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“He was easily the handsomest man I ever saw throughout all the years I was growing up.  He wasn’t 

large but was well built.  He had black hair and it was always neatly combed.  He was always very careful 

about his appearance.  He had amazing eyes, quite startling, different.  His son Wayne has eyes much 

like father’s. 

I remember no quarrels between my parents, though I knew they did have some misunderstandings.  

They just chose not to talk at all while the hurt or anger continued, and sometimes several days passed 

before all was right between them.   

I’m sure my father was not an easy person with whom to live.  He always seemed so frustrated with the 

terrible urgency seething around inside him.  An urgency which pushed and pulled at his very soul to go 

out there and “be somebody, and do something, ABE.” 

He truly wanted to make a real mark in the world, but he seemed to feel tied to the groove in which he 

found himself with no way out.  The air around him just sizzled with his spent-up longings to really be 

“somebody.”  He was a marvelous leader.  He was always the president, the captain, the “rounder-

upper”, the originator, the progressive one, the one everyone just naturally looked to for guidance.  I 

was so terribly proud of him. 

Whenever anyone new moved into our town, it was Father who welcomed them and helped them 

locate a home and introduced them to the community.  He always brought these new families to our 

home for a good meal, and they always looked upon him as their dearest friend, henceforth. 

At one time, soon after we moved to town, Father and Mother belonged to a little social group 

consisting of two doctors, a dentist, the school superintendent, etc.  I felt they were the elite of the 

valley.  They would meet at different homes each month, and I was always thrilled when they came to 

our home.  It was fun to watch these ‘pillars of the community’ play silly games and laugh themselves 

into exhaustion.   

They liked to play a game my father put. It consisted of the wooden top to a large a barrel into which 

screw hooks were evenly spaced with a number printed below each hook.  The object of the game was 

to stand back across the room and toss rubber fruit jar rings at the round board hanging on the opposite 

wall, hoping to catch those rings on the highest numbered hooks.  Score was kept, and little prizes were 

given, and everyone was very happy.  They would play that game for hours and laugh and tease each 

other.  Then they often had oyster stew, a favorite dish at parties even after I was grown up and 

teaching school.  Jell-O was most often dessert, with maybe a piece of cake. 

The above-mentioned dentist was the first man to bring news of a brand-new organization called The 

Boy Scouts into our valley.  He had worked in such an organization before he came to the valley, and he 

was all excited about forming such an organization in our valley.  He came to Father, and oh my, what a 



terrible mistake that was.  My father was shocked and angry and terrified.  My brother Verl was just 

about Scout age and as he listened to the talk about scouting, he was eager to be a scout. 

My father just paced the floor with fury and disgust and much name calling.  He had some idea that 

because uniforms were involved, that it was just a way of getting all the little boys trained for war duty 

and believe me, he wasn’t about to send his son off to war or prepare him to be a soldier. 

No one could talk to Father-he was adamant.  Never, never would he support such a “dang high fool 

notion”.  Never, never would he allow his son to belong to such a group.  Verl cried and pleaded, but 

Father knew what he knew and felt what he felt, and therefore, “Fiat justitia, ruat caelum.” (Let justice 

be done, though the heavens fall, or though the earth be shattered.) 

Poor Dr. Hyde was beside himself.  He just knew that A.D. didn’t understand, and the more he tried to 

explain, the more father fumed and spurned all efforts to proselyte A.D. (Father)  Our family was torn – 

Verl crying to be a scout – Mother not knowing what to think, and I wanting Verl to have his desires, but 

not ever wanting him to have to go to war. 

But somehow, I couldn’t imagine a group of little boys in uniforms turning into soldiers. 

I will never know what happened, but suddenly, one day, Father came strutting home from work 

wearing a Scouter’s full uniform: Canadian Mountie Hat and all, and he was just beaming with pure 

pleasure. 

