value of X.?  It was just more silliness from the brains of people who wrote math books. 

Phys Ed became even worse because now everybody was getting all hairy and even more disgusting as they 

wet-towel snapped each other.   

I was still getting around alright on my robin’s egg blue girls bike.  However, I never ever rode the thing to 

school.  Fortunately, the Jr. High was still only half a block away.   

Event 3:  This is the event that changed my entire life history.  I call this event,  

 



 

The Susan Bates Cataclysm. 

 I think the word cataclysm is appropriate as the event shook me to my knees and left my world upside down to 

this very day.  

My best friend, Wyn Bowman and I had an eye for the ladies and for one in particular who we both were 

eyeing.  Her name was Marilyn Hale.  She was magnificent as a 9th grader.  

Cute, “built,” as we boys would say at the time, but also very nice.  There was 

to be a Valentine’s Day Dance at the Jr. High, so we resolved to go dateless as 

neither of us were successful getting dates anyway and it was not a real dating 

kind of dance.  We did know that Marilyn and some of her friends would be 

there, also, dateless.  Each of us, unknown to the other, was plotting how to 

get to Marilyn first once we got to the dance.  There was a Church dance 

coming up the following Saturday and without collusion on the topic, we both 

thought that Marilyn would be in a dating mood after a couple of dances.  

Immediately upon entering the gymnasium, we spotted Marilyn visiting with 

some friends.  Wyn being the quicker and cleverer, grabbed my arm and perp-

marched me over to another girl and he said, “Susan Bates, I want you to 

meet my friend Harry Ames and he has a question to ask you.”  With an evil 

laugh Wyn went dashing over to Marilyn.  I was speechless for a few 

moments, mostly because my best friend had manipulated me—of course I 

had intended to manipulate him as well, but that isn’t the point.  In any case, 

there I was face to top-of-head of a 5-foot-tall, blond cutie.  So, lacking 

words, I said, “Will you marry me?”  Without missing a beat, she responded 

with words approximately, “No I’m sorry I can’t, my sister’s getting married 

next week, and my father simply wouldn’t be able to pay for two weddings.”   

The rest of the evening was glorious and wonderful and sweaty as we danced every dance. She was wearing this 

cute little green slick dress, home sewn I think, and my hand would keep slipping up from her waist and 

unknown to me, her dress would slip up with my hand.  Fortunately, a friend of hers pointed out that she was 

flashing the dance floor, but I didn’t care and she didn’t seem to either. I asked her to go with me to the Stake 

Dance, and she said yes.   As I look at pictures of the two of us at age 14, I looked like a real geek and she 

looked just as cute as could be.  I was truly smitten and it was with true love for another human being.  It wasn’t 

puppy love or anything like it.  When I embraced her, I felt like our spirits 

were embracing as we moved around the dance floor with me whispering in 

her ear, step, one, two, three, step, one, two, three or whatever the dance 

beat was at the time.   

Susan, Naoma Haack and Christina Brunt 
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Thoughts of Susan Bates completely hijacked my brain for the next 

several decades and still do.  She was constantly on my mind.  I remember 

our first kiss, which was out behind the old Tabernacle in Idaho Falls.  We 

walked out at intermission time.   As we were walking, I turned her 

towards me and without warning, I went in for the kiss.  I missed, but only 

slightly.  It was magical for me.  I about passed out right there.  She was 

wearing a little warm coat with fuzzy sleeves and a fuzzy collar.  I asked 

her if I could walk her home after school, come Monday.  She said yes.  

She didn’t ever talk about the kiss, neither did I.  I just looked forward to 

the next one.  We agreed to meet at the Library across the street from the 

school, on Monday.  I got to the library first with a pounding heart in my 

chest.  I watched the door patiently and was rewarded when the top of a 

blond head appeared then the rest of the gorgeous creature as she came up the stairs.  I said, “Well, there’s my 

friend.”  I would be saying that for the rest of my life.   

Now, I must admit that I’m not representing the other side of the relationship 

we had those first months, so you’ll have to check Susan’s autobiography for 

those details. But I’m pretty sure she really liked me, but not with the same 

conviction that I had that she was my true one and only.   

We dated as much as possible that 9th grade year.  She was in the algebra class 

taught by Mrs. Locklear, the one that I failed.   

Now, so no one will misunderstand, I loved Susan for her kindness, her figure, 

her intelligence, her legs, and her spirituality, though her lips and eyes were 

also high on my list.  She became my model of choice as I was interested in 

photography at the time and my dad had built a darkroom in the basement 

where we could process our own film and make prints.  Good for my dad.  I 

took every opportunity to photograph Susan over my life.   

That 9th grade year went very well.  And we went to many dances and a few movies and had a lot of burgers and 

sodas.  I managed to slip in a kiss now and again just to let her know that I really, really liked her.  I don’t know 

when the first time was that I told her I loved her, but it was very early on.  I don’t remember her reply.  

Probably because she just smiled and said thank you.   

I think that late in the school year, she was feeling a little smothered and a young girl’s fickle nature kicked in, 

but it didn’t come into full threat to my future with her until our sophomore year at the high school.   

Other than Susan appearing in my life, it was just another dreaded and endured school year for me.  Other than 

failing algebra, (the fault of Susan’s legs), I did my normal C school work.  C was average then and I found that 

if I daydreamed away the day, didn’t do homework, that I could pull out a C on tests and that was average, and 

good enough for average me.   

 

 

The First Picture I ever took of Susan one cold 

morning behind O.E. Bell Jr. High 



 

Event number 4:  Wooing Susan during the summer of 1959. 

My mother and father sacrificed a lot from the time I first met Susan.  They’d take me to her house where we’d 

pick her up and then they’d take us to wherever we were going, usually to a dance.  Then, after the dance or 

movie was over, they’d take us to a hamburger joint and buy us a burger and a root beer, then take Susan home.  

I never fully appreciated the degree that my dating affected their lives before I could drive.  So, thanks Mom 

and Dad for those times and financial sacrifices.   

Though my family provided lots of transportation, I had my 

bicycle, and legs, and took every opportunity to visit Susan at her 

house.  I learned early on that the ultimate way to a girl’s heart 

wasn’t through flowers and gifts, but rather through her parents.  

Maurine and Norman Bates were a couple of really fun people.  It 

was clear to me, right off the bat that they loved each other 

completely.  Susan’s father was a piano player in various night 

clubs and also tended bar.  

Her mother worked for 

“Uncle Eddie” Pedersen 

who ran a local dry cleaner.  

Susan’s father had a life full of various long and short periods of alcohol 

abuse and when I first met Susan, I made sure to accept all of her family 

assets and liabilities.  Fortunately, Norman was a loving and happy man 

who seemed to accept me as a fixture at his house.  During his sober 

times, we had great conversations, but during his not so sober times, we 

had even greater ones.  Like her father, I was always on my best 

behavior, and truly did not judge them as my own family had some 

dysfunction.   

 I wormed my way into their family’s hearts by frequently filling the hopper on their coal furnace and by taking 

out the clinkers that would eventually fill the fire box.  Shoveling the front sidewalk was always good for extra 

points.  I also helped whenever I could with lawn mowing and car washing, anything that would put me close to 

the delicious Miss Susan Bates.   

My ever presence was tolerated by Susan during the 1959 period.  I think she really liked me, but being only a 

14-year-old girl, there were bad boys out there who rang her chimes a little bit and her focus on me varied from 

month to month.  I fell more into the geek category though my grades didn’t reflect it.  I know she felt a little 

hemmed in late in 1959.  She also had a great love for her cousins who lived in Swan Valley, Idaho, her Aunt 

Ellen Colson’s kids.  Though they were several years older, they were smart farm boys and were tall and good 

looking.  Susan’s favorite girl cousin, Kathy was also a constant draw for her.  Susan loved the Swan Valley 

scene and spent a lot of time up there, time taken from me!  I even went so far one time as to take my 

grandfather’s truck and drive to Swan Valley just to check up on her.  That was really stupid, and only increased 

her sense of being hemmed in by me.  I was extremely jealous of her male cousin’s.  There were also some non-

related farm boys in Swan Valley, cowboys of sorts in whom Susan had some interest.  I was getting to be a real 

pain for her and early in our Sophomore year at Idaho Falls high school, I would pay a price, but more on that 

later. 

Bates Home 459 L St, Idaho Falls, Idaho 

The front walk after a good shoveling 
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Other than the Susan event, and our family moving into an upstairs apartment a few blocks away from the North 

Water house, 9th grade was another unmoving, unmotivated school year for me.  The highlights were Susan, and 

Dad supporting my interest in photography.  

Event 5: In about 1955 or so, my grandmother and grandfather had bought a small grocery store that is now a 

cedar sided something or other than a grocery store.  It was called the First Street Market and was complete 

with all things that small mom and pop stores had in those days.  I started working at the store in earnest during 

my 9th grade year.  The main affect upon me was connecting the concept of work to having money.  I loved 

working and having money and not needing to call upon mom and dad for every cent.   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Fortunately, 

in those 

days, a kid 

could go get 

a job 

wherever anyone would hire him and at whatever age 

they were willing to hire him.  Child labor and 

protection laws were yet to be fully put into place, so 

my entire generation grew up knowing that you had to 

steal it, earn it, or beg for it from parents.  With few 

exceptions, most of us chose to earn it.  From that time 

forward, I was never without at least a part time job doing something interesting.  Every job I had from about 11 

years old on to this very day taught me some important life lesson.  Everyone who took a chance on me as an 

employee is counted by me as one of Father in Heaven’s angels. 

 

 

 

 

 

This is the First St Market Bldg, 60 years later 

Aunt Mary Sperl, Grandma Ames’ Sister and I 

Grandmother Ethel Ames in her store 



Time:  1959-1960 

Place: Idaho Falls, Idaho 

Location: The upstairs apartment a few blocks away 

and 1130 Koster Avenue 

 

Event 1:  I tried to buy Susan’s love/friendship, and 

in spite of having a job, I needed to spend some more 

cash than I had on goodies for her.  So I took the only 

step I could think of and that was theft.  However, to 

keep it in the family, I decided that my sister had too 

much jewelry and that her Canadian Money 

collection was just wasting away in her drawer.  

Canadian nickels were worth the same as U.S. nickels 

and Canadian money was taken everywhere in stores.  

I was careful to filch only stuff I thought that she wouldn’t miss, and to this 

day, I’m not sure just how much she missed or when she came to realize 

that I was a thief.  In any case, it must have been pretty good jewelry as 

Susan was often pleased with it.  Love can cause a young man to do really 

stupid stuff, and to have no guilty conscience about it.   

Event 2:  Summer of 1959 was for me a 

summer of love.  Susan and I had 

several dates that summer and I really 

was deeply in love with her.  One day 

Wyn and I decided to take off our 

shirts and ride around on our bikes.  I 

suggested that we ride over to 

Susan’s house so I could show her 

my hairy chest and powerful 

pectorals in an “accidental” kind of way.  So there we were, in front of her 

house, me on my baby blue girl’s bike, Wyn on his new English Three 

Speed Racer with 3 gears and a tool kit.  But, he only had two hairs on his 

chest, and I was already manly with my chest hair.  Susan was in the front 

yard.  We all had a nice chat and I flexed as much as I dared without 

seeming too forward.  I left that visit knowing that the hairy chest and 

pecks display sealed the deal for an eternity with the girl.  (I’m pretty 

sure Susan remembers the encounter with less enthusiasm). 

Event 3:  Susan was a really beautiful young woman then, and still is today. It was during the summer that I was 

able to check out the full beauty of her legs as she wore shorts pretty much all summer long.  Not the long 

shorts, but short shorts, not really short, but attractively short.  I’m pretty sure that they were mostly home 

made, but in all cases really cute.  She was a very outside kind of girl and loved being out in the sun and she 

tanned down to a gorgeous glow with only a few days of sun.  She still does.  I took lots of pictures of her.   

2012 photo of me in front of 1130 Koster House 

We often went to Tautphus Park 

I spent a lot of time in her front yard 
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Event 4:  My dad helped me buy an English Racer with 3 

speeds and a tool kit!  It was a glorious day for me.  This 

happened shortly after we moved to Koster Avenue into a new 

very small home in a tract on the East side of town.  The bike 

was very chromed and after the blue girl’s bike, riding the 

Racer was almost effortless.  I rode it everywhere though I was 

really starting to notice cars and the effect that older guys with 

cars had on the older girls.  I shifted some of my daydream 

budget over to cars, mostly hot rods.  I had great fantasies about 

driving Susan around town in my own ’32 Ford 3 window coup 

with a blown V8.  (Look it up).  I had to remove trains from my 

daydream budget to 

make room for the hot rod. 

Event 5:  The move to Koster Avenue, as with most location 

changing experiences in my life was a non-event.  It just happened.  

I have no clear recollection of packing up or unpacking.  We were 

just there one day.  But the house was magnificent.  It had a fire 

place and all new furniture.  And best of all, it had three bedrooms, 

so my sister and I for the first time in our lives had separate 

sleeping quarters.  The house had only one bathroom, but for the 

late 50’s people were use to sharing as needed.  The yard had not 

been put in, so my father and I spent hours raking and leveling and 

planting grass.  The house also had a “gemstone” planter by the 

front door.  My sister was getting along in years and at age 18 she 

spent a lot of time in that one bathroom.  Her room was always a terrible mess, and I have the photographs to 

prove it.  My room on the other hand was sparser, though also 

probably not particularly well kept, but the fact that my sister’s 

room was photo worthy means that mine was relatively 

hygienically ok.   

Louise had a good 

excuse for 

hurrying things 

along in her 

boudoir.  She was 

a Tigerette and 

won Miss 

Personality that 

year in the Miss 

Idaho Falls Pageant, as these kinder pictures will attest. 

 

 

My cute sister marched like a pro! 

My talented sister Weezie could draw anything 

My beautiful sister Louise made us all so proud as she 

received the Miss Personality Award.! 

Nikki loved to hang out in Weezie's room 



 

Event 6: “Church,” was not a big deal to my family at the time.  We all considered ourselves good people and 

good Mormons for that matter.  But we were not active at all.  I had done some scouting, making it to second 

class I think and that was the end of it.  I also occasionally attended MIA, (not-missing in action, but Mutual 

Improvement Association, an organization for young men and women).  MIA usually had some dancing after 

the meetings, and it was fun to go there.  I don’t recall Susan being at any of those with me as she lived on the 

other side of town.  I know that she was very active in church and I think I went to some of her ward events and 

perhaps I went to her church a few times.  I think her attitude was, “I’ve got to go out with this bozo, but I wish 

he’d leave some of my world alone.”  I’ll never know for sure.  But I do know that my relationship with her was 

beginning to be strained by some of my possessiveness.  The idea of Church Activity started to well up in me 

during this period of time.  I really was a good kid and loved God and Christ and knew that there were powers 

and influences in my life that were life- saving and directing.   

Event 7:  I think it was for my 15th birthday 

that Susan gave me a wallet.  It was very 

sweet, and deeply affected me and made 

me love her all the more.   

Then, disaster happened during the 

summer.  A Stake President’s son, a guy a 

year or two older, the worst possible kind 

of adversary for inactive me, asked Susan 

to go to one of OUR Saturday night stake 

dances.  And she said YES.  I was horrified 

to find out that she was going to do such a thing.  I was speechless.  I didn’t sleep for several nights until that 

horrible event occurred.  I was sick and terribly depressed.  I had to revert to the only logical thing, (in my state 

of mind), that I could do and that was to stalk her and this twit.  I went to the dance incognito about the time of 

the floor show.  (Someone always did a dance demonstration or something for entertainment half way through 

the dance).  She and the twit were watching the floor show with their backs to me.  I could only take a minute of 

watching the twit standing next to her and had to leave.  I think I saw their hands brush each other.  It was 

honestly truly painful.  As I walked away, I reverted to yet another totally logical action, (given my state of 

mind), and that was to go to her house and cast the wallet upon the lawn in protest of her having gone to the 

dance with the twit.  It made me feel better, just knowing that she’d see the wallet and feel terrible about what 

she’d done, and call me immediately and beg for forgiveness.  I don’t recall that she found the wallet; probably 

some dog came along and had a good chew.  She didn’t call me and beg forgiveness.   

We still had a few dates, then she did it again.  This time a twit asked her to go see a movie.  This was a 

different twit, but a twit never the less.  I think the movie was a romantic movie called A Summer Place with 

Troy Donahue, but to this day when I hear the theme song from that movie I get all sick in the stomach.  Again, 

sleepless nights and the grinding in my belly.  I counted, literally, every single minute that evening.  My 

daydreams were day nightmares—for days.  

LDS Fourth Ward Chapel that Susan attended 
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My only escape from the pain of thinking that I could lose the love of my 

life was being a little boy and playing with model airplanes.  I loved 

plastic models and balsa models.  My favorite was flying balsa models.  

Most of mine didn’t fly well and crashed, so I punished them by lighting 

them with a match until they were ashes.  Then I’d buy and build another.  

I eventually got so I could make a pretty nice flying model.   

As the school years approached, things seemed to settle down with my 

relationship with Susan.  She had no more dates that I was aware of.  And 

I settled into my comfortable hatred of school.  I retook algebra and aced it with a nice B.  Susan wasn’t in that 

class with me, obviously, so I had no reason to do anything but 

listen to the teacher.  Besides, I was beginning to realize that there 

was a relationship between mathematics and my interests in planes, 

trains, automobiles, submarines and rockets.  

I set myself up as the school photographer because I had a 

darkroom in the basement of my house, and cameras, and thought I 

was pretty good at taking pictures.  I really enjoyed that bit of 

school.  

 

 It created a reason for me to be noticed because the smart kids 

and the sports kids and the club kids and the rich kids knew that 

Harry Ames was the photographer for the school paper and the 

year book and if they expected to be in those, that they’d better 

be nice to Harry.  So, I’d go on the school bus with the jocks to 

sporting events and cover basketball and football.  I continued 

working in Grandpa and Grandma’s store during that year.   

The next deep drama in the relationship I had with Susan was 

another twit showing up.  This was a big fat slob of a trumpet player.  He sat behind Susan in one of her classes 

and was full of laughs and personality.  Susan has always liked laughs and personality.  I was going through an 

oh poor me phase due to events at home and was not, at that time, full of laughs and personality.  In any case, a 

combination choir and band event was taking place out of town.  Well, I made sure that I as school 

photographer got to go and ride on the bus.  I was sure that Susan and I would have a merry time and love 

would be in the air. But that is not what happened.  Instead, she sat down in the front of the bus next to fat-slob 

and his laughing and haughty band buddies.  I spent that whole trip in deep misery and a couple of nice girls sat 

down by me and sympathized with me as I moped and stewed and wept.  Yes, I actually wept!  Thinking of it 

now disgusts me.  But I did what I did.  The great thing was that by the end of the trip, I’d thoroughly made up 

my mind that the Susan Bates and Harry Ames relationship was over, kaput!  I wanted it to be over.  I just 

couldn’t stand myself being so down and so possessive and so in love that I was distracted from so much other 

potentially good stuff.  I felt relieved and free and happy over the weekend after I’d made peace with myself.  I 

was congruent, I was on the outside what I normally was on the inside, a cheerful, happy, daydreaming little 

boy/man.   

One of my amazing yearbook pictures 

I photographed Susan's trio whenever I could! 



On the Monday following that fateful band trip, I was getting something 

out of my locker, feeling in control and relatively cheery.  Susan walked 

up to me and handed me a folded note.  It was on a full size sheet of 

paper, but was folded down to about 2 inches square.   I opened it and 

read it and suddenly the world changed dramatically.  She explained that 

she really did love me and that she felt terrible about the treatment she’d 

given me on the bus and that she was my girl and wanted always to be 

and that she’d done it to prove a point.  I pondered that note a lot for a 

day or so.  When you are 15 or 16, you want to be in love and have a guy 

or girl as the case may be.  But you also want to be a kid and have fun 

and socialize.  Susan had her world of music and Pep Club and church 

and friends all across the school.  She was comfortable in those worlds, 

but I’d nibble at the edges.  It wasn’t fair of me.  And looking back, I 

know that I never needed to have felt those immature jealousies.  I 

certainly could have handled them much better, and in a way that she 

would only have loved me more for, but then, I was only a young teen 

myself and reacted out of immaturity and hormonally and stupidly.   

So, the rest of my sophomore year went by much better and we dated and laughed and had a great time being 

girlfriend and boyfriend.   

My father went out of his way to help me learn to drive and to do all the photography I wanted, including 

making sure I had a nice camera available.  We spent little time together, but I knew that he had my best 

interests at heart and he really liked Susan, mostly because she was a really good straight A student and he 

thought that was great.  He was starting to completely give up on me as a student, and I know he worried that 

I’d starve to death after I left home because I’d be unemployable.   

Education was very important to my father.  He’d been a freshman at BYU 

when he was 16 years old.  He finished his education at University of Utah in 

Salt Lake City and University of Idaho in Moscow, Idaho.  He had a degree in 

civil engineering.  

Event 7:  Working in Grandpa and 

Grandma’s grocery store, First 

Street Market, was a great learning 

experience: from Grandma 

charging me for everything I ate 

while there to learning about the 

importance of the customer.  I 

worked very hard.  I stocked shelves, bagged groceries, cleaned, 

mopped and waxed the floors, burned all of the packing boxes from 

the wholesalers, and unloaded trucks.  All of the muscle work was really good for me.  I could heft a hundred-

pound bag of flower over my shoulder with ease.  Because the entrance to the store was up several concrete 

steps, the grocery carts couldn’t be taken out to the cars, so me, the grocery boy had to carry the customer’s 

groceries out to their cars.  It was hard work but I enjoyed it.   

Grandpa Oliver Ames and Walt Jaussi 
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In the back of the store was a full butcher shop.  The 

carcasses would come in the back door to the cooler, 

and my grandpa and his butcher shop manager, Walt 

Jaussi, would cut up the carcasses, cow or pig and create 

the steaks, the ribs, the hamburger, the whole works 

right there.  Grandpa allowed liberal snacking on 

bologna right from the cooler.  On occasion, I would do 

deliveries.   

The store was the old fashioned kind where you could 

buy your groceries and have them delivered.   

Those were the days when many people didn’t have cars and hardly ever left the general locations of their 

neighborhood, so they’d walk to the store and later, the groceries would be delivered.  Grandpa had an old faded 

red Dodge truck that he used for hauling everything from groceries to horses.  I loved driving that old thing.  

 I even made a quick clandestine trip to Island Park to see Susan in it.  Susan’s sister, Judy and her husband 

lived in an old cabin there during the summer where it was a saw mill owned by David’s, Judy’s husband’s 

family.  Susan visited there a couple of times.  No, Grandpa didn’t know I took the truck.  Well, he may have.  I 

don’t know.  There were no repercussions if he did know.  I loved that man.  

Towards the end of my sophomore year, I was living high.  I was doing okay in school, Susan loved me and I 

loved her, my future was bright: 

Event 8:  Summer of 1960 came.  My English 3 speed racer was doing a great job of getting me around.  I felt 

that it was time to change jobs.  I needed something a bit more professional than that of grocery boy.  

Being a photographer, I shopped around and cold-called on a 

photo studio, Hardy’s Photography Studio.  William, Bill 

Hardy was the proprietor.  He gave me a job and taught me 

and taught me.  I primarily worked in the photo lab, 

developing film, but I also worked his reception area from 

time to time.  I enjoyed the dark room work and learned a 

great deal about film processing and printing and enlarging.  

In those days, no one was doing color portraiture.  Instead, a 

normal black and white photo was taken, then printed in a 

special chemical that gave the photo a tan look, called sepia 

tone.  Then, that photo would be taken to a colorist who Bill 

used and she’d color the photo.  She was very good at it but 

such colorized photos had clearly been colorized.  There was 

no mistaking a colorized photo for one taken with color film.  

I failed to mention that in between, the negative, usually a 4 

by 5 inch, sometimes larger, would be re-touched to remove a 

saggy chin or a pimple and so on.  This was done by using 

soft lead very sharp pencils on the matt side of the negative.  

Grandpa's Delivery Truck 



The retouch person had to be very skilled.  After their work was done, you could not see where the retouching 

had been done.  I practiced that skill and could never master it.  I created a few monstrous looking versions of 

Susan’s eyes in my attempt to open and eye that happened to be closed at the time I took the picture.   

Now in the days of digital photography and Photo Shop, the whole job has become simplified and very cheap.  I 

miss the smell of developer and fixer and the whole atmosphere and skills and mystery of chemical 

photography.  

Another magical thing about that summer was Arctic Circle drive in where they featured the 19 cent hamburger 

and 10 cent fries and 10 cent drinks.  Even on my 75 cents an hour salary at Hardy’s Studio, I could eat well and 

have some money left over.    

Bill Hardy, later that year, closed shop and went into the insurance business, but I’d gone to Billings by then.  

He disappointed me when he closed his doors and decided to sell insurance.  I looked at it as artistic sell-out.  

He was such a good photographer.  Oh well.  

Time:  1960-1961 

Place: Billings Montana 

Location: The two story house and the duplex.  

 

Event 1: Disaster strikes.  My dad, for reasons unknown to me, decided to pull 

up stakes and move to Billings Montana.  I can’t emphasize the effect that 

move had on me.  I was always a little emotionally fragile in my family, (read 

as self-centered). My perfect world of work, Susan, doing better in school and 

beginning activity in the Church, came to a sudden and screeching end.  The 

whole episode is a blur.  I don’t think I put up a noisy foot stomping fuss, but 

accepted it as just another miserable move and I’d have to go along.  I blinded 

myself to the possibility that this would end my relationship with the 

wonderful Miss Susan Bates.  I put that out of my mind.  I know that the move 

was hard on mom and dad because they knew of my feelings and past 

challenges with change.   But, I was angry and only thinking of myself.   

 

We ended up in a small duplex house in Billings.  By this 

time, Louise and Richard were also moving to Billings so 

he could continue to work on his degree in architecture, but 

they lived in another abode in town.   

 

I started school at the Billings West Senior High School.  It 

was brand new and mine was the oldest class in the school 

though we were only juniors.  It was a lovely school.  At 

the time of this writing, Susan and I just completed a trip 

that included a stop to see the school, by now, a very old 

high school.  We went in and it had a familiar feel to it.   

 

 

2015 in front of my old High School 

2015 in front of first home in Billings 
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The people in the office were very nice.  I 

helped name the year book during that year, 

and was the school photographer.  I have the 

1961 yearbook in my possession with pictures 

I’d taken and pictures taken of me.   

My dad bought me a used drum set that year.  

I had a few private lessons, but never went 

anywhere with it.   

 

I was emotionally very broken during most of 

that year.  I didn’t do anything stupid, but I did 

do some radical things.  I got a job as a 

photographer for Leo Carpers Photo Studio.  

Leo had the contract to take pictures for the 

Billings newspaper (the gazette?).  I would go 

around to various social events and take 

pictures of the anniversary cake or the country 

club dinner and so on.  He also, mistakenly set 

up a credit account at a service station so I 

could get a limited amount of fuel for the 1954 

Chevrolet car that my dad bought for me.  I 

loved that car and the mobility was great. 

I just didn’t have the concept of “limited” fuel.  

I used a lot and that ended up in me being 

fired from Leo’s Studio.  It was one of the few 

times that I was out of a job.  That jobless 

period lasted probably 4 months.  I had no 

association with church that whole school 

year, but I hung on tightly to my testimony 

and knowledge of good and bad.   

We moved, for whatever reason, Dad only knows, from the duplex into a nice old two story house that would 

house Louise and Richard and me.  That way, my sister and husband could save money for his school.  A 

highlight of the year, perhaps the only highlight was that my brother in law, Richard Heindel and I became good 

friends.  We’d do some ice skating together, and most of all, we built control-line guided model airplanes with 

little engines and all.  We had great fun flying those things.  The Billings winter that year was very mild so we 

had some good flying days.   

Event 2:  In my state of frustration about Susan being so far away, I decided there was no answer to the problem 

other than I needed to learn to fly.  I’d resolved to address the problem of how to get an airplane to fly back and 

forth from Billings to Idaho Falls later, but right then, I needed to learn how to fly.  So I went to the Billings 

airport way up on a bench, and there a fellow by the name of Hayden Howard, probably 19 or 20 years old 

himself, but a certified flight instructor, took me for an introductory ride in a 1947 Piper PA 12 tandem seating 

aircraft.  It was mind blowing for me.  Having been ground bound for 16 years.  I took about 6 lessons at 12 



dollars per hour.  Of course, I didn’t have the cash.  Eventually the flight school called my dad and told him he 

owed them 72 dollars.  He had no idea that I’d been taking lessons.  He said he wouldn’t pay the money and 

that he’d sue them for having taken me flying as a CHILD without parental permission.  That was the end of 

that and my dreams of flitting off to Idaho Falls every weekend to see my love.  But it instilled in me a passion 

for being at the controls, a passion I’d only give into on rare occasions and never resulted in me being able to 

fly on my own.   

Event 3:  My love life in Billings was non-existent, on purpose, but I did go to a couple of dances as dates.  One 

girl’s name was Lavonne Shaw, a cute little girl, very Susan like.  Her father was a minister for the Grace 

Baptist Church.  When I suggested a second date, fate intervened as her father found out that I was one of those 

cultist Mormon’s and in his words, “will never get near his daughter again.”   The other girl, Sandy Alexsich 

was a chubby little thing with a terrific personality.  She asked me to the Sadie Hawkins dance because her 

mother made her date another boy on occasion in order for her to be the steady of another boy.  None of the 

girls were up to the caliber of Susan.  I remember Patsy Hasher.  She was called Patsy Masher by some of the 

boys in school.  She ended up pregnant and married and dropping out of junior year.  I kissed nary a single girl 

that whole school year and I didn’t mind.  I can count two dates total.  I was fairly well liked by the people in 

my class. 

Event 4:  Education at Billings didn’t like me at all.  Mr. Gerald Rabb was the chemistry teacher, and though I 

liked chemistry in general, especially the lab hours, I had a hate relationship with Mr. Rabb.  He called me a liar 

and he was right, which made me even more angry.  That whole year was a disaster educationally.  I don’t 

remember any class except chemistry and that was because I didn’t like the teacher. 

Late in the school year, 

somehow, I wangled or my dad 

wangled for Susan to come to 

Billings for a visit.  She did.  I 

don’t remember details, but my 

feet didn’t touch the ground for 

the several days she was there.  

It was wonderful.  I expressed 

my love for her and she, 

sincerely I believe, expressed 

her love for me and we did have 

a mutual desire to be together.  

Her visit solidified in me the commitment, come hell or high water to go back to Idaho Falls for my senior year.   

I should mention that I did get the opportunity to go back to Idaho Falls several times during the school year 

thanks to my father’s sympathy.  I rode the bus a couple of times, and my dad had reason to go back a couple of 

times, so I would ride with him.  Susan’s mom and dad were wonderful and let me keep their daughter busy 

those visits. I may even have slept on their couch a couple of times. They were such caring and loving and 

TRUSTING people.  

 

SPECIAL NOTE:  Susan was wonderful in her letter writing.  I received letters several times a week during the 

whole school year.  I also wrote as much to her.  Those letters were saved by both of us.  On October 10th, or 



47 

 

so, I started a project of sorting through and reading every one of about 500 letters covering our lives from 

August of 1960 to June of 1961 and then from September of 1962 to May of 1963.  The latter was the period 

when we were at BYU and ISC.  I winnowed the letters down to about 150 and trashed the rest.  The 150 do 

have some interesting insights into our lives and the lives of our families.  So for family history purposes, I’ve 

saved about 150 of them.  They can be read or trashed or both after Susan and I are gone.  The trashed ones 

were very repetitive, “I love you, do you love me, yes I love you, so much and I can’t wait to be with you, when 

will you come visit, can I come visit, oh, I miss you so much, etc. etc.   

Time:  1961/1962 

Place: Idaho Falls, Idaho/Pocatello, Idaho 

Location: The basement apartment owned by my best friend’s parents at the end of Curtis Ave. and a basement 

apartment off campus from Idaho State University. 

Event 1:  So, my dad relented and my mother relented; my dad 

quickly and my mother sadly.  But the day after school was out, 

my Chevy was packed, and I left town and truly didn’t look 

back.  Later that day I drove into Idaho Falls, and thanks to my 

best friend Wyn Bowman and his mother, I had a place to live.  

It was in the basement of their house (Charles and Rodonna 

Bowman.)  The basement had been built first as was common 

post war.  That way, the new family could live in the basement 

and then build on top as 

time and money 

permitted, so it had a bathroom and two bedrooms and a small kitchen.  

Wyn and I occupied the whole of it. For living there, I was charged a 

whole $20 per month.  Mrs. Bowman, Rodonna, threw in as many meals 

as I wished to sit in on, did my washing, polished my shoes and generally 

kept me clean and tidy.  I do worship that woman for all she did for me.   

My universe was once again stable and I actually looked forward to school 

beginning.  My senior year would be spectacular, I was sure. 

Event 2:  I needed a job, so I made the rounds in downtown Idaho Falls 

and ended up with a job at Montgomery Wards as a--do whatever the boss 

wants done--employee.  Then, I got wind that the Idaho Falls Post 

Register Newspaper was looking for an assistant photographer.  I immediately went and interviewed and they 

wanted me right away, but I felt a little guilty about the MW job I’d committed to.  The gentleman at the PR 

said not to worry, he knew the MW store manager and would take care of the issue.  I began my work at the PR 

and it was glorious.  I was sent out on all kinds of calls secondary to the more important ones that Reed 

Rasmussen, the principle photographer would be called out for.  But I had my share of blood and guts car 

crashes and the like.  There was a major flood in the Idaho Falls area in February of 1962.  I got many photo 

bylines in the paper.  

The photography job was another life changing experience.  I learned a lot about people, both the good and the 

bad.  A traveling musical company came through town and I took some publicity photos for them.  The male 

The Bowman House, 2090 Curtis, Idaho Falls 

Me and my Chevy! 



star was openly gay which was pretty bold for that day and age.  He cleverly and stealthily solicited my 

companionship when he wanted to spend some time watching me work in the PR dark room.  I ushered him 

back out quickly.  His was the third time I’d encountered gay men soliciting or attempting to recruit me.  Susan 

and my mother and my aunts often commented on how pretty and kissable my lips were.  It must have been 

that.  I developed a driving need to put space between me and any man I didn’t already know.  6 feet was about 

right.   

I had a different kind of experience with straight men and that was infidelity.  One of my bosses, not Reed, 

came in with a roll of film and told me that I was to process it, but not to look at the negatives.  I processed it 

and I did look at the negatives.  They were racy pictures of a woman I knew not to be his wife.  I’d liked the 

guy, but my like of him was killed off by my experience.  That was not the first time in my young life that I 

would see that side of life.  

The Post Register was owned by the J. Robb Brady trust.  A family as close to wealthy as Idaho Falls could 

muster.  They also owned Channel 8 television for which I’d work in the future.  J. Robb was long dead, but his 

son Robb was the boss at the PR and another son, Jim was the boss at channel 8.  There were other partners, 

with the last name of McDermott, an old big tough man, E.F. and his son John who also revolved in and out of 

my work life during the next several years at the PR and Channel 8.  

I had a great time overall at the PR.  This was still a world of newspapers and everyone subscribed.  It was a roll 

press operation and had these big typewriters that actually were casting print in a way that the print was pressed 

into a lead tube that would then go onto the press.  It was very interesting and exciting every evening when the 

presses began to role.  I watched it frequently.   

The high school allowed cars to be driven to school, but they went into a locked parking area.  I was given 

permission to park in the teacher’s parking lot because of my newspaper job.  On a few occasions I’d get a note 

from the office on a photo call-out and I’d leave class looking smug and seeming to be in a lifesaving 

emergency.  I was quite well respected by my peers.   

