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1939  A really neat new trio had come to 

town, Idaho Falls, and my friends and I 

went to hear them play. When our eyes 

first met, he, Norman, was playing the 

piano and the tune was "Deep Purple." 

Having lived a rather sheltered life, I had 

no idea as to how much one would put in 

the "kitty" as it was called, to request 

another tune, but I knew I had to hear 

him play that song one more time. I very 

shyly went up and gave him a nickel and 

asked him to play it once again. Never 

having been given such a small tip before, 

he almost fell off the piano stool. After gaining his composure, he asked someone who I 

was and that was the start of it all.  

At that time, I was working as an assistant to an eye doctor and one day Norman called 

me at my office. He said, most eloquently, how he had been having these dreams about a 

beautiful girl who he knew nothing about except that she liked to hear the song "Deep 

Purple." He insisted on picking me up after work and driving me to my home, so he'd at 

least have that much more material to work on in his dreams. What girl could refuse such 

a spokesman, especially if she herself were having a hard time sleeping? He did pick me 

up, take me home and met my precious Mother. [Nielsine Marianne Sorensen Pedersen] 

Now he had two girls in town interested in him. My Mother fell in love with him that first 

day and the bond between them never wavered clear to the time she had to leave us. I'm 

sure I have never known anyone who valued and respected womanhood more than did 

Norman. Over the years, I have come to know that a lot of it stems from the deep love he 

had for his own dear Mother and the utter respect he held for his fine Father [Glen T 

Bates, Sr.] who, in turn, taught him to respect his Mother. [Sarah Viva Anderson Bates] 

The example they set for him was one of the finest gifts a parent can give a child. He saw 

his Father put his Mother on a pedestal like some very fragile doll that he was deeply 

devoted to and loved.  

Although in later life, he had some very colorful language that only he could get away with 

saying, he never used certain words because his Dad had told him they would reflect in a 



derogatory manner on his Mother. Many times, he said he was sure he must have hurt his 

parents, but never deliberately. He told me of the time when he was quite young, and it 

was a Saturday morning and his Mother was tired from having worked the night before 

playing with the dance band, but still she had a dirty house to clean up. She asked the 

kids to help her and each, in turn, found a good excuse not to be of any help. He was 

about to join the group in the refusal, when he saw the look of utter hurt and despair on 

his Mother's face. He decided right then that nothing was as important as his Mother. In 

telling me about it, he said he stayed home, got down on his hands and knees and took all 

his anger at his brothers and sisters out on that miserable floor. When he was through, he 

was sure that floor never got such a scrubbing as it got from that angry young man.  

Perhaps one of the reasons Norm and his Mother were so close was the fact that they 

worked together for so long. Norm had a dancing school at the age of thirteen. Now we all 

know that no thirteen-year-old boy is going to be able to handle that all by himself and 

make any money -- which he did. Much of the credit should go to his Mother who was not 

only his accompanist, but made all the costumes for his reviews, kept his books and I'm 

sure kept a young man from getting too big headed. [These were Depression years, and 

Norman's earnings helped to sustain the family] He said that at times he felt a little put 

out because he didn't get to go out fishing and hunting with his Dad on a Saturday like his 

brothers did but had to stay home and teach dancing.  

That all changed one day when his Dad took him Jack rabbit hunting. He shot but only 

wounded a rabbit and it cried as only a wounded rabbit can cry. That made him physically 

sick and cured him once and for all of the "green eyed dragon." From then on, he was 

content to stay with his hard-working Mother, teach dancing, and watch all that money 

roll in.  

Norman always knew just what to say to a lady to make her feel really good. That female 

could be eight or eighty and from that big store of love he had for women, always came 

out the right thing to say or to do. Mother Bates told me that when he was just a toddler, 

he came in with a hand full of dandelions to give his Grandma. That was the same boy 

who years later left a basket of flowers on the doorstep of my Mother's home, so she 

would find them the first thing that beautiful May morning in 1939. His May Day gift to 

her.  

He always loved giving unusual gifts to the ladies he loved. One very special Christmas he 

hauled me all over town while he hunted up just the right rag dolls to give his sisters and 

his Mother. His only comment on giving dolls to grown up ladies was "I think that after all 

these years, it is about time someone gave Mother a doll." My own sister and my Mother 

and I were surprised one Thanksgiving Day when a messenger arrived with a gardenia for 

each of us. His dear sweet way of saying "Thank you, on this Thanksgiving Day."  

Many men had a profound effect on Norm, but none as strongly as his own dear Father. 

He seemed to say it all when he told me one day "My Dad is as straight a human being as 

he stands, and THAT IS STRAIGHT!" His Dad showed him by example that if you have a 

home and food and another has none, you share yours. He learned that lesson well, and 

over the years he shared not only material things but lent his shoulder to a pal who 



needed an understanding person to listen to his troubles and guide him a little in the right 

way.  