They had vetted him in as the head scout man in the valley.  From then on, he was an ardent scout man, 

though he knew nothing about it until after his manual arrived, and then he really memorized its 

contents.  My, how handsome he was at parades and special occasions, resplendent in his beautiful 

uniform.  He was a sight to behold, and the whole valley exclaimed, “If A.D. says it is safe and all right, 

we are for it!”  And so, the valley was Boy-Scoutized. 

Father loved to sing.  Oh, how he loved to sing – only in church.  How eagerly he vented his complete 

tone-deafness!  How loudly he threw himself into the job at hand, and how saintly and beautiful he 

looked as he held the hymnbook and poured forth his special brand of monotone.  Besides being always 

a full tone behind everyone else, and he seemed totally unaware that he was not with the others or that 

there was such a thing as “being on key.” 

Father had very little schooling, none beyond the 8th grade, but he was a wonderful reader.  Among my 

earliest memories are of evenings on the farm when we all sat around the table in the dining room with 

a huge fire blazing away in the Charter Oak Heater, while Father read to all of us the entire book, Ben 

Hur.  I couldn’t understand any of it but loved to hear my father read all those big words and to note his 

obvious feelings as he became totally absorbed in the story as it moved along.   

Father was marvelous with any math, and all the high school girls used to come to our house to get his 

help with their problems in arithmetic.  While he had his store, men came from all over the valley to 

have him figure their business problems.  He was sharp and very intelligent. 

Father loved to tell jokes and to hear them.  He would chuckle for hours just thinking about one he had 

heard.  So often his jokes were about two characters with the names of Izzy and Ike.   



He loved to go to programs where he could hear humorous readings.  He always liked to be in pageants 

and big affairs where costumes were required.  He could be very dramatic.  Once he opened his whole 

store for the cast of some big pageant which was being staged across the street at the “show house”, 

and there were no dressing rooms there, so he just opened the store and the men used one half and the 

ladies the other half.  There was also one restroom, so the two nights of the big affair on Afton’s main 

street was quite a sight with Book of Mormon dressed characters streaming back and forth across the 

street from Taysom’s store to the show house. 

Father liked to do everything on the grand scale, and if he were involved in the actual performance or 

the head of the committee, he went all out to assure its success.  But if it happened to be something of 

which he disapproved or something about which he had not been duly consulted, he could be very 

difficult.  Father could really throw a tantrum at times.  He had a fearsome temper at times.  Oh, how he 

could rail about certain political personalities.  I think he could really hate with real soul completeness.  

He was a very practical man and understood the basic issues very well, and he despised --- quickly 

recognizing such – any affected pretense or “pulling the wool over the eyes” or “red-herring tactics”.  I 

am glad he was not here to witness the shame of Watergate.  He would certainly have died of fury. 

Father had an explosive temper at times – at times when it didn’t seem necessary – but I always felt that 

he vented his anger on some innocent thing or person and the real reason was known only to him.  But 

in minutes he could be the most kind, tender, comforting man in the world. 

Father was an avid gardener and renowned throughout the valley for his beautiful gardens.  He always 

won EVERYTHING at the county fair each year with his produce display.  I often helped him plant and 

harvest, and never did learn his secrets for successful gardening.  He never did anything special, but 

perhaps his plants knew that he loved them and trusted them to produce abundantly, and so they did 

even in years when other gardens were complete failures.   

He spent his happiest hours in his garden during the last 30 years of his life.  He was very unhappy 

otherwise.  His eyesight had begun to fail, and his hearing was failing and so many adverse things 

developed after he was so severely wounded physically and perhaps mentally in a car accident (year?)  

He never regained his great positive attitude and assurance. 

 

I have written much about my father in my story. 