I made it a part of my persona to be sure to be nice to everyone in school.  I genuinely liked all of the people I 

ran into, even the hoodlums who could be identified by their leather jackets, ducktail hair do’s and tight jeans. 

I was a pretty dang good photographer.  Here are a few of my favorites 

Thunderbirds 
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Event 3:  I actually did well in school.  I enjoyed the classes.  What more can I say?  The dances with Susan, the 

proms, were wonderful.  We pretty much hung out together when neither of us were working or in school.  That 

meant that we were pretty limited in hanging out, because my work went from after school until nine or so at 

night 5 days a week, plus I worked most Saturday mornings.  But, I think love between us finally settled out to 



be mutual and equal and we marked our future together as permanent.  Susan had, because of her grades and the 

degree of love her teachers had for her, gotten an offer to work for a start-up travel agency owned by Dwaine 

Sylvester and another partner who also owned a TA in Twin Falls.  She held that job for several years, and that 

income was very useful over those years.  It was located in the lobby of the Bonneville hotel in downtown 

Idaho Falls.  It was mostly just a desk in the lobby with a storage room that was one of the hotel rooms in an 

upper story.  

Event 4:  I learned some lessons about people and fame and titles.  I took pictures of Liberace when he came to 

town.  He was a little tiny twerp, talented, but I didn’t like the way he looked at me for reasons I’d find out 

decades later.  There were other second and third tier celebrities who I photographed, but in general I found 

most were pretty much low life people with huge egos, talent, yes, but nasty personalities.  I resolved that I’d 

never be impressed by someone who was famous or had a particular title.  I followed that philosophy the rest of 

my life and only few exceptions, maybe a handful, were able to impress me to the extent that I felt better for 

having had the opportunity to meet them.  (Apollo astronauts for example). 

Event 5:  I was pretty much estranged from my father during that year in IF.  My mother came down from 

Billings once or twice with a lady friend she had.  Mom would check out my wardrobe and fix me with a new 

pair of pants or replace whatever I had that didn’t pass muster.  She was impressed with how well I was doing.  

Many of my relatives and acquaintances had written me off as lost and that I’d soon be the father of an out of 

wedlock child and a bum and other awful outcomes.  But, I fooled them all.  I was attending Church regularly 

with Wyn and with Susan on some occasions.  I received my priesthood ordinations in the Bowman ward by a 

couple of really great Bishops who took me in hand.  Susan and I loved each other enough that sexual intimacy 

was a thing we knew we couldn’t play with so we were pretty darned good kids when alone together during that 

year.  We both clearly understood the divinity of the physical relationship between a man and a woman that was 

sanctified by marriage, and not just marriage, but being sealed in the temple for eternity.  We didn’t want to risk 

losing that.  So, we didn’t.  

Event 6:  Wyn was pretty much tied up into the life of Dee Ann Ward, his future wife.  She was a year or two 

older than Wyn, but was a lovely girl and he loved her deeply.  He and she were also in a constant state of alert 

about physical intimacy and Wyn and I had many talks in support of one another.  With a couple of exceptions, 

that joint support would help both of us off and on for the rest of our lives.   

Event 7:  The school play.  Yes, it was great fun.  I had the part of Mr. Lundy in the play Brigadoon.  Susan had 

the part of the loose morals girl (Meg) who was seducing one of the male characters.  I didn’t like her having 

that part because she seemed to like strutting around and flirting, but I got through it by leaving the stage and 

going to the dressing rooms when she was on stage doing her strut and flirt.  Susan was a natural flirt in the 

same way that 8-year-old girls are naturals.  Susan’s personality demanded it, but just like an 8-year-old, she 

didn’t realize she was a flirt.  It is part of the woman/child I love today and the flirt still goes on, unintentional, 

but it does go on.   
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School plays are silly things really.  The audience comes not because there is going to be great acting and the 

story is terrific, but rather they come because they love their son or daughter who has a part in the play.  So, too, 

with the grandparents and aunts and uncles and teachers and so on.    My grandma and grandpa Ames came.  

Only now can I imagine how bored grandpa would have been.  But they 

whooped it up for me after the play and told me how magnificent I was 

and how magnificent Susan was and how they really enjoyed the whole 

thing.  My mother and father didn’t come and I felt bad about that, but I 

understood as they were in Billings.  Of course, all of us actors thought 

that the audience truly adored our performances, and in a way, some of 

them did when it was their kid’s turn on stage. 

Wyn talked me into dancing in another production, The King and I. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Event 8:  Graduation from high school was upon us.  Oh glorious 

day!  My hatred for school was now going to be over because there 

would be no more public school.  I felt reborn the last day we 

cleaned out the lockers, checked out our graduation robes and 

graduated.  My summer would now be filled with work and little 

dread about the coming year as I was a high school graduate.  My 

GPA was about 2.7, thanks to a good senior year.  Susan’s was 3.98.  

She was the salutatorian and Betsy somebody, a plain little thing, 

was the valedictorian.  Susan would have had a 4.0 if it hadn’t been 

for me helping her with her studies.   

Event 9:  My mother and father 

moved from Billings back to 

Twin Falls, Idaho.  Dad was 

working now for the U.S. 

Forest Service, and Mom 

continued as a dental assistant.  I continued to live in the Bowman 

basement.  I wanted to go to the Los Angeles Art Center School of 

Photography.  I sent in a portfolio, but the costs associated with that school 

were ridiculous.  My dad said there’d be no way he’d support me at such a 

school because of the costs.  I was as usual, being unrealistic.  My dad 

didn’t think I had the brains for a regular college degree program so we 

discussed several options.  I had a long time interest in electronics, and 

decided that the 3 year electronics engineering technology program at 

Idaho State University would be a good path.  So, I registered there and 

Susan, scholarships from many Universities in hand, chose BYU.  I was 

not comfortable with her choice as it separated us into two different 

geographical locations, and the reputation that BYU had for finding marriages for returned missionaries and 

young freshman girls created a kind of terror in my heart.  But that die was cast and that is what happened. 

Event 10:  Susan had been piling up a lot of money in her work for the travel agency.  She hoped to go to Japan 

to visit her aunt and uncle, Laverne and Emily Burdette, who were there working for Lockheed Corporation.  

But, her dad convinced her that she should help the family take an extended trip to California so she could see 

all of her California relatives.  Susan relented, and the trip was on.  I got invited to go as a concession to Susan 

for not making the Japan trip.  I was not a full replacement for her Japan trip, but I had to do.   

Her father bought a used, but nice 1959 Pontiac two tone, white and green, mostly white.  Between her dad and 

me, we drove the whole trip straight through from Idaho Falls to Santa Monica, California.  We made a lot of 

stops.  We started out in IF early in the morning with ice cream cones.  We then stopped in Twin Falls and had 

breakfast with my parents and dad gave me some money to help with my expenses.  We then drove through 

Nevada via Elko and then into Bishop California and then on into Santa Monica.  We left at about 5:00 AM IF 

time on day one and arrived at Santa Monica at about 5:00 AM California time, a 24-hour trip. We went straight 

to the beach, and walked out onto the sand in the dark.  I stuck my finger in the water and tasted it.  Yes, it was 

salt water.   

Dad and Mom 1962 
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Understand that I’d never been to California and though 

we’d lived near the ocean when in Seattle, I’d never 

tasted ocean water nor had I smelled the unique and 

pleasant smells of ocean splashing up on warm 

geography.  It was wondrous in every respect. 

As daytime approached, we went to Susan’s 

Grandmother Bates’ home.  Her grandparents were there 

and her grandmother’s sister.  It was a small two story 

home and had room for a couple of boarders upstairs 

above the garage.  I was assigned to one of the empty 

boarder rooms.  Susan and her parents were put up in the main house somewhere.   

Her family was terrific with me and very excepting.  They were, one and all, really good people.  I met her 

Uncle Bob, and her Uncle Frank, and her Aunt Anna and several of her cousins.   

The ward her grandparents were in had a few of the famous in it.  But most exciting was the Bob Hope 

compound that was literally only two blocks away.  Also, Gene Autry had a compound in that area nearby.   

When driving around, I saw my first Jaguar automobile and my first ever 10 speed bicycle.  We also saw 

Boston Blackie.  I don’t know the actors name, but he had a television series in the very early 60’s and maybe 

very late 50’s.   

Susan’s grandfather took us to a Los Angeles Dodgers game and we saw Doris Day.  What fun.  We were also 

taken to a filming of Art Linkletter’s television show and saw the 

singer Jimmy Rogers.   

But, the true high lights of the trip were Disneyland and the beach.  

Susan’s aunt Anna was a receptionist at the Disneyland Hotel.  In 

those early days of the park, you had to buy ticket books that had a 

mix of tickets in them labeled A, B, C, D, and E.  The A attractions 

were simple little things.  The E tickets were for the roller coaster 

type things.  So, the term E ticket ride that is used even occasionally 

in 2015 comes from those E tickets.  Aunt Anna gave us a bunch of 

those ticket books, so we had all of the E tickets we needed as well as a gaggle of the other type.  We went 

alone together and it was spectacular to be alone with Miss Bates at that place.  Disneyland was The Magic 

Kingdom then and it is still one of our favorite vacation breaks.  

One day, Sue’s dad told me to take the car and take Susan to the beach.  I was delighted and we drove to 

Huntington Beach and rented small foam boards called boogie boards that you could surf in the waves.  Oh, I 

did love that little alone trip to the beach.    

Event 11:  I’m sad to say that being among such a loving and tightly knit family as Susan’s was in California 

that I felt an overwhelming comfort as we’d sit around in the evening and mostly listen as her aunts and uncles 

chatted and played instruments.  It was a comfort that I’d missed much of my growing up years for some 

reason.  It was also a comfort strongly influenced by the 24 hour a day presence of my beloved.   

On Santa Monica Beach 2015 



 

Event 12:  Disaster strikes.  

 It was time to go back to the real world.  We had to leave for home.  Disaster because the plan was that on our 

way through Provo that Susan would be dropped off at BYU, then Norm would drop me off at my Aunt Erma’s. 

Mom and Dad would meet me there and take me on to Pocatello at ISU.   

It was truly physically painful to have to separate from Susan after such a glorious time with her for over a 

week.   I was depressed as we pulled away from her apartment and her mother and father were depressed.  It 

was a sad ride for the three of us and then for me to Pocatello.   

I was despondent. 

Event 13:  My first “room” was in the basement of a middle aged lady’s house on 319 S 8th St.  It was typical 

for my dad to live his life in a simple and elemental way.  His selection of this room for me was not a shock.  

Mrs. Stallings had built two rooms in her basement. They were just basic plywood and nails, no paint, and a 

shared bathroom.  My basement mate was never seen, only heard.  We were on different school schedules.  The 

guy was a body builder and made the most horrible grunts and groans for about an hour each night around 9:00 

when he got to his room.  He left his room long after I had gone to campus.  I never saw him nor knew his 

name, but I did put a lock on my door.  I just called him “the grunt” when I’d speak of him.    

I always walked to campus, even in the winter as my room was located only about a quarter mile from the 

buildings where I attended classes.   

Dad bought me a meal ticket and I used that for all three meals each day.  It was pretty much an all you can eat 

cafeteria on campus.  So, I ate well and the food was generally good.  I couldn’t afford to put much gas in the 

54 Chevy Bellaire, so it stayed parked most of the time. Susan and I were on U.S. Postal communications for 

the entire school year and occasional phone calls. It was a miserable substitute for holding her hand and kissing 

her.  But we still have many, if not most of those letters back and forth.  We were able to see each other at least 

once a month with various people making trips between Provo and Idaho.  Mom also got over to IF several 

times with me along.  I spent quite a few weekends with mom and dad in Twin Falls as several associates and 

friends, including Ron Hansen made frequent trips that direction.   

Event 14:  Sometime during that first semester there was some event that caused Susan to go home.  

Thanksgiving, Christmas?  Some kind of fall break?   In any case, she rode the train to Pocatello and I picked 

her up at the train station.  My life was suddenly back in balance. I took her directly to my room in the basement 

of the old lady’s home with her chatting the whole time about life at the “Y.”  She stood up on my bed and let 

me admire her well-formed calves from walking the several miles each day from her apartment to her campus 

classes.  Then we got in the old Chevy and I drove her home to Idaho Falls.  The “event” was seeing her after a 

long hiatus, the timing of that event may be off but that isn’t important.  I resolved during that event that I 

couldn’t allow her to walk around the campus without an engagement ring, so I laid my plans.   

I remember going to BYU at least once during that first semester to go to a dance with her and staying on the 

couch of a bunch of guys who were rooming across the street from her.  I was sadly disappointed as that group 

of guys were drinking and or gay and were students at BYU.  The next night, I slept on the couch in Susan’s 

apartment.  Susan had two roommates, Naoma Haack and two Native American girls, Elma and Marie.   I think 

we also went to an Idaho Falls High School dance sometime that first semester, perhaps a Christmas dance. 
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Event 15:  I somehow managed to get her an engagement ring on a loan through Zane’s Jewelry in Idaho Falls.  

I was going to have to pay off the $300.00 value of the ring over the next 12 months.  Though the Christmas 

break sealed the deal on our commitment to marry, I wasn’t able to get the ring until around early March.     

I chose to give it to her as we parked along the east side of the Idaho Falls temple in the evening.  It was all very 

romantic and she cried and I cried and it was wonderful.  We went back to her house and after a fun time with 

her mother, Susan and her mother went to bed and I lay awake on the couch in the front room of her house 

waiting for her father to get home.  I often was a fixture on their couch, sleeping overnight.  Such good people!  

When he got home from his night club gig that night, I chatted with him and told him that I’d asked Susan to 

marry me.  He seemed delighted, but was really pleased when I told him that we were going to wait almost 15 

months until June of 1964.  Her mother was a little concerned about the engagement until she understood that 

we’d both be 20 when we were married.   

Event 16:  I was finally able to get my school mind back after having had it occupied for 3 years with thoughts 

of Miss Bates.  I did well that first year, in fact all three years at the technical school.  They were my tribe, all 

kind of geeky.   I remember how at home it felt with all of the smells of electronic stuff.  It was a very good 

program because of the explosion of transistor technology and even early computer technology.  We got 

training on servicing television and radio, but most important was our thorough training in transistorized 

electronics.   

A man named Bill Shifflet was the founder of the tech program and was still alive and active when I was there.  

I had many great old electronics guys that were teaching in the program, most of them had seen radio duty 

during the Second World War.  The tech school had a complete television studio with camera’s and all of the 

associated gear, so I was also getting training in the booming field of television.  We had a lot of classroom 

activity in the standard stuff, math, science, physics, but on a very applied level.  What a relief it was for me to 

have those subjects taught knowing there was a real-world application.  Much of our time was spent hands-on in 

a laboratory running experimental projects to show that what we learned in classroom could be proven 

experimentally with electronic parts and measurement equipment.   

I was smug knowing that the poor schmucks in the degreed electrical engineering program on campus were in 

essentially their 5th year of high school and wouldn’t get around to real electronics until their 3d year.   

However, I would come to realize that I was smart enough to have gone through such a degree program from 

the beginning.  But, my relatively low view of my own intelligence self-justified my being in the tech school.  

It was a fun first year of education after 12 years of mind numbingly boring public school.  My mother and 

father were playing a big part in my life financially.  Dad was not only paying my way, but also helping my 

sister’s husband’s educational expenses. 

Event 17:  Because Dad was paying for Louise and Richard’s housing, he asked her to take me in as their 

apartment had a spare room.  So I left the basement room and moved into campus housing with her and Richard 

and the baby, Kent, my second semester for the balance of the first year of school.  

I didn’t attend church at all during that first year at ISU.  I made a couple of trips to Twin Falls where mom and 

dad were living.  One of them was with my friend Ron Hansen who was attending ISU that year.  Another was 

with some strange fellow who had a hot rod Desoto automobile and he drove from Pocatello to Twin Falls at 90 

to 100 miles per hour.  When it came time to go back to Pocatello, Dad kindly said he’d drive me because I’d 



told him about the very dangerous trip in the Desoto.  Ron Hansen set me up with a blind date in Twin Falls, a 

cute little blond who spent the entire date pointing out her various ex-boyfriends and their hot rod cars.  That 

was the extent of socialization with girls other than Susan from that point on.  There was no repeat date with 

that girl (and that one was before our engagement.) 

Time: 1963 

Place: Idaho Falls, Idaho/Pocatello, Idaho 

Location: Pocatello, Idaho, Idaho Falls, Idaho 

 

Event 1:  The summer of 1963 was eventful. To my best recollection, I think I stayed again, with the 

Bowman’s.  Wyn had by now gone off on his mission to New York.  I got a sort of dream job.  I’d always been 

fascinated with radio, and got a job as an early morning “disk jockey” at KIFI Radio “1260 on your dial.”  I had 

no experience, but I sat down at a control board that looked like a rocket launch control center, and with about 

an hour of instruction I was off on my own.  I played country music in the morning.  I suppose that was for the 

early awakening farmers and ranchers.  White King Soap was a sponsor.  Some other local businesses also ran 

taped commercial “spots.” 

 I had a sort of script for when and which spots to run.  I had to learn how to keep the commercial spots, which 

were on reel to reel tape cued up on the Ampex tap players.  There were two.  I also had two turntables and a 

third to use in emergency.  The records were either 45 rpm or 33 rpm long play albums.  There was nothing 

automated about the whole operation.  You cued and played music mixed with commercials, mixed with my 

own, at least what I thought, humor.  It was great fun.  I worked in that spot until they decided that I wasn’t all 

that funny, but offered me a position working in another fantastic place, the KIFI Television studio.  The fact 

that I had worked for one “Brady family” organization and had received high praise (the Post Register) helped 

in moving me along in this second Brady Family organization, KIFI Television, Channel 8.  Also the fact that I 

was being educated in electronics and learning broadcast electronics at that was a big help.   

My first job at TV8 was working from a daily script, I had to pull 

16mm filmed commercials and programming from a big rack, and 

place them in order in another rack for the day’s run.  I also pulled 

Public Service films and in those days, the many half hour programs 

that would come to the station on 16 mm black and white and 

occasional color.  It was a big job and each film had to have the front 

end inspected to make sure that the cueing leader was spliced on and 

of the correct length for timing.  The person at the TV switching 

console had to load these films onto 16 mm projectors.  They would 

sit there with a certain number of seconds of leader ahead of the 

content.  The switcher, the guy at the controls would know that he 

had to start the film about 5 seconds before actually putting the 

content out on the air.  If the timing was off, the content would be several seconds along when it went on the air.  

A no-no.  Worse, if the timing was off in the other direction, then the audience would see a countdown 4, 3, 2, 

and 1.  Also, a big no-no, but it did happen on occasion. When not running the local commercials and content, 

the NBC network would be switched in.  It came via microwave to the studio and was just another feed like the 

film and slide projectors. 
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I remained in that position for most of the summer, but when I had down time, I’d watch how the switcher guy 

worked.  That looked like a lot more fun than splicing film.  The fellow I was friendliest with was Gene 

Clayton.  He seemed to enjoy teaching me and I really enjoyed the complexity of all of the switches and 

controls.  It was the radio station control panel times 10.  It didn’t take me long to get the hang of it so starting 

in the summer of 1963, I took various “switching” shifts.  The pay was good and it was a very unique job for a 

19-year-old.   

I learned much about people that summer and the following year working for TV8.  I learned that the on-air 

people had high ego numbers.  KIFI was sort of an entry level market for people who wanted fame and fortune 

on television.  A few went on to larger markets in the Salt Lake City class.  Only one went on to network 

television as a news reporter.  But they all were pretty high on themselves.  One fellow was constantly 

haranguing people about stealing his fan mail.  I don’t think he ever got any.  They all had different names than 

they were born with to sound better on the air.  Johnny Dollar was one guy’s name.  It was another 

reinforcement in my view of the world that kept me from ever being impressed with people of title or fame.  I 

never knew a single person of title and fame with whom I had contact as being other than hypocritical jerks.  

And my view hasn’t changed much now at age 71.   

Event 2:  I had a run in with one famous guy.  His name was 

Dan Rather.  He worked for network news and was already a 

big shot.  Lyndon Johnson was coming to town to do some kind 

of speech at the nuclear testing station.  TV8 had limited 

“remote” capability, because all of our equipment was very 

heavy and cantankerous vacuum tube equipment.  Very 

difficult to break down, and get it out of the studio, then get it 

all running at the remote sites.  I was charged with getting all of 

it set up at the Idaho Falls airport where our “anchor” would do 

a play by play of Johnson landing and all.  After getting it all 

set up very early in the morning, Rather and his crew showed 

up with their newer and fancier remote equipment and told us 

to move to a different spot.  I told him no.  I think maybe that was the first time he’d ever been told no by a 19-

year-old.  He insisted, but I held my ground.  Eventually, the TV8 Manager came out and told me I had to move 

the stuff.  So, we did.  But I learned to loath Dan Rather to this day.  I was glad the day he was shamed out of 

the business by false reporting. 

Event 3:  I started my second year at Idaho State.  I 

drove to Idaho Falls every Friday evening and slept on 

Sue’s mom and dad’s couch.  Then I’d go into the 

studio and switch for a twelve-hour stint.  Then Sue and 

I would have some evening time together.  I’d sleep on 

her couch again and then do another 12 hours on 

Sunday.  It was a lot of very hard work, but I was 

making good money from all of the hours.  Susan 

continued her work managing the Idaho Falls branch of 

Magic Carpet Travels, so she was making good money 
Idaho State College 1962. It became Idaho State University in 1963 



too.  My Sunday studio shift allowed me to attend sacrament meeting with Susan regularly.  Then, Sunday 

evening very late, I’d drive back to Pocatello to start the school week.  And for the life of me, I can’t remember 

where I was staying in Pocatello that second school year at Idaho State.  I’m thinking maybe I went back into 

Mrs. Stallings basement room.  Amazing that after spending nine months somewhere in Pocatello that second 

year that I can’t remember for sure where, and neither can my sister or Susan. 

The entire school year was pleasant and fun for me between the learning and the work at KIFI.  Susan enjoyed 

her time at the travel agency and both our families were running pretty much on even keel.   

Event 3:  During my second year at ISU (now a university) I did all of the testing required to earn my First 

Class Radio-Telephone Operators License.  It was the equivalent of an engineer earning his Professional 

Engineers Certificate in civil engineering and other engineering disciplines.  The license qualified me to work in 

broadcast/television, and other commercial radio operations.  I could operate and repair equipment and do the 

annual certification for a radio or television station and I could work on any kind of two-way radio 

communications systems such as used by fire departments and police and so on.  It was a very hard certification 

to get and you took the test in three sections, usually over 3 different test periods.   

About this time, my 1954 Chevrolet was on its last legs, so I moved up and purchased a nice little Studebaker 

four door from 1955.  It was a clever little thing, but ate oil with a vengeance.  Other than that, it started every 

time.  I’d have to add a quart of oil every 100 miles or so, but since I wasn’t putting that many miles on it, it 

wasn’t a real problem.  It was a dark purple/blue.  It was a very simple manual transmission car with a six-

cylinder, flat head engine.  In those days there were no front wheel drive cars or good snow tires, but you could 

buy walnut shell impregnated tires with a better snow tread.  The walnut shells gave the tires a better grip on 

slick surfaces.   

I still have a current FCC license on my wall.  

I was able to take Susan to a few fun events at ISC.  We saw the Carpenters, and The Smothers Brothers.  We 

also continued to attend dances and generally had a great time in spite of our work and school schedules.  

Louise and Richard were living in Pocatello in a trailer and going to school then.  When Sue and I had an event 

to go to, we’d drop by Louise’s trailer, and she’d give Susan a hair and makeup do over before we went to the 

event.  Louise was particularly sweet and loving to me and to Susan in those days.  She’s even sweeter now.  

Time: 1964 

Place: Idaho Falls, Idaho/Pocatello, Idaho 

Location: Susan’s house on L street and 459 ½ L St. in Idaho Falls. 

 

Event 1:  This is the BIG event.  The earth shattering event.  The event that would change the lives of myself 

and my entire posterity.  Susan and I had started dating at age 14.  We were now 19 and coming up in April and 

May would be turning 20.  We’d discussed getting married at 18 and 19, but we finally agreed to be objective 

and to let ourselves age and mature a bit more and to wait until 20.  So, we set the date on June 4, 1964 to be 

married.   

I was as active in church as my work would allow and had my records in the Idaho Falls Fourth Ward, Susan’s 

ward, just east of her home about half a block.  I’d been ordained an elder and we were interviewed by Bishop J 

B Hammond.  He was a terrific guy and treated us both almost as his kids.   
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Dad helped my buy a new, 1964 Rambler American car.  It would go on to last almost 137 thousand miles of 

driving.  I got it the same week that we were to be married.  It was a wondrous event.  Getting the car, I mean.  

It was red with beautiful tuck and roll Naugahyde vinyl upholstery, two-tone red and white.  The smell of the 

car was magnificent and it had a manual 3 speed transmission on the column and an overdrive or essentially, 

fourth gear.  That little car in 1964 would get almost 30 miles to the gallon.   

The day before our wedding, I’d worked my full shift at TV8, and didn’t have my car with me for some reason.  

Mom and Dad were staying with Grandmother and Grandfather Ames home and so was I.  So my dad came to 

the station to pick me up.  It was a beautiful summer day and I sat out on the grass in front of the station waiting 

for him.  I sat contemplating the time that had lapsed between February 14 of 1959 and June 3, 1964 and the 

glory and ecstasy and sadness and fun that had occurred in the life of Harry O. and Susan M.  I’ll always 

remember the feel of the sun, the smell of the grass, and knowing that it was the last night that I’d have to leave 

her side.  All was well with me and with her, and we knew that we were doing things right.  I was at complete 

peace, the best peace that I’d known before and since that day sitting on that lawn in front of TV8. 

In those days, it was common for young couples to be endowed and sealed on the 

same day.  The whole experience took a long time and started at around 7 in the 

morning which meant that the young couple had to be up and at it by 5 

o’clock.  (Susan did, because of hair, makeup, girly bride stuff.  As for me, I 

only slept about an hour all night, so I was up at 6:00). We went to the 

temple and experienced a “live” session, (meaning all elements of the 

temple ceremony were done by little old ladies and men about 50 years of 

age or older), of the endowment ceremony, then went to the sealing room 

where our loved ones surrounded us and we knelt across the alter from one 

another and the sealer pronounced the ceremony and we were eternally 

sealed as husband and wife, not till death, but forever.   

Showing off my new car to Debbie, Aunt Lorene, Uncle Rex 

and Grandma Ames 

June 4th 1964. Idaho Falls Temple 



We had a luncheon at the West Bank hotel, which still stands as of this 

date, though partially abandoned.  Susan appeared in formal luncheon 

attire and I in my suit and tie.  We felt like the King and Queen and that 

the people there who’d come so far and spent so much money on us were 

fortunate that we let them.   

After the luncheon, Sue and I and a bunch of us went to Sue’s church 

building and did some more decorating for the reception to be held that 

evening.  I don’t know how much 

help either of us were, we were 

tired from the early morning wake 

up.   

Susan had used a lot of her money to get real orchids delivered from 

Hawaii as that is where we would be honeymooning.  The whole cultural 

hall was beautiful and tastefully done with the financial and physical 

help of a lot of loving people.  No two young folks have ever been 

treated better than Sue and I were that day.   

We parted company and I went to 

Grandma’s house to clean up and get ready to greet the citizens who’d been 

waiting with baited breath for months to come and see us and get our blessing 

upon them.   

Susan was beautiful and I was handsome.  Reed Rasmussen was my boss 

when I’d worked at the Post Register and agreed to take the pix.  I think we 

paid him, but not much.  Many people did come, mostly from Sue’s side of 

the family, but many from mine.  It made a long evening of standing, but it 

was worth it.   

At last, the time came for us to leave and we left in a hail of rice and Susan 

threw her bouquet and off we went.  We complimented ourselves on having 

been such a pair of graceful and charming people to have allowed those people the opportunity to adore us 

openly and withholding nothing.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

My mother and 

Susan’s father took it upon themselves to decorate our hotel 

room at the Stardust Hotel by the river in Idaho Falls with flowers and candy.  It is now just a gravel patch, but 

Harry Sr, Wyla, Harry O, Susan, Maurine, Norman 

Oliver and Ethel Ames, Harry O, Susan, Viva and Glen Bates 
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at the time was a very nice place to stay. It was behind and north a bit from the West-bank Hotel.  When we 

arrived at the room, candles were burning and everything was set up with love and care by those loving and 

caring people.   

 

We were exhausted by the time we arrived, but Susan dutifully went into the bathroom and after quite a while 

came out covered in a lot of nighttime sleeping gear, all very filmy and pretty, but covering her from head to toe 

and in many layers.  I commented that she was the most covered up that I’d ever seen her in the prior five and a 

half years.  She laughed and I laughed and we collapsed on the bed and went to sleep.  In the morning, she was 

still covered with layers and layers of sleep gear that hadn’t been 

disturbed.   

We excitedly packed up because we had a flight out to San Francisco.  

But first we stopped by the Bates home.  Somewhere along the line, my 

grandfather slyly asked if we gotten a good night’s sleep, and Susan, 

sweetly and naively answered that we didn’t because we were having too 

much fun.  That brought bails of 

laughter from all those present, 

but we let them have their fun 

knowing that we were having fun, 

but not the kind that Granddad 

Ames was hinting at.   

A huge group of loved ones 

followed us to the Idaho Falls 

airport where we boarded one of the last regularly scheduled flights of the old 

Western Airline’s DC6B 

airplanes for a flight to Salt 

Lake City.  These airplanes 

had 4 huge radial engines driving 

gigantic propellers and had been the air 

travel mainstay since the late 1940’s.  It rumbled down the runway and took to the air.  It climbed through cloud 

layers but because the SLC trip was so short, it stayed at low altitude between two cloud layers.  Finally, the 

lower cloud layer broke and we could look down and see the Great Salt Lake.  We landed and went to another 

boarding area in the terminal where we would board a beautiful and more modern turbo prop airplane for the 

continued trip to our first destination, San Francisco.  The landing at The SF airport was approached low over 

the San Francisco Bay.  We could see the sailboats and it was a magical arrival.   



We took a taxi into the Mark Hopkins hotel, one of the 5 star 

hotels, thanks to Susan being a travel agent with perks.  I’d 

never taken a taxi anywhere and when we arrived at the hotel, 

the bill was about three dollars and seventy-five cents.  I gave 

the driver four bucks and told him to keep the change, 

generous as I was.  Only later did I find out I’d probably 

insulted the guy with the meager 25 cent tip.  But, I was young 

and learning about the big wide world.   

The room was wonderful and high up in the hotel with 

windows that looked out on San Francisco.  We’d gotten in 

relatively late in the evening and I heard a knock on the door.  

I opened it to see a black lady there in uniform.  She asked if I’d like night service.  I paused and searched my 

brain, but couldn’t figure out what she meant.  So I asked what night service was.  She replied that she would go 

in and turn down the bed and make sure toiletries and towels etc. were all in place.  I told her sure, but then 

quickly realized that Susan was changing into her less forbidding sleep wear, so I said I’d pass on the night 

service as my girlfriend was getting ready for bed.   Having visions of the hotel detective coming to see me, I 

quickly corrected myself and said that my fiancée was in there getting ready for bed.  Having stumbled yet 

again, I said my wife was in there getting ready for bed.  I told the maid that I had a marriage certificate with me 

if she needed to see it.  She told me that it wasn’t necessary and that I and my wife should have a wonderful 

evening.  I thanked her and could only imagine the conversation 

that would go in the maid’s quarters that night.   

The next day we awoke, had breakfast, and set out to see the 

sights of San Francisco.  In those days when you were a woman 

tourist, you dressed for church.  No blue jeans and t-shirts.  

Susan put on her best dress, carried her best purse, put on her 

white gloves and her hat and off we went.  It was great fun to 

walk around feeling newlywed and 

completely in love.  Every corner was 

an adventure, but the best adventure 

of all was walking along Fisherman’s Wharf.  All kinds of food and bread and 

cooked and raw fish were there.  Souvenir shops were few and far between, unlike 

what is there now.   It was a great day and included a ride on a boat that went out 

into the Bay and went around Alcatraz Island, the prison.   

The next day, we packed up and went to the SF airport, on a bus this time I think.  

There we boarded a beautiful new Boeing 707 four engine jet airliner and tool off for 

Hawaii.  It would be about four hours long and we picked up a lunch box on our way 

on board the flight.  (In those days, you also flew in formal wear; Susan in her dress, 

gloves, and hat, and me in a suit and tie). There were no inspections, you just walked onto the airplane, 

confident that no weirdos were on board to do harm.  The 707’s had not been in service that long, but were a 

true staple of the transoceanic airways for the following decades.  The flight was quiet and wonderful and the 

cold chicken lunch in our boxes was welcome about half way through the flight.  As we flew low approaching 

Oahu, palm trees appeared, and little shacks and finally more modern buildings and acres of palm trees and we 

  The view from our room 
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landed with a mighty flurry of wing flaps lowering and landing gear lowering and we were down and we were 

in Hawaii!   

We were met by lovely island people.  I got a lei put around 

my neck and a kiss from a beautiful brown Hawaiian girl.  

Susan got the same treatment by a handsome Island boy.   

We were immediately struck by the floral smells, not just from 

our real orchid leis, but from the smell of the air.  We’ve been 

to Hawaii since, but nothing like that first breath of Hawaiian 

air can ever be repeated.   

Because of Susan’s 

status of travel 

agent, we were 

greeted by a chauffeur who was driving a huge long black Cadillac 

limo. He drove us to the Foster 

Towers hotel which was just a 

couple blocks from Waikiki 

beach.   

As we made it to the room, we found a fruit basket and a bottle of 

champagne.  (Didn’t these people realize that we weren’t yet 21 and not of 

legal alcohol age)?  We called to see if we 

could trade the champagne for 7-up.  But 

never got any response, so we kept that bottle and another we received later for 

souvenirs and still have them in our cupboards.   

The room was beautiful and had a 

balcony with views over the pacific.  

We have many pictures of the room 

and the view and even movies that 

we took.  My interest in photography 

caused me to take three cameras - a 

Nikon and a movie camera and a mini speed graphic press camera.  

All three of which, Susan kept in a big bag that she carried in 

addition to her purse.  We got lots of great pictures that we still have 

including some cute movies of the newly married couple.   

We were generally treated like royalty wherever we went because there were few young people who could 

afford Hawaii.  Most of the people we met were middle aged and older.  So they treated us as mascots.   



The upside of Susan being a travel agent was all of the great treatment, free stuff and free tours of each of the 

islands we visited.  The downside was that we had to be up early in the morning to get on a bus that toured us 

around all day long, and left us pooped out in the evening.  Not a good thing for a newlywed couple, but we 

resigned ourselves that we had decades ahead for intimate contact and should take advantage of the freebees on 

the honeymoon.   

One of the surprises we had was that we’d not taken enough underwear, so 

Susan exercised her womanly ways, and did washing in the tub in the 

room.  It worked well except that the cotton one-piece underwear I had 

when wrung out enough to dry in the humid air of Hawaii became about 6 

feet long.  I was only 5 nine.  But, it all worked out okay.   

One day we rented a car and 

drove around Oahu to see the Polynesian Cultural Center that was 

brand new, and also attended a temple session  

We were 

pretty 

stingy with 

our limited 

cash, and even though the tour bus drivers stopped at 

their “Aunt Harriet’s” Muumuu or carved coconut 

shop, we didn’t spend much.  We got a few good 

things and brought them home, but not a lot.  We 

spent some time in the pool on the roof of the Foster 

Towers, and some limited time at the beach.  We 

went to a Luau and had a great time and didn’t 

realize we were sipping rum punch.   