Norm was gifted with a deep understanding just what made a person tick. From his Dad, 

he also got a terrific sense of humor. I remember Dad Bates playing the piano and singing 

funny little songs. He made us all laugh until we cried. Then, in his day, so did Norman. 

He could take the tune "Dark Eyes" and play it in his interpretation of how it would sound 

in Russian, Gypsy, Chinese, jazz, player-piano, and even a classical rendition. While in 

Hawaii in 1979, he was accompanist for the [LDS] Priesthood meetings. One Sunday, 

President Lung met me at the door of the Church and said he had to tell me about the 

wonderful husband I had. It seems that at the morning meeting all the [Priesthood 

brethren] were tired after Saturday night, and it was only 7 a.m. Sunday morning. The 

tune they were to sing was "We Thank Thee Oh God for a Prophet." They had only sung 

one chorus when Norman stopped them, stood up and said "Now look here, men. I played 

at Shakey's Pizza parlour last night and they sang better than you are doing. So, let's 

start over again and this time don't let Shakey's put you to shame." President Lung said 

that was just what everyone needed -- a good shaking up in a humorous way.  

During that same period of time, he had a call one evening from one of the Elders. The 

accompanist for the Priesthood party that night was sick and there was no one to play for 

the talent contest. Norm told them he really didn't read music but would be glad to do 

what he could. Later that night, he came home looking like the cat who had swallowed the 

canary and handed me a plaque that read "Best Talent --Priesthood Party--1975." It 

seems that he so entertained them with not only the accompaniment, but all his ad lib 

between the acts that when the show was over, the contestants got together and voted 

him, "First Place."  

He was what is called a Musicians' Musician. The music that flowed from his fingers was 

unbelievable. He often said that perhaps he would have made the really big time if he had 

had more than six lessons. He was always quick to add that if he had gone that route, he 

wouldn't have had the children and me. He said he wouldn't trade us for anything. I 

sometimes felt a little guilty over that until I listened to tapes he left me [after his death] 

and I knew then what he meant and knew that his life was just what he wanted it to be 

and he was content and happy.  

Music was Norman, and Norman was music. She--Music--was my only rival and I didn't let 

Her come between us. I just shared him with Her. My brother Eddie [S. Eddie Pedersen] 

says of Norman "There wasn't a phony bone in that man's body. He was the most honest 

man I have ever known."  

During the years, Norm played or accompanied such as Lionel Hampton, The Ink Spots, 

Tennessee Ernie Ford, double piano with Fats Waller, and many others. He appeared on 

programs for two Presidents—Gerald Ford and L.B. Johnson. He knew many movie stars 

on first name basis but detested with a passion people who were name droppers or 

bragged about who they knew. To him, they were just people who happened to be 

famous.  



His God given talent didn't reach its pinnacle until we moved to Hawaii in 1969. Those 

wonderful unpretentious people accepted him for all his worth. I have preserved over a 

hundred tape recordings of his playing the piano solo and with other groups. His versatility 

was staggering. One ten days at Christmastime, 1978, our eldest daughter Judy, her 

husband and family came over to visit. In the short time they were there, they got to hear 

him play: solo at a big Hotel; with a Dixieland Band; dance music with a trio; and much to 

their astonishment one night, he played classical music with members of the Honolulu 

Symphony Orchestra. At one time or another he managed to have played at every big 

hotel there is on all the Islands of Hawaii.  

In 1979, when he finally let the musicians know that he would be leaving the Islands 

forever, and perhaps even this worldly existence, they gave him a big Aloha party. He was 

so very frail that when we arrived at the Hotel, he had to be helped into the banquet hall. 

Then the musicians began to fill that great big heart of his with love, praise and such 

kindness. Almost every name band in Hawaii showed up with the leader an at least part of 

his band. They all played in turn and gave tributes to Norman. The longer they kept 

showing up and the longer the party went on, the stronger Norm got. When we left, he 

needed no helping hand. Clutched to his heart was the plaque they had given him which 

read "To Norman Bates for Outstanding Contribution to Music in Hawaii." With that 

recognition, he floated out of the hall and I don't think his feet touched the ground for 

days. He had always played down his own music and tried to make the other musicians in 

the band look better than they even were. This, he finally knew, was appreciated- plus his 

natural genius with music. They all loved him, his music and his never wavering 

friendship.  

I have a tape of that day saved with the many others about which Norman had this to 

say, "I don't know if anyone will want to listen to them, but maybe someday one of my 

grandkids will want to know how "Old Grandpa" sounded.  

His music went with him no matter where he went or what he did. In 1945, during World 

War II, he joined the Merchant Marines and I gave him a toy flute to take with him. Never 

did I dream that on it he would compose some of the most beautiful music, complete with 

words.  