The last time I saw Father was a few weeks before Arza and I were to leave to preside over the Alaska 

Canadian Mission in 1966.  We drove up to the valley to say goodbye.  Father was out in the garden 

planting, and it broke my heart to watch him feeling his planting efforts, down on his hands and knees, 

because he couldn’t see what he was doing.  Our visit with him was not a happy one.  He seemed quite 

disinterested in the special calling we had received. This hurt me, and I am sure surprised Arza.  But as 

we waved goodbye to them, Father and Millie, my heart ached.  I felt that likely I would never see Father 

again.  It was in December that year that Father died after having a stroke and then falling and breaking 

a hip.   He had fought to live for so many years, and his life had grown increasingly difficult, but even in 

the hospital, with the stroke, he fought with everything he had.  He would not give up.  He would not be 

that humbled.   



After he had returned, he had been warned that he must not try to get out of bed or walk alone (his leg 

was paralyzed.)  One night, having to go to the bathroom, and wanting to still prove that he was self-

sufficient, he attempted to get up alone and fell, breaking his hip.  Then and only then, did he seem to 

give up.  As they took him from the home on a stretcher to return him to the hospital, he seemed to 

accept – with humility and serenity that his time had come.  He asked Wyla to take good care of his 

Millie.  And within only a few days, he was gone. 

I came home to attend the funeral, and it was beautiful.  I believe I wrote of this in My story.   

It was almost a joy to see him in his casket, for death had erased all the misery, disappointment, 

frustrations, and worries and unhappiness from his face, and he looked very young, handsome, and so 

very much at peace at last. 

I have often wondered how he met Mother, what they may have said, if there was still a sweet love 

between them.  I can often picture them together young and beautiful.  I know that Father had lived 

with Millie more than twice as long as he had with Mother, and there were many years when I felt sure 

that he hardly remembered Mother, and he so often spoke of his beloved Millie.  Millie had surely been 

an angel beside him, an angel of mercy, and angel of patience and devotion, caring for him, loving him 

throughout all the years when he was difficult.  We owe Millie so much. 

MEMORIES OF GRANDMOTHER AND GRANDFATHER MCBRIDE 

I remember when I was very young, and we were living on the farm on Nield String.  Grandmother 

[McBride] and her daughters Gertrude Rowberry and Hettie Gorringe came to Afton to visit us.  I was 

terribly impressed with them.  Aunt Gert was large and beautiful and gorgeously dressed.  She was 

Grandmother’s eldest child.  She lived in American Falls, Idaho, and it was at her home there where my 

Father met my Mother, Aunt Gert’s younger sister. 

Aunt Hettie (Mehetable) was thin and bony and poorly dressed and as low profile as Aunt Gert was 

extremely nice-able.  Aunt Gert was a gorgeous lady, totally “in the know” about all things pertaining to 

society and proper behavior and dressing etc. She was a high society club woman in American Falls.  She 

had one stiff knee, so her walk intrigued me.  And my, oh how she could swim! (while they were with us, 

we took them over to the old Sulphur Springs swimming pool in Auburn.  I who was terrified of water, 

watched in awe, as my large beautiful, crippled aunt had a glorious time in the water.)  Aunt Gert also 

had the distinction of having married a Mr. Jeffs, had two children by him, and then divorced him and 

married Lon Rowberry.  

Mother was flushed with pleasure to have her mother and two sisters visiting her.  She and Father tried 

to show them a wonderful time.  

One day the ladies and I went to town, and after walking around the town, we went into the drugstore 

and sat at one of those darling ice cream tables and had some kind of drink.  I don’t remember what it 

was.  As soon as we were served, the waitress said, “I think you are a mother and her three daughters.”  

Aunt Gert said, “That’s right, now which of the daughters do you think is the eldest?”  The waitress 

didn’t even have to study the three ladies.  She pointed to Aunt Hettie.  As young as I was, I felt so sorry 

for Aunt Hettie.  She looked so hurt and shocked, while Aunt Gert glowed with pleasure. 



Another time, Grandmother came to visit us after we had moved to town.  We haver a snapshot of her 

sitting in Mother’s wicker rocking chair on our front lawn looking very nice, but always serious.  