Then we were off to Maui, Kauai, Hawaii, so our 

touring covered the 4 major islands and that was plenty.  We saw Hilo and the black sand beaches, the 

volcanoes and Waialua river.  We saw beautiful gardens and fancy homes and pineapple plantations and 

coconut trees and breadfruit trees and all manner of other fruit trees.   We saw the King Kamehameha day 

parade.  We saw so much and took many great pictures, but being there together, in love and seeing something 

brand new set apart those few days in the islands as unique in our family history.   

We made a few other trips to Hawaii over the years, but nothing can 

compare to those days of 

our honeymoon.   

The Luau! 
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Time:1964 

Place: Idaho Falls, Idaho,  

Location: Bates home - 459 ½ L St. and Grandmother and Grandfather’s home on Holbrook Dr.  

 

Event 1: At last, we actually grew tired of Hawaii, the touring, the hotels, the beach, the sand, the smells and we 

began thinking of starting our new life, really starting our new life together, back in Idaho Falls.  We left 

Hawaii early, and flew home through San Francisco, not realizing that our original plan to fly home through Los 

Angeles and spend a couple days there with Susan’s family 

thwarted their plans for a big surprise party for us.  We’ve 

felt terrible about that self-centered oversight ever since.   

When we arrived in Idaho Falls, we had $10.00 to our name.  

We took a taxi to Maurine and Norman’s house and this is 

what we saw:   

We had a great time opening up the boxes and looking at all 

our new STUFF!  Poor Maurine had had to live with this 

while we were off partying.   

Sleeping on Swings in the Room! 

In the old Lahaina Jail 

King Kamehameha Parade 



The next day we took it all to Grandmother and Grandfather Ames house as they were off to summer school.  

Yes, at their ages, they were going to finish their college degrees at University of Wyoming in Laramie.  That 

left Susan and I to have a little post honeymoon temporary home.   

Then life really started.  I continued to work that summer for KIFI television, and Susan for Magic Carpet 

Travels.  We loved playing house.  We loved each other and knew that our lives would be blessed and happy.  

And they were. 

Event 2:  We moved in the fall, when the grandparents returned 

from Laramie, to this cute little house that was behind the 

Haack house on 456 ½ K Street and across the alley from the 

Bates’.  We rented it from Naoma Haack’s dad. It hadn’t 

changed much in 2012 when we drove by. 

 

Then, we did what 

any young couple would do. We bought a little 12-foot-long red and 

white aluminum boat and a Sears Little Fisherman 7.5 horsepower 

outboard motor.  We loved that little red boat and went fishing many 

times by ourselves and with Susan’s Grandpa Bates, Judy and David 

South and others.   

Event 3:  I began my last year 

at Idaho State College to finish 

my certification in Electronics 

technology.  We were still playing house in the little “mother in law 

house” that Naoma Haack’s father had built on the back of her property.  

It was just the right size for two newlyweds.  It had a kitchen, a living 

room, and a bedroom and a basement for storage.  And there was a little 

fenced yard on the back alley that 

would hold the little red and 

white boat.   

The year was a blur of working at KIFI and Magic Carpet and School 

and commuting.  I began the Pocatello commute as part of a car pool of 

fools.  We were all the same age or younger and all had cars, so we 

would alternate driving.  But after the second of two experiences where 

the driver of one of the other cars went to sleep at the wheel, I decided 

to drive myself, so for most of the year, I drove the 100 miles round 

trip every day.  Susan walked to her work which wasn’t too far away.   

Floating the Snake River with David South 
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By this time, I’d become pretty good at switching, engineering and so on at KIFI and was a reasonably valuable 

asset.  I enjoyed the 

work, and worked as 

many hours as 

possible.  

 Fortunately, my last 

school year was not a 

homework kind of year 

with most of the day 

being in the 

electronics lab 

doing real stuff.  I was sure that after school that KIFI would put me on full time, and they did for 550 dollars a 

month.  Big money for us in those days and with Susan working, we did just fine.  One of my KIFI assignments 

was to sub for Bob Vessor and Chester   Neuvonon.  They were the two engineers who took turns, one week on 

and one off the East Twin buttes 32 miles west of Idaho falls where KID television and KIFI television had their 

transmitters installed.  Getting to the top of those buttes and getting back down required a four-wheel drive 

vehicle and some skill in the use of such a thing.  Susan and I were able to spend a week up there subbing for 

one of the regular engineers and it was great fun.  My job consisted of turning the transmitter on in the morning 

about 5:00 and turning it off at night about midnight.  During the day, careful logs had to be kept of the 

operating parameters of the transmitter.  Many years later the transmitter sites were allowed to be remotely 

operated after the FCC changed some of their rules.  It was great fun to be there with Susan and the times that I 

went up alone.  The view was spectacular, but dealing with ice storms and lightning was a bit scary.   

Time: 1965 

Place: Idaho Falls, Idaho, 456 ½ K St. in Idaho Falls. 

  

Event 1:  We had a cat named Brandy given to us.  We renamed him Mr. Cat.  

He was a Siamese cat and very loving.  One day as I came home from work, I 

found him lying on our step, cold and hard and dead.  I disposed of him best I 

could.  It was sad for Susan and for Me.   

 

 

Event 2:  I graduated with good grades and near the top from my technical program at ISC.  Because my dad 

and I’d chosen a technical career for me, my graduation consisted of a private party at the tech college, and 

having our names in the graduation program.  There were no robes nor mortar boards no walking through a line 

of dignitaries.  Our certifications were handed to us by the head of the tech college at another time.  

 I felt then and I felt it for many years that I’d not quite achieved what I’d really wanted to achieve from that 

tech program.  It was excellent and is still one of the top in the country.  But… 

Event 3:  I did get a full time job at KIFI.  I worked variously with a mentor, Blair, (Bud), G. Nelson.  He 

treated me well and taught me much.  I worked with Gene Clayton another great man.  I had other more obscure 

View from the Butte looking down on the clouds 



people around me, Wes Peterborg, Herm Haefle, Jim Brady, the boss of the station and others who came and 

went.  I liked them all.  Herm and Bud were in constant conflict, because they both thought they were the 

station Chief Engineer.  Bud however had another full time job as an engineer at the Atomic Energy Site, so 

Herm did have the daily watch so to speak.  It was at KIFI that I learned that the on-the-air people were 

basically idiots and egotistical ones at that.  There were none who I had any respect for.  They came and went 

with any opportunity to get out of small town market, KIFI television. 

Event 4:  Susan and I were very active in church and attended her Idaho Falls 10th ward in the same building 

that she’d attended since being a child.  The ward members treated her wonderfully and treated me as well.  I 

was assigned to be an assistant scout master.  The first church job I held, and the first one I truly hated.  By and 

large, I’d skipped scouting and skipped most of my childhood because of home stresses and I didn’t identify 

with the boys.  For the first time in my life, one of the fat little twits called me dude, and that was the last straw.  

I poked the kid in the stomach with my finger and told him never ever to call me or any other adult “dude” 

again.  Shortly after that I was given a new church calling, but I don’t remember what.  This problem would 

occur again 25 years later, but that is another story.   

I had a little extra-curricular fun that year playing “Pawnee Bill in the 

local production of “Annie Get Your Gun.”  Susan’s sister Judy was 

Annie.  It was fun until I got a terrible case of laryngitis on opening 

night and could hardly make a sound! 

1965 finished out with me in love with my wife and her in love with me. 

It had been a great year. 

Time: 1966 

Place: Idaho Falls, Idaho,  

Location: 170 Alpine Drive  

 

Event 1:  Susan and I needed to move from Haack’s house, so we found a 

nice little home on Alpine Drive in Idaho Falls.  The young couple who 

owned it only wanted us to take over the payments of about 75 bucks a 

month and it was ours.  We planted flowers, put up shutters and window 

boxes and felt like real grown up married people! 

SPECIAL NOTE:  Along about this time, I was beginning to think that I 

didn’t want to live life as a technician, even though I was good at it and well qualified.  So, I signed up to take 

what was basically freshman math, English, biology and something else I can’t remember at Ricks.  So I was 

commuting several days a week to Ricks College and finished out one full semester during my work at the AEC.    

We didn’t have a stove for the house nor any other furniture for that matter. So, David South, Susan’s brother in 

law, dug a stove out of an old barn and we installed it.  We also went into debt and bought on credit a couch, 

arm chair, pole lamp, chain lamp, china hutch, end table and coffee table.  The coffee table, end table, and china 

hutch are still in our possession and beloved by us to this day.  We made the mistake of giving away the couch 

and arm chair as they were well built and we should have kept them and had them reupholstered and we’d 

probably have them still. 

As it turns out, the stove from the barn came with a family of mice, a very large family that liked to come out at 

night and explore.  I would sit up at night with a BB gun and shoot them as they’d come out of the opening 
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where the hot plates were.  By and by we got rid of them all, but the smell was still there and we solved the 

problem by spraying several cans of Lysol into all the openings on the stove. So we went through the year with 

Lysol smelling rat poop, but we were in love and it was our first home and that was what mattered.  I laid tile 

over the worn linoleum floor in the kitchen and was very proud of my first manly bit of house remodeling.   

The house was heated by and oil furnace that was fueled by a big old 50-gallon barrel that sat on a stand at the 

back of the house.  We were only able to afford 10 gallons of fuel at a time, and often ran out at 2:00 in the 

morning.  But, we were in love and very happy.   

Event 2:  I’d had a lifelong love affair with the classic 1954 MG TD 

sports car.  I found one for 750 dollars and bought it using what money, I 

don’t know.  I loved it and 

kept it for a year.  I bought it 

in the fall of 1965 after we 

moved to Alpine Drive and 

kept it under the car port.  

The house had no garage.  

I’ll speak more of it in my 

appendix labeled Planes, trains, Boats, and automobiles. 

Event 3:  I was pretty much stuck salary wise and experience wise at KIFI, so I decided to expand my work 

experience by getting a different job, a higher paying job, about 650 dollars a month at the Atomic Energy Site.  

It was only for a 40-hour work week.  Mr. Brady at KIFI expected everyone to work a 48-hour work week for 

their money, so I was money ahead at the AEC.  It was a fascinating thing to be trained for the work there.  

There were mysterious names for things like a Boron Tri-Fluoride tube, and the Sigma Buss and Scram and 

such.  There was a lot of health science training about neutrons and protons and the like.   

I was assigned to work at the TRA, the test reactor area where there were three primary reactors working or 

being built. The MTR was the materials test reactor that operated from 1952 to 1970.  It was an overhead fuel 

rod controlled reactor, meaning the control rods were suspended from above the reactor core and in the event of 

an emergency, a SCRAM, electro magnets holding the rods would be de-powered that the rods would drop 

gravitationally and shut down the reactor.  I also worked on the ETR, the engineering test reactor.  It operated 

from 1957 to 1981 when it was finally dismantled and destroyed.  It operated by controlling the fuel rods from 

below in a room called a sub pile room.  More on that later.  I also worked a little bit on a new reactor called the 

Advanced Test Reactor.  It wasn’t in service yet at the time I left the AEC in 1967. 

I learned much during my year at the AEC.  I rode a bus both ways from a corner by Alpine Drive to the TRA 

and back in the evening.  My job was repair and maintenance of instrumentation on the first two reactors, and 

logging readings during reactor operation.  The best times were when the reactors were shut down and being 

reconfigured and re-fueled.  It was a terribly complex operation but fascinating to watch.  I learned to appreciate 

the engineering and design skills of men who only had slide rules back in the 40’s and 50’s and even 60’s.   

In the MG in front of our Alpine Dr. house 

Susan and her Granddad Bates 



There was good camaraderie among the reactor 

operations and technical people.  I, being the 

new guy was put on a rotating shift that was a 

real killer.  We’d do 5 days of day shift, 3 days 

off, then 5 days of evening shift and 2 days off 

then 5 days of overnight shift and then have 3 

days off.  It was a grind and not healthy though 

some had been doing it for years.  I’ve always 

been slightly insomniac and this regimen added 

to my desire to leave the atomic business. 

I had one bad experience with the ETR.  I was to 

wear full protective gear and to descend about 50 feet down below the reactor core to do some repairs on some 

rod position sensors.  So, fully bunny suited and wearing a mask, I went down.  The sub-pile room was only 

about 15 feet in diameter and only about four and a half feet high.   

There was radioactive water dripping here and there.  Also in the room was a large unlit red lamp and a big 

Klaxon horn.  The purpose of those two weren’t explained to me when I went into the room.  Also, because the 

reactor was shut down, there was a team, again, unknown to me, doing welding on some stainless steel piping 

that caused the Klaxon horn and the red light to turn on.  I didn’t have to wonder what the red lamp flashing and 

Klaxon horn meant.  I only remember the horn, the light and standing outside the access tunnel above on the 

floor.  I don’t remember the trip up the 50 feet of ladder.  It was that evening that I announced to Susan that I 

was out of the nuclear energy business.   

Event 4:  Norman had been conceived on the East Twin butte during my 

KIFI employment, but he was born on July 26, 1966, during my AEC 

employment.  It was a glorious event to welcome him into the world.  

Susan was a very cute pregnant mommy to be and even cuter mommy of a 

new born.  He was a wonderfully patient little boy who slept well through 

the night, pretty soon after bringing 

him home.  He was a constant 

source of joy, but made daytime 

sleeping for dad a little difficult.  

On the day that he was born, Susan 

awoke very early with a 

contraction.  But she took a shower 

and got dressed and I took her 

picture, and we went to the hospital 

and about one or two contractions 

later, Norman was born.   

 

 

2015 tour of the Atomic Energy Site 

Susan with only one hour left! 
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I thought Susan and baby were doing well, so I went to breakfast with my parents.  I was surprised at how easy 

the fathering and birth of a baby was going to be, so we had a great breakfast.  Unknown to me was that Susan 

was not happy about my leaving the hospital with my parents.  As it turns out, she was doing some internal 

hemorrhaging.  So when I got back to the hospital, she had gone into surgery where the doctor could fix her up.  

When she came out of anesthesia, she was not a happy camper with me.  But, she was okay, and after an extra 

two day or so stay, we took baby Norman home and have loved and enjoyed him for the past 49 years.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Time: 1967 

 

One day I had the brilliant idea that we needed a bigger boat, so I bought this one from a Nadauld oil and 

heating guy in Idaho Falls.  It was a Birchcraft.  Unfortunately, on our one good trip with Norm and Maurine, it 

leaked a bit, but we had some fun! 

 

Event 1:  Norman was walking by the summer of 1967 and I’d had it with the AEC, so I went to the library and 

looked up the Los Angeles Times want ads.  I’d had a hankering to go back to LA ever since our trip with Sue’s 

parents in ’62 and I also knew that I needed to pay my resume dues and be able to show some military 

aerospace work.  I decided the best approach would be to drive Sue and Norm to LA and actually do some 

“cold-calling” at a couple of the large companies.  We drove down in our little Rambler with Norm and all his 

“stuff” and hung out for a few days with Emily and LaVern and then with Anna and Fred while I looked 

  Dad with New Norman 



around.  As luck would have it, North American Rockwell was hiring in anticipation of winning a very large 

contract.  They offered me a job on the spot, and scheduled me to be there a month later!! 

Place:  1030 North Acacia #G4, Anaheim, California 

We had to sell the house which was not a problem as Susan knew someone who was looking for a little house.  

We didn’t clear any equity, but we were fine with that.  I gave notice to the AEC folks, sold the boat, said 

goodbye to some sad relatives, and we began packing.  The neat thing about this job was that NAR would 

actually pay to move me from Idaho Falls to California.  At the same time, Wyn got a job with a “Big Eight” 

accounting firm also in California, but they didn’t 

provide moving expenses, so I told Wyn to bring his 

boxes to my place in IF and I’d attach them to 

NAR’s moving effort for me.  It didn’t occur to me 

that it was a little unethical, but that is water under 

the bridge.   

We found a nice little two-bedroom apartment at 

1030 N. Acacia Blvd. Apt. G4 in Anaheim which 

was great as we were close to Disneyland and the 

beach and all things California.  Our apartment was 

particularly nice because it was on the end of a single story apartment block, so had an L shaped yard that made 

a nice roomy backyard for Norman to play and privacy for Susan to hang out in the warm California Sun.  The 

whole thing was a grand adventure for us and a learning experience for me.   

My salary would be around a thousand dollars a month which was a nice step up from the AEC, plus there were 

shift differentials of an extra few dollars for swing shift workers.   

The bad news was that I was not a person that believed that unionization was a good thing, but I had to join the 

United Auto Workers Union that was headed by a corrupt character named Walter Ruther.  Why skilled 

technical people were unionized at the Ball Road plant of NAR, I’ll never know. My job was to take technical 

repair work orders from a box when I was on shift and repair the many electronic test stations that were used in 

production of the Hound Dog terrain hugging guided missile.  (Ironically, it was the same missile family that 

my dad had been working on when we lived in Seattle in 1954).   

My suspicions about unions were correct; they ran the workplace.  I made the mistake of finding a bad power 

cord on one of the work stations and repairing it. The union steward, (basically a guy who policed the workers 

to make sure no one broke union work rules or worked too hard), reported me and I was chewed out.  

Apparently, anything, “electrical” was taken care of by a different union guy.  I could only work on “electronic 

things.”  So, the proper way was to go to a special work order teletype set up in on the production floor, enter 

the work order for an electrician, which would then show up on a teletype in the office of the union head 

electrician, and he’d then put the order in the box, and the next electrician in line would take that order and do 

the repair.  The idiocy of this is multiple.  First, the head electrician office was 50 feet away from the production 

floor and I could just fill out the form and hand it to him.  NO, it had to go through the teletype system.  Next 

idiocy was that I couldn’t perform the work I needed to do because I couldn’t power up the work station 

because of the bad power cord.  So, I had to wait hours to get back to the job.  The inefficiency was painful, and 

I’d find that idiocy in the other aerospace companies where I worked if a union was involved.  Harry Haraguchi 



73 

 

was my immediate lead man in that first job at NAR.  Harry was a nice guy and laughed along with me at the 

silliness of the union operation.   

Because I was a union trouble maker, I was transferred by NAR to a non-union area where the test work 

stations were being designed, built and tested.  I enjoyed that work a lot.  But, alas, as happens so much in 

California Military aerospace, I was laid off of my job with NAR.  Contracts would come and go with the wind 

and the whim of the incompetence of the Department of Defense. 

SPECIAL NOTE:  Because of my experiences as a technician, it was clear to me that I didn’t really want to 

spend the rest of my life with that title and having had a semester at Ricks College, I applied to the California 

State Polytechnic University in Pomona, California.  I was accepted and as I was working evenings in Anaheim 

at the time, so I could go to school in the daytime.  I commuted for about 30 miles between Anaheim and 

CalPoly.  It was a bad, expensive idea, and though CalPoly had been generous in accepting a lot of my tech 

school credits and Ricks credits, I simply was not able to enter an electrical engineering course as a mid-year 

sophomore taking 200 level classes and succeed.  Between being broke, a dad and a full time employee, I was 

killing myself, so I dropped out.     

 

Event 2:  This was a tricky time for me because Susan was now pregnant with Glen.  Money was very tight, but 

I’d been given severance pay of about 500 dollars to last until I got another job.  Also at that time, Susan’s 

mother and father were at an ultimate life low.  They wanted badly or needed badly to leave IF, so they came to 

Anaheim and stayed with us for a bit.  I gave Norm 200 dollars of my 500 because they were really desperate.  

Within a few days they found a job managing a small apartment building in Santa Anna that would give them 

and apartment and a few extra dollars so they could get by.  Also, Norm got work playing at a restaurant across 

the street from Disneyland.  But they had a tough go the whole time until they moved to Hawaii.   

Event 3:  Fortunately for me, I had some really good qualifications and quickly found a job with Northrop 

Aviation’s Nortronics division.  They were also in the missile business.  I was in a group that was involved in 

the Polaris Poseidon Class of submarine launched ballistic missiles.  I was technical support to the people who 

were building on-board pre-launch check out systems.  It was great fun and I was liked and I liked the people 

who I worked with.  There was no union problem.   

 

Time: 1968 

Place: Anaheim, CA 

Location: 1030 N. Acacia, apt G4,  

 



June 5th, Fullerton, California, Glen Oliver Ames was born!     He was our only child not born in Idaho Falls.  He 

was fat and happy and a good sleeper from the beginning. 

 

  

 

He had a very happy big 

brother to welcome him. 

   

I was so relieved that Susan 

was well and we were all 

happy to have another BOY 

– especially another one born 

with a smile on his face. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

In all of my California work, people knew right off 

that I was a Mormon, and usually the only Mormon around at the facilities, so I took a lot of ribbing from 

coworkers.  They were by and large a worldly lot and I learned a lot of things about life from them that I’d just 

as soon forget.  For example, they all went out on 

Friday night for a little drinking at the local joints.  

The harassed me about being uppity because I 

wouldn’t go with them.  But wanting to not be too 

weird, I gave in one time.  I found myself with them 

in a topless bar called The Country Girl and it was 

painful and embarrassing but I’d ridden with one of 

the other guys and I was stuck until I insisted on 

being taken home.  That was my first and last “night 

out with the boys.”   

 

 

Spring Day in 1969 and a welcome visit from my Mom and Dad  
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Susan’s mother and dad had moved to Santa Ana, and we had some good visits with them. 

In early 1970, I was offered the opportunity to go to Sunnyvale 

California south of San Francisco as a liaison representative 

from Nortronics to Lockheed Aircraft, the company that was 

building the 

Poseidon 

missile.  We 

kept the 

Anaheim 

apartment 

and went up 

there for 

several months.  We were there exactly at the time when 

Sesame Street came on the air and had replaced a show 

called “Apple in my pocket.”  The kids loved both because 

by this time, Glen had been born and was a bouncy chubby bundle of pure joy.  And Norman was always ready 

for fun. We did a lot of sightseeing around that part of California during those 4 months. 

The time at Lockheed was another learning period that started me 

thinking seriously that I really did not want to spend my life as a 

technician. I was highly qualified, but there was a caste system in 

those companies, and I was fairly low caste as a tech.  The 

engineers wore ties and got respect.  The techs wore jeans and 

took orders. 

 

 

SPECIAL NOTE:  Susan and I were very active in church the whole time we lived in California, and in spite of 

being broke we hit D-Land several times and the beach was free so we were often there on a Saturday.  We took 

in most of the southern California sites of interest over the three years we were there.  We belonged to a nice 

ward.  The bishop’s name was Turner and he worked in Downey at the NAR plant there.  We had a great ward 

and I spent time as the Deacons Advisor and also in the ward clerk’s office.  One of the counselors in the 

bishopric was a pain in the hind end insurance salesman who drove Susan to cry as he spoke of what she’d do if 

I suddenly died.  The other counselor eventually was excommunicated. Now, none of that affected our love for 

the Gospel, but was eye opening to young married people. We had some friends there - Pat and Lewis Cable 

from the ward.   They would enter our lives again a few years later in a strange way.   

 

 

 

Christmas Eve with Grandmother and Granddaddy Bates 



We did spend time with Wyn and DeeAnn and their new adopted boy, Jason.   

Meanwhile, Susan’s Dad, Norm, had accepted a job in Hawaii and left quite quickly.  

Maurine and her sister in law, Anna Meyers, cleaned out the home where they were living in 

Santa Anna and Maurine spent a few weeks with us while Norm prepared things on the 

Hawaiian end for her to join him there.  Their Hawaiian story needs to be written separately 

from mine, but I was glad that they had a wonderful 

place to go that we also loved, and I was confident it 

would be a good move for them.   

 

After they had moved to Hawaii, we didn’t have a compelling reason to 

stay in California.  All of our close loved ones were in Idaho 

Event 4:  Back in Anaheim, I resolved that if I couldn’t finish out an 

engineering degree, by darn, I’d go into business for myself somehow.  I didn’t know how to do it in California, 

so Susan and I decided to return to the place we knew best, Idaho Falls.  I resigned my good job in Anaheim 

with no job in Idaho Falls, but we had faith that it was the best thing 

and that Heavenly Father would take care of his foolish children, and 

He did.   It helped to know that there were loving grandparents waiting 

there for us to return! 

1970 

Place: Idaho Falls, Idaho 

Location:  Rental house 

on 1710 Brentwood 

Drive, Idaho Falls, Idaho 

Event 1: The move back to Idaho Falls was on my shoulders.  So, 

we packed up the apartment, got 

into the Rambler and went back 

to IF.  Grandpa had an old stock 

truck that smelled of manure, so I drove that straight through back to Anaheim 

and loaded all of our stuff on it.  I had the elder’s 

quorum help move the piano onto the truck as the last 

item.  I got that all completed by early evening and 

began the drive back to IF.  I couldn’t get past 

Victorville because of exhaustion and slept at a motel 

there in my clothes, then completed the drive to IF.  

We moved into a small rental house there.  I did all 

that in 3 days from the time we left Anaheim in the 

Rambler until I arrived back in IF with grandpa’s 

truck full of furniture.  Crazy!  Susan and the boys 

stayed with Marj South, David South’s mother, until I 

got back.  Then we moved into a nice house for rent on Brentwood Dr. in Idaho Falls. 
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Special note:  the folks at Northrup Aviation gave me a nice 

going away party just before we left Anaheim.   

So, there we were in IF with a little money and no job and 

Susan pregnant again, but I went with confidence to KIFI and 

they welcomed me back and I worked there from June or so of 

1970 until June or so of 1971.  I had a lot of good experiences 

at KIFI that year and enjoyed my time there, again, immensely.  

But I wanted to be my own boss if I couldn’t get an engineering 

degree. 

Event 2:  I’d had a lifetime fascination with aircraft, so I 

decided that Idaho Falls needed its own aircraft radio sales and repair facility.  So, I took what little money I 

had, bought used equipment adequate to make certification by the FAA.  I had my radio commercial license and 

I was in business in rented space at the south east corner of the old log hanger on the east side of the airport.  

Reeder Aviation was the manager of that Fixed Base Operation and Dick Reeder and his dad who ran the Twin 

Falls operation were good to me.  I operated that for several years and attempted to open up another electronics 

repair operation for non-aviation electronics users in the basement of Schwendiman Wholesale.  They were 

located out across from the south side of the golf course and were the local provider of all things electronic for 

Bonneville county.   

I also began doing some work for David South senior to develop some controls for potato and onion and berry 

storage.  David was building a dome shaped storage building and also insulating old potato storages, so he 

wanted to add the air handling parts of that business.   

I’ll shorten up this whole saga dramatically because it was a relatively low time in the life of Harry O. Ames.  

I’d heard the old adage many times:  Don’t ever get into business with your relatives.  It was not a win-win 

situation and both David and I would have been better off financially and otherwise to never have gotten 

involved in business together.  David was too generous, and I was too unknowledgeable to really make it work.   

I got rid of the airport radio business and the other electronics operation 

and over a few years, pulled out of the storage air handling work.  I 

brought in a good friend of mine by the name of Sheridan Owens to be 

a partner in these businesses.  In the end, no one really lost any money, 

but the lost time to have done something of more long term value was a 

penalty for lack of preparedness to be in business on my part.  Sheridan 

went on to be a highly valued and paid business jet pilot for a major 

gas company, so he did all right.  I went on to other things as well and 

did very well thanks to Father in Heaven watching out for his foolish 

child.  I would like to have the years from 1972 to 1978 back though.  I met people who were not good for me 

and the closeness of family was not good for a number of reasons.  No one was at fault, but brothers and sisters 

and in-law too close frequently doesn’t make a good environment for anyone.  So, aside from that issue, we had 

some great fun in Shelley Idaho. 1971 to 1979 

 



 

Place: Idaho Shelley, Idaho 

Location:  Old farm house 

 

Event 1:  We’d been living for a short time in a little nice rental house in Idaho Falls right after getting back 

there from California.  I was driving the back roads in Shelley, Idaho, for reasons I don’t remember, and ran 

across a big old truck moving stuff out of a beat up old farm house.  I stopped the car and walked over and 

found a little old man who seemed to be in charge and asked him what he was doing.  His name was Clarence 

Arave.  He’d been living in the old house for 50 or more years and working several hundred acres of farm.  

He’d finally, at age 80 or so built a new house and he and his little wife were moving.  I asked him what his 

plan was for the old farm house.  He said that he didn’t know and I asked him if he wanted to sell it and a few 

acres to me.  He said sure.  I said how much?  He said well there’s about 10 acres that aren’t going to be farmed 

and the house, so how about five thousand dollars for the whole works?  I instantly said yes.   

He explained that there was no well for the old place.  He’d been hauling water to a cistern for the entire time 

he’d lived there.  The only heat was and old oil fired stove in the living room and there was no hot water other 

than what they heated on the wood burning stove.   The good news was that there was a bathroom indoors and it 

had cold running water as long as the cistern was kept full.  I still said I’d take it but that I had no money.  He 

scratched his chin and said, “why don’t you give me fifty dollars a month until the five thousand is paid.  I said 

SURE!  So, I went home and told Susan that we were moving onto 10 acres and an old farm house without 

water nor water heater nor stove, and that had no insulation and wasn’t that grand.  She agreed and we began 

the adventure with the old place.   

David South helped me install a water heater and that plumbing.  We put in an electric stove and washing 

machine.  We furnished the place as best we could.  We had an old coal burning fireplace that we’d gotten from 

Aunt Anna and I installed that in place of the oil fired stove.  Now, it is important to understand that we lived in 

that place a couple of years and by all analysis, we should have died in a conflagration of fire or carbon 

monoxide poisoning or any number of other hazards, but we didn’t.  We attribute that to another of those 

miracles we have experienced all of our lives.     

Event: 2 

Idaho Falls LDS Hospital December 24, 1970 

Daniel Ames was born on Christmas Eve of 1970, the first Christmas in 

the old house.   
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Susan was able to spend her time in a nice warm hospital having 

him, and I got to spend a frigid Christmas Eve with my two boys, 

Norman and Glen, both of whom had diarrhea.  But we made the 

best of it and Christmas morning we opened presents and then went 

to visit Susan and baby Daniel.  

 

 

 

After we were settled at the back on our five-acre kingdom, we decided to plant trees and have a garden and all 

of the other things that young acreage owners dream of.  The garden never really took hold, and boy! did we 

plant trees!  Hundreds of them starting from little twigs we purchased from University of Idaho.  Those trees are 

now huge and surround that property and we are proud each time we drive by.   

The boys and I went to 

the pound and brought 

home two puppies that 

they named Marco and 

Pogo.  We kept those 

dogs until 1979 and 

loved them. 

It was wonderful to be 

young and adventurous and without fear, but we were protected by 

the hand of Heavenly Father those two years in that old house.  

 

 

 

 

 Later on, we tried to tear it down, or burn it down, but it wouldn’t budge until David brought in a crew to take 

it apart bite by bite.  THEN we burned it down.   

 

Finally gone in 1973. The big barn remained and is still there – Susan stood next to it in 2012, 

almost 50 years later! 



 

 

Event 3:  Christmas -New Year’s 1972  

We sell the Aeronca Champ and use the money to go to Hawaii. 

 

Susan and I felt a need and desire to go to Hawaii to see Norm and Maurine.  I’d bought an old Aeronca Champ 

airplane, so to go to Hawaii, the airplane was sold.  I felt bad as I watched the new owner take off, but I knew 

that I simply was not wealthy enough to have such toys.  I made a similar mistake when I bought and sold a 

Piper PA 16 airplane a couple years later.  I’m pretty sure that Heavenly Father knew that sooner or later I’d die 

in a small airplane, and he didn’t want that to happen, so every time I’d get the flying bug, a financial roadblock 

would show up.   

 

We loaded the kids up and 

drove to Los Angeles in 

my new to me Dodge 

sedan.  We boarded a 

flight there and flew to 

Honolulu and met Norm 

and Maurine.  They were 

doing pretty well at 

that time and we 

spent a number of glorious days from just after Christmas through New 

Year’s. We mostly chatted and swam in the apartment building pool and 

went to their favorite beach.  They were apartment building managers.  

Maurine wore muumuu’s and looked pretty much Hawaiian with her tan 

and dark hair.  Norm played some jazz a few nights at various places.  We 

saw a TV series star, “Duke 

Kohonamoku” or something like 

that, from the Hawaii Five Oh 

series.  He was LDS and had a 

night club act.  New Year’s Eve 

was a good event.  The whole 

Island lit up with fireworks and firecrackers and I don’t think any of 

the three boys got any sleep.  I certainly didn’t.   

Daniel fell on some concrete as we were getting ready to leave on the airplane to fly home.  He cracked his two 

front teeth and was a miserable little boy, but very well behaved, on the flight home and the long drive to Idaho 

Falls from Los Angeles.  Later a dentist would “chrome cap” his teeth until they fell out to make room for his 

adult teeth.   

Christmas 1972 in Hawaii in Norm's little red car 

Maurine and Norm on New Year's Eve 1972 
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Back home, the boys got down to the business of winter fun in our own 

back yard. 

Two years later, anticipating Sarah’s birth, we installed a brand new, 

heated, air conditioned, carpeted, two bathroom, double wide mobile 

home.  A great relief and probably another mistake, but at least, we 

were warm and comfortable.  David South was appalled and had all 

kinds of advice against the mobile home, but it was what we could 

afford at the time and in the end, it worked out well for us.   

 

 

 

 

January 24, 1974 

Idaho Falls LDS Hospital 

Birth of Sarah; 

Then, a fourth miracle happened in our lives and we experienced the birth 

of Sarah.  She was the first girl in the family and we didn’t quite know 

what to do with her.  She was healthy and strong and very pleasant as a 

baby.  We loved her and enjoyed her happy nature. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

First Peek at Baby Sister Sarah 

Grandma Wyla, Baby Sarah and big brothers 

Beginning a Daddy-Daughter Eternal Friendship 



Soon after Sarah was born, we had many wonderful visits from 

relatives.  Sue’s dad and mom came a couple of times and those 

were fun events.  The last time they came, they knew that Norm 

had a serious bout of cancer of a lot of things.  It was sad to see 

them leave, not knowing if we would ever see Norm again.   

 

 

 

 

 

Special Note:  It was about this period of time when I first 

became fully aware of one of Heavenly Father’s gifts to me.  

That is the gift of prescience.  I’d had the ability for years, from 

the time I was a young boy to be able to look at someone or chat 

with someone and get a strong sense of who they were, and what their 

future might look like.  I still have that gift and it is as often a curse as it is a blessing.  Maybe more about that 

later.   

In about 1973, a young man whose name was Draney had earned his pilot’s license.  He would rent an airplane 

from a place in Rexburg and go flying with his wife.  One day, he and his brother who had just returned from a 

mission and was engaged, and another pair of newly returned missionaries all decided to go flying and search 

out some deer hunting grounds.  My involvement was to help them move the airplane from the hanger in Idaho 

Falls.  I chatted with them, and didn’t really ask what it was they were going to do.  I wasn’t a pilot, but I’d 

flown a lot and knew the technology of flight and flight safety.   

As those three young men had taxied out onto the active runway, I suddenly felt a powerful panic, I knew that 

something was wrong.  I looked at the airplane as it took off and didn’t like the looks of the port side rear 

horizontal stabilizer.  I felt the powerful urge to call the control tower and have the airplane return to the airport.  

But, wrote off my feelings to silliness and didn’t make the call.  Later that day, a father of one of the boys came 

to my Radio Shop and asked if I’d seen them.  He said they should have been back by now.  I said I’d call the 

man who had rented them the airplane.  I did, and with that father standing there, the man said on the phone that 

the airplane had been found completely burned up and destroyed to ashes.  I hung up the phone and told the dad 

to call the sheriff’s office that there had been a problem with the aircraft.  He asked what, and I told him I didn’t 

know anything more. 