Grandmother Caroline was always doing something with her hands.  She knit exquisite dainty lace using 

ordinary sewing thread. 

How well I remember Grandmother and Aunt Gert and Aunt Hettie, and Uncle Milt and Uncle Carl 

arriving at our home the night before Mother’s funeral.  Almost at once, Grandmother started through 

the house toward the bedroom where Mother’s body was laid out, walking unsteadily quite bent over in 

sorrow, and she began a terrible moaning, and by the time the rest were there, standing beside 

Mother’s body, they were all sobbing and crying loudly, and Grandmother’s terrible moaning was heard 

above it all.  It was a terrifying experience for me 

Read about the rest of this heart-breaking time in my personal story. 

I didn’t see Grandmother again until Grandfather died, when my Brother Verl, his wife Ruth, and their 

son Donald and Wyla and I drove to Oakley to the funeral. 

I was teaching school at that time and felt that Grandmother approved of the way I had grown up.  

When I married, she sent me a quilt she had made.  It was beautiful.  Red and White.   

The last time I saw Grandmother was when she and Aunt Hettie (who had put on much wait, but was 

still a most practical soul, and much more to my understanding), came to Salt Lake City where they 

visited with Velma Davies, who was Aunt Gert’s granddaughter.  Velma called me, and I took my two 

little toddlers, Jessie and Lon, uptown to Velma’s home to see Grandmother and to introduce Jessie and 

Lon to their Great Grandmother.  We took snapshots – I have some of them somewhere.  Grandmother 

was very much the same as I had always known her, and I had no idea that I would never see her again.  

At that time, she told me I was very much like my mother, Jessie.  She couldn’t have said anything that 

would have pleased me more. 

I always loved Grandmother, but felt slightly unacceptable in her eyes, a bit uneasy with her very frank, 

all business, no nonsense, Danish character.  She was a grand soul.  I’ll always be grateful to her. 

I have written very little about Grandfather Aaron McBride.  He was so quiet that I remember little 

about him.  He seldom talked with his children and always seemed to find very important business 

elsewhere whenever we visited his home, but I loved him, because my mother loved and revered him 

with all her heart. 

Below is a write up taken from the newspaper account of Grandfather’s funeral service held in Oakley, 

Idaho. 

“Funeral Services for Aaron McBride, well known early settler of Oakley, were held in Cassia Stake 

Tabernacle, Sunday afternoon, October 25th.  Mr. McBride had died October 23rd, 1931.  At the time of 

his death, Mr., McBride was more than 83 years old.  Despite his advanced age, he was exceptionally 

vigorous until an illness last winter.   

Aaron McBride was born July 10th, 1848, in Appanoose County, Iowa, the son of James and Olive Cheney 

McBride.  He came west with his parents and settled in Grantsville, Utah, in the fall of 1850.  At the age of 

20, he went from Grantsville by ox team to meet other members of the LDS Church who were enroute west.  



On November 8th, 1869, he and Caroline Sorensen were united in marriage and on April 18th, 1881, the 

family arrived in Idaho and settled in Oakley.   

Mr. McBride was a grandson of Thomas McBride who was killed at the Haun’s Mill Massacre, related in 

“Essentials of Church History.”  Mr. McBride was a mason and helped to build many stone houses in 

Grantsville.  He constructed the Coop Building, now Oakley Merc, and all the stone houses which were built 

at Oakley. 

In one winter and two summers, he quarried most of the rock used in the Oakley Tabernacle.  Among 

other buildings which he helped to put up were:  the Union—now Speckman Hardware; the Academy – 

now Oakley High School; the Stone House at Circle Ranch in City of Rocks. 

Some of the buildings outside this locality which he helped to erect are:  the first brick house in American 

Falls, The Flour Mill, Electric Plant, Store, Church and Hotel, all at American Falls:  stone houses at 

Minidoka, Jackson and Albion.  At one time he owned and operated a lime and brick kiln. 