Two of the boys were Draneys; another was Fielding, and the fourth was Park.  His father was the man who 

came to the airport.  He had been my old psychology teacher and a coach at OE Bell Jr. High.  The Draney 

boys’ dad had been a bishop in the Jameston Ward where we attended church during out Shelley days. 

It was an extremely tragic period of time for those families and for our very close knit ward.  I knew exactly 

what had happened and the FAA verified my own analysis.  It was a warm summer day.  On warm days, the air 

density gets thinner, meaning that aircraft engines are less efficient, and that the air itself provides less lift to the 

wings.  Not only that, the combined weight of these boys, none of whom were small, exceeded the legal limit 

Norman and Maurine visited in the summer 

when Sarah was 6 months old 
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for the aircraft by 30%, and that would be the legal limit if flown at sea level.  They had stated that they were 

out scouting deer country, so they would have been making turns at even higher elevations than the Idaho Falls 

airport.  Any turns at those elevations would have put the airplane at or over the safe angle of attack for the 

wings with that kind of load and density altitude.  They simple were in a spin and into the ground before any of 

them really knew what happened.  Thankfully, they were all dead before the fire destroyed everything.  That is 

the most dramatic of my prescient events, and I hope never to have another. 

Event 3:   

Right after I bought the property from Clarence Arave, David and Judy South found out about it and that it was 

just across Sand Creek from David’s mother Marj’s house.  They asked me politely if they could buy some of 

the property and wanting to be the good guy, I said a reluctant yes.  I’d pictured myself eventually as an estate, 

and propertied gentleman with 10 acres.  Another request came through and that was from David’s brother 

Barry.  He thought he’d like a couple acres too.  So now I was down to 5 of the best acres left.  Then, Susan’s 

cousin Linda and her then husband Gary Grace thought they’d like to move to Idaho and have a couple acres 

too.  So let me just wrap this up.  Susan and I were down to 2 or so acres with an old farm house and she was 

pregnant with Sarah who would be born January 24th of 1974.  So, the old farm house had to come down and 

we had expeditiously bought a double wide mobile home, a mistake, but it was new, with heat, and 3 bedrooms 

and insulated windows and was a huge improvement from the old farm house.  

If you go there now, there is still a double wide trailer in the back of the property and the beautiful house that 

Uncle Laverne helped Linda and Gary build is still in the front, but is now ramshackle from lack of 

maintenance.  David and Judy’s house is equally blighted and so is Barry’s.  So, the property became cursed by 

my way of thinking and as of this day, there are no South’s, Grace’s or Ames’ living anywhere near.   

The Jameston Ward was a great part of being in Shelley and the people were good people.  We, the Ames, 

Grace and South people were considered interlopers by the old farmers who’d had the ward to themselves for 

decades, but by and by we all got along.  The stake president, President Lavar Thornock was a great man and 

our bishops in those years were also good men.  Our last bishop was the local KID television weather man, Bob 

Burtenshaw.  They all worked hard to make good years for us in Shelley and for our kids.   

S. Dilworth Young came to the stake and called me to be one of 7 

Presidents of Seventy back in the days when there were local 70’s 

quorums.  He was a grand old controversial man, but I loved him 

right off the bat.   

Norman started kindergarten and grade school there as did Glen 

and Daniel.  They all were lucky to go to the old Taylor School 

before it was torn down.  Ladies actually cooked homemade 

lunches there for the kids.  It was like something from Little 

House on the Prairie. 

 



Event 4:  

August 8, 1976 

LDS Hospital, Idaho Falls, Idaho  

 

Michael was born in 1976 and his birth heralded a major change in my 

life.  First, he was the first, and consequently the last, child that I was 

with Susan in the delivery room.  After seeing that horrible thing, I 

decided that five was enough and I wouldn’t put Susan through that 

again.  Now, don’t misunderstand.  That had nothing to do with 

Michael the cute baby, but just with the birthing process.  We wanted 

that kid and still love him though he’s grown much larger and smarter 

than me.   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Event 5:   

  Michael's Blessing Day 

Grandma and Grandpa Ames with Michael 
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I had to go through some very painful and difficult times with 

myself and Heavenly Father.  It is nothing to be discussed or 

recorded here because of the powerful and personal nature of the 

occasion.  But it was a growing up time for me where I had to 

face up to my weaknesses and deal with them in the Lord’s way.  

It took a while for me to do a major housecleaning in my soul, 

but by 1979, it was all done and the only dust left to sweep away 

was an important distancing from Shelley and from extended 

family and neighbors.   

Event:  6: 

I knew that we needed a huge change in place and life and I’d always wanted to work in the space business.  So, 

I went to the Idaho Falls public library and got a copy of the Los Angeles Times want ads and immediately 

spotted that JPL, Jet Propulsion Laboratory was in need of some people. So, with no money but a credit card, I 

flew to California, rented a car and headed to JPL.  I “cold-called” their human resources people.  I could spell 

computer, and that was about all they were interested in.  The HR lady made a call and I had an immediate 

appointment with Bill Scott and Sam Deese who were managing the Spacecraft Data Systems Section.  It was 

the group responsible for designing and building and testing the computer systems that were to fly on their deep 

space spacecraft.  They were delighted to see me and offered me a job on the spot.  I said yes, called Susan and 

flew back to Idaho Falls.  

I loaded Susan and my mother Wyla into our old green 1969 Dodge van and we drove to California and found a 

brand new never lived in house for rent along a deep canyon in 

San Dimas, California.  It cost 500 dollars a month, but my 

starting salary at JPL of almost 30 thousand dollars a year 

would cover it and we’d get along fine financially.   

Back in Shelley, we were able to sell the property and double-

wide to David’s Uncle Bernie and clear a few thousand dollars.  

We were all glad to look out the rear window of the car and see 

the 10 acres in Shelley disappear behind us.   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

1979 to 1985 



Place: San Dimas California 

Location:  1238 Stonehenge and 1330 Somerset Drive 

 

Event 1: The Stonehenge house was wonderful.  A fellow by the last 

name of Gary had bought it on speculation and didn’t want to move in, 

so we were able to get into it.  He was concerned about the 5 kids and 

the damage we’d do, but I assured him that we’d keep the home up.  

My working at JPL was a good thing as he was impressed by my job.  It 

cost $550 per month, which was a pretty good bargain for a brand new 

home with the backyard located on the rim of a lovely canyon. 

 

Sunday mornings in San Dimas were fun… no mud or snow.  A 

beautiful clean warm home.  Great kids!   We moved in March 1979. 

Norman began school in San Dimas at Lone Hill Jr. High in the middle of the 7th grade. Later he went to the 

soon to be famous San Dimas high school.  (Bill and Ted’s great adventure).  Glen started out at Gladstone 

Elementary, 5th Grade.  Daniel was in the 3rd grade.  Sarah started in the fall, and Michael was just 3 years old.   

Event 2:  Because of the stresses financially and induced by extended family and life in general in Shelley and 

suddenly in a new and scary job at Jet Propulsion Laboratory, I began experiencing the symptoms of a nervous 

breakdown.  I felt like I was out of balance and 

was always on the edge of hyperventilation.  I 

saw a doctor, and he told me to relax, breath 

into a paper bag and so on, which would give 

me temporary relief.  What I really needed was 

and anti-anxiety pill, but they were not common 

in those days because most people could have a 

beer or wine after a day at work.  Those things 

had the same effect.  Making this long story 

short, over the period of many months, and a lot 

of patience on the part of Susan, the new normal in California became bearable and finally fun and I was doing 

well on the job.  

 Then -- 
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Event 3: Susan’s father, Norman A. Bates finally was paying the ultimate price for a 

life of smoking and drinking and at age 59, while they were living in Hawaii, he was 

told that he had throat cancer.  Maurine cared for him for a year of surgery, radiation 

and chemo, until it was clear nothing else could be done.     They wanted to come to 

the mainland so he could be around family until he died and we wanted that, too.  

They did manage to get to California along with a wonderful nurse over from 

Hawaii.  We brought him and Maurine home from the airport, and put him up in our 

master bedroom upstairs.  The second day we took him to a local doctor with his 

medical information, and that doctor kindly gave us a prescription for a big bottle of 

pink liquid and told us to “let Norm take a swig of this whenever he wants.”  We 

knew that the liquid was a pain killer, but we didn’t know how strong.  So, over the 

period of 10 days from when they arrived, Norm died there in our home. It was a 

period of tender mercies because our kids got to know him and Maurine a little 

better.  He had each boy visit him privately and he discussed his life lessons with 

each of them, and though a couple of the kids were too young to really understand, 

they got the message that their lives would be good or bad based upon their own 

decisions.  He reiterated to them something he’d once told Susan, “Don’t make 

music a career.”  And though they are all incredible musicians, song writers, 

composers, none of them have made music a career.  

I’d really loved Norm from the first day I met him in 1959, so his dying at age 59 

was hard on all of us in the family.  On his death bed, he made me promise to take 

care of Maurine.  I made that commitment and, to the best of my ability, I think 

Susan and I did.  I loved Maurine too and during the balance of this biography, you 

will learn more about this wonderful woman. 

Event 4:  My brother in law, Richard 

Heindel had been unfaithful to Louise, 

and that - over the period of years - 

finally resulted in their separation.  

Along with all of the other pressures I 

was going through at the time, I 

suggested they come to Southern 

California.  They did, so my fathering 

went from 5 kids to 10 kids.  My 

mother had been with us at the time we arrived in San Dimas, and when Louise came 

with the kids, she moved in with them into a house that was just a block or two away.  

In many ways, that year or so when they lived there was great.  Of course, the boys 

and Sarah got along wonderfully having their cousins living so close and they spent 

the bulk of that year doing things together.  

 

 



It was a good year.  Yes, the stress for me was there and was increased because my personality is basically that 

of a “fixer.”  I figured if I worked hard enough, prayed hard enough and talked long enough that I could fix my 

sister’s marriage.  I couldn’t, and ultimately, Louise and Richard were divorced.  Richard had come down to 

talk with her and see the kids one day.  I stayed up until 2 o’clock in the morning talking to him and couldn’t 

get him to budge towards being willing to say he was sorry and that he would make changes and that he wanted 

his family back.  It was like talking to a wall.  I was beginning to learn that you really can’t make people change 

their basic natures if they aren’t willing.  I think Louise was willing to make the sacrifice of forgiving and 

moving on.   

I was very surprised at how well Louise’s kids survived that first year without their dad, but they seemed to 

come through it okay.  A big reason is that my mom had always attached herself to Louise’s family and those 

kids knew her well, almost as a second mother.  Her kind and loving presence in that home was very stabilizing, 

and as important as I think I was in the lives of the Heindel kids, it was small compared to having their grandma 

as a daily presence.  Mom would be in and out of the lives of Harry and Susan over the years, but mostly she 

would be close to where Louise was living or would be living with her.  I think in the San Dimas years we had 

Mom with us a total of a year or so when Louise and family weren’t there.  We enjoyed her when she lived with 

us.  She was so kind and gracious with our kids and particularly with Glen.  Mom went to all of the swim team 

events and went to school events with us when she was living with us those short periods of time.  Event 5.  We 

enjoyed living in the Stonehenge house, but Mr. Gary decided he wanted to sell it as he could make a lot of 

money.  There was no way that we could financially afford that or any other house for that matter so we had to 

find a new rental.  Fortunately, as I was driving around the close neighborhood, I saw a house with a rental sign 

go up, just a couple blocks from the Stonehenge house.  This new house was a major bump up in rent, around 

800 a month, but it had a hot tub and a pool and the pool 

maintenance was included in the rent.  I was overjoyed, and we 

moved within the week.  It was a lovely house and we enjoyed it and 

pool for about two more years.  Finding that house in a very narrow 

time frame and a block away was another divine intervention. 

Our life in San Dimas was pretty idealistic because we had 

everything close by.  We had a nice home, a pool and hot tub, the 

schools were all within a few blocks, and we had mostly good 

neighbors.   

We were a bit of an oddity because of our 5 children and older cars.  The neighbors spent Sundays mowing 

lawns and polishing their cars, none of which were older than two years.  We were driving a 1971 Dodge van 

and a 1967 Volkswagen beetle.  I constantly had to do work on both vehicles.  One day I was kneeling at the 

back of the beetle, and having a difficult time getting something 

fitted when I turned and noticed Glen standing behind me, crying.  

I asked him what was wrong, and he said he felt sorry for me 

having to work so hard.  That was typical of that kid.  
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Norm and Chris Heindel had a grand adventure one day when they went down into the canyon behind our house 

and found a small creek.  Highly polluted, I’m sure, where they found 

crawdads.  They gathered up a few, took them to the house and cooked them in 

the microwave.  They ate some of the itsy bitsy pieces of meat, but when Susan 

found out, she was horrified and called the hospital to talk to a nurse and see 

what needed to be done.  The nurse told her not to worry, but if the boys came 

down with stomach ailments to take them to the ER.  Nothing ever came of the 

experience, but the fear that Susan put into the two boys for their foraging was 

enough to keep them civilized for a good long time.  

We had lots of fun in San Dimas.  Here we are dressed up for a church party 

where Susan sang “I’m Just Wild About Harry” while I made eyes at her on 

stage.   

 

Event 6:  It was clear to us 

that these 5 kids would 

need lots of activities to 

keep them out of the 

typically pretty low level 

moral expectations that most California 

parents had for their kids.  There was no 

gang activity in San Dimas, and very little at 

the schools, but we needed all three to be challenged intellectually and 

physically.  So, swimming and band became the dominant activities that 

ruled our days including weekends.  At the peak, the boys would work out up 

to three hours a day at the high school pool. 

They’d 

come 

home from the workouts, do some homework 

and drop into bed.  Later on, Michael and 

Sarah would also be involved in swim team.  

All of the kids seemed to like it.  Norman 

was a natural leader on the team and would 

come to be known as Father Murphy because 

of his willingness to support and listen to the 

troubles of the other team members.  Our 

family named the swim team newsletter The 

Lane Lines.   



Swim meets were frequent and year round because of the California weather.  They consumed all day many 

Saturdays during the year.  We had to take coolers full of good food and fun food and stake out a place by the 

pools around the area and sit for many hours between events that 3 to 5 kids 

ultimately participated in.  Though none of the kids were “champion 

swimmers,” they were all very good and swam with great form and grace.  

Those year swimming have paid off big dividends and all 5 are still 

excellent swimmers.  When we moved to Hailey and then to Logan, swim 

team participation dropped and finally disappeared, but that was OK as there 

was less need for distraction from worldly things.   

Event 7:  Sarah began grade 

school.  It was evident 

within the first few months 

that she was not having any 

success.  Sarah was a late 

talker and had other 

communication challenges when she was a toddler and child, 

but being the only girl, we just wrote it off as something she 

would grow out of.  Sarah was sandwiched in between boys 

who were all high achievers in reading and generally good in all 

elements of school.  But a teacher at her first grade school gave 

us the bad news that Sarah should be in special education.  (This was at the same time that Daniel’s grade 

school teacher was astounded at his intelligence, and wanted to write a paper on what effect parents in the home 

had on a child’s school success.)   

We took Sarah to the University of California Neuropsychiatric Institute for Children and had her tested.  A 

psychologist or psychiatrist, Dr. Hindi, an East Indian who had very poor English, tested her and “interviewed” 

her.  He told us that she was pretty severely handicapped and would never tie her shoes or read.  He suggested 

putting Sarah into an experimental drug program and having her do an “in residence” stay at the University for 

a period of time.  Of course, Susan and I prayed long and hard about this whole issue and opted out.  We will 

never know if that was for sure the right decision, but we assume so, because of Sarah’s current outcome.  

Instead, Susan increased her attention and work with Sarah in light of the fact that she’d been diagnosed as 

learning disabled - the only part of Hindi’s comments that we were prepared to agree with.   

Sarah’s handicap became a significant element of stress and joy over what are now 41 years of her in our lives.  

Suffice it to say that her teenage and boy crazy years were much more stressful for her and for her parents than 

would have been the case had she had no such challenge.  But she has caused Susan and I to grow and also, 

every single member of our family has learned much from Sarah.   

Event 8:  Daniel was in 3rd or fourth grade when we met his teacher.  The teacher was a very young fellow full 

of excitement for the job.  We met with him one day and he wanted to include Daniel in a project he was 

writing up for an advanced degree.  The purpose of the meeting was he wanted to meet “the parents” of such a 

wonderful, smart kid and ask us about Dan’s upbringing.  I don’t remember the rest of the details, but we were 

very pleased, not that Dan was the smartest kid in the class, but that the teacher recognized that there was a 

significant element in the lives of the kids who were doing well in school, and that was family stability.  

Norm, Susan, Glen, Michael, Maurine Sarah and Dan 
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Event 9: Louise and her family and mom moved from San Dimas in about a year.  I don’t know how Louise 

handled the whole financial challenge that she must have been having, but I’m sure mom’s finances took some 

of the edge off, and I assume that other than being a bit of a jerk that Richard was helping some, possibly Dad 

too.  We were too poor to be much help, but at least we did have a lot of meals together at our house.  Overall, 

that year for the cousins to be together and for me to have some time with my sister and mom was pretty good.   

Event 10:  We were, indeed, pretty broke much of the time.  I 

made good money at JPL and seemed to be well liked and 

respected there, but with 5 kids in Southern California, it 

took lots and lots of money to keep them occupied and out of 

trouble.  We spent a lot of time at the beach on weekends, 

and that only cost us gas money and some food, but those 

beach trips were really marvelous and loved by all.  We 

usually went to the Corona Del Mar Beach State Park.  We 

still go there if we go to California and many of the 

grandkids have gone there as well.   

It was a 

great place to 

take cousins 

when they 

visited. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Event 11:  Disneyland and Knott’s Berry Farm were reasonably affordable in those days.  JPL had a deal on cut 

rate passes as an employee benefit, so we went to D-land probably a minimum of twice a year.  It was magical, 

and still is to Susan and to me because of the kid days, and our trip with her parents in 1962. 



Major Event 12:  I was behaving like the tar baby at JPL, lying low and 

saying nothing.  Just getting my work done the best I could.  I was 

supervisor of two major groups in the Space Craft Data Systems 

Section; the ground test equipment and flight software groups.  It was a 

huge leap for me from the simple stuff I’d been doing and not having 

very much supervisorial training, but I plugged along and the managers 

gave me good reviews.  But, I was weary of feeling like an imposter 

with my mix of undergraduate schooling, so I applied for and was 

accepted into the Executive MBA program at Pepperdine University.  

The degree assumed you were already in management and had 

experience, so the degree program of 2 years was very focused on real 

world issues.  The kind of educational process I could excel in.  I had to 

commute to Fullerton twice a week and had several “live in” sessions of 

several days.  I ultimately wrote four master’s thesis papers.  I 

graduated in 1983 and it was a great feeling of relief that I no longer 

had doubts about my intellect nor my standing among my peers at JPL.  

The degree was very stressful and a lot of hard work and very 

expensive, but JPL paid the whole bill.  I was going through one full bottle of Maalox per day in the last 6 

months of the degree program.  April 15th, 1983 was another great day of freedom only eclipsed by high school 

graduation.  Two old hippies taught a small block on psychology and made us read books about open marriages 

and others that were anti-religion.  It was a strange block, but it solidified my belief that Universities were 

slowly becoming the enemy of God.  Other than that ridiculous bit of teaching, the Pepperdine programs was a 

good one.  (Interesting note relative to the two old hippies:  Pepperdine was founded and operated as a 

Christian, religious organization).  
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Event 13:  Life during that period, clear until I decided that it would be best for Sarah to leave California, had a 

great deal of sameness but it was a pleasant sameness.  Church on Sundays, beach or swim teams on Saturdays, 

School and homework, commuting to JPL, and so on.  They were good years, but the California traffic and 

societal problems began to be of concern to me relative to Sarah.  So, I made the difficult decision to pull up 

stakes and move back to Idaho.  Devine intervention would be called upon yet again within a couple of years.   

I had previously run an aircraft radio sales and repair shop in Idaho Falls, so I thought, “why not again?”  We 

had always loved Sun Valley, Idaho, so I made a deal with the airport fixed base operator to install a small shop 

in one of their large hangers.  I applied for and received a Small Business Administration loan of $25,000 to buy 

equipment and set up shop.  I’d done a real thorough analysis of financials, income and outgo and was confident 

that I could feed the family.   

My dad found us a small rental home on Woodside Drive in 

Hailey Idaho, close to the church and to the airport.  We packed up 

a rental van, 

the kids, the 

old green 

Dodge van, 

trailering the 

Volkswagen, 

and headed north.  Because of divine intervention, the whole 

assemblage of kids and parents and goods made it to Hailey 

in one piece.  No cell phones, no credit cards!  Just trusting 

in the Lord. 

1985 to 1989 

Place: Hailey, Idaho - Woodside Drive and Indian Creek homes 

 

Event 1:  In Hailey I had to go about the business of building a 

small extra room inside one of the large hangers owned by the 

fixed base operator.  It was a wood structure, with storage above 

the roof.  By the time I was done and with the help of the boys, 

we had a pretty decent office and shop for aircraft radio sales 

and repair.  Norman and Glen pitched in to help build it. 

Because Hailey was a major ski resort, hundreds of airplanes from all over the 

U.S. would show up, plus there were many people with private airplanes 

based at the airport.  My projections for revenue were pretty much on the 

money.  My projections for how much it would cost my family to live and go 

to high school and on missions was way off.   

I worked very long and hard at the shop for over a year, but even with a 

semester of teaching small business management and marketing for the College of Southern Idaho, night classes 

for adults, there was not sufficient money to meet all of the current needs, let alone the growing needs that 

would be required for missions and college and so on. 

Dad and Mom (Harry and Wyla) came to help us move 

Susan and I, last photo in front of Somerset House 

Woodside Drive home as it looked in 2015 

Hailey Idaho Airport 



Event 2:  When we arrived at the decision to move from San Dimas, I didn’t fully understand the effect on 

Glen.  Norman had just graduated from San Dimas high, but Glen had one year to go.  So I pulled that young 

man away from his senior year coming up in San Dimas and moved him to Hailey.  He never expressed anger 

or real unhappiness about the whole thing, but I know that he was unhappy.  He’d been going to be band 

president his senior year and was looking forward to being with his friends.  I felt bad then, but much worse 

later after I stopped to think about what I’d done.  Dan was young enough and finishing up Jr. High, and Sarah 

didn’t really care, and Michael was too young to be affected.  Norm was off to BYU, Idaho, (Ricks College), so 

he didn’t care.  Fortunately, Glen adapted and never openly complained and on balance I think had a good 

senior year at the high school. Glen was very smart and an excellent student.   

We took advantage of the Sun Valley skiing and skating opportunities. 

We took off one very cold day for the 

mountains to cut down our own tree.  It was so 

tall, we ended up removing several feet, and it 

still touched the ceiling~ 
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Norman left for his mission to Japan while we lived in the Woodside House and returned to Indian Creek. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Souths, Bates, Bowmans, and Heindels all came to Hailey for Norman's Mission Farewell 



Event 3:  The Woodside house was a great place 

for starters, but was small, and not what we 

envisioned, so fortunately, I was able to get in on 

a deal for home on 5 acres in a place called 

Indian Creek that was half way between Hailey 

and Ketchum.  It had been built by a church 

group as a home for their preacher, but the whole 

thing didn’t work out, so we bought and moved 

into this home that was very large, heated by a 

wood burning air tight stove.  It was a wide open 

floor plan 

with bedrooms off the great room and with bedrooms upstairs off a 

mezzanine.    The floors were bare concrete, so we carpeted the great 

room, and removed the very unsafe stair banister and mezzanine fence 

and replaced it with a poplar wood design of my own that I purchased pre 

milled from some very old friends who had a cabinet mill in Idaho Falls.  

The new installation was really nice, expensive, but much, much safer.  

The home served us well for about 4 years.   

Unfortunately, we had a cat explosion that turned into a cat family of 

about 12.  But thanks to a badger that lived in the yard, that number was 

cut down to about 3.  

Glen did very well, as always, at 

Wood River High School and 

graduated in 1986. 

 

Event 4:  There are two LDS churches in the Wood River Valley.  

One is in south Hailey and one is in Ketchum.  We attended the 

Hailey ward and were well accepted and had a great time there.  Susan 

was a wonderful singer, and auditioned for the Sun Valley production 

of the Messiah our first year there.  She blew away the people who 

were auditioning her and ended up with one of the major soprano solo 

parts.  (Incidentally, the great composer and singer, Carol King was 

also part of that choral, but only sang in the choral group.  It was fun 

to meet her and be able for following years to say that “Susan had 

sung solo with Carol King as her backup singer.”)  (We also met the 

lead singer for the rock band group Chicago, Peter Cetera.)  

  Indian Creek Road home in 2015. Not much change 

3 Cool Cats, Burt Reynolds, Glen and Dan 



97 

 

Susan had suggested to the largely non-LDS music 

crowd in Sun Valley Ketchum that they should come to 

the LDS church and do the Messiah.  The suggestion 

went over like a lead balloon.  That got Susan’s ire up, 

so she scheduled her own Christmas concert for the 

Hailey church building.  It was a great success and was 

attended by a few of the non-LDS people who knew 

her as a great singer.  It was as a result of that that 

Susan would meet a new lifelong friend, Karen 

Erickson and her husband Lynn.  Karen was a 

professional piano virtuoso, about 7 years younger 

than Susan, but cute as can be.  She was disappointed in the piano playing of the person who’d accompanied 

Susan and offered to work with Susan in the future.  That began a long and lasting relationship that continues 

happily to today.   

Event 5:  It was clear after the first year in the airplane radio business that it was not going to cut it for my 

family in the stage of life we were in.  I had to do something about bringing in more cash, and quickly.  I’d even 

taught small business management and marketing for College of Southern Idaho for a semester.  I determined 

that if I could go back to work for JPL as a contractor that I might be able to keep the wolf from the door long 

enough to work out something better in Hailey.  JPL was glad to take me back on a commute basis that had me 

at JPL for 10 days, then home for 3 or 4 days, then back to JPL.  I bought a 1985 Ford Tempo for the commute 

and began the commute of about 800 miles twice to three times a month from Hailey to JPL.  I made the stupid 

decision to buy a small sailboat that I could keep in a slip in Marina Del Rey and live on it cheaper than renting 

an apartment for the days I’d be at JPL.  It did work, and about mid-way, I sold the sailboat for 40 thousand 

dollars and took in trade a boat worth about 14000 dollars and I spent the second year on that much cheaper 

boat.  I was lucky to have sold the sailboat for what I owed the bank and lucky eventually to have sold the 

second boat for what I owed the bank.   

It was a miserable thing to do, but the money met 

our needs for about two years.  I had to rely on the 

strength of Daniel to carry the priesthood 

responsibilities at home as Norm was on his 

mission in Japan and Glen was at Ricks College.  

Daniel did a good job though he was a teenager and 

had all of the typical teen drama at home and at 

school.  Dan graduated at the top of his class and 

gave a commencement speech.   

 

 

Susan and Karen Erickson in Sun Valley 

Glen, Sarah, Michael, Daniel and Susan New Year's Eve 1986 ON THE BOAT 



 2 Big Events NORM RETURNED FROM JAPAN IN AUGUST AND GLEN LEFT FOR HIS MISSION TO 

SPAIN IN SEPTEMBER 1987.  It made me sad to miss so many important events surrounding all of this! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Family and Friends at Glen's Farewell 
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Event 6:  One day while working at JPL, I got a call from David South, my brother in law.  He had been on a 

flight back to California where he was living with his family for a while and had been sitting next to a man who 

happened to be the Deputy Director of a space research laboratory based at Utah State University.  His name 

was Frank Redd.  David told Frank that his brother in law, me, was in the space business at JPL, but wanted to 

get back to the mountains.  Dr. Redd told David that they were quickly evolving to more complicated missions 

and that they were being asked by the Department Of Defense, (DOD), to build up their capabilities in handling 

large dollar value and highly reliable space based military sensor systems.  In short, they needed me.  I was 

contacted by David and then by Dr. Redd and we arranged a meeting on the second of my two boats in Marina 

Del Rey.  Dr. Redd and Dr. Allan Steed, the director, and Doran Baker and Dr. A.T. Stair, all with connections 

and decision makers at SDL all showed up and we jammed into the limited seating area on the boat, (a 1974 26-

foot power cruiser).   

The meeting went well and I was asked to come to Logan for a more in depth interview.  I went to Logan and 

met with several other SDL managers.  It took another couple of months for SDL to decide for the first time in 

their history to hire someone from “the outside,” into a management position.  I had driven to Logan for my first 

on-site interview and as I drove north after dark, (August?), over what is called Sardine Summit, I looked down 

on the city and had a very clear revelation that “this is home.”  It was startling, and I actually teared up, the 

feeling was so overwhelming.   

 SDL seemed to be dragging their feet about hiring me because they weren’t sure the funding would be long 

term, I finally called Allan Steed and told him that I’d take the chance and if they needed to lay me off in a few 

months or year or two, it was at my risk.  They hired me and I started work at Space Dynamics Laboratory in 

about October of 1988.   

I still had to commute, so I stayed Monday night through Thursday night in the Super 8 Motel at the south end 

of Logan.  I’d leave after work Friday and drive to Hailey, then get up very early on Monday and drive back to 

Logan.  I had to do a lot of work related travel flying to Washington D.C., and to Seattle and various California 

and Alabama locations, so the motel was the cheap way to go.  I stayed for 24 dollars a night, a bargain as I was 

going to be their best customer for the next 9 months.  The commute was much 

shorter than to California, but it was more frequent and was very exhausting, 

but my work was praised at SDL.   

Special note:   During my California and Logan commuting, Susan and Karen 

Erickson spent a lot of time and money recording several albums of classical 

and classic songs.  It made them happy, and I was happy to have been half of 

the funding.  Karen’s husband Lynn was the other half.  They recorded “Be 

Still” and “Not Lost in Time” at Sun Valley Audio Studios, a place where 

several well-known singers had done some recording because of their summer 

homes being in Sun Valley.   

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Event 7 

Norm and Tamera Jensen Married!! 

They had met at Ricks College before their missions, but never dated.  After the missions (Norm to Japan and 

Tamera to the Dominican Republic) they finally got together, mostly dating in Sun Valley. 

They were married in the Seattle Temple and we were all there and delighted to welcome our first daughter in 

law into the Harry and Susan Ames family - August 5, 1988. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Tamera Jensen Ames and Norman - Seattle Temple 

Tamera and Norman   
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Event 8:  I knew we had to get Sue and the kids moved to Logan, so I began a lengthy house search in the 

spring of 1989.  I looked at about 35 houses.  I kept telling the realtors that I needed an acre or more, I needed 

trees, and some water flowing.  They didn’t believe me and kept showing me new homes that were lovely on 

the inside, but were on little lots in developments.  Finally, one realtor mentioned and old home in Providence 

that her buddy was planning on selling and that hadn’t been listed yet.  She took me there and I stood on 

Grandview Drive and looked across a ditch, (no longer there), about where the front parking pad is now, and 

peered through brush and over growth at this old home.  I said, “I’ll take it.”  The realtor was a bit surprised and 

asked me if I shouldn’t know the price and look inside.  My answer was, “I can rebuild or remodel a home, but I 

can’t grow these hundred-year-old pine trees and all of the other trees and other landscaping that had been done 

back in 1943.”  So, I offered the asking price of 90 thousand dollars, and the deal was done.  As of this date, we 

still live in that home, which is now very remodeled, but safe and warm and lovely.  We spent a lot of time 

removing the dated 1970’s cheapo remodel and yet another layer of 1980’s cheapo remodeling to take it back to 

original hardwood floors and log walls.   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Special Note:  Susan had said, “You find one there, and I will sell this one here.”  I did.  But, she had her 

mother, my mother, Tamara and a dog and two cats living with her in Hailey as Norman was in basic training 

in the army.  When I told her about the house, her first question was “how many bedrooms?”  I deflected the 

question and told her about the beautiful property and the location and the uniqueness of the house.  She said 

again, “how many bedrooms?”  Of course, she was thinking about how to house all of the people who would be 

coming to Logan.  My vision was that Maurine and my mother would get their own small apartments, and that 

Tam was a short term visitor until Norm got permanently assigned, and that Tam’s dog would go with her.  The 

two cats, I knew we could deal with.  That would only leave Dan, Sarah, and Michael.  I finally told Susan that 

there was a master bedroom and two other bedrooms and a tiny den that could be used as a bedroom.  She was 

not happy, but the deal was done.  Ultimately, she loved the house and all of the people whom she loved but in 

less crowded conditions, went their separate ways in just a year or two.  The three bedrooms and the tiny den 

worked out so that all had their own space.   

 

 

 

Providence House, 661 Grandview Dr, before we moved here in 1988 



 

Event 9:  At last, we were all together and I was able to focus on my challenging work at SDL.   

Norm and Tam had joined the army and he was shipped off for training. Tam spent a little while with us. 

Dan had graduated from Wood River High School, Sarah was about to begin high school at Mountain Crest, 

and Michael began Junior High at South Cache.  Susan took care of all of us. 

Years: 1988-2009 

661 Grandview Drive, Providence, Utah 

Old phone # 753 9040 

 

Event 1:  One of the requirements I had for the house was that there would be room to build a recording studio 

as Susan and I had big ideas about her recording the music that she and 

the boys had written while I was doing my California and Hailey 

commutes.  This home had  a huge garage, so Michael and I built a 

recording studio while Glen served his mission to Spain and Dan 

attended a semester at USU prior to his mission to Scotland.  We 

recorded one major album and did a 

darned fine job of it.  We tried 

marketing the music and belonged to 

the LDS bookseller’s organization.  We 

marketed through our own company 

called Jentle Jungle Productions.  Susan has always been a person who 

wouldn’t promote herself, and she had a very hard time promoting her 

recordings.  So ultimately, we lost most of the money that it took in equipment 

and CD printing to get her music out there, but in the end we were both happy 

to have done the album, and pretty much to give away the CD’s to people we 

would run across over the years.  It was a great learning experience for all of 

the family and all took part at some level.  Most of the arranging help came 

from Michael and Glen on that particular effort, though the music was written 

and arranged by Susan, Michael, Daniel and Glen.  I did the engineering and did a pretty good job of that I 

think.  It is great to have a professional recording of Susan for her posterity.   

Event 2:  Glen came home from Spain in September 1989 

and began school at USU.  Fortunately for me, as a USU 

staff member, I got a 50% discount on tuition for Dan and 

Glen.   
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In early January 1990, Dan was off to Scotland. I was a very proud papa because all four boys fulfilled 

missions, Norm to Japan, Glen to Spain, and Michael ultimately to Minnesota. 

 

 

  

Event 3:  Glen soon found a cute little girl by the name of Nicole Fodnes 

within a few months of his starting at USU.  She was a blonde 

beauty and very smart.  It tickled Susan and I that Glen fell in 

love so quickly with this girl because he’d stated that he wanted 

basically to marry an air head that was pretty and going to be a 

good homemaker.  Well, Nicole filled the last part 

wonderfully, but she failed the first part.  She was the oldest 

child in her 

family and 

was very 

smart and 

very 

devoted to 

the church 

and to her 

family.  So, on 

March 17, 

1990 Glen and 

Nicole were married 

in the Logan Temple. 

                                           

 

 

 

Emotional walk to the plane 

Lots of Family came for Dan's Farewell 

I Wyla and Elder Dan 



Event 4:  Norman and Tamera had decided that Norm should join the army.  And so, he did.  Susan and I had 

very mixed emotions about it, but Norm and Tam were set on their decision.   

Tam and a dog stayed with us during some of Norm’s basic training and 

suddenly one late summer 

day, he was told to report for 

duty and that he would be 

shipped to Iraq for Desert 

Storm.  He was there from 

late summer until the 

following late winter.  Tam 

and their dog Cleo were with 

us the whole time and we all 

watched every newscast with 

great interest and fear.  

Norman was awarded the Army Commendation Medal for some heroic 

support in saving Iraqi soldiers.  We were very proud of him.  Kuwait was 

freed from the despot Saddam Hussein.  When Norman got back, he applied for and was accepted into USU 

under a special army program that would pay for his Bachelor’s and Master’s degrees in Psychology and turn 

him out as an officer.  It was a great program and over the following few years, the benefits of his hard work 

and the military blessed him and his family many times over. In May of 1991, we took Sarah and Michael on a 

long cross country road trip to Georgia to see Norm and Tam after he got home from Iraq.  It was a great trip 

and we were able to go onto the Fort Stewart base with Norm and look at all of the military hardware that had 

returned with his Battalion.   
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Event 5:  Susan had toyed with the idea of getting some more education and 

with the USU discount, decided she’d take just a few classes for fun.  That 

turned out to be a quick move to a full time student taking hard courses and 

getting straight A’s and eventually resulted in her graduating at age 50 with a 

degree in vocal performance from USU.  It was one of the proudest moments 

in my life to see her walk across the dais and receive her bachelor’s degree.   

She even had some classes early on with Daniel after he’d returned from his 

mission to Scotland.  I understood how she ended up the salutatorian in our 

high school graduating class watching her study at USU in the evenings.  She 

was a super student/studier. 

Event 6:  SDL was a spectacular place to be employed.  It was 90% LDS 

employees and those who weren’t were also, excellent people personally 

and professionally.  Dr. David Burt was my first supervisor.  He was in 

charge of two programs, SPIRIT III and EDX that comprised 75% of the work force at the lab.  That was pretty 

high risk because of the well-known flaky nature of DOD and NASA funding of programs.  Losing those two 

programs would shut down the lab.   

Special note:  I’m not going to detail much about my 

time at SDL here, but will possibly add an addendum or 

appendix entry at the end of the bio that will cover more 

of the detail. 

My life during the 20 years at SDL was filled with 

travel and meeting very interesting people.  It was full 

of stress and dealing with government bureaucrats and 

the difficulties of taking a small laboratory staffed by 

university professors doing fun things shooting rockets 

out of faraway places to become a fully nationally 

recognized laboratory capable of handling any size 

program from tiny to long life high reliability, high 

national prestige ground and space craft systems--

primarily in the area of optical telescopes in the infrared 

part of the spectrum.  Innovation was the name of the game.  My job was to move that laboratory to a nationally 

capable operation.  I did that and did a very good job of it.  I was recognized internally by Dr. Frank Redd, Dr. 

Allan Steed, Dr. Bartell Jensen, and Dr. Dave Burt for being a major force in pulling off that transition.  I feel 

very good that I left my mark on that institution that makes it what it is even today.   

The heavy lifting part of the job was to move a small laboratory of 50 or so people that had been operated piece 

meal since the 1950’s and which was populated by people with no interest in becoming larger and more 

complicated and organized and controlled by standards and paper work into a laboratory that would grow to 400 

plus employees.  That was my job, and for many years, I was not popular as a manager with the exception of the 

people mentioned above.  However, and finally, the whole place prospered, including the old timers, and my 

methods and means were finally respected as was I as a peer.   

Susan's Graduation April 1995 

Team at Lockheed with Spirit III 



My JPL years paid off for me and for SDL in some cooperative programs.  The two laboratories represented the 

bulk of my “mature” career and those days at both places are cherished by me and I am in humble gratitude for 

the divine intervention of my Father in Heaven for having helped to place me at those two organizations. 

Event 7:  Daniel returned from Scotland just before Christmas 1991  

He immediately began attending USU in civil and environmental 

engineering.  He stumbled upon a reality that he hadn’t expected.  

He thought he, as a returned missionary, would be king of the hen 

house with the girls at USU.  It didn’t work out that way.  He 

tried to get some dating going, but couldn’t.  So, in his University 

ward, he decided that he needed to repent and in so doing, 

Heavenly Father would bless him with the right lady.  So Dan 

decided to “grace” a homely young woman with his presence who 

surely was not getting any dates, and thereby pave the way to a 

lovelier lady.  So, he called Merrie Kay Brown for a date.  He 

went to her plain but comfy little house and thought to himself, “yes, she would live in such a house.”  Her 

father met him at the door and asked him in and told him that she would be ready to go very soon.  When she 

appeared, Daniel’s mouth dropped open as this was not the girl he’d invited.  This was a different girl and he’d 

mixed up the names.  This girl was in fact a stunning beauty, who, it turns out had just broken up with a young 

man with whom she had about been engaged to, the day before Dan 

called to make his date.   

Meanwhile, Susan and I were curious about this homely young 

woman that Dan had said he was taking on a “repentance date.”  

We knew they would be going to Norm and Tam’s house on 300 

South, (Where the Maverick parking lot is now next to main street), 

for an after date evening of playing games.  So, Susan and I out of 

curiosity went to Norm’s house and walked in and saw our lovely 

Tamera and Norm and another really lovely girl and Daniel.  

Obviously, the lovely girl 

was Dan’s date.  I pulled 

Dan aside, and told him 

that if he thought this girl 

was homely that he was 

nuts.  He told me the story 

and I laughed quietly.  

The rest of the story is 

that they were married in 

June 12, 1992, in the 

Logan Temple. 

 

 

 

Daniel and Merrie Kay Brown Ames 

Glen, Dan, Norman and Michael 
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Event 8: When we first moved to Providence, I really wanted Susan to be able to continue recording and 

singing.  I didn’t trust my own belief that she was not only a good singer, but a great singer with huge potential.  

Dr. Michael Ballam, was a professor at USU and I was told was an x-professional opera singer.  I took Susan’s 

recordings to Dr. Ballam, and he was blown away by her voice and what he called a freaky mastery of various 

opera languages, including German, French, Italian, English, Russian and bits of a few others.  She didn’t speak 

those languages, but she could sing them and properly emote the meaning of the music.  He wanted to bring her 

under his wing and instruct her.   

That began a lifelong association with Dr. Ballam that would ultimately lead to Susan not only singing ins some 

operas produced by the music department, but to her winning a concerto competition against for the whole 

vocal department.  This was of course when she was in her late 40’s and some of the other 20 year olds thought 

it was unfair, so the vocal department relented and awarded two winners, Susan and another, “child.” 

Susan was then offered a job to teach vocal part time and did so for several years.  She enjoyed it and continued 

until after she had gone to work fulltime for Utah Festival Opera. 

Event 9:  Upon arrival in Logan, and to continue Susan’s joy of singing, I worked 

pretty hard to create the opportunity for her to put on a Christmas concert with the 

proceeds going to the City of Logan for Christmas lights for the streets.  It was a 

lot of work, but was a great success.  The concert was in the Logan Tabernacle on 

Main Street.  The whole lower portion was filled with people which was 

remarkable because Susan was a relative newcomer to the city.  We put on several 

more of these concerts which featured Susan.  Karen Erickson played and Dr. 

Steven Young, our ophthalmologist played classical music on the organ.  Michael 

and Glen both participated at different times, playing synthesized orchestration. 

Much of the music Susan sang was written by her and some even by some of our 

sons.  All of the concerts were well received and “sold out” though there was no 

charge.  By and by though, the amount of money and hard work became more 

than the group was willing to do, so we stopped those concerts and made room for 

an inter-denominational concert instead.  To this day, Susan will be stopped by 

people who remember those concerts and who wished she was still doing them. 

Event 10:  Susan was invited by Dr. Ballam, who now had created a 

summer professional opera company called The Utah Festival Opera, to 

start and run a program to take opera into K to 12 school classrooms.  

She named it Opera by Children and it was extremely successful. The 

music and art and drama specialists were provided free to the teachers.  

Under Susan’s leadership, the programs moved from 6 classrooms the 

first year to over 150 class rooms when Susan retired after 15 years.  

Around 60 thousand children had been served at that time.  But, it was 

getting to be a bit political and Susan was tired.  Susan has never taken 

on a responsibility to which she has failed to give 100% of her very best.  

But that can be tiring.  It was great for us when she retired, and could get 

back to working on her own music and having the time to spend with and serving our big family.   



 

Event11:  Meanwhile, my life was filled with 

700,000 miles of corporate travel all over the 

U.S.  I learned to hate airports and airplanes and 

rental cars and hotel rooms and meeting rooms 

and taxi cabs and all things associated with 

business travel.  It was okay for a few years, but 

by 1995, I was completely burned out, but the 

job demanded that I continue.   

For my efforts, SDL paid me very well and 

included a bonus of 14% of additional salary that 

they put into long term retirement funds.  The 

very funds that support and embellish the retired 

life that we have today; the very funds that paid 

off our house and all of our debt by the time we 

retired.  My final salary at SDL in 2008 was 

around 135 thousand dollars a year excluding the 

additional 14% for retirement. 

Event 12:  I had an appointment with a wonderful medical guy, Dr. Ed Redd, no relation to Dr. Redd at SDL.  

Ed took care of my general medical needs.  One day I was in for a physical and he was doing the mandatory 

digital rectal exam, the name needs no explanation.  As he was probing around he said, “oops.”  Now, when a 

doc is doing a DRE, OOPS is not the word you want to hear.  He told me that my prostate was pretty firm on 

one side and all of the things that could mean.  He had me get a blood test to see what my Prostate Specific 

Antigen might tell him.  The news was not good.  My PSA was 3.7 and for my age in 1996 of 52 years old, that 

was too high when coupled with the DRE results.  He had me see a urological specialist, Dr. Charles Swenson, 

who did a horrible procedure without anesthesia called a PIN biopsy.  Yes, a pin was involved.  It showed that I 

had prostate cancer.   

It was a terribly depressing feeling for me.  At age 52 a man feels pretty vigorous.  But there was no history of 

prostate cancer in my family and I hoped that it was not the case.  My doctor gave me the name of a well know 

urological oncology group that was at LDS hospital in Salt Lake.  I called, and told the person answering the 

phone my purpose for the call. I was surprised when she said, “hello cousin.” It turned out that the receptionist 

was my Hinckley Cousin Jessie, the daughter of my aunt Erma and Uncle Arza.  She said that she needed to call 

me more privately.  When she did, she said that the doctor that my Logan doc had recommended was a bit of an 

old timer and did the surgeries for prostate cancer in a pretty aggressive way.  Instead she recommended Dr. 

Charles Sorenson, a younger doc, but who most of the docs in SLC went to for such surgery.  (Another example 

of divine intervention.) 

Sue and I went to the appointment with Dr. Sorensen, and felt very good about his recommendation to do the 

surgery.  Now, this was long enough ago that the surgery was done by cutting the abdomen open, way open, 

from naval down to the private parts in order to get to the prostate.  These days, in 2015, the surgery is done 

through 3 little cuts and via robotics.   

Showing Mom (Wyla) my picture of the Galaxy 
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The surgery was scheduled for January.  Susan and I planned a nice trip to Las Vegas over new year’s 1996/7.  

It was wonderful and romantic and was just the right thing to do before facing the uncertainties of major 

surgery.   

Special note:  There were alternatives to removing the prostate even at that time, but they were radiation or 

implantation of radioactive seeds to kill the cancer cells, but all of the people we counseled with suggested that 

I was young enough that the radical prostatectomy was the right thing to do to maximize my survival.  We chose 

to go with that.  It is still the “silver bullet” way to treat relatively aggressive prostate cancers.   

I had never been in a surgery, at least since my tonsils were removed when I was 6 or so years old.  I was 

terrified to say the least.  I’d never been voluntarily knocked out and cut into, but I did in fact volunteer for this 

surgery.  I knew that I had a big pile of life insurance, so if something went wrong, that Sue and the kids would 

be fine financially, but I was simply not ready to give up life and the future of more marriages and 

grandchildren and time with Susan.   

I made big attempts at being manly and joking with the nurses and doc and anesthetist, but I was truly terrified.  

When I had to leave Susan and go into surgery, they nurse that was to install the IV needle had failed, but the 

surgery schedule was very important, so my Doc said he’d take me in and do the install in the surgery suite.    

I was wheeled into this sterile stainless steel room, they rolled my gurney up to the surgical table and told me to 

roll myself off onto the surgery table.  I did.  The table had a cover on it, but it was cold.  The doc talked to me 

for a little bit, but then nothing! 

The next thing I knew was waking up in a hospital room.  I’d been in surgery for about 3 hours and another 

hour or so in recovery prior to being moved to the room, but I recall nothing but waking up in the room and 

Susan and my Mom and Dad being there.  Wyn Bowman came over about then, but I was too out of it to thank 

him.   

Susan’s devotion to me during those couple of days in the hospital was amazing.  She actually stayed in the 

room with me the two or three nights on a very uncomfortable little bed.  She was uncomfortable, but I was at 

peace just knowing she was there.  I was in a great deal of pain, not so much from the surgery as from my back.  

For decades, I’d never been able to sleep on my back because of some nerve problem back there, but with all of 

the tubes hooked to me for peeing and for IV and drainage of the surgical sites, I pretty much was stuck on my 

back.  For some reason, they wouldn’t use a morphine pump even though they were common in those days.  I 

was given Ibuprofen by needle and that didn’t do the job.  So, they gave me hydrocodone, which I found was an 

“upper” for me.  So, though it helped the pain, I couldn’t sleep.  It was three bad days though I did get up and 

walk very soon which they said was very important.  

Doc. Sorenson did what was called nerve sparing surgery which was fairly new at the time, but in my case, one 

of the two redundant “happy nerves” that control male potency was involved in the cancerous tissue, and one 

wasn’t, so he left that nerve in place.   

After the surgery, my prostate gland was thoroughly biopsied and though it was determined to be much more 

aggressive than the earlier biopsy suggested, the people who look through microscopes determined that there 

was no indication that the bad cells had gone outside of that which was surgically removed.  So, I in fact ended 

up with a zero PSA for about 5 years.   



The recovery was long as I had to wear a urinary tube and bag for two very long weeks while the internal 

surgery healed.  The normal valve had to be sutured to the bottom of the bladder because the prostate gland 

which is normally in between had been removed.   

When it was time to leave the hospital, Dad offered to accompany us back to Logan, but I said no.  I wish I 

hadn’t.  Susan had to drive and I was very nervous, so the trip back was not good.  They had given me a quart of 

grape juice to keep hydrated as we drove home.  Instead of the larger urine bag, I was wearing a smaller leg bag 

inside my pants that was strapped on down by my ankle.  It filled up-fast, on the way home.  By the time we got 

to the house, I was in real pain.  As I stepped out of the car, Susan ran around and popped the drain on the bag.  

Boy was that a relief.   

Finally, in the house, Susan made me comfortable on the front room couch, but my nervousness went up 

another notch.  I decided that I needed to go back to the hospital, “right now.”  I was a bit of a wild man.   Susan 

wanted to give me Xanax that we had in the medicine chest, but being an engineer, I was all concerned about 

interactions with the other drugs I imagined were in my system and wouldn’t take the Xanax until Susan called 

one of the docs who said, “yes, give him Xanax, give him two.”  So based upon that, I took two and it was 

amazing, the world fell into correct order, I felt happy to be home, I loved my wife, and she was finally able to 

get a little rest.   

For two weeks I carried that tube and bag around and when the day came to go to the hospital to have the tube 

removed, it was like being reborn.   

Well, that is enough on that detail, more than you may want to read, but the bottom line is that I wasn’t bothered 

with any bad after effects from the surgery nor any new prostate cancer for about 15 years.   

Special note:  The lesson learned through all of this was, DO HAVE an annual physical at all costs.  JUST DO 

IT.  Prostate cancer as with other cancers like breast cancer and other maladies can be made a minor life deal 

when found and treated early.  As of this date in 2015 it has been 18 years since my diagnosis and I am still 

mobile and happy and expect more years ahead and all because of Susan urging me to see a doctor and 

because the Lord led me to the right doctor through my Hinckley cousin and because of the care of my good 

wife.   

Event 13:  Sarah was and still is a major concern for Susan and me.  But at no time was she of more concern 

than when she entered high school at Mountain Crest high.  She was like all other hormone driven teenage girls, 

but without the intellectual ability to filter anything associated with boys.   So, it was a struggle for mom and 

dad to protect her.  Fortunately, she was in the care of several very good special education people at the school.  

She was able to progress in many ways, but not in enough ways that she could have an independent life.  We 

did our best to see that she had a fulfilling life and as safe a life as possible. We knew that there were some 

serious problems in her brain processes, and those worried us a lot.  As parents of 4 exceptionally high 

performing boys, it added to our difficulty as parents to be able to fully understand Sarah but we did the best we 

could.  We were pretty sure that she was schizophrenic as she would carry on lengthy conversations with herself 

when she was alone.  She also had very unusual menstrual cycles.  They were not consistent from month to 

month.  She had a terrible time understanding--now, tomorrow, last year, 10 years ago, 10 years from now, etc. 

and math and money were abstract for her.  

Sarah had a few dates and many interactions with young men, but unfortunately, those people were either 

having psychological problems, or were complete losers, or were predators, or all three.  Life was very hard on 

the whole family for a few years in worry for Sarah’s safety.   
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Event 13:  As Sarah matured to 19 years old, she met a couple of German exchange students.  One’s name was 

Dirk the other Arny Ahlemann, identical twins.  They had been raised in East Germany prior to the wall coming 

down, (Thanks, President Reagan).  I’m sure they were looking for a way to stay in the U.S., and so worked 

very hard on finding a couple of American girls for marriage.  Unfortunately, Dirk homed in on Sarah, and 

Arny homed in on a friend of Sarah’s.  

This whole situation put us in terrible states of stress around our house.  We actually liked both boys, but no 

matter what I did, I couldn’t make Dirk understand that Sarah was intellectually disabled and would not be 

capable of caring for herself, let alone him or children.  It may have been a language problem, but I don’t think 

Dirk cared a lot about her intellect.   

Dirk and Arny knew that to fit in, they would probably need to join the 

church, so they took the missionary discussions and joined the church.  

 Then, Dirk asked Sarah to marry him.  In Sarah’s fuzzy world, this was 

literally a knight in shining armor opportunity, and neither she nor Dirk 

would listen to reason.  Sue and I finally threw our hands up in despair and 

let them go ahead.  They had a lovely wedding with all the trimmings in the 

Providence South Stake building.  Bishop Lemon presided.   No one was 

happy with this outcome, but we were just too weary to fight the battle.   

Special note:  I mean really weary of fighting the battle, but I believed at 

the time that if we didn’t let them get married, there would be some 

childbearing out of wedlock or worse.   

 



The entire family worked diligently to make it a lovely day for her and for Dirk - 9 June 1995 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The first year resulted in Sarah and Dirk being able to 

be sealed in the Logan temple, May 24, 1996.  

They both tried their hardest to make their 

marriage last, and it did work in many ways.   

But it soon clear that Dirk had his own mental 

problems. Unknown to us, he had been suicidal 

in Germany.  Eventually, when Dirk’s parents 

were around more frequently, his mental 

situation deteriorated to the point that he was 

somewhat violent with Sarah.   In December 1997, 

Michael, who had just returned home from his mission, and 

I went to Dirk and Sarah’s home which was with Dirk’s parents, who 

were now in Millville, and brought Sarah and her things home.  That 

ended their marriage and a divorce soon happened, much to the happiness 

of Dirk’s parents.  Susan and I were relieved. Dirk’s depression continued.  He tried to 

kill himself several times, and finally succeeded on June 7, 1999.   It was a terribly sad time 

for all of us.  Dirk’s parents had Susan and I plan the funeral as they had no religious faith.  Dirk was buried in 
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the Millville cemetery.  His headstone is roughly located midway east and west and towards the south end of the 

cemetery.   

Fortunately for Sarah, her own handicap allowed her to deal with the entire event in 

a uniquely created world of “oh well.”  Regarding his death, she frequently says, “I 

wish he had asked me first.  I would have told him NO!”  She misses him very 

much.  We are glad she had such a special, although short, time together with Dirk, 

here in this mortality. 

The good news is that according to church doctrine, though Sarah and Dirk were 

legally divorced, their sealing in the Logan 

temple provides some assurance that she and 

Dirk will have the opportunity as spirits to 

know each other without the restrictions of 

mortal body and mind states and to be sealed 

eternally.  She looks forward to that. To this 

day, Sarah and Susan and I take a candle to 

Dirk’s grave on Christmas Eve and say a 

special prayer for him and for her.  We do the same on his birthday.  We 

hope her brothers will continue that tradition with her for as long as they 

can after we are gone. 

We do really love that boy and understand that he was a damaged human being because of the brutality of the 

communist East German upbringing and his parents very strict/non-religious beliefs.  His brother Arny went on 

to have a bunch of kids, and though he divorced Skye long ago, he is still handling life reasonably well and 

getting along.  

Event 13:  Maurine Passed Away and Sarah became engaged to Dirk on the same eventful day, April 6, 1995. 

Event 14: The very night that Dirk and Sarah announced their engagement to Susan (I was in Lompoc getting 

ready to launch Spirit 111) Maurine went into a coma.  Susan and Michael went to the nursing home, and called 

Dr. Edward Redd, a wonderful friend and Maurine’s physician.  Michael 

pronounced a blessing on her, the first one he ever gave.  Dr. Redd called me in 

California to give him permission to turn off her oxygen machine.  It was a hard 

thing to do.  She passed away quickly after that.   

Maurine had been a wonderful lifelong friend.  I loved her. I miss her.  

Her love for family, friends and life kept her from complaining about her own 

situation , even when she was very ill.  She always made the best of things.  

Dressing up her oxygen tank (Felix) for holidays was one delight! 



In the last two years of her life she was able to greet each of our first 3 

grandsons when they came to Earth. This made her very happy and 

fulfilled a blessing given to her by Daniel and Glen 3 years before 

when she was very ill. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Maurine and Zachary Glen 

Maurine, Merrie Kay, Dan, and Daniel Calvin 

Norman, Maurine, Tamera and Oliver James  

How I choose to remember Norm and Maurine on their 25th 

wedding anniversary in our little home on K Street 
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Then, Michael was called to be a missionary in Minnesota.  He left in August, 1995. 

 

We were all delighted and he was truly 

ready. Michael had been our techno nerd 

son most of his growing up years and an 

exceptional musician.  He did well in 

school and went into the mission field 

ready and excited.   

While Michael was on his mission, he 

began a friendly relationship with a sister 

missionary by the name of Libby 

Cameron.  In fact, Mike fell quite in love 

with Libby while on his mission.  After 

he got home, Libby was already back 

home, so Mike began to romance her.  She was not as convinced as he was that they should be a couple, but 

finally, Mike and Libby were married July 9, 1998, in the Provo Temple. 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

            

We love Libby.  She is a light in this occasionally dark 

world who cares deeply for her husband and children. 

  

 

 

 

Michael and Libby Cameron Ames 



Event 14: The latter part of the 1990’s, saw Norman and Tamera move to Yakima, Washington, and Colorado 

Springs, then back to Yakima and ultimately landing in Zillah, Washington.  Norm had completed his Master’s 

in Psychology and Special Education after returning from Desert Storm.  He had a wonderful career in the 

Army and is now the Associate Director of the Center for Persons with Disabilities at USU in Logan, Utah. 

Glen and Nicole lived in Logan while she completed her degree in education and Glen completed his Bachelors 

and Master’s degrees in Environmental and Civil Engineering.  They then moved to Toole, Utah then to North 

Ogden – Pleasant View, Utah. Glen is Design Engineer for the Utah Department of Transportation. 

Dan completed a PhD in Civil and Environmental Engineering and is a professor of Hydrology, Geo-

informatics (GIS), Environmental Engineering at BYU.  They live in Mapleton, Utah. 

Michael currently has a Master’s in Bioinformatics and is the Associate Director of the Health Data Compass, at 

the University of Colorado, Denver.  They live in Centennial, Colorado. 

Sarah is doing well, living in a lovely apartment with two roommates, and watched over by staff and managers 

from Northeastern Services, an organization that serves disabled adults.   

Special Note:  I could go on and on in detail about the boys and Sarah and the marriages and all of the events 

both good and bad in all of those lives, but I really only need to say the following: 

I love those boys and am so proud of them for the Ames men that they are and for their commitment to the 

Gospel, for their missions, for their educations, and for the joy that they brought to us as children and young 

men and to the joy they bring us now as they enter middle age. 

I love that daughter of ours.  Likewise, once she was able to get the right psychological and medical attention, 

she settled out into being a wonderful young woman who everyone admires and loves.  She loves 

unconditionally back.   

I love those daughters-in-law who took on the big job of being married to an Ames man.  All four girls have 

followed the Gospel admonitions to follow the Prophet.  All four put off working out of the home until their 

little families were mature and stable.  All four girls are well educated and are a light of love and life and care 

wherever they go.  I could not have custom designed better women to take the name of Ames than those four 

sweet princesses.   

Grandchildren were born, 14 of them and with the exception of Michael Cameron, all 13 are alive and well and 

happy and following the gospel principles that have served Susan and me so well.   

Libby had several miscarriages in addition to the birth of her three children.  One little boy is buried in the Salt 

Lake City Cemetery. His name is Michael Cameron Ames.  He was a “trisomy baby,” meaning there was a 

chromosomal error in his little body.   

Another baby had a similar problem, but self-aborted very early on in Libby’s pregnancy.  Both Michael and 

Libby were spiritual power houses during those times.  They were blessed with three beautiful healthy babies, 

Anna Rose, Peter and Elijah “Eli”. 

Tam and Norm adopted their first three sons – Oliver, Levi, Anders- and then gave birth to Benjamin.  They are 

all real eternal Ames boys. 

Glen and Nicole raised two beautiful children, a boy Zachary Glen, and a girl Abigail Nicole. 
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Daniel and Merrie Kay were blessed with two boys, and two girls:  Daniel Jr, Lydia Maurine, Matthew and 

Evelyn Kathleen.   

The three older grandsons as of this date have served missions, Zachary in Germany, Oliver in Oklahoma, and 

Daniel Jr. in the Netherlands.  Now, Lydia, is serving faithfully in Tijuana Mexico.  We can only hope and pray 

that there will be more missionaries and well educated young men and women in our pool of 13 grandchildren.  

Our beloved Abigail married a wonderful young man by the name of Ryan Mossi and they were sealed in the 

Salt Lake Temple in December 14, 2014.  They expect our first great grandchild in November 2016.  Oliver 

married the darling Monique Davidson in the Gilbert Arizona temple January 16 of 2016.  Zachary married 

beautiful Sara Spencer in the Ogden temple on the 7th of May 2016.   

My life could not be fuller or more joyous than it is as of this date, May 21, 2016.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Event 16: January 13, 2009 Harry Corsi Ames Died   

My dad was 91 years old 

when he died. He lived a 

long life for any man of 

any health or genetics. I 

was surprised that he 

lived that long because 

he was a type A 

personality, worried 

constantly about this and 

that. But I think that his 

love of the outdoors, and his need to keep active and 

keep moving during the last half of his life helped 

his health. I remember one day when he was about 

80 years old and I was with him in the hospital in 

Spokane Washington right before he went in for multiple bypass surgery that he was convinced that he would 

be dead before he hit 60 years of age and that a cruel trick had been played on him that he’d lived until80. He 

would go on to live another 11 years, in a more sedentary way, but with 3 video tape recorders going, he 

enjoyed taping every professional and college football game he could. I’m sure he never watched more than 

about 10% of those games he recorded. His last few years were full of paranoia that his wife at the time would 

be unfaithful to him or that she would leave him for a younger man. I felt very bad for him and many of his life 

decisions over the decades of his life.  His final days came about after a fall that cause a small bleed in his brain. 

That knocked the will to live out of him and he spent a few days in a care center and quietly died in his sleep. 

Old age and beginning dementia seemed to have given him a protection against the awareness that his would 

not be a peaceful end from a fulfilled life. There was so much unresolved between him and myself that will not 

be resolved until I join him on the other side of the veil, and perhaps, not even then. My dad’s death was 

sadness for me and still is in spite of the length of his years. 

He is buried beside his father in the Afton, Wyoming cemetery. I love you Dad. 
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Now, back to the biography. 

Location: 661 Grandview Drive, Providence, Utah 

Years, 2009 to 2016 

 

Event 1: Retirement happened for me on June 25th in 2009. 

My career at SDL was great in every way. I had a lot of emotional problems about it when Dr. Allan Steed 

retired as the director. I’d been working with him from the beginning and he liked me and my work and I liked 

him. After Allan’s retirement, General Mike Pavich was made the director. He was a two-star air force general, 

and had many jet fighter combat missions under his belt. He was very savvy in business and in all things 

government. I liked Mike and got along well with him. Like Steed, Pavich pretty much let me run the laboratory 

while he worked the politics, both university and U.S. Pavich had only committed to a 5 year run as director. 

When that 5 years was up, he retired. 

 

A number of candidates for the director’s position were winnowed out and interviewed. I was consulted a little 

by the University about the different candidates and I did interview them because I demanded to be able to 

interview them. I had not applied for the position at any time during my tenure at SDL because I specifically 

liked working directly with the laboratory staff and programs. I didn’t like the politics, though there were a few 

times when I had to do politics.  None of the three candidates were, in my mind adequate, and I wrote a report 

to the board of directors to that fact. However, university politics being what they are, one candidate, a PhD in 

physics and graduate of USU and a friend of one of the SDL founders was selected. He was an energy physicist, 

not a space guy and I believed that to have been a mistake. SDL was and will always be an aerospace company. 

My worries turned out to be correct. That new director wanted to take SDL revenue and start a new branch 

called the Energy Dynamics Laboratory. It turned out to be a failure. Other major missteps resulted in him being 

placed at the sidelines for his last 19 months. He collected a check for not doing much. I liked the guy 

personally, but because from the beginning, he and I were at odds about how the place should be run, he 

eventually asked me to retire. I was 65 and it was ok. His method of asking me to retire bothered me, but I said I 

would if he would buy me out for 30,000 dollars. He did, and I went on my way and have never looked back. I 

felt bad that after a 20-year career as a true pioneer builder of the modern SDL that I left with a bad taste in my 

mouth. But, that is ancient history now. 

 

 

So Susan and I took our Potter Sailboat to 

Jackson Lake and had a grand retirement trip! 

Still Crazy!! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



April 5, 2013 Wyla Olive Taysom Died at the age of 99 and 11 

months. 

 

 

 

Unlike my father’s last 10 years, thanks to Louise, Mother had a great life, full of grandchildren and great 

grandchildren. Living with my sister, she was able to have an abundance of familial interaction. She was in on 

almost every party and event until her end.  

 

She also died peacefully in her sleep. Louise struggled for the last several years of mom’s life to keep her happy 

and at home. About a year or so before mom died it was clear to me that it was more likely that my sister would 

die from the stress of being a caretaker. Mom was well into significant dementia when we moved her into a full 

time nursing care facility.  

 

Mom got very tired and very sleepy and refused to eat and passed away with her grandson Kent Heindel and my 

sister at her side. Susan and I had visited with her a few hours earlier, but went home to bed at Weezie’s house. 

We were all glad that mom had gone as her quality of life had dropped sharply each year over the prior 3 years. 

We buried mom next to my dad in the Afton cemetery.  Mom professed her love for my dad until the day she 

died. I know that she wanted to be by him in death, and I 

have faith that she and he will have the opportunity to live 

together eternally. 

 

Olive Wyla Taysom Obituary Contributed By Lily Camille 

Howell · 6 April 2016 · 0 Comments 

Olive Wyla Taysom Ames passed away on April 5, 2013. She was 
born in Afton on May 23, 1913 to Abram Daniel Taysom and 
Jessie Cherista McBride. She was the youngest of four siblings. 
She loved grapes and Sees candy. She loved to dance and went 
to all of the Saturday night dances. She met her sweetheart, Harry 
Corsi Ames, when she started catching rides with him on his dad’s 
Ames Truck Line to Salt Lake City. She married Harry on May 3, 
1937 in the Salt Lake LDS Temple. Erma Louise and Harry Oliver 
were born to this union. She was also blessed with 10 

grandchildren and 30 great grandchildren. Olive and Harry moved over 40 times during their marriage. Olive said she 
didn’t mind all the moving as long as she was with him. Olive was a gentle and lady like mother. Funeral services were 
held on Monday, April 8, 2013. Burial took place in the Afton Cemetery. 

 

 I love you, Mom. 

 

 

I love you, Mom. 

https://familysearch.org/photos/stories/24570316?returnLabel=Olive%20Wyla%20Taysom%20(KWC5-P12)&returnUrl=https%3A%2F%2Ffamilysearch.org%2Ftree%2F%23view%3Dancestor%26section%3Dmemories%26person%3DKWC5-P12
https://familysearch.org/photos/stories/24570316?returnLabel=Olive%20Wyla%20Taysom%20(KWC5-P12)&returnUrl=https%3A%2F%2Ffamilysearch.org%2Ftree%2F%23view%3Dancestor%26section%3Dmemories%26person%3DKWC5-P12
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Event 3: In June of 2013, I was having urinary tract pain and my prostate specific antigen, PSA, was going up 

very rapidly. My urologist at Huntsman Cancer Hospital, took a look and found that I had a fairly large tumor 

on the inside of my bladder. A biopsy was taken and as expected, it was prostate cancer tissue. The urologist, 

Dr. Decket, did a tumor reduction surgery, and turned me over to Dr. Tward, who was a radiation urological 

oncologist, nationally recognized. I was then given Lupron to temporarily deprive the bad cells of their food, 

testosterone. In September, Dr. Tward had me undergo about 50 radiation treatments over the space of 60 days. 

Sweet Susan drove with me round trip to Huntsman every weekday for 50 weekdays. The radiation ended in 

November of 2013. 

 

Over the next year and a half, my PSA was monitored and slowly crawled back up to a high of 6.5 in summer of 

2015. My Docs at Huntsman said there was nothing more in terms of surgery and radiation that would do any 

good, as the cancer cells had snuck out and gotten into my bones in some tiny areas, but it was pretty much out 

and invading my body, so, I was then handed off to Dr. Agarwal, a specialist in that next phase of prostate 

cancer treatment. Dr. Agarwal has me now doing two things. First is what is called standard of care. That means 

that everyone with my cancer history or other treatments goes on Lupron injections again, to kill the 

testosterone messages from the brain to the testes. Also, a drug called Casodex is taken every day to stop the 

pituitary gland from producing its 25% of the total testosterone production. So, with these two treatments going, 

there is no food for the bad cells. BUT, the little nasty things, over time, will start reproducing anyway. The 

curve of distribution of mortality under “standard of care” is not real pleasing. On the left of the curve is about 9 

months until the cells come alive. On the right side of the curve is about 40 months before they start coming 

back. So, Dr. Agarwal got me onto a Drug Trial. That trial consists of standard of care, plus a mysterious brown 

pill taken for 21 days and then stopped for 7, then started again. It is a drug not yet approved by the FDA for 

men, but is approved for women for breast cancers that are hormonally driven-in the case of women, 

by estrogen. 

 

Some bright person a few years ago said that if the drug was effective in lengthening the lives of women with 

breast cancer and worked on the estrogen problem that maybe it would work on prostate cancer driven by 

testosterone. So that is the trial that I’m on as of this date. I also have a bone strength drug IV infusion for 30 

minutes every three months. I also have to have monthly visits with Agarwal and blood tests because of the 

drug trial. 

 

Dr. Agarwal, as of this date, thinks because I’m a healthy and relatively young, (physically) man that I should 

expect to end up on the right side of the mortality distribution curve under standard of care, about 40 months. 