When Mr. McBride began hauling stone for his present home, people told him it was folly for so old a 

man to erect another man, he replied that he wanted to build the house, even if he knew that death 

would come the day after it was completed.  He lived in this home for many years. 

Mr. McBride is survived by his wife and the following children:  Mrs. Gertrude Rowberry, Grantsville, 

Utah; Thomas McBride, Los Angeles; Milton McBride, American Falls; Mrs. Mehetable Gorringe, Oakley; 

Grant McBride, Winnemucca, Nevada; Chester McBride, Oakley; Carl McBride, Oakley; Mrs., Lita 

Taysom, Oakley. 

Bishop L.R. Critchfield of Oakley 3rd Ward conducted the funeral services.  Touching tributes were paid to 

the memory of M. McBride by J.J. Millard Sr., James Port, Wilford Sagers, President Charles S. Clark, 

Bishop John Adams, and Bishop Critchfield.  Songs by a chorus included “Come, Come Ye Saints”, “We 

Thank Thee O God For a Prophet”, and “I Need Thee Every Hour.”  Prayers were offered by James Jensen 

and Rome Adams.  At the burial in Oakley Cemetery, L.J. Robinson, Jr. dedicated the grave. 

Mr. McBride had many admirable traits, as strong and as dependable as the stone with which he built 

houses, and it is said of him that the good which he did will endure, even when the last of these stones 

will have been obliterated by time.  He was a faithful member of the LDS Church. 

Those who came from a distance to attend the funeral were:  Milton McBride and family from American 

Falls; Verl Taysom and wife Ruth and son, with Erma and Wyla Taysom, from Afton Wyoming: Alice 

Moroni Ward, Mr. and Mrs. Jacobs from American Falls. 

There were many beautiful flowers.” 

 

 

 

 

 



INTERESTING STORY TOLD AT GRANDFATHER AARON THOMA MCBRIDE’S FUNERAL 

Related by Jessie Erma Taysom Hinckley 

This happened while the McBride family was living up in the hills near Oakley Idaho.  Caroline gave birth 

to a baby boy—Elam.  This was her first child after the family had moved from Grantsville, Utah, to 

Oakley Idaho.  …  [Another] baby – James Raymond, [was just one year old when he died just after they 

arrived] in Idaho.  He died on October 29, 1881. 

… This new baby— Elam LeRoy— was born September 22, 1882.   

Caroline was in great pain and suffered greatly after the baby was born.  Her condition grew worse and 

her life was almost gone.  For three days she suffered, and nothing could be done for her. 

At that time, one of the twelve apostles of the church was in that area – likely for a stake conference of 

the church.  He was called with the President of the Stake to administer to Caroline.  As this great man 

sealed the anointing, he gave her a beautiful blessing promising her that she would be the mother of yet 

a large family, and then astounded all who were present by saying, “And you shall give birth to another 

son this day.”  

That very evening Caroline gave birth to another healthy boy, Frances Henry, on September 25th, 1882.  

Immediately Caroline began to recover. 

The twins grew, and all seemed to be normal in every way, 

but when they were less than a year old, in 1883, little Elam 

died.   [The records indicate that the infant Elam died when 

he was 5 days old—two days after the birth of his twin 

brother Henry Francis.] 

 

Francis grew 

to manhood, 

and I always knew him as Uncle Frank.  He died in 1954.  

The next child born in the family was Josephine Cherista – 

my mother.  There were three children after Mother— 

[Owen Chester McBride, Carlos Hyrum McBride, and Lita 

Louise McBride.  The other children in the family were: Olive Gertrude, Elsie Elizabeth Caroline 

Mehetable, Thomas Aaron, and Soren Milton. Caroline Sorensen McBride gave birth to 12 children and 9 

of them lived long lives.  Caroline was 87 years old when she died in 1941.] 

 

Signed,  

Jessie Erma Taysom Hinckley 

  