And that with the trial drug, that could be significantly lengthened as the trial drug is designed to inhibit the 

wake-up of the testosterone deprived cancer cells. Also, the Huntsman docs have explained that the human body 

is pretty magical in that they have patients with PSA’s of thousands who are living long and well. Mine was 

only 6.5 at the highest. So, having gotten on the disease early has probably added over 20 years to my life since 

first identified in 1996. 

 

There have been many small miracles associated with my whole 20 years of living with this disease. I thank 

Heavenly Father for those interventions and small miracles. There are too many to detail, but take my word for 

it, they did and are happening. As for my attitude about this illness, I’m good. I’ve had a great career, a great 

family and all that life can offer. I have been deprived of nothing. And I know that has come directly from 

Heavenly Father. My life is his to choose how much longer I have on this earth. I’m good with whatever his 

decision may be. 

 

My single horror coming before the judgment bar is not any of the many sins I’ve committed, but to have the 

judge look at me and say that I committed the sin of ingratitude. That would be unbearable for me. 

Event 4: Three grandsons so far have served full time missions for Heavenly Father. One granddaughter is now 

serving in Tijuana, Mexico. 



 

Granddaughter Abigail was married in the Salt Lake Temple December of 2014 to Ryan Mossi and they are 

happy to be expecting baby number one in November.  Ryan served in Austria on a mission. Oliver is married 

to Monique Davidson in the Gilbert, Arizona, Temple.  Zachary married Sara Spencer in the Ogden Utah 

Temple. 

 

I have several more grandsons who I hope will serve missions and two more granddaughters who may. 

Missions aren’t required by law in the Ames family, but we’ve see wonderful lives that have resulted from the 

physical and spiritual challenges of these missions. I hope all who are motivated will serve. However, I didn’t 

serve a mission. I was not prepared spiritually for such service when I was 19. I’m not sure my dad would have 

supported it financially, though I suspect that he would have. I was too much in love with Susan to leave her for 

2 to 2 and half years. I turned out pretty good anyway, but serving a mission often short-cuts the path to 

learning a lot of important life lessons and leaves more time to live a good life. 

 

I will be just as proud of each grandchild who for whatever reason chooses not to serve. I know that they will all 

be good people, working hard for their own families and being responsible citizens and neighbors and active in 

following the gospel. 

 

Summary as of January 2, 2016. 

 

Life has been incredibly good to me from the time I was born. As I look back, there have been many 

inexplicable divine interventions that have stopped physical and spiritual harm to me or to Susan or to our 

family. The list is to long that it would take four biographies to name only the big ones. I’m an example of 

Heavenly Father taking care of fools who don’t have the sense to take care of themselves. 

 

I told myself that I would stop at 50,000 words, but I’ve gone over. I could easily fill several books with the 

details of my life. I’ve only written down clear memories and life changing events. I’ve not mentioned very 

many of my friends and cousins and aunts and uncles and their effect upon my life, but all of those people have 

contributed in small and large ways to what I view as a successful life this far. Thank you all, and if your name 

isn’t in this autobiography, know that your name is written in my heart. 

Harry Oliver Ames 

January 11, 2016  
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Appendices: 

Planes, Trains, Boats, Automobiles 

My cars:  

NOTE:  I learned to drive in my dad’s 1955 Ford Fairlane.  Robin egg blue.  Standard 3 speed transmission with 

shifter on the column.  Clutch and brake on the floor. 

1954 Chevrolet two door “hardtop” two tone light 

green and white.  This car came lowered in the back 

by a hot rod prior owner.  It also had “wheel pants” 

that covered the rear wheel openings.  I had the 

lowering removed and ditched the wheel pants.  I 

got this car in 1960 when my dad took pity on me 

for having moved me from Idaho Falls to Billings 

Montana my senior year.  It served me well from 

1960 through to 1962.  Dad paid about 600 dollars 

for it.  Ultimately, it lost two transmissions and got 

fairly beat up by me.  So I traded it in on another 

underpowered, but interesting car 

1955 Studebaker Champion.  This car was dark blue and I don’t know of 

any existing pictures of it.  It only cost a couple hundred dollars plus the 

Chevy trade in.  It was a very old manish 4 door with a super cost savings 

no frills interior.  But it ran well and I drove it from 1962 until 1964 when 

dad helped me get a new Rambler just before I married Susan. 

 

1964 Rambler American 440.  This car was red except for the white 

roof.  The new car smell was magnificent.  I wanted to buy the new 

1964 and a half Ford Mustang.  It was only 500 bucks more and had a 

V8 engine, but dad wouldn’t participate on such an extravagant car.  

So, he paid about half of the cost of the Rambler, about 1200 dollars, 

and signed for me to finance the rest.  It was an excellent car and I put 

over 135 thousand miles on it.  It was a 6 cylinder.  The two front 

seats folded backwards down flat so you could actually sleep in it.  

Susan and I did that a number of times.  The car had overdrive and would get 25 miles per gallon at 65 miles 

per hour. It was worn out and I gave it to the Shelley high school mechanics class sometime after 1970. 



1952 MG TD.  This was a great little British sports car that I bought for 

500 dollars.  It was white and in good condition for its age and being 

British.  I bought it in 1965 and sold it in 1967 before we moved to 

Anaheim.  I sold it for 750 bucks, but I’d invested a hundred dollars in 

changing the paint from white to British racing green.  Again, another 

car that would have killed me had I been in any kind of significant 

accident.  No seatbelts, convertible and poor brakes. 

 

 

1969 Dodge Polara.  (bought in 1972) Another good car, used, with a V8 and automatic transmission and 

electric windows and air conditioning.   All a first for me.  We could pack all the kids into it because it had full 

bench seats front and back. My primary reason for buying this car was the upcoming 10-year high school class 

reunion in Idaho Falls.  I had to look successful and the Polara did look really nice.  I paid about 2000 dollars 

for it and it only had about 20 thousand miles on it.  We put about another 50 thousand miles on it before I sold 

it.  It even pulled a fishing boat.   

1961 Volkswagen window bus.  This was a piece of junk but it was fun to 

drive, sitting right up front where in any accident, you were sure to die.  The 

heater was crappy.  It had very little power and could only hit about 55 mph 

on the flat.  Great for the Germans I suppose.  Terrific winter traction.  It was 

green and had a canvas sliding roof in the top and little eyebrow windows all 

around.  A perfect restoration in these days will cost upwards of 60,000 

bucks.  I paid about 500 dollars for mine so we would be a two car family 

along with the Polara.  Finally, the engine gave out and I gave the car to a 

neighbor in Shelley.    

1974 Saab Sonnet.  (bought in about 1974) This was one of my foolish buys 

for sure.  I bought this pretty little fiberglass 4-cylinder Swedish car for about 3400 

dollars new.  It was fun to drive but was poorly built.  It did get about 30 mpg at 80 

miles per hour and was excellent in snow.  I put about 35000 miles on it before 

selling it.  Totally impractical car for family and I bought it stupidly out of a hunt 

for my manhood.  If I’d had any kind of accident in it, it would have killed me.  

There was nothing but some thin sheet metal for a chassis and eggshell fiberglass for body.  The heater worked 

great though.  It was a manual 4 speed on the floor and manual clutch.  

VW almost seen in the back of this picture 



125 

 

1961 Alfa Romeo Spyder.  This was another car I should have kept.  It is worth 

about 40 thousand dollars now in good condition.  I paid about 1000 dollars for 

it and owned it just prior to or just after the Sonnet.  It was another hunt for my 

manhood car.  It was fun to drive, unreliable, but a great sports car.  I sold it 

only after a couple of years and without seat belts and no roll bar, I just didn’t 

want Susan and kids to go through life without me.  

 

 

1971 Ford Courier mini-truck with camper shell.  (Bought during the Shelley 

days) This truck was in good condition, but got very poor gas mileage.  I bought it 

mostly to have another vehicle to go along with the Polara, but after the two sports 

cars.  We’d throw the kids in the camper shell that had a feed through window to 

the truck cab and off we’d go.  Another highly dangerous means of transportation.  

But I liked it.  Terrible gas mileage for a Japanese based mini-truck.  Maybe 14 miles to the gallon.  I sold it to a 

man who didn’t have quite enough cash, but I noticed a blue Volkswagen beetle under a tarp and asked him to 

throw that in.  He said he would because it had a bad engine.   

1967 Volkswagen Beetle.  Got it about 1976.  The beetle was in very good 

condition, paint and interior.  I took the car to a foreign car shop and told 

them to make it run, thinking that it would cost about 600 bucks for engine 

work.  The bill came to 50 dollars because it was only a bad sparkplug hole 

that they quickly repaired.  It was a major find and excellent buy for me that 

would last us clear through our early days in Providence.  Norm, Glen, and 

maybe Dan drove that car as well.  It was my primary commuter in San 

Dimas to JPL.  It got 25 mpg which was a big help during the Iranian oil crisis in 1979.   I did have to overhaul 

the engine during our time in San Dimas.  I did it myself and learned some really good skills. 

1967 Dodge passenger van.  This was our major means of family 

transportation after I got rid of the Doge Polara.  It would hold all of us 

with room for any amount of camping and baggage and food boxes.  We 

had many great trips in the van both when we were living in the later 

Shelley years, and through our time in San Dimas and part of our days 

in Hailey.  It got tired in Hailey and I told Dan he could have half the 

money he could get if he sold it.  He sold it for 600 dollars in 1988, way 

more than I expected.  He got 300 and I got 300 as I remember.  I did 

have to overhaul the engine and cooling system on the Dodge during our 

last year in San Dimas.  We had seat belts in the van, and I used them in the driver’s seat, but Susan would just 

loll around in the back with kids who weren’t belted in unless she was in the front passenger seats.  We all 

loved the old green van.   



1982 Dodge Colt Vista (Japanese Mitsubishi).  I bought this car new in San 

Dimas as I was concerned about the VW reliability for my commute and for 

the reliability of the Dodge green van for long trips.  It was 4 speed manual 

car with a two speed transaxle giving 8 speeds.  It was terrific with gas 

mileage and we could pack all of us into the thing for long trips as long as 

everyone sat on their baggage.  It was uniformly tan in color.  I think it may 

have had a baggage rack on the roof. I sold it prior to going to Hailey.  It had 

35,000 miles on it.  A very nice little car all in all and I wouldn’t mind buying one new if they still built that 

exact car new today.  When we arrived in Hailey, we had the green van and the VW Beetle. 

1962   Triumph Herald.  This little red 

convertible belonged to Norman Bates 

when he and Maurine lived in Hawaii.  It 

was British, so it was a crappy little car 

but Norm and Maurine loved it.  They let 

us drive it when we visited them in 

Hawaii in 1972.  After Norm got very ill, 

he asked if I’d like to have it.  I jumped at 

the chance, and had it shipped from 

Hawaii to Long Beach.  I picked it up there and trailered it home to San Dimas.  By the time I got it home, 

about half of the body had blown away as rust dust down the freeways.  The other half pretty much fell off after 

I put it in the driveway.  What was left had to go to the junk yard.  The 7 years between 1972 and 1979 had been 

rough on the little car.  It made us all sad to see it go. 

1984 Ford Bronco II.  Assuming that there would be a lot of snow driving 

in Hailey, and I was right, I stupidly leased the new Bronco II.  Not that the 

truck was stupid, but leasing was stupid rather than financing. I had silly 

ideas in those days that businesses should lease their vehicles and after all, 

I was a business man.  It was a terrific car.  No AC, and not electric locks 

on windows, but it had a powerful fuel injected 6-cylinder engine and four-

wheel drive that we used a lot.  It got great mpg at around 25 which was 

very good.  It had a 5 speed manual x-mission and the 5th gear was a very 

effective overdrive.  It is among my most favorite cars because of the utility of the thing.  Because I used the 

Bronco for half of the commuting miles from Hailey to California in 1996 through 1998, I went WAY over the 

miles covered under the lease, leaving me with no alternative but to buy the car out from the dealer.  

Fortunately, my prestigious title at SDL was enough for the people at the USU credit union to loan me more 

money for the car than the car was worth.  But in the end, putting as many miles on the car as I did made the 

money all work out fine.  I put over 225 thousand miles on the Bronco.  Michael destroyed it in about a week 

after he got back from his mission, but we won’t tell that story.  I gave the car to the junk yard for 35 dollars.  It 

is another car I wish I’d kept though, as it was worth restoring.   



127 

 

1984 Ford Tempo.  Another great little car that I bought to use for half of 

the commute to and from Hailey from California.  It got great mileage and 

was comfortable.  It had a manual 5 speed like the Bronco.  I put 135 

thousand miles on it and it came to a nasty end by Glen after he got back 

from his mission and was living at home in Providence.  But the little car 

served its purpose very well.  It was white with a baby blue interior.  It 

didn’t come with AC or cruise control, but I had them installed by the Ford 

dealer.  The car was used, but only had about 15 thousand miles on it.   

Special note:  It may sound like I’m picking on Glen and Mike for killing cars, but Norman rolled the Beetle at 

least once and did various other damage to it when he was at Ricks College. 

1981 Chevrolet Citation.  I don’t remember the exact model, but 

we bought it so Susan could drive either the Tempo or Bronco 

when I was gone and so Daniel would have a car to drive in 

Hailey.  It was a pretty nice little car though it had a lot of miles 

on it.  We sold it before the move to Providence.   

 

1952 MG TD.  I bought this for a hobby car during the mid-Providence years.  It was British racing green. And 

in fairly decent shape.  Sold it after a couple of years.  Again, no utility 

and I didn’t want to have that kind of asset just for fun. 

1958 Lotus 7, street legal race car.  I couldn’t resist, having been in love 

with the Lotus 7 cars for several decades.  I found one in California and 

won a bidding contest.  I bought it for 10 thousand, and sold it back in 

California to a Japanese guy for 19 thousand.  I didn’t spend any money 

on 

the 

car, but, it 

was a killer 

vehicle 

and I was 

needed 

by my 

family.  

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

1996 Ford  

Mustang Convertible.  While we were in California delivering the Lotus to the new buyer, Susan said that since 

we’d talked about getting her a car that it might be a good time.  We had airplane tickets back, but if we bought 

a car there, then we could drive it home.  I thought a nice jeep would do the trick, but, no, she had her heart set 

on a red Mustang convertible.  So, we found one, bought it and brought it home.  It was low mileage - though I 

think the Russian dealer had fiddled with the odometer.  In any case, it has been a good car and Susan has loved 

it.  It needs a lot of work at this time, but we still have it.  We have installed one new top on it over the years.  

We’ve put about 70 thousand miles on it since 1997. 

1991 Ford Aerostar.  

Another of my real 

favorite cars.  It was 

plush, all power and 

only had about 15 

thousand miles on it 

when I bought it.  It 

was rear wheel drive. I 

bought it about the time 

that the Tempo met its maker in Providence.  It got 19 miles per gallon 

and was a really beautiful dark red color.  I would come to regret the 

fact that I didn’t spend a few extra dollars and find a low mileage 

Aerostar with full time four-wheel drive as it was not good in snow.  I 

ultimately sold it to Glen when it had about 90,000 miles on it.  It was a 

good car for Glen until he hit a deer with it.  But they got it fixed and 

drove it a lot more miles. 

 

1971 Fiat 850 spider.  Fiat’s are crappy little cars.  This was a two seat 

convertible in really good aesthetic condition.  I paid a thousand dollars 

for it and did a little work on it and sold it for 1800.   

 

 

 

1996 Ford Aerostar van.  This was the full time four-wheel drive model.  It had less than 10 thousand miles on 

it.  We put over 140,000 miles on it, then I gave it to the Utah Festival Opera Company and they drove it for 

about 3 summers before it bit the dust.   
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1986 Dodge short bed V8 half tone pickup with a nice camper 

shell on the back.  Gray paint in good condition.  This was a 

great little truck.  It had a 4 speed on the floor, manual clutch, 

no air no power windows and etc.  But it drove great, ran great 

and I drove it a lot of years for truck purposes.  I sold it in 

about 2000 to a young man for 1800 bucks.  I’d paid 4200 for 

it 4 years prior.   

1975 Porsche 911 E.  This was the Targa model which means 

that the roof came off making a semi convertible out of it.  It 

was a hot car with one of the larger engines in it.  It had been 

mechanically fuel injected, but those were temperamental, so 

most owners replaced them with 6 carburetors.   

1971 Porsche 911 base model.  Red, should have been 

“Champaign” colored new.  I bought it from a guy who 

claimed it had belonged to Robert Redford and he wanted 20 

thousand dollars for it.  I told him no.  Weeks later, he said 

he’d take 10 grand.  I offered him 5 grand and he took it.  No 

way for me or anyone to know that Redford had owned it.  If 

provenance had been there, it would have been worth 50 

grand or more.  In any case, I sold it to a German who 

paid to have it shipped to Germany.  I sold it for 10 

grand, doubling my money.  Later, the German called 

me and told me that after he’d had it restored, that his 

mechanic was test driving it and was broadsided by a 

truck and the care was destroyed.  The mechanic lived.   

1997 Dodge Ram half ton pickup with camper shell.  I 

bought this in about 2000.  I also bought a 1996 bumper 

pull camp trailer.  We had a lot of fun with this truck 

and camper combo.  I sold it in about 2002 in order to 

buy a …. 

2001 three quarter ton Dodge Ram V10 powerful 

truck.  I moved the camper shell to the new truck and 

repainted it from the green of the 97 truck to the white 

of the V10 truck.  The V10 was powerful, but got 

terrible gas mileage.  I bought it mostly to make the 

camper pulling easier and to pull our mini house boat 

when we bought it. Because of the engine reliability 

problems, I sold the V10 and bought a 2006 Dodge 

Ram Diesel. 



1985 Ford Bronco II.  I wanted another ford Bronco II and found one for 1000 dollars in Boise.  It wasn’t the 

fuel injected and manual transmission like my Bronco II I bought in Hailey years earlier, but it ran and other 

than replacing shocks, it started and ran every time I needed it for 6 years.  It was really great on the really 

snowy days when I didn’t want to get my 4wd trucks covered in road salt.  I sold the Bronco II because of the 

new smog check laws in Cache Valley.  It wouldn’t pass without putting a lot of money into it.  I sold it for 500 

dollars to a man from Montana where they still don’t have smog checks.  I hated to see it go, but it had done a 

great job for what I needed. 

2006 Dodge Ram Diesel.  I bought this truck that had about 

50 thousand miles on it for 22,000 dollars from the Logan 

Dodge Dealer.  Other than one minor cooling hose problem, 

the truck has run beautifully and as of this time it has 

140,000 miles on it which for a diesel is low miles.  We 

used it for pulling a fifth wheel camper and now we use it 

for towing boats and carrying our self-contained 

pickup bed camper.  It has lots of torque and gets 

very good mileage for a large truck. 

2006 Chevrolet Malibu Maxx.  I bought this car about the 

same time I bought the Dodge diesel.  The Malibu only had 12,000 

miles on it.  I bought it from the Chevy dealer.  We now have almost 

135,000 miles on it and it has been very reliable and comfortable.   

1961 Corvair Ramp Side Pickups.  I bought two of these rust buckets 

in 2013.  I worked on them a little bit.  I paid 800 dollars for the pair. 

They were too much for me, so I sold them for 1500 dollars. 

 

So, as of January 2016, we have a 1996 Mustang convertible needing some 

attention, a 2006 Chevrolet Malibu Maxx that needs some attention, and a 

2006 Dodge Ram Bighorn three quarter ton four-wheel drive monster that 

isn’t in need of much attention yet.  We will probably have to bite the bullet 

and buy a newer 4WD small SUV this year and sell the Malibu because I 

don’t think Susan will give up her Mustang.  If we need to take a road trip, 

the truck is our only real option at this point or, renting a car.   

 

 

 

 

 

Planes:   From my very early youth, I’ve been interested in 

airplanes.  I daydreamed most of my pre-school and 
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grade school and junior high school and high school away about airplanes.  I built dozens of balsa and plastic 

models that were powered by little alcohol fueled glow plug fired engines.  Nothing beats the smell of model 

airplane engine fuel being burned. 

My real love though was real airplanes.  I took every opportunity to get to airports and just hang out watching 

those lovely pieces of flying art takeoff and land, and imagined myself at the controls.  I’ve mentioned some of 

my flying experiences in the body of my auto biography, but I’ve actually owned and tinkered with some nice 

airplanes.  The first was a 1946 Aeronca Champion.  It had a 65 hp engine, flew about 65 miles per hour and I 

took a couple of lessons in it, but had to sell it to pay for a family trip to Hawaii to see Sue’s mom and dad.  I 

owned a crashed Piper PA11 that I never rebuilt, but sold and made a little money.  I also owned a Piper PA 16 

and took a few lessons in it, but had to sell it.   

I owned a run-out Aeronca 

Champion Tri-champ (7FC) that had a nose wheel instead of the 

tail wheel configuration.  I did some work on it, but sold it and made a couple grand.  I never flew it.  I also 

owned a Champion 7EC that was flyable and took a few lessons in it and then sold it so I could watch for 

another favorite airplane. 

My last ever and favorite airplane was a 1946 Piper J3 Cub.  

It was a mess, flyable, but a flying coffin when I got it.  It 

had been patched up over the decades after use as a trainer, 

crop duster, it was comprised of a lot of parts of different 

Cubs from different years, and was completely illegal from 

an FAA point of view.  The frame was rusted out, the wing 

spars were wood and split and barely hanging together.  So, 

I basically started with a new fuselage frame, and added 

mostly new parts.  I didn’t work on the wings as I was 

going to sell the airplane because I had almost 30,000 

dollars cash in it, and about 1000 hours of my time.  I did 

an excellent job of rebuilding everything except the wings.  

When I decided to sell it, I purposely didn’t finish the wings, primarily because the liability for aircraft 

accidents is really bad.  So, I sold the airplane as an unfinished restoration and the wings would have to be done 

by the new owner.  I sold the project for 24,000 dollars.   

My first flying lessons at age 16 were in a Piper PA12 airplane.  I did take one lesson in a Cessna 170B 

taildragger as well, both in Billings Montana.   



Lessons learned: 

A.  Unless you are a commercial pilot making a living at flying airplanes, someone else’s airplane and they 

are supplying the fuel and the maintenance, and the liability insurance, don’t bother with general 

aviation and being a private pilot.  The expense versus benefit ratio is really bad.  I’m sure that I’ve 

paid at least 5000 dollars per hour for my actual time in the air because of owning old airplanes and 

rebuilding old airplanes.   

B. Airplane maintenance is full of potholes about how it is done and by whom and how often.   

C. Airplanes that actually can get you from A to B are out of financial reach by all but the way upper 

middle class.  Even then, unless you are able to afford a high performance twin engined airplane or jet, 

you generally have only a 50/50 chance of not having weather delays.   

D. I kept a running record, using my commute for 3 years from California to Hailey and then from Hailey 

to Logan as a test.  I would have been able to complete a 900 mile flight less than half the time if I had 

relied upon an affordable general aviation airplane like a Cessna 172 or 182 or the like.  If you really 

want to get from point A to B, take a commercial flight or drive it.   

E. Airplanes except for the wealthy and or business folks are essentially just a hobby reserved for really 

good weather and fairly local flying.   

My flying now is with radio controlled airplanes, and with the size and expense and sophistication, 80% of the 

flying bug is satisfied. 

In short, unless you want to be a professional pilot, find another hobby.  Your bank account will thank you and 

your family will thank you.  

 Trains: 

I’ve had a lifelong fascination with trains, both real and hobby.  My earliest 

recollection of really being fascinated was in Twin Falls Idaho, back when 

children like me were all free-range.  I would watch for hours as the diesel 

electrics and then the last of the huge steam engine freight trains would move 

through town.  In Idaho Falls, the main train station and rail yard was within 

an eighth of a mile of our house on North Water.  I loved lying awake in the 

early evening in my bed and listening to all of the train noises of coupling and 

uncoupling cars, and then the linked train moving out of the yards, whistle 

blowing etc. 

Promontory Point with the Ahlemanns 
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I’ve always dreamed of building the perfect HO gauge model train layout, but 

have never had the time.  My first model train was a Lionel Scout.  I got it 

when I was about 5.  I loved that train literally to death.  Over the years of 

child rearing I’ve had several small layouts, but real model railroading like so 

many hobbies takes up a 

huge amount of time and 

money and space.   

I’m really very unhappy 

that in 2016 there is no 

high speed electric rail system spanning the U.S.  I’ve 

ridden cross country trains only about twice.  Once from 

Twin Falls to Seattle when we moved there.  The other was 

when I rode a train from San Dimas to Salt Lake to drive 

mom in her car back to San Dimas.  I really loved that train 

ride.   

My first ever train ride was in the second grade when the whole class was taken on a little combination 

motorcar and carriage train that went from Twin Falls to some other small town destination only an hour or so 

away and then back to Twin Falls, the same day as a field excursion. 

 

 

BOATS 

Perhaps my longest and most beloved thing to do is to go out on the water in a boat, any boat on any water.   

My earliest memories are being on my grandfather Oliver’s big old mahogany fishing boat on Yellowstone 

Lake.  It wasn’t as big as I remember as a little boy, probably only 16 feet or so, but granddad would load up 6 

cousins and we’d all go out on the lake with fishing poles and actually catch fish.  My downs syndrome Aunt 

Bette would also go and she’d 

catch fish.  That was back in 

the days when Yellowstone was 

mostly visited by locals to the 

intermountain west, and often 

for the purpose of fishing the 

lake.  Now, you hardly see a 

boat on Yellowstone lake as 

they’ve made the fishing rules 

and keep rules almost 

impossible to comply with.  I 



don’t know if that is good or bad.   

 

My first boat was purchased the same summer that Susan and I were 

married.  It was a 12-foot aluminum open fishing boat.  Brand new 

and red and white.  It was intended to be small enough that it could be 

carried on the top of a car, and that is what Susan and I did for a 

couple of years.  I also bought a brand new, Sears, Little Fisherman, 7 

horsepower motor.  (David South’s brother Barry later borrowed I and 

sunk it accidentally in the Snake River…the motor that is).  We used that little boat a lot and I was very proud 

to be her captain.  We never did name it.   

As time went along, we owned three other aluminum open 

fishing boats, the last given to me by my father decades ago is 

still with us and being used by numerous family members.  It is 

worth about $800 including the trailer, but because I put a new 

motor on it 4 years ago, it is an $800 boat with a $5000 motor. 

We bought a sail boat when we lived 

in San Dimas in about 1982: it was a 

23-foot McGregor.  We sailed it a 

few times, but ultimately sold it for 

the same amount we had paid. 

While I was commuting to Hailey 

from Marina Del Rey, I had two boats 

I lived on there.  The first was a Gulf 

32 motor sailor that stayed mostly at 

the dock.  It was pretty luxurious with 

hot shower, head, refrigerator and etc.  I’d paid 40,000 dollars for 

it, but as my need to get back full time with the family hit me 

hard, I found a buyer that had a 25 foot motor cruiser that I traded 

him for.  

 My bank loan then dropped to 14,000 dollars rather than 40,000.  

When I got the job in Logan, I was able to sell the 

second boat for what I owed the bank, so in the two 

years, I didn’t lose any money on the two boats.  My 

expenses were for 300 dollars for the dock space for me 

to live on the boats when in California.  Much cheaper 

than for an apartment anywhere in L.A.   

 

 

 
Michael enjoyed coming with the rest of the family for a short stay on 

New Year’s Eve 
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My next boat purchase would be in 1994.  I bought a brand new Hunter 

23.5-foot boat that we used for about 4 years.  We used it so little, I sold 

it for a little less than I paid for it.   

I bought a 21 foot Star Craft inboard cruiser that Susan hated in about 

1994.  So I sold it pretty quickly after buying it.  It was an old boat and 

smelled of fish and engine oil.   

Next was a Canoe, a 17 foot Old Town that we still have.  I also have a 

17 foot light weight canoe that 

belonged to Wyn Bowman.   

 

 

 

 

Next, was a Mini 

Houseboat called a Voyager 25.  I bought it sight unseen for 20 

thousand dollars.  We named it “Still Crazy.”  It was a nifty little 

boat that had a shower and head and microwave and a generator 

and air conditioning, and sink and oven.  It had room for 3 

comfortably, but we had as many as 6 on it when we had Glen and 

family at Lake Powell for a couple of days.  It was in pretty good 

condition, but it was one of the earliest off the production line and 

other owners were complaining about some of the cabin coming 

apart, so I sold mine for 2000 dollar more than I paid after about 3 

summers of use.  

My next boat was a 2001 19-foot West Wight Potter sail boat, named “Still Crazy II” .  We had a lot of fun with 

it for about 3 years.  I sold it at a 1500 dollar loss. 

Peter and I canoeing Little Bear River 
Glen and Nicole with Susan and me on Bear Lake 

Pulled the Potter to Lake Havasu and camped in it 

along the way 



We sold the Potter because we wanted a bigger better cruiser more along the lines of the mini houseboat we 

had, particularly because of our love of Lake Powell.   

 

 

 

 

So, we found a twin engine C-Dory 22-foot cruiser. It had everything 

except running hot water.  It had twin 40 HP engines, hydraulic steering, radar, GPS, depth finder, marine radio, 

and everything needed to be able to boat about anywhere we wanted to go from lakes to oceans.  I sold that boat 

in spring of 2014 because of my worries about the ultimate outcome of all of the cancer treatments and I didn’t 

want Susan to have to be worried about selling such an expensive thing.  We had paid about 41,000 dollars for 

the boat, but sold it for 37,500.  We had enough fun that the loss was worth it.  I could have sold it for at least 

the 41,000 had I been willing to wait from March until early summer. 

Sailing under "London Bridge" at Havasu! 
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I did find another West Wight Potter sail boat.  Susan and I do like sailing, but 

wonder if age has taken enough of a toll that putting up masts, rigging sails and so 

on is reasonable.  We only sailed this boat once in 2014.  I only paid 3000 dollars 

for it though, so we were able to get my money out of it. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

We purchased a 1997 Ranger Tug 21-foot inboard boat.  This one is named “Poopsy” for a sweet character in 

the book I recently finished.  We enjoyed it just a few weeks ago on Lake Powell. 

It is called the classic and has a small cabin, but a very roomy cockpit.  The second West Wight Potter has been 

sold for 3500 bucks.  As of this day we still own dad’s old green aluminum fishing boat, a rubber raft/dinghy, 

two canoes, one antique aluminum boat that Norman will eventually restore and the Ranger Tug. 

Lessons learned: 

1. Boats are fun and relatively cheap, but buy used ones, not new ones.  Boats depreciate much faster than 

cars.   

2. You can drown with a boat and people do every year because there is no training like automobile driver 

training for cars.  Boat people go out and boat, most with a lot of beer consuming.  So, in some ways, 



boating can be more dangerous than cars.  I’ve lived operating boats since I was 20 years old and have 

had no near disasters with weather or operations, but I’ve had many inebriated boaters try to run me 

over.   

3. Boats are thought to be benign, but they aren’t and require thought and preferably some training by 

coast guard classes that are even available inland.  

4. There is nothing as much fun as simply messing about in boats.  (Wind in the Willows). 

 

 

 

 

 

My Sister Louise 

I spoof my sister a little bit in the body of my autobiography, but she is the person in my life who represented 

stability and safety for me from my earliest recollections until even now.  I’ve loved her dearly all the days of 

my life.  Even when she’d dress me in girl’s clothes and shoes and put hats on me and make dad take pictures.  I 

was fine with that because I loved her and any time she’d take to play with me was wonderful.    

Along with protecting me like a mother bear would her cub, she also had a somewhat volatile temperament as 

do most young girls.  I had to be careful about messing with her stuff, or her friends.  I told most of the fun 

stories in the body of my autobiography, but I could easily fill hundreds of pages of stories about the fun times 

and stressful times as we were growing up together.  Louise was for the most part the caretaker of mom and dad 

as they aged which left me free to pursue just being me.  Louise was first married to Richard Heindel with 

whom she had her 5 children.  Richard was a great friend of mine and I like him a lot and my kids liked him 

too, but he turned out to have been unfaithful to Louise and unrepentant to the extent that she left him in about 

1979.  Her second husband was a mostly blind guy, George Gorton, who she met at University of Utah.  He was 

completing a degree in sex therapy.  That marriage didn’t last long.  Louise then married Dave Keierleiber who 

was a diesel mechanic and she stayed with him until he died from lung cancer after a lifetime of smoking.   She 

remained unmarried until a couple of years ago when, while serving as the Relief Society President of her ward, 

she met and married Theo Morgan, who was an ex-stake patriarch and a wonderful man.  They were married in 

the Boise temple in 2014.  
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Louise by any measure had a stressful life, but she stayed true to her beliefs, and taught her children well.  All 

of her children are active in the faith and working hard to follow gospel principles.   

I love my sister with all my heart for her sacrifices for 

me and for Susan and for her family.  She treated 

Susan like her own little sister she never had and 

still treats her that way.  If something happened 

to Susan or to one of my close loved ones, the 

first person I would need to hug me and tell me 

that, “it will be alright Hobo,” would be my dear 

sister. 

My friends:  This is going to be a pretty short entry in the 

appendix to my autobiography.  The people I call friends are those with whom I had and have a long term 

relationship.  I’ve had many nice acquaintances, but few that fit the first category. 

Ron Hansen-My first real friend was Ron Hansen.  Ron and I went to second and third grade together in Twin 

Falls.  We were true pals.  We walked the streets are in arm and played with rubber band powered airplanes and 

roller skated, and flirted with girls.  He had a brother, John Hansen and his mover and father were wonderful 

people.  They lived on 2nd avenue in twin falls, roughly just east of down town and a couple blocks from my 

house on 2nd avenue.   He lived in a two story house and his mom and dad had a small apartment group next 

door.  Their basement was dirt, and we loved it because there was no amount of mischief we could do in the 

basement that was off limits as far as his parents were concerned.  Ron was very active in church, though his 

father was no and was a heavy smoker.   

Ron and I shared a week or two each summer with him coming to my house in Idaho  

Falls.  He would ride the bus from Twin Falls, and I’d ride the bus to Twin Falls from Idaho falls.  We did that 

for at least two summers.   

We lost contact for many years until 1962 when he was attending Idaho State University at the same time I was 

there.  He went on a mission to England in 1963 and I didn’t see him again until Susan and I were living in the 

old farm house in Shelly in about 1972.  He married a girl by the name of Elaine about a year after I married 

Susan.   



Sadly, Ron died from pancreatic cancer when he was only 63 years old.  I had tried in 1997 to track him down 

after I’d gotten my prostate cancer diagnosis.  But I gave up after a few attempts.  I felt compelled again to find 

him in 2008.  I finally paid for an professional internet search and was able to locate them I south Salt Lake.  

But the first phone conversation was with Elaine.  She remembered me, but said Ron wouldn’t be able to talk at 

that time because he was dying with prostate cancer.  The next I heard from her was on Christmas day 2008 and 

she told me that Ron had died.  I felt terrible because if I’d spent a little more effort tracking him down, I may 

very well have mentioned my prostate cancer and would have encouraged him to see a doctor, perhaps in time 

that he would be, like me, alive today.   

Wyn Bowman-Wyn Bowman is my longest acquaintance and very best 

friend.  We’ve shared the best and worst of times from competing for the 

same girl, (not Susan) to his losing his oldest son to drug overdose.  Ours 

was a life of bug collecting and frog chasing and girl flirting and just 

hanging out.  His parents were a little bit poorer than mine, but not much.  

We were a good match and shared common interests.  I had no aquarium, 

but Wyn did and I was always a little jealous of his.  I was sure that he’d 

become a biologist of some kind, but that was not to be.  He loved animals 

and plants.  Wyn did very well in all of the school years.  He played the 

violin, (not really well as I remember).  In fact, one school assembly in 

sixth grade, he played a solo number that he thought was so bad he asked 

me to carry his violin case out of the building.  His violin playing didn’t 

last many years after that, but he did improve to be first chair in the high 

school orchestra.   He was a great dancer, as well. 

He was virtually an only child and his mother doted on him and in many ways it was too much.  He felt his only 

value was if he was active in church, period.  Wyn got his Eagle scout award and served a mission to New 

York.  In general, I think his mother’s pressures on balance created a better Wyn.  We stay in pretty close 

contact and always have.   
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He and DeeAnn moved to California at the same time we did in 1967.  Then he moved to Salt Lake City and 

our contact got to be less for a few years.  He went through some difficult times about the same time I was 

having mine in Shelley.  But he and his family survived.  Wyn and DeeAnn adopted their first child, Jason, then 

adopted a second child, Jody, then they were blessed with two biological babies, Jill, and finally Jared.  Jason 

sadly fought alcohol and drugs most of his adult years and died in his forties.  The two girls have had their 

struggles but love their parents, and Jared is a highly respected attorney and doing well.  Wyn has always been a 

big dreamer, and decided that a degree from BYU in accounting was the path to his dreams, though he admits 

he doesn’t really like the profession.  But it has provided him and his family with a prosperous life style. 

To sum up Wyn as a friend: If he had only two dollars left to his name and one shirt, if I asked him for those 

two dollars and that one shirt, he’d give them to me.  It doesn’t get better than that in the friend business.  

Really, he and I have shared much in common in our 72 years and we’ve been more like brothers than friends.  I 

love that fellow a lot. 

 

Sheridan Owens-Sheridan and I became acquainted while I was running the radio shop at the Idaho Falls 

airport.  We had a great time.  Sheridan was a professional pilot and also an entrepreneur who willingly went 

into business with me building and installing temperature and humidity control systems in produce storage 

A great memory trip to Hawaii in 2008 



buildings.  We flew together a few times and he would always fake going to sleep after I had the controls.  

Sadly, he died of pancreatic cancer several years ago.  He was a good man.  

Lynn and Karen Erickson-We ran into these 

two folks in Hailey because Karen was and 

accomplished pianist and Susan was an 

accomplished singer.  They hit it right off, 

though Lynn and I didn’t associate much at the 

time.  Later, when we moved to Logan, I 

needed an engineer to help at SDL and hired 

Lynn.  He and Karen came to Logan and Lynn 

worked for the lab for several years.  Susan and 

Karen continued their association as musicians 

and good friends.  Karen would probably 

qualify as Susan’s best friend ever.  Lynn and I have fun talking guns and technology and boats and RVing.  

They are special people and we are proud to have them as major friends. 

To summarize the friend entry, I can safely say that in most cases they were all better friends to me than I was 

to them.  And, I love them for that.  

It is a pretty small list of friends, isn’t it?  I’ve had many people that I’ve liked and who liked me over the years, 

but mostly in the context of the work place.  They are people who moved in and out of my life or whose lives I 

moved in and out of based upon work.   

A couple of older men who I attribute much of my life success to are:  Blair G. Nelson who was a television 

station mentor of mine at KIFI television.  Bill Scott and Sam Deese who hired me at JPL as a walk-in 

interviewee in 1979.  Dr. Frank Redd and Dr. Allan Steed and Dr. David Burt who hired me and mentored me 

at SDL.  

David B. South, Susan’s brother in law was a major 

player in getting the Ames family rooted in Logan and 

working at SDL. I’ll always be grateful for his concern 

for me and my family.    

I’ve had many wonderful Bishops and Stake Presidents 

in my life who’ve helped me through my teens and for 

most years since.  Bishop Jay B. Hammond was Susan’s 

bishop in Idaho Falls as we prepared for temple 

marriage.  He was my defacto bishop during that time as well. 

Also of special note is Wyn Bowman’s mother who took me in as a boarder when I was a senior in high school 

in Idaho Falls.  She fed me, did some washing, polished my shoes, and made my bed for almost a full year.  

Rodonna Bowman was an angel.   

Several of these people are dead at the time of this writing, but they will always be remembered by me for their 

contributions to my life success.  
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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 was given an 

honorable discharge after becoming very ill before having to serve in the 

shooting parts of the war.  He was only in the military for a year or less.  

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 

a10 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 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 and 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 have emotionally 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 
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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 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. 



My Mother-Olive Wyla Taysom was a wonderful mother in every way.  She was a constant presence in my 

young consciousness.  She did everything mothers were supposed to do at each point 

along my life path and right up to the end of her life.  

She was there in sickness and in health.  She kissed and hugged, cooked and cleaned 

and prayed and taught Louise and I the very best that she could.  I never wondered 

for a second where I fit into my mother’s life.  I knew that I could never fit as 

completely with my mother as can a daughter, but I knew that I was her male pride 

and joy.   

We were close enough that I sensed and shared much of her unhappiness with my 

dad and their marriage.  I remember being very young and mom being very ill and putting a chair by her bed 

and holding her hand and seeing her cry.  I was too young to know why she was ill or what I could do, but I 

cried along with her.  I was probably about 8 years old.  I saw her unhappy many times, but she made the very 

best of life all along the way for Louise and me.   

Mom and dad were relatively old when they married.  Mom was about 4 years older than my dad and very 

nearly of an age in the 30’s when a woman was considered an old maid by the time she was 25.  They had a few 

good years in the beginning I think.  After her divorce, she lived independently for a little while and had a few 

dates with older men, but she always loved my father and simply could not attach herself to another man.  She 

loved my dad to the very end of her life and, I believe, loves him even now.   

As mom aged, she became more and more dependent upon Louise and me for comfort and companionship.  

Mostly Louise by far.  She did live with Susan and me off and on a few times, but over the years, she thought of 

herself as Louise’s children’s extra mother; and that was probably a good thing after Louise’s divorce.  

Mom deteriorated mentally starting when she turned 80 and slowly over the years, her stories went from 50 

unique stories then to 25, then to 10, and then she turned off her brain for the last year.  Dementia was a sad 

thing to see.  She died one month short of 100 years.   

Mom was a constant source of entertainment, even when we were little.  She would do absent minded things.  

One time when we were in Yellowstone, she made cheese sandwiches, but forgot to take the wax paper 

separator off of the pre-sliced cheese.  We all had pulled ours off, but she continued to eat her sandwich, pulling 

the top and bottom off of the wax paper part.  The edge of the wax paper grew and grew along with the giggles 

of me and my sister and my dad.  Another time, again in Yellowstone, she brushed her teeth with dad’s shaving 

cream and she did it in the men’s restroom outside the cabin.  There were many stories like that.  She didn’t like 

to be teased, but she just had it coming so many times. 

Mom was in fact a very intelligent woman who went to a business school in Salt Lake to learn secretarial skills 

including typing and shorthand.  She always was able to get a job and often worked.  Later, she learned dental 

assisting and took classes and certifications for the job, thought they weren’t necessarily required in those days.  

Her last job was as a receptionist for a legal firm in Twin Falls.  She was loved by the customers and by the 

other staff and lawyers.  They were sad to see her go when she retired.  

So, in summary, my mother was the finest woman and mother that a boy could ask for.  She spent many nights 

while dad was traveling spooning in bed with Louise and I after she had read to us from the Book of Mormon 

and from the Bible.  Mom was always a true believer in the gospel, though much of her life, because of dad was 
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spent inactive.  In her independent and later years, she was fully active and spent several year working in the 

Boise, Idaho temple.   

I love you, Mom.  I will be so glad when we meet again on the other side.  I promise I won’t try to tickle your 

feet. 

 

My Grandparents- 

Grandpa Oliver Ames-Grandpa had one foot in the pioneer settlement of Star Valley, and one foot in the 

modern age.  He was a hunter, fisherman, horseman, pig man, farmer, trucker, entrepreneur and man’s man.  

He, like my dad was not demonstrative in his like or love for another person.   The family gossip goes that 

neither was my great grandpa Oliver Ames demonstrative or capable of expressing intimacy.   

Grandpa lived his growing up life in Afton Wyoming during a time when there was no social security, welfare, 

insurance or any guarantees of any kind. Either you worked, or you died.  If you couldn’t work, you were totally 

dependent on family or church to live.  Grandpa worked long and hard all of his life and was actively interested 

in hunting and fishing ‘till the end of his days.   

His first wife, Eta Corsi was a lovely dark haired beauty with strong Italian appearances.  She died of cancer 

and or heart disease when she was barely 30 years old, leaving my father about 8 years old and his brother Ken 

and sister Faye.  In those days, a working man with no wife had little choice but to find a new mother for the 

children or have another family matriarchal figure take them over.  In grandpa’s situation, he had the three 

moved to his father’s household.  Grandpa, in pretty short order found a school teacher in Star Valley by the 

name of Ethel Bailey.  She’d recently come from the East Coast and prior to that from Hungary as a child.  

Grandma Ethel married my grandfather.  After they were married, he told her that he had three young children.  

It was a shock to Grandma Ethel, but she carried on and brought them home from great grandpa Oliver’s home 

and raised those three.    Grandpa Oliver and Grandma Ethel had two more children together, my Aunt Lorene 

and my Aunt Bette.  Bette was born when grandma was about 45 and was born with Down’s syndrome.  Bette 

lived to be about 34 years old and died from a blood clot in about 1972.  Aunt Lorene lost her husband, my 

Uncle Rex Gardner to a MS about 40 years ago.  Aunt Lorene died in about 2008. 

I had many good times with grandpa Ames.  I was along on many fishing trips and one long backwoods trip on 

horseback.  After grandpa left the store and trucking business in Afton, he and Ethel moved to California where 

grandpa drove truck and Ethel worked for a local drug store.  That only lasted a couple of years and they moved 

then to Idaho Falls and opened a grocery store called First Street Market.  That was where I had my first job.  

They lived on Holbrook Dr. in Idaho Falls. This all got started in about 1954.  My sister and I both worked at 

that little market.  Grandpa and an employee worked the butcher counter.   It was a great period of time for me.  

I learned a lot from both grandmother Ethel and grandpa Ames. 

The store business fell victim of too many people allowed to charge their groceries as was the practice prior to 

1950.  Too many of them failed to pay their bills, and the supermarkets made their appearance, effectively 

wiping out the mom and pop stores.  So, my grandparents went back to college and both graduated in their 

sixties.  Both taught for several years, grandma in a grade school and grandpa at the Idaho Falls high school.  



After they retired from there, in their early 70’s, they bought a small farm just outside of Idaho Falls and farmed 

for several years.  Grandpa was in heaven as he’d always been a man of the land. 

Finally, age had taken its toll and they moved to Laramie to be near aunt Lorene for a few years.  Then, they 

moved from Laramie to Ogden just east of the Ogden temple and spent a good deal of time at the temple.  

Grandpa Ames and Grandmother Ames had done a pretty good job of keeping close to the church most of their 

lives—thanks to grandmother Ames.  Grandpa began having major heart problems during their time in Ogden 

and that problem finally killed him.  He is buried in the Afton cemetery along with a bunch of other Ames, 

including my mother and father, and all of the siblings of both my mother and father.   

So sum up my grandfather Ames:  He was a man of the outdoors, a man’s man in every way.  I know that he 

loved his grandchildren, but he didn’t express it in any form other than teasing.  He was a merciless teaser.  

Grandma pretty much ruled grandpa’s daily life, and that was probably a good thing as he would have been very 

happy to be fishing while grandma worked.  However, under grandmother’s management, he worked very hard.   

I could write many, many more pages about my experiences with grandpa Ames, but suffice it to say that there 

was not better grandfather for a boy than I had in him.   

I’ll not add any more about Grandmother Ames than to say that she was also a wonderful substitute for a 

grandmother that I never knew.  She respected education and she had as much love for Susan as she had for me 

because of Susan’s high intellect.  She wasn’t ready with hugs any more than grandpa, but she was more open 

in expressing her pride in her step grandchildren.  Grandmother Ames was a major benefactor for me in 

developing whatever good character I have.   

I will equally look forward to meeting the grandmother I never knew and to seeing Grandmother Ethel again. 

 

Grandfather and Grandmother Taysom- 

I was never as close to my Taysom grandparents as I was to the Ames side.  Part of that was because the only 

time I ever saw them was when we went to Afton as children or even after Susan and I were married.  Grandpa 

refused to travel and other than a trip to the hospital in Idaho Falls for a swollen prostate, I don’t remember a 

time that he left Star Valley.  I’m sure there were, but only under very special circumstances. 

These grandparents also withheld overt expressions of love and pride from their grandchildren.  It must be a 

generational thing with grandparents of that era.   

Grandpa did go on a full time mission when he was a young man.  When he came back, he married Cherista 

McBride. My grandmother McBride also died as a young woman, about when my mother was seven years old.  

My grandfather then married Millie.  So when I say grandma, I mean my step grandmother in both the case of 

the Ames and Taysom’s.  

Grandpa was a storekeeper in Afton.  He had a store that was of the old time general store variety.  I have a 

picture of him standing at the front of the store and you can see dry goods and groceries and hardware in that 

picture.  What you can’t see was a tiny office space to the rear and to the right of the picture where he did his 

work.  He did that work at a “merchants desk.”  I have that desk as my very own and love the patina of ink 

spilled from the ink wells used in those days.  It is still a very functional desk though it is going on 100 years 

old. 



149 

 

Grandpa served several terms as Mayor of Afton and after he had to close the general store because of the 

competition of the Ames’s super market, he went to work as a clerk in the town’s only hotel.  He retired from 

that job about the time that I was born.  Grandpa served for many years as the Church Sunday School President.  

He had a car, but he was only used to horse and buggy, so he taught my 10-year-old mother how to drive, so she 

chauffeured him up and down Star Valley.  He did finally learn to drive a 1939 Chevrolet, but other than the 

occasional trip to the post office, he stayed off the roads.  The citizens of Star Valley and Afton were really glad 

that he drove very little.   

The greatest feature of a trip to grandpa’s house was his garden and his chicken coop.  For a long time, he also 

kept a cow for milk.  He too, just like grandpa Oliver had one foot in pioneer lifestyles and one foot in the mid-

20th century.   

I remember a time when he said I could go with him to the coop to catch a chicken.  To a 5-year-old, that 

sounded like great fun, so we went to the coop and grandpa let me run around with a coat hanger to catch a 

chicken by its legs.  We caught the chicken, then grandpa took me and the chicken outside—I assumed so I 

could play with it.  NO, he stretched the chicken out on a block of wood and chopped its head off.  I was 

horrified, especially when the headless chicken around for a few seconds before it flopped over dead.  That was 

my only traumatic experience with grandpa.   

The greatest draw though was grandpa’s garden.  He truly had a green thumb.  There is virtually no growing 

season in Star Valley because of the altitude and weather.  But grandpa was able to grow about anything, peas, 

corn, carrots, cabbage, lettuce, raspberries, strawberries, potatoes and many other fruits and vegetables.  He 

made little mini greenhouses out of window from an old home that was torn down.  When we’d go to visit, 

Louise and I wouldn’t bother going into their house, we’d just stop at the garden and start grazing like a couple 

of cows in a pasture.  Grandpa showed us how to eat rhubarb by stripping back the outer layer and then dipping 

the stock into a cup of sugar.  He also showed us how to take a fresh lettuce leaf and run honey down it and roll 

it up and eat it.  It was a real treat.  They had one of the earlier freezers, and froze many delicious peaches and 

berries that they would eat all winter.   

When I knew them, they lived in the same house where my mother’s mother died.  The house is still there as is 

the window that looks in on the parlor room where my mother would peek and see her mother’s body on a bed 

of ice.  My mother worried that her mother would be cold.   

Grandmother Taysom was a bit of an old maid when she married my grandfather.  But she became pregnant 

with twins.  One of the twins died, but my half uncle Lloyd lived to grow into an old man.  Grandmother 

Taysom was pregnant again with my half uncle Wayne and he as well, lived to a ripe old age. 

When grandpa Taysom and Millie were married, grandpa had one boy, Verl, and three girls, Irma, my mother, 

and my aunt Louise.   

Grandpa’s health deteriorated quickly as he hit is early 80’s.  He had several small strokes, and then a final big 

stroke that killed him in about 1972 or so.  Susan went to his funeral to sing, but I was busy at work.  I feel bad 

that I didn’t do whatever was needed to get to that funeral.   

I had one strange encounter with my Taysom grandparents.  They, for some unknown reason, had moved to a 

different home.  I was hanging out with my male cousin, Danny, from my dad’s sister aunt Faye.  We were 



wandering the streets of Afton as all children were free ranging in those days and in that town and I suggested 

we stop by grandma and grandpa Taysom’s house as they would likely invite us in for a treat.  We did.  They 

were sitting on the front porch on a swing as we approached up the steps.  We were asked tersely what it was 

that we wanted.  I said hi in my best 9 or 10-year-old voice expecting at least recognition.  They said that we 

should go away, or their body language implied that we should go away.  In any case, I was embarrassed and 

felt bad and like a non-person because my own grandfather didn’t acknowledge me.  I suppose it could have 

been a contextual thing with Danny being along and who they didn’t know, and so couldn’t place me.  I don’t 

really know.  Grandpa wasn’t old timer nutty at that point in time.  Never the less, I did love them, both of them.  

Millie suffered from Alzheimer’s for a number of years and died in the mid 70’s after having lived with my half 

uncle Lloyd for several years.   

I’m looking forward to a great reunion with Grandpa Taysom and my Grandmother Cherista.  

 

Cousins- 

Cousins are the next closest thing to brothers and sisters that a person can have.  My cousins are generally 

categorized into two groups, the rough and tumble-occasionally irreligious, and the quiet and intellectual active 

Mormons.  I love them both equally.  

I love the first group for the exciting times of mischief and mayhem they provided me when I was little and for 

the fun of watching many of them morph over the decades into church goin’ gentlemen and ladies.  The ones 

who didn’t morph are one and all good parents and hardworking caring people too. 

I love the second group because they were the kinder gentler crowd who didn’t think it was nice beat up on 

younger cousins, but rather to give the younger cousin candy and smiles.   

I have one leg in both sides and so, I can truly say I love both sides equally.   

My Ames cousins consisted of equal mixes of boys and girls.  My Taysom side was a little heavier on the girl’s 

side.   

I had two cousins that were significant to me because of their age.  Danny Sanders was my same age and is still 

alive and well and a really good man.  He and I were true buddies anytime I got over to Star Valley when we 

were growing up.  Danny was the one who’d lay outside at night in a sleeping bag and watch the stars and tell 

lies that were almost as good as mine.   

My other—same age cousin was a Hinckley, Susan.  I always wanted to marry her from the time I was 3 until 

about age 8.  But instead, I settled for another Susan.  The Hinckley Susan and I would be buddies after about 

an hour of hiding behind our mother’s skirts and glaring at each other.  The only time I got to be around Susan 

was when my family would go to SLC and visit them which was really only a few times over my growing up 

years.  

I have two other cousins who I will call extra special and they were Uncle Ken Ames’ daughter Barbara who 

was about 7 years younger than I, and Debbie Gardener, the daughter of my half aunt Lorene and uncle Rex.  

Debbie and Barb are about the same age.  I loved them both dearly though I haven’t seen Barb for 50 or more 

years.  Debbie and I see each other several times a year.  Debbie is like the little sister that I never had.   
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Aunts and Uncles on the Ames side 

Uncle Ken Ames and Aunt Mary-Uncle Ken was a fun guy.  If it was outdoors and you could shoot it or fish 

for it, he was all-in.  He was a competitive skeet shooter and traveled around the country going to meets.  He 

lived the life that was much like my dad would have liked to live, but dad was a little more responsible and 

stuck with an 8 to 5 job all of his life.  Uncle Ken was willing to throw the dice and variously drove trucks, 

worked on the construction of the Palisades dam in Idaho, grew apples in Washington State, and did 

construction and various kinds of work in Alaska.  There were probably many other things, but those were the 

highlights. Oh yeah, he sold cars in Afton and that is where dad bought the 1955 robin egg blue ford sedan I 

learned to drive.  My favorite recollection of uncle Ken was when he and dad and I were fly fishing.  Uncle Ken 

would drop the fly in the water, and would catch a fish, every time.  Dad would drop the identical fly in the 

same spot and wouldn’t catch a fish.  I was fishing by dad.  I went over by uncle Ken and cast my fly and 

caught fish each time. Dad refused to fish by Ken.  Uncle Ken just had that something special that makes 

someone a prolific fisherman.  My dad always did okay, but nothing like the catches that Ken would made.  My 

dad claimed that many of the adventures that Ken liked to take credit for were actually dad’s.  Sibling rivalry at 

work I guess. 

Uncle Ken was twice married.  The aunt that I knew growing up was aunt Mary.  Interestingly, she was the 

daughter of my step grandmother, Ethel’s sister Mary Bailey Sperl.  Ken and Mary were very nice to me every 

time we met.  They loved Susan too, but then, who doesn’t.   

Uncle Ken and his first wife had a little boy who drowned at about 6 years old or so.  They also had a daughter, 

Marylyn May.  When Uncle Ken married Aunt Mary, they had a girl child, my cousin Barbie. 

Aunt Lorene and Uncle Rex-Aunt Lorene is a half aunt, but in my world, she was a fully-fledged aunt who I 

loved very much.  Uncle Rex was a handsome fellow who spent his career in the National Guard until he died 

of multiple sclerosis.  I was always in aw when I was around Uncle Rex because of his cool uniform and 

military bearing.  I didn’t spend much time around them, but when I did, they treated me very well and lovingly.  

They had 4 children, in two batches of two each.  My cousin Kathy who died at 8 years of age of leukemia, my 

cousin Debbie, and the second batch of cousins who came along a decade or more after Debbie was born, Lori 

and Ryan.   

Aunt Faye and various Uncles-Aunt Faye was a cowgirl.  I remember her mostly wearing leather jackets with 

fringe and usually in pants.  She had the following children with Elmo Sanders: Linda, Marylyn, Danny, Jimmy, 

and Monte.  I had little interaction with my Aunt Faye and her last husband was pretty much a stranger to me.  

When I was around her house, my focus was cousins, but she always treated me kindly. 

Aunt Bette-Bette was born with Down’s Syndrome.  Down’s is a chromosome problem that is congenital and 

there is a spectrum for effects.  On a scale of 1 to 10, Bette was probably a 5.  She had verbal skills and a great 

sense of humor.  She had a wonderful relationship with my father.  Grandmother Ethel doted on her, and Bette 

had the best that they could provide.  I loved her in that special way that a person only can love someone close 

with such challenges.  She died of a blood clot during the last few years of her life that grandma Ethel couldn’t 

handle.  Bette died in about 1972.  Bette’s life taught me much about life and the diversity of people with whom 

I’d have dealings.  I know that she had her celestial bones earned the day she was born.  I look forward to 

seeing that whole flawless young woman on the other side. 



Aunts and Uncles on Taysom side 

Uncle Arza Hinckley and Aunt Erma-This pair of relatives were absolutely wonderful.  I visited their homes 

many times.  Arza was a farmer who ended up selling out to the Salt Lake City airport expansion.  His farm was 

in the right place at the right time.  Arza had a lot of money.  He wasn’t stinking rich, but he had a swimming 

pool at his farm, and spread money around helping his kids and grandkids in every way.  He was one of those 

“apostle” like members of the church.  He was president of the downtown Salt Lake City stake that housed most 

of the church leadership from the 20’s to even now.  He had one foot placed in the old ruling patriarch style of 

being a husband and father, and another foot in the respect and treat women as your partners and equal.  They 

had a whole gaggle of children, Lon, Harold, Jesse, JoAnne, Louise and Susan..  Susan was the only one I was 

close to and we still see each other on occasion as old retired people.  My dad had problems with the Hinckleys 

though I think it was all on his side because of the strong connection with the church and activity in the church.  

Uncle Arza was first cousin to Gordon B. Hinckley.  Arza helped me through a very difficult time in the mid 

70’s.  I was very low and I went to Salt Lake and he gave me a wonderful blessing that made everything okay 

and that uplifted me and solidified my rocky life at that time.   

Erma was lovely all of her days and loved her sister, Wyla, my mom, completely.  When they would be 

together, they’d laugh and giggle like they were 12 years old.   

Aunt Erma was not real healthy, but lived well into her 80’s.  Uncle Arza died in the late 70’s sometime.   

Uncle Verl Taysom and Aunt Ruth.  Uncle Verl was my mother’s only brother and she loved him dearly.  

Mom was the youngest child so Verl was very protective of her.  I only met Verl a couple of times before he 

and Aunt Ruth died.  I never developed any bond with him, but about 10 years ago, I reconnected with his son 

Donald who is about 15 years older than me and also an author.  Unfortunately, Donald died from cancer about 

5 years ago.  Verl also had daughter, Annette McKenzie who I have been able to connect with in the past 

several years.  She is a very sweet lady and the reason that I now have granddad Taysom’s old merchant’s desk.  

She’d had it in her garage for years. 

Uncle Ken Roos and Aunt Louise.  Aunt Louise was the second youngest daughter of my granddad Taysom.  

They lived in Sand Point Idaho almost all of their married lives.  I only saw them on perhaps four occasions 

when I was growing up and a couple of times after Susan and I were married.  They were gracious people.  In 

his older years, Uncle Ken was a stake president.  He was also a water-witch.  Yes, he was the guy that went 

around with a bent wire, and could point out where there was water that could be drilled.  He said he didn’t 

know how it worked, but he had the gift and made money finding well water.  Aunt Louise was always 

considered to be sickly, but she lived well into her 70’s.   Uncle Ken remarried for a few year before he passed 

away.  They had Dan, Bill, Marylyn and Kenny.  Kenny drowned in the big lake by Sandpoint when he was 

about 5 years old.  Dan and Bill are still alive at this time and are fun guys, though I didn’t get to know them 

until about 10 years ago.  I also re-connected with Marylyn in the last few years, but sadly, she died about 2 

years ago.  I heard tale after tale about Ken and Louise from my mother as my mother and her sister’s were avid 

letter writers, so I felt like I knew well, all of these people with whom I had very little real association. 

Uncle Wayne and Uncle Lloyd.  I know least of all about these two half uncles.  Lloyd was one twin, the other 

died at birth.  Lloyd lived to be an old man.  Uncle Wayne as well lived to be an old man.  Lloyd was a 

professor of music out in Indiana, but suffered from a lot of depression before he died.  Uncle Wayne was a 

professor of art in Washington State and a somewhat well-known sculptor.  Other than the tales that my mother 
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would pass on about them I knew little.  They were both loved by my mother, but were not respected by her.  It 

was probably a half sibling rivalry thing.   

In summary, all of these aunts and uncles were good people.  They had their problems, but were all hard 

working middle class folks who were for the most part active participants in the Church and though I spent little 

time interacting with them, hearing of them from my mother through letters, influenced me to want to be 

identified happily as a Taysom/Ames man.  

MORE ABOUT OUR CHILDREN 

The greatest single blessing that comes into the life of a young couple who’ve patterned their life and marriage 

according to gospel principles is the birth and upbringing of children.  Susan and I have been blessed five times 

with four handsome and intelligent sons and one lovely, though mildly handicapped daughter.   I’ve mentioned 

their births and many of their life events in the body of my autobiography, but I wanted to speak to their 

wonderful lives and the affect their presence in our home had on us. 

 

In general, I can say without reservation that our children were of good heart and intent from the time they were 

born.  As babies, they weren’t plagued illness or with sleep problems, eating problems, irritability or laziness.  

They were all good students and behaved responsibly.  They were kind to each other and to their parents and 

others in positions of responsibility.  All of those characteristics have accompanied them to their middle ages as 

of the date of this writing.  All the boys are well educated, well employed, and are strong leaders of others in 

business and church and at home.  Sarah, even with her handicap embodies all of the best characteristics of the 

boys, but due to her handicap, she was not able to attend regular schools nor attain any advanced education.  

But she is the most kind and caring and accepting human being I’ve ever associated with.  All my children as of 

this writing have held tightly to the rod of iron described in Lehi’s dream.  I’m so proud of all of them for the 

people they are.  Now, I think less of them as my children and more of them as by best friends—next to their 

mother of course. 

 

Susan and I have both commented many times, as we’ve observed the failings in families in our circle of 

associates both in the neighborhood, relatives, and in the work place, that Heavenly Father must surely have 

realized that we would need to have children who gave us little concern as we weren’t blessed with the patience 

that is required to raise children who are truly challenging.  In short, we can’t claim and great parenting as the 

basis and reason for the success of our kids.  It is all due directly to the blessings of a patient and kind Father in 

Heaven. 

Harry Norman Ames (Norman and Tamera)   

Norman, being the first child was pampered and adored from the first moment Susan got in the 

car from her doctor’s appointment and announced that she was 6 weeks pregnant.  We both 

cried tears of joy.  We had used birth control pills in the early days of such things because of 

our practical view that we needed to get my education out of the way before having a child.  It 

took us quite a while, about a year, before she became pregnant with Norman.  It was a year I spent in anxiety 



each time she would have a period.  I was worried that somehow, the birth control pills had done some 

permanent damage.  That was not the case though, and Norman was born in the early hours of July 26th, 1966.   

Susan’s pregnancy had gone along flawlessly with little or no morning sickness.  She remained very healthy 

through all 9 months and in fact, continued to work full time at the travel agency during the whole nine months.  

She worked right through the day before Norman was born.   

I had all of the anxieties waiting for Susan to go into labor.  And finally one morning, she said it was time.  I 

didn’t panic, nor did she as she posed for a last minute photograph by the front door before we drove to the 

hospital.  As it turns out, we should probably not have taken our time, because it was very soon after we arrived 

at the LDS hospital in Idaho Falls that she gave birth to Norman.  It was in the days when people didn’t really 

feel the need to know the sex of the child before birth, and I don’t think the technology existed in those days to 

easily allow the doctors to take a peek.   

Susan had to be taken to a surgical suite a few hours after Norman was born because she had significant internal 

bleeding, but that all turned out fine and in a couple days, we were able to take that little baby home. 

Norman ate well, slept well, pooped and peed well from the beginning and was a delightful toddler, 

kindergartener and grade schooler.  He loved having friends and loved his mom and dad and his cousins on all 

sides of the family.  He particularly enjoyed his cousin Christopher Heindel, my sisters number three son.   

Norman was consistently below average height all of his years and would be considered below average height 

today, but what he lacks in altitude is way more than made up in attitude.  Norman is a leader and demonstrated 

that in his experiences in the Army, including a deployment to Iraq to rid Kuwait from Iraq’s despot leader, 

Saddam Hussein.  Norman returned from that deployment with an Army commendation medal for heroism as 

he served as a medical aid.  He later went on to become an officer with the rank of Captain.   When he was a 

teen and on the San Dimas High School swim team he was also a leader and was known by his fellow 

swimmers as “Father Murphy,” because he was the guy to whom the team could turn for comfort and leadership 

at a team or personal level.  Norm was also in Jazz Band under the leadership of Mr. Ed Wolf.  He played the 

trumpet and the piano.   

Norman is of level temperament and is a kind and loving husband and father.  He graduated from Utah State 

University with a Masters of Psychology degree and after many years as the head of special education in the 

Yakima School district is now a co-director of a major laboratory at USU which deals with special education 

issues across a multi-state area. 

Norman served a hard and honorable mission in Sendai Japan.  When he came home, he met and married a 

charming red headed bundle of energy and focus, Tamera Jensen Ames.  They were married in the Seattle 

Washington temple August 9, 1988.  Their companionship has been a marvel to see as they adopted three boys, 

Oliver (who recently returned from an honorable mission to the Spanish speaking people in Oklahoma and 

Arkansas), Levi, and Anderson, who have all turned out to be wonderful young men.  Norm and Tam’s fourth 

son, Benjamin, came about biologically after almost 12 years of trying.  He is also a wonderful young man and 

will go far.   

As parents, we are so proud of Norman and his commitment to all things spiritual and temporal for the benefit 

of his family and those around him.  He currently serves as the Bishop of a Young Single Adult Stake ward at 

the University.  He loves those young people and they clearly love him.   
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Glen Oliver Ames (Glen and Nicole) 

Susan’s pregnancy with Glen also was easy and so was his actual birth.  (Although I did insist 

on taking her to the hospital 12 hours early, much to hers and the doctors amazement.)  Glen 

was our only child not born in the Idaho Falls LDS hospital.  Instead he was born in 

Fullerton, California, while we lived in Anaheim. 

We called him Baby Glen, mostly for Norman’s benefit but from the beginning, Norman was not threatened by 

this new creature that had come to take up some of mom and dad’s time.  Rather, he was content to hold and 

play with Glen as much as was safe and that Glen would enjoy.   

Glen was what we called a little butter ball.  He was pleasantly plump as a child and holding him in my arms 

was pure delight.  His day was filled with giggles and Glen-talk and moving here there and everywhere.  He 

loved his older brother and they had a great time together all of their lives and to this day.   

Glen was also a very empathic little fellow.  One day when I was flat broke, (a condition that stayed with me 

until our move to Providence, Utah), I was working on our old 1967 Volkswagen Beetle.  The only way I could 

afford to have two cars was to do the maintenance on both of them.  I was kneeling at the back of the beetle 

working on the engine, and I heard a child sniffling behind me.  I turned, and it was Glen.  I asked him why he 

was crying.  His response astounded me.  He said he was sad because he felt bad that I had to work so hard.  We 

both then started out crying and I hugged him and told him that it really helped me to know that he cared about 

how hard his daddy worked.   

Glen was our child who loved a good joke and teased anyone he could find to get a laugh out of them.  All of 

his life, it has been far more important that other people in his sphere of influence were having a good time.  It 

was way more important to him that others, regardless of the venue were enjoying themselves.  He was always 

up for a good laugh or chuckle, game or contest. 

Glen’s patience with his parents became very clear at one point when for family and financial reasons, we 

moved to Hailey, Idaho.  This was in the summer between Glen’s Junior and Senior years in San Dimas, CA.  I 

had not really thought through the impact on Glen’s life by moving him at such a time in the life of a teen.  I 

don’t remember any crying or whining or carrying on about this and that - typical of a normal teen.  But Glen 

accepted the move with humility and kindness towards his dad.  Only later did I find out that he was to have 

been the band president the next year and other great things that he’d earned in his tenure at San Dimas High.   

We were very proud when Glen went to Bilbao, Spain for his church mission.  He served honorably and came 

home with his last suit barely hanging on his body by only a few threads.  He attended Utah State University 

and within the first year met a very cute little brainy blond girl by the name of Nicole Fodnes.  They were 

married in the Logan, Utah LDS temple March 17, 1990.  They have two glorious children, Zachary (who 

served a valiant German mission) and Abigail.  Glen went on to earn a master’s degree in civil and 

environmental engineering.  He also tested for and received his Licensed Professional Engineer’s license, a 

major achievement for anyone and he did it in the first test.  Most young men had to take the test multiple times.  

Glen has a real engineering brain and mathematics has always been a very powerful skill he’s mastered.   

Glen has worked almost 13 years as of this writing for the Utah Department of Transportation.  He’s also been 

tuning pianos for the LDS church for many years and does a few private tunings as well.   



Glen is still the person who seems to work the hardest of all of the children to make sure that other people are 

having a good time when they are in his presence.  He loves to tease, laugh and entertain.  He has served in 

many positions in the church including a long period of time on High Councils.  He also had a calling as a 

counselor in a bishopric.   

Glen is a man of true faith and charity and love.  He is also a very accomplished pianist and loves to record his 

own arrangements of hymns.   

Daniel Peder Ames (Daniel and Merrie Kay) 

Susan was newly pregnant with Daniel when we moved back to Idaho Falls from our 

first three years in California where we had lived in Anaheim.   Daniel was another 

round bundle of joy who’d given his mother no trouble during the pregnancy or birth.  

From the time he was born he had a darker complexion than his brothers, and to this 

day tans deep and dark in the summertime.  Dan followed in almost every respect in his older brother’s 

footsteps.  He was an excellent competition swimmer and played the trombone in bands during his schooling.   

Daniel was an exceptional student to the extent that one of his grade school teachers wanted to do a master 

thesis on Daniel and the relationship he had with his parents and his life style as it may relate to his performance 

in school.  Although all the boys were very good students, Daniel had more of his mother’s aptitude for pure 

book learning than the others.   

Daniel was born on December 24th, 1974.   We were living in a very old farm home that was cold and a fire 

hazard, but which was thrown in for free with some property that I had purchased from a very old farmer by the 

name of Clarence Arave.   

Susan went into labor Christmas Eve and got to spend the night and a day with her new bundle of joy in the 

LDS hospital in Idaho Falls.  I and the two older boys did the best we could at home, though it just wasn’t the 

same without Susan on that Christmas Eve and Christmas day in that old house.   

Daniel was another good sleeper and eater and pooper and pee-er.  He was jolly and cheerful all of his growing 

up years.   He was the Ames household resident inventor.  He invented a lawn mower that used two broom 

sticks for handles and they were mounted to a pair of scissors to allow the operator to mow the lawn by clicking 

the handles together, thereby operating the scissors to cut the grass.   

When we moved to San Dimas, Daniel had a great time in school playing in band and swimming and hanging 

out with his brothers at the beach, as well as in the swimming pool behind our house and hanging out with 

various male and female buddies in a rather large group.  Daniel enjoyed church and scouting and ultimately 

earned his Eagle Scout ranking.   Later Daniel would apply for and receive a $3000 scholarship from the Eagle 

Scout organization; so scouting was good to Daniel.   

Dan was our good luck child.  If there was ever a random drawing or contest of some kind, Dan would end up 

the winner, and often times due to pure accident.  His brothers are still in awe of his level of luck with trivial 

things like being the guy with the note under his seat saying that whoever was sitting in that seat had won a 

basketball.   

Daniel went on to serve an honorable mission in Scotland.  After he returned home, he met a wonderful young 

woman by the name of Merrie Kay Brown.  They were married in the Logan, Utah LDS temple June 12, 1992.  
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They have four children, Dan Jr., (Recently returned from his mission in the Netherlands), Lydia, (currently 

serving a mission in Tijuana), Mathew, a senior in high school and Evelyn. 

Daniel followed an interesting career path as he pursued his education at Utah State University.  He found a 

terrible job on the University job board of collecting hazardous waste.  But because the job had gone unfulfilled 

so long, they offered him a full time position that had benefits and would allow him to do his collections at any 

time that would fit with his school schedule.   

Daniel went on to receive a Master’s degree and PhD in Environmental and Civil Engineering and is now a full 

professor of Civil/Environmental Engineering at BYU. 

Sarah Louise Ames (Sarah and Dirk) 

Sarah was born after an easy pregnancy on January 24th 1974.  She was a charming little 

bundle of sweetness.  Because we had only had boys to that point in time, we didn’t really 

understand how little girls grew and developed emotionally and intellectually, so we 

ignored some signs early on that would have let us know that she was a child who would 

have some special needs.  It took her much longer to learn to talk.  We got the news in first grade from her first 

teacher that she was a special needs child.   

We took her to a special department at University of California in Los Angeles as we had moved to San Dimas, 

CA from Idaho Falls.  They did an assessment on her that indicated that along with some effects of hearing loss, 

earlier corrected, that she would definitely have learning challenges due to some cognitive difficulties in her 

brain.  They suggested an in-patient program where they would do “experimental” drug therapy on her.   

Susan and I cried all the way back to San Dimas and we prayed and fasted and got the clear message that the 

doctor was a mostly wrong message.  That began a long process of loving and teaching and patience both for 

Sarah and for her mother and I and her brothers.   

The end result was that she can do all of the things they thought she could not, and much, much more. But most 

importantly, she is the kindest and sweetest and best daughter and aunt and sister that anyone could ever have.   

She even had the opportunity to marry a young man, Dirk Ahlemann, in the Logan, UT temple.  Dirk was very 

emotionally ill, and eventually took his own life, but we are confident that when it comes time decades from 

now that Sarah and he will be reunited, both whole in mind and body and spirit.   

For now, Sarah lives in a group home with two other women who have similar intellectual challenges, though 

they both are worse off than Sarah.  So Sarah is able to live an independent and productive life that is fulfilling.  

Her focus is her room mates, her mom and dad and her brothers, sisters in law, and her nephews and nieces and 

even two new nieces and one new nephew who have married into the family.   

Sarah is a rock of love and forgiveness and empathy and compassion and true charity in our family.  Her 

relaxing hours are spent crocheting and creating all manner of gifts for her loved ones.  She also has a beautiful 

voice and never forgets anyone or anything that has ever mattered to her! 



Michael Johann Ames (Michael and Libby) 

Michael was born on August 8, 1976.  His birth signaled a major change in the path 

of child bearing and rearing for the Ames family.  His was the first and last birth 

that I attended in real time in the birthing room.  Shortly after that I received a clear 

message from the Holy Ghost that Michael was to be our last child.  OR as I 

watched the ordeal that is child birth, I didn’t want to put Susan through that ever again.  Also, we’d talked 

about the size of our family and the needs that Sarah would have and finances and all the other things that affect 

parenting energy and ability in this modern age and prayed about it and decided that this would be our last 

child.  It was and has turned out to be a good decision as we look back on the many years since.   

For our last child we got very special child.  Again, the pregnancy was easy, the birthing was as easy as the 

others, and the result was a cute and snuggly and highly entertaining entity that would and still does lend a 

wonderful dimension to our family.  

Michael was a joy to watch as his small body jumped into the San Dimas Aquatics pool to swim competitively.  

He would bounce off of one lane line and then the other and finally get to the end of the pool with a huge grin 

on his face.  He later became a truly excellent swimmer.  He was always a good student and got along very well 

with everyone in his world.   

Michael did not take teasing very well.  There is a wonderful bit of true family lore about Michael at Disney 

Land when he was about 2 years old.  As we waited for a parade, he got his bottle and went a few feet out into 

the street and started a little dance to the pre-parade music.  We started to clap for him as did many others along 

the street.  He stopped dancing, looked around and broke out into crocodile tears and ran to his mom.  He didn’t 

like the notoriety.   

Another time we were on a sailboat, and he, as he often did, popped out with a cute phrase: “Makes you sea 

sick.”  We all laughed and it was caught on video tape.  He got very upset, and feigns to this very day to dislike 

having the story retold.  ☺ 

Mike, as all of the other boys believes it is far more important that everyone else in his circle are having a good 

time before he himself checks to see if he is having a good time.  It is a wonderful common characteristic of the 

Ames boy.   

Michael became a very accomplished pianist over the years and records and produces his music as a hobby.  It 

is truly appreciated by everyone.   

He went on to serve a mission to Minneapolis where he would meet his future wife, Libby Cameron.   

After his mission, he attended Utah State University and began serious courting of Libby.  They were married in 

the Provo, Utah, LDS Temple.  Michael would finish his education in Minnesota with a master’s degree in 

Business Information Systems.  He is currently the manager of a group of software folks who are working on 

data mining in the area of cancer research at the University of Colorado Medical Center where they live in 

Centennial, CO. with their three kids, Anna, 13, Peter 10 and Eli 8.  They had a still born baby who is buried in 

the Salt Lake City cemetery, Michael Cameron Ames.  He was what is known as a “trisomy baby,” a major 

birth defect that doesn’t allow the child to grow normally in the womb.   

Michael is still a bundle of joy, and the tallest in the Ames family with the exception of 6’ 3” Daniel Ames Jr.   
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Michael is all about fun and laughter and joy and the enjoyment of others.  

In summary, I have the best and brightest and handsomest and loveliest 5 children to ever come to earth.  I 

don’t know why I have had such a blessing, but in gratitude and humility I accept that our Heavenly Father, 

knew what he was doing when he entrusted them to my and Susan’s hands. 

Daughters in Law - Tamera Jensen , Nicole Fodnes, Merrie Kay Brown, Libby Cameron  

I have a hard time referring to those four girls as daughters-in-law.  They are four lovely Ames women who to 

me are simply four more daughters.  I love them as I would any daughter.  I worry about them, cherish them, 

pray for them every day, laugh at and with them, and cry about them.   

I try very hard not to stick my nose into their business, but it is really hard not to.  But, they seem to love me 

anyway. Susan and I are both counting our blessings that the relationship we share with these wonderful spirits 

is not the typical in-law type of relationship one sees on television or in the movies.   

These girls have, without any doubt, been the strong guiding force that all four son’s needed.   These ladies 

perfectly filled the negative gaps in the personalities of our sons.  The end result being four sons who are 

committed to following true gospel principles, working hard to support their families, serving in their 

communities and in the church and who love their children and spouses without reserve.   

They are all wonderful and devoted mothers.  They all stayed home when their children were young and that 

has paid off wonderfully as we see these grandchildren prosper.   

Yes, among the four girls, there are two missionaries, several college degrees and many years of college 

education yet to come.  But, what is important to this Daddy-in-law is that they most value their service to their 

husbands and children and community and they are holding tightly to the Iron Rod. 

My Grandchildren 

As you grandchildren read this special addendum about you, please understand that the oldest may get more 

lines of thought from me and the younger ones less so.  That is because the olders are in busier and more 

complex phases of their lives.  Don’t let that worry you.  I will update all of you as time goes along.  When I’m 

gone, Grandmother will continue to add the important events in your lives as they evolve.   

Another important thing I’d like to say to all of you is that you will make mistakes in your life and you will 

know for a certainty that they are mistakes.  You may not know fully about the magnitude of that mistake until 

after the consequences of the mistake have kicked in, but you will always come to a point that you will know 

that a course correction is needed.  Some of you will compound the mistake as you attempt to deny the problem 

or to hide it or smooth it over, don’t even try, it doesn’t work.   Some of you will make really big mistakes, but 

know that your granddad is here on the job and able to listen and to council as will be your parents.  Also know 

that there is no mistake so large that your parents, your grandparents and your Heavenly Father and his Son, 

Jesus Christ will love and forgive unconditionally when you act upon repentance and seek forgiveness.   

I don’t know who said it first, or maybe I invented this myself: “Grandchildren are wonderful.   If only you 

didn’t have to have kids first.”  No, I don’t seriously mean that, but it does address a sentiment that grand kids 

are a totally different animal than their parents as the grandparents wish to relate and bond with them.   



A parent goes into business with Heavenly Father to create a whole new stand-alone entity called a child.  

Along with that goes the huge responsibility that prevents the parent from just being a pal, a buddy, and an 

enabler.   Not so with a grandparent.  In that case, the grandparent wants specifically to be a beloved pal, buddy 

and enabler and dreads those few times when the grandparent has to be a disciplinarian.   

Fortunately for me, my life with my grandkids has been loaded with the cuddly pal, buddy, enabler relationship 

and only in a very few cases did I ever have to resort to disciplinarian.  That said, I expect great things from 

each grandchild.  I expect them to always: 

• Be respectful of others, but especially their parents and siblings. 

• Be hard workers whether around the house or in school or in a job, sport or any other undertaking. 

• Be scrupulously honest in all their dealings with others.   

• Follow the prophet and their church leader’s suggestions for a happy and long life. 

• Cling to the Iron Rod of Gospel principles. 

• Get a good education, whether at a university, or technical school or apprenticeship, or any other endeavor 

that will assure them a lifelong means of paying their own way.   

• The boys need to serve full time missions for the Church unless there are compelling circumstances due to 

poor health or intellect or lack of belief.  (The latter can be easily overcome). 

• Marry well and have families through biological means and in the absence of that through adoption.  

Marrying well doesn’t mean marrying wealthy or even healthy it means marrying someone with whom 

you have compatible gospel goals for work, family and finances.  It means marrying someone who you 

will forever be proud to say, “he or she is my very best friend).  Marry not just a wife or husband, but an 

eternal co-equal partner.  

• Become a friend of selflessness in all that you do.  Self-ishness is a low standard that anyone can achieve.  

Self-lessness is the high standard for the eternal royal lives that I envision for my grandkids. 

• Be very careful with finances.  Credit cards are Satan’s own special tool to drive people down to a special 

kind of hell.  The same goes with any credit.  Yes, there are special things that will require credit, like a 

home and a washing machine, but it pretty much stops there.   The general rule is if you have to borrow to 

have it, you don’t need it; save for it. 

Well, that concludes the Granddaddy lecture, so let’s get on to each of the grandkids.  I’ve opted to do this 

section oldest to youngest rather than by families because I think of each grandchild stand-alone as their own 

man or woman.    

****************************************************************************************** 

Zachary Glen Ames - born 17 September 1993 –Glen and Nicole (pictured with Sara) 

I first saw Zach in a fuzzy black and white picture taken in the womb through the miracle 

of a sonogram.  And, when I first saw him after his birth, I actually did recognize him from 

the sonogram.  I was truly surprised.  Zachary was the image and shape of his father Glen, 

round and happy and ready for a good laugh or chuckle.   

Zachary spent much of his life as Zachary Glen Ames, Pirate of Gold.  I felt very bad when he finally got to 

high school and wouldn’t let anyone call him that.  He had a great time in high school doing theater arts and 

some student government and getting good grades. 
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Zachary has always been ready for hard work and loves his parents and his cute little sister.  He did well in 

school, and was a hit among the ladies.   

He took his role as the oldest grandchild seriously and set a great pattern for his sister and for his younger 

cousins as he worked hard in school, and honorably completed a mission to Germany.  As of this writing he is 

working with socially challenged young men and is attending school at Utah Valley University working 

towards degrees in psychology and eventually he wants to be a psychiatrist.  I know that he is a young man with 

the work ethic and brains to achieve any goal.   

May 7, 2016, he married the lovely Sara Spencer in the Ogden, Utah, LDS Temple.  Sarah is a delightful 

granddaughter in law and a perfect match and eternal partner for Zachary. We already love her as our own. 

 

Daniel Calvin Ames, born 8 March 1994—Dan and Merrie Kay 

Daniel spent several of his early years as our own weeble-wobble toy.  His head was just too 

big for his neck though his neck tried to tame his head as best it could.  That big head would 

serve him well as the rest of his body grew to fit his head.  His head started big because it 

was chock full of intelligent brainy stuff right from the time he was born.    

Daniel has defied Ames and Brown genetics as our tallest grandson at a couple inches over six feet.  Much to 

the consternation of a couple of his shorter cousins, Daniel never did go in for basketball.  Rather, he’s always 

chosen to spend his time in things more technical and did very well in school.  He loves the piano and he and 

his brother Mathew, a drummer, have a great time together.  Daniel is hoping to build a career in computerized 

graphics and stuff with names that I don’t understand, but are both artistic and technical.   

He served an honorable mission in The Netherlands and is now on the hunt for his eternal companion.   

Daniel is now employed by and working on his degrees at BYU.  Daniel has a strong sense of who he is and 

where he is going and the talent and drive to get wherever that is.   

 

Oliver James Ames, born 20 April 1994 -- Norman and Tamera (pictured with 

Monique) 

I’m afraid I have to say that of all the Ames boys, this one was about the cutest in his 

younger years, and HE will claim that he ended up the most handsome of all of them.    

When his mother and father brought him home, I looked at him and thought, “my gosh, 

this has to be the homeliest baby I’ve ever seen. “His birth had been rough and he was all red and splotchy and 

one eye was off center and his head was a bit triangular shaped.  But, the good news is that he did in fact inflate 

properly like a little red-haired balloon into a cute little anything-for-a-good-time bundle of unending energy.    

As life went on for Oliver, he did indeed grow up to be a handsome and wonderful contribution to the Ames 

family.  He did well in school and was loved to death by his parents.  (Figuratively speaking of course). 



He has been a terrific example to his brothers and has spent many an hour wrestling each of them without 

mercy.  They love and respect him completely.  Tears were shed by those brothers when Oliver was called to 

serve in the Tulsa, Oklahoma-Spanish speaking mission for two years. 

After he completed his mission, he came home and fairly quickly found the girl of his dreams, one Monique 

Davidson - a dark haired and highly intelligent little beauty who is as full of fun and games and love and 

understanding as is Oliver.  We are so happy that Monique chose Oliver Ames and the Ames family and to 

become Monique Ames.  Our gene pool is very happy. 

They were married in the Gilbert, Arizona, Temple on January 16, 2016. 

Oliver and Monique are both working at this time and trying to settle on good career paths.  

 

Abigail Nicole Ames, born 7 August 1995 -- Glen and Nicole (Pictured with Ryan) 

Ah, finally, a lovely little Ames granddaughter is born.  I love the boys, but inserting an 

intelligent and cute and blond and energetic bit of femininity happened at just the right 

time.  Abigail was born petite and is still petite as a grown woman.  But, don’t let her size 

fool you.  Get on her wrong side and she will let you know about it.   

Abigail was truly a small female version of her father as a child, full of cuddles and games and laughter.  There 

were few times that I felt more pure joy as a grandfather than those times when Abigail would be with her 

cousin Lydia and they would be at the lake and running in the sand, one with dark blond hair and the other with 

white blond hair flowing on behind them or when they’d sneak off to a bedroom and find something for 

costumes and come out into the living room and put on a dance demonstration. 

In fact, Abigail went on to be an excellent competition ball room dancer, winning many ribbons and awards, 

often with her brother Zachary as her partner.  She also loved acting and did much in theater arts in high school.  

We enjoyed many a high school play first with Zachary and then as Abigail aged up.  She learned to play the 

harp and to sing beautifully, 

I managed most of my life to be a little scary to Abigail I think.  I remember well the time that I had a small 

street-legal antique sports car.  I thought it would be great fun to sit Abigail in it and have a picture taken with 

me.  It just wouldn’t do, so the picture we have is with me smiling, the car sitting quietly and Abigail’s mouth 

wide open screaming in fear for her life.  I suppose that experience only served to toughen her up because now, 

she doesn’t seem to be fearful of anything.   

Abigail has turned into quite the business woman and now works at a credit union office that handles the 

company’s human resources.   

December 13, 2014 Abigail married Ryan Mossi in the Salt Lake City LDS Temple.   She was a lovely bride.  

Both she and Ryan are working hard and studying to further their education. 

A few weeks ago, we received the wonderful news that Abigail was pregnant with our very first great 

grandchild.  So far, she and the baby are doing well.  She will be a wonderful mother. 
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Lydia Maurine Ames, born 24 April 1996 -- Dan and Merrie Kay 

Another magnificent blessing came to us in 1996 in the form of Lydia Maurine Ames.  She 

is a cousin “twin” to Abigail.  Both girls love each other and were born only a few months 

apart, Abigail being the older.   

Lydia, also full of brains and wisdom from birth had an extra helping of love to dish out to 

her grandparents whenever we or she would show up in the same space.  When she was smaller, she would 

come running at me and jump from several feet away, into my arms and hug me like she was a bear and I was a 

tree.     

My life has been extended many years because of that little girl’s unconstrained love for her grandparents.  In 

fact, she seems to have never had a bottom to her pool of compassion and love for her parents or grandparents 

or her siblings.   

She loved theater arts in high school and was also an excellent competition ball room dancer, often with her 

brother Daniel as her partner.  What joy a grandparent feels to see two grandchildren, brother and sister 

performing in front of a crowd. 

Lydia has always had an extra helping of wisdom in her interactions with her parents and siblings.  She is a 

triple dipper in beauty, brains, and wisdom. 

She brought with her an older spirit from the other side I think.  Her dad and mother have both commented that 

they felt a little inferior at times in some of their daily interactions with their daughter.  I know what they are 

talking about.   

She did very well in school and is now serving an LDS mission to the backward country of Mexico in the 

backward town of Tijuana.  Boy was I upset and thought about calling the Prophet when I heard the words 

Tijuana, Mexico.  But, as it turns out, hard mission though it has been, she has learned to love the people there.  

As of this writing, we are looking forward with excitement to her return home in late November. 

There is some young man out there right now who’d better be saying his prayers fervently every night that he 

will be the one she chooses for an eternal partner.  I know that she is praying for him even though they don’t 

know each other—yet.   

 [April 1, 2018:  As with so many of life’s surprises, a handsome young man came into 

Lydia’s life during her mission—Luis Roberto Ortiz Lopez, or as he is known, Luis 

Ortiz.  Luis and Lydia found each other while he served as Zone Leader on her mission.  

They were both impressed by the strength of testimony of the other one.  They each 

carried this quietly inside until she returned from her mission in December 2016.  Luis 

met her at the airport in Salt Lake City and they dated for nearly a year before they 

married in the Provo City Center Temple in November 2017.  He was a complete surprise to the family but has 

made his way into the hearts of all by his quiet strength, his beautiful smile, his love of Lydia, his hard-working 

ethic, his pleasant support of all members of her small and larger family, and his love of the Gospel.  When they 

married, his entire, large family came from Oaxaca to meet, celebrate and join in the sacred ordinances in the 

temple.  I expect great things from this young couple!] 



 

Levi Corsi Ames, born 26 July 1997 —Norman and Tamera 

Levi came into our lives in difficult circumstances with a severely malformed lip and pallet.  

He had to go through many, many surgeries from the time he was a baby to correct the 

deformities, the result of which is a very handsome young man as of this writing.  There were 

many miracles during those surgery years, and the Ames family is very grateful to the United 

States Army for the healthcare benefits they offered to Norman and Tamera during that time.    

Levi is our most challenged grandchild.  Besides the trauma of those surgeries, he also falls on the autistic 

spectrum to the extent that he will always need a little assistance in life.  Fortunately for him, he was blessed to 

have Norman and Tamera in his life from the beginning as they had the patience and fortitude to endure all that 

needed to be endured during those many years.   

Conversely, our family has been blessed by Levi’s presence as we’ve learned to respect the tremendous 

personal strength it has taken him to deal with the surgeries and the challenges of Autism.  He has done the best 

he can to overcome the negative aspects of his autism and to build on the special talents he has as well.  

Levi is the most creative grandchild in the Ames family.  His creativity is in a narrow niche, but it is a niche that 

is tall and deep.   

He has a terrific memory, perhaps savant and in many ways genius when it comes to monsters and super heroes 

and other media based creations of other people.  But, Levi takes that one step further and has created over 4000 

other characters.  He has also learned enough on the computer to create a spreadsheet complete with links about 

descriptions of the characteristics of each of them.  To top that off, he has begun working on artwork 

representations of these characters and to top that off, he has written several great stories about the interactions 

of various characters with various powers. 

Levi takes some medications to help him with his life and will soon be moving from home and into special 

services with other young men with challenges and uniqueness. 

 

Mathew Richard Ames, 31 December 1998 —Dan and Merrie Kay 

By the time Mathew came along, I was starting to take for granted that there was another 

Ames baby being born and that all would be well, so I didn’t focus as much on the baby 

years with Mathew and his cousins of later birth.  Instead, my interests really kicked in when 

he hit the post baptism years.  (I must admit that will all 5 of my own children, and all of my 

grandchildren, that I’m more of a—are they potty trained?  Can they answer questions?—

kind of grandfather).   

Mathew has done well in school and at the time of this writing is coming up on his senior year.   

Mathew is one of the super talented in the family.  He is an excellent artist and an excellent musician.  Now, his 

main interest seems to become a You Tube star, along with some of his insane buddies.   

His voice is about the lowest of all of the cousins – a bass already - and while not as tall as his brother Daniel, 

he is among the tallest of the grandkids.  He loves technology in the form of videography and is, I think, leaning 



165 

 

that direction for a career.  It wouldn’t surprise me to find that he and his older brother are in business together 

some day and getting rich in the video game and the fantastic movie business.  They already have the stories 

and characters in Levi’s collection. 

Mathew is in the age group of “I don’t know,” when questions about his future come up.  But that is okay.  It is 

an age group phenomenon.  I do know that he is a highly focused, highly talented young man who has the 

capacity intellectually to achieve any goal he chooses.    The world is quite literally a smorgasbord of 

opportunity for Mathew. 

His will be a fascinating life to watch. 

 

Anderson Joseph Ames, born 18 January 1999—Norman and Tamera 

Anderson was as cute and charming a baby as any of the others when he entered the Ames 

family world.  Somewhere along the way he’d picked up a gene that gave him dark eyebrows 

and hair.  He had a ready smile for anyone who’d smile back at him.  

Because his mother and father lived 600 miles away in Zillah, Washington, we didn’t have the 

opportunity to play much of a part in Anderson’s younger years, but we could follow the goings on via visits 

and the pictures Norm and Tam took and posted on the computers.   

A great thing about Anderson is the wonderful relationship he has with his dad.  Anderson is always wrapping 

his arms around his dad, hugging him or teasing him.  It is great to see.   

Anderson will be a senior in high school this coming fall of 2016.  He is excited especially because he will be 

playing varsity football as a senior.  He has been playing for a couple of years in the sophomore or Junior 

varsity teams.   

It has been great fun being around him a whole lot more since their family moved to Logan.  We frequently get 

to his games and he is played a lot and seems to be respected by his teammates and his coaches.  Anders has 

spent many hours working around our house and yard doing the painting, fixing, and yard work that the 

grandparents don’t want to do!  He is a really hard worker. 

As with Mathew, Anderson is in the, “I don’t know,” teen years when he is asked questions about his future 

plans and goals.  I do know that he is intelligent, likes to have fun and works hard whenever I have him over to 

our house to help.  He also has a job at an Italian fast food place.  Oliver, his big brother has been a pretty good 

role model for Anderson and I see many of Oliver’s traits in him. 

There is a lot of important thought going on in Anderson’s head than ever shows on the outside.  But there is 

nothing wrong with quiet.  He is like his dad, Norm, in that respect. 

We do love that boy. 



Anna Rose, born 13 July 2002—Michael and Libby 

She is known to me as Sweet Anna Rose and always will be.  At the time of this writing, she 

is a young woman of 14 years old.  She is beautiful and to say she’s smart would be a gross 

understatement.  She is a girl who at one time had to be given a maximum allowed reading 

time - not TV time, not video games time - reading.  She is on a limited reading budget.  Her 

mother was raised that way and family reading time has always been a very important part of 

Anna’s day.   

Oh how I long for the days when she was 2 years old and would run through the house naked screaming “naked 

baby, naked baby.”  Now, she is refined and gentle and kind and super popular with her friends in church and 

school and way too pretty. 

She has spent time as a snake caretaker.  Imagine that.  She loves her little brothers, and they love her with all 

their heart.  There is enough difference in age that she is a little like a wee mother to them.   

Anna has many talents; among them are stage acting at school, piano playing, and even another instrument or 

two.  She is an accomplished athlete in swimming and volleyball.   

I will not be surprised to see Anna as head of a major corporation, or a U.S. senator or the best mother in the 

world, or a famous writer.  She is a girl who has no limit on what dreams she chooses to turn into reality. 

 

Benjamin Heber Ames, born 3 November 2003—Norman and Tamera 

Benjamin is the grandchild that looks most like his grandpa: Big round head, handsome, 

etc.  He is a delight.  He does well in school and about anything he sets his mind too.   

What he is best at is making sure that anyone his age or younger is having a good time.  

Ben is a natural care giver.  For example, one day we hiked to the Logan Canyon Wind 

caves.  Ben had done a good job of “scout packing” prior to the hike, and when his beloved little cousin Evelyn 

had a fall and scraped her knee, Ben came running, band aids and ointment in hand, shouting, “I’ve got this.”  

Indeed, he had all the necessary stuff, including compassion to fix up Evelyn’s knee.   

Evelyn and Benjamin and Peter and Eli are all pals whenever they get together.   

Another wonderful thing about Ben is that he has managed to make a pal out of his older brother Levi, 

something Anderson has not been able to do, I guess because of the nearness of age of the two.  But, Ben for 

some reason, 7 years younger than Levi is a bit of a caregiver to Levi.  They get along well, and Levi will take 

some teasing from Ben that would drive him to anger if Anderson did the same thing.   

I’m kind of hoping that Ben will choose something in the way of medicine or psychology because he, like his 

father, is just that kind of personality. 

But, Ben is above all an engineer, inventor, experimenter and into anything that rolls, flies, floats, ticks, or is 

capable of any kind of motion.  His life will be exciting and wonderful, I’m sure. 
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Michael Cameron, born 3 April 2005—Michael and Libby 

Of course, we know little about this tiny soul.  He was diagnosed while still in the 

womb as a “trisomy” baby which referred to a genetic problem that resulted in a little 

body that just wouldn’t grow properly.  Little Michael died in his mother’s womb.  

After his still birth, he was buried in the Salt Lake City cemetery.  We will wonder 

about little Michael until someone in the family gets to the other side of the veil.  I 

imagine I’ll be the first there and I won’t be shocked to find a cute little kid there by the name of Michael 

Cameron Ames who can make good use of his granddaddy.   

 

Peter Cannon, born 7 June 2006—Michael and Libby 

If there is something to be thrown, hit, tossed, bounced, kicked, lit on fire, teased, and loved, 

Peter is the first in line for the good times.  He is a freckle-faced bundle of lets-have-fun. 

Peter is very intelligent and loves to read during those rare times when he isn’t doing more 

active things.  He is a creative and sensitive young man.  He adores his older sister and 

idolizes both parents.  Probably because Michael and Libby are both just like Peter, the more people and parties 

and action, the better. 

He is doing very well in school and in church activities. 

We don’t get to see Peter often because his mother and father chose to live in Colorado.  But, when they come 

to Logan to visit, or we go to Colorado to visit, Peter makes me feel like we’ve been best buddies and have seen 

each other and played together, every day.  There are no bonding issues between that Energizer Bunny known 

to me as Peter Cannon Ames. 

 

Evelyn Kathleen, born 23 September 2007 – Dan and Merrie Kay 

The last of the Ames ladies to be born was Evelyn.  And what a great way to finish up the 

grandchildren of the female gender.  Evelyn is another of those old spirits that Heavenly 

Father waited to send to earth until this special time in the history of the Church and the 

world.   

She embodies all that is wonderful about Ames women. She is: extremely smart, lovely, kind, loving, caring 

and compassionate.  She sings, dances, plays the piano, creates beautiful art.  She loves her mom and dad and 

siblings totally and completely, and most important of all, she loves her granddaddy.   

She has wisely patterned herself after her mom and her sister in her choices.  She is loved by all who come into 

contact with her.   

She has continued the tradition started by her sister of running and leaping up into granddaddy’s arms and 

holding on like a gorilla until granddaddy’s snuggle tank is full to the top.   



Her life will be a fascinating thing to watch as it evolves.  I know that it will be something special and that she 

has the brains and testimony and stamina to be able to accomplish anything in this life that she chooses.   

Elijah Mark, born 7 February 2008 —Mike and Libby 

Eli has two speeds, stop and go; actually, I should say he has two speeds, stop and go-fast.  He 

is a handsome little fellow and the energy contest between him and his brother is on-going.  It 

would be very difficult to call a winner.   

 

Eli also loves his older sister dearly, but makes sure to do just one or two things now and then to see if he can 

switch her smile to a frown.  It is very hard, but he, and I should add, Peter do give it a try on rare occasions.   

Eli is an eating machine and can down enough food to choke a horse, but he burns it as fast as he can get it 

down.  He loves a good joke and is at his happiest best when he can laugh out loud.   

Both he and his older brother are very intelligent and the sky won’t even be the limit for them in their lives as 

they get older.   

Our most recent family photo was taken during our 50th Wedding Anniversary party, June 4, 2014.  The three 

missionaries were missing, but were there in spirit!  Can’t wait to have another with the new granddaughters 

and grandson.   
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[Supplemental Stuff from Susan] 
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My Life with Bette Christine Ames 
 
Betty was my dad’s youngest half sister.  He had an older half sister, 

Lorene .   
 
Betty was born with average Down’s Syndrome challenges.  She had 

the very typical slightly almond shaped eyes, short stubby fingers and a stocky 
frame.  Her hair was light brown.  I don’t remember her eye color.  Born 
November 26, 1940. 

 
She was born when my step grandmother Ethel was in her early forties.  

The statistics show that children born to older women have a much higher 
percentage probability of having Down’s.  However, that is not the rule as my 
nephew, Christopher Heindel, had a Down’s boy, Thomas,  born to him and his 
wife Cheryl  when they were only in their late 20’s.  Their son would be on 
about the same number scale as Bette in the range of the Down’s spectrum; 
perhaps a notch less (better) so.   

 
Thomas had some major advantages over Bette for being on the same scale number in that he had two older 

sisters for support, and all the advantages of modern medicine and psychological advances as well as special programs 
throughout his school years.  He also had a much larger support group in his near and far family.   

 
When Bette was born, the term was called Mongoloidism based upon the almond shaped eyes.  The more 

proper name, Down’s syndrome, took over about 40 or so years ago.  
 
 In the early 40’s and on for several decades, there simply was no real effort made on the part of academia and 

government/schools and communities to develop programs and targeted support systems to help people with that 
handicap.  In most all cases, the syndrome destined the Down’s child to a life at home or in institutions that were 
basically human warehouses.  Fortunately, my Grandfather Oliver, and Ethel had sufficient financial resources that the 
majority of Bette’s life was spent at home under their direct care and on occasion with the support of a hired day person 
to watch over her.   

 
Bette eventually died at about age 37, July 5, 1972, from an 

aneurism, possibly due to high blood pressure.  At the time Grandpa 
and Ethel were quite old, and could no longer care for Bette on a live in 
basis so she had been a resident in a supervised group home in Lander, 
Wyoming.     

 
Bette spoke well with some typical lisp due to a slight but 

typical malformation of her tongue.  She was a person of infinite 
cheery disposition.  She loved playing “at” the piano.  She had the 
normal love of girls for their dollies and other girly toys.  She would sing 
along with anyone or even a group in her own cheery way.   

 
Bette loved my father and all of her relatives, but my dad was 

truly a special person for her.  The moment he’d come into a room with 
Bette, she would immediately say, “Hare, you a boiled egg,” and burst into laughter.  My dad would in turn say, “No, you 
are a boiled egg.”  That would cause Bette to go into loud belly laughs, and my dad would chuckle, and then they’d start 
all over again.  It could go on a long time.   

 



Bette’s mom and dad held nothing back in terms of material goods and entertainment.  Unfortunately, Grandma 
Ethel wouldn’t hold back food including candy and soda pop.  That causes Bette to be quite overweight during her 
lifetime, and may have led to her early death.  In any case, the good news was that she had every opportunity for the 
years she lived to have a good life with a loving mother and father around to make sure she did.   

 
All family events that included Grandpa and Ethel were also attended by Bette with the exception of the last two 

or so years of her life.  She was a welcome fixture and was truly loved by all in the family.    
 
I was able from my earliest years to have a pretty good understanding of Bette’s handicap.  Though, I must 

admit that as a little boy, I couldn’t resist the temptation to tease, and when I was around my cousins, the Bette teasing 
would occasionally ramp up to a not very nice level.  I will always regret those few times.   

 
As I matured and got into my teens I developed a real love for my special Aunt.  In fact, I had the opportunity to 

help in Idaho Falls with a group of Down’s kids and had one or two trips to the swimming pool with them to help.  I 
would have had no interest had I not known Aunt Bette. 

 
When Susan came into my life, she became another truly loving and special friend with Bette.   
 
My mother was a deeply caring and loving and non-judgmental person who had a special relationship with 

Bette.   
 
I don’t know how my cousins and others in the family evolved in their relationship with her, but I’m sure their 

experience was very close to mine. 
 
I was invited by my grandparents to speak at Bette’s funeral and I was much honored to have done so.   

 

 