Lots of people wanted to record the one he wrote called "It's Mornin'" but it meant so 

much to him that he didn't want it let it go out to be played by just anyone. Perhaps 

someday the right person will sing and record it as he would have liked to have had it 

done.  

His fellow shipmates were so impressed with his music that when they were docked in 

Manila, some of them went around to the Officer's Clubs and told them that they had 

Tommy Dorsey's piano player with them. Dorsey was a big-name band leader in those 

days, and the Officers were so excited they asked all Norm's shipmates to come into the 

club and bring the piano man. Norman played every night they were in port, much to the 

enjoyment of his shipmates, and to the members of the club.  

When it was time to sail again, the men were sad to leave all that piano music behind, so 

they pooled their money and bought an old second-hand piano. It was against regulation 



to have a piano on board ship, but they were determined to have it. When the Captain 

was asleep, the whole crew got together, rented a hoist and were lifting it off the dock 

onto the ship. All was going very well until the piano was aimed directly over the ship and 

the hoist broke. The crash of a piano breaking into a million pieces was loud enough to 

awaken not only Captain but the whole Island. Norman said you have never seen such a 

disappearing act as the crew members made before the Captain arrived on deck. The poor 

man, try as he may, he never found out who did it, and the poor crew was without a piano 

for their "King of the Keys."  

Norman had heard that his brothers Frank and Bob Were in the Philippine Islands at that 

same time. He was unable to make contact with Frank who was in the Air Force but did 

get together with Bob who was in the Navy. [Extended family tradition has it that all 3 

brothers DID get together in the Philippines] That was very important to him as the family 

ties were very strong and even a short time with one of his brothers was very precious 

time to him.  

These are the words to one of his songs, written on board ship for our daughters: 

STARBRIGHT, STARBRIGHT  

The moon was shining on the sea --the sun had gone to bed.  

Your Daddy looked up to the sky, and This is what he said:  

Oh, Starbright Starbright --first star that I have seen tonight.  

Grant me this wish --oh Light from above.  

Please watch over the ones that I love.  

There's Judy ad Susan and Mother so kind.  

These are the ones that You must mind.  

So, Starbright Starbright Please give me my wish tonight. 

  

Our daughters, Judy Lynne and Susan Merry were precious to him. From the time Judy 

Lynne was born on his birthday in 1940 and Susan Merry arrived three and one-half years 

later with her Daddy assisting with her birth at home, Norman never ceased to marvel at 

how two such absolutely perfect human beings could have been entrusted to him. They 

were beautiful, talented, utterly trustworthy and they were HIS! He often said, "I don't 

like to talk about our girls too much to other people, because the girls are so wonderful 

and other people have so much trouble with theirs."  

Since we didn't have any trouble with them, many people would say, "You're just lucky." 

That used to anger Norm, as he said that it wasn't luck that did it; it was love, 

communication and trust. We always told the girls what we thought would be best for 

them to do or not to do and then left it up to them.  

Norman was very frank with the details and hazards of show business and discouraged 

them to ever having ambitions along that line. Judy twice had the lead in the musical 

"Annie Get Your Gun" and received rave notices. Susan was offered a scholarship from 

BYU to study classical vocal music in Austria but turned it down after talking to her Daddy. 

He told the girls that for the one who made it big after years of heartaches and hard 

study, thousands didn't. He tried to explain to them that having been in that business 



most of his life, there were very few good happily married women and that as far as he 

was concerned, their beautiful voices had been God-given and could be used over and 

over again making people happy just to hear them sing. They didn't have to go after the 

money or fame, as those were hollow rewards if you didn't have a happy home life to go 

along with it.  

The girls took their Daddy's good advice, married fine young men in the temple and gave 

their proud Father thirteen grandchildren. The girls have often said what a big religious 

influence in their growing up their Grandmothers on both sides had on them. Our own 

personal religion became very bright in Hawaii. The spark was fanned into flame when 

Susan and Harry asked us to come to Idaho and for Norman to baptize our oldest 

grandson, and namesake, Norman. That was a very proud day in Norm's life and his joy 

was doubled when he was asked two years later to come back over and baptize their 

second son, Glen.  

Our religious beliefs saw us through the dark times when cancer took his [Norman's] 

oldest brother, Glen T. at the tender age of thirty-nine. Then it struck his beloved Father, 

and as if that wasn't enough, his baby brother, Bob, was taken with this monstrous 

disease at the age of forty-nine.  

Norm was not to be spared. He was operated on in 1975 for an encapsulated tumor, the 

same year he lost Bob. Why he was saved and not Bob troubled him greatly, but that 

reprieve was short. I May of 1978, Dr. T.V. Bennett told him that he once again had 

cancer and this time it may not be contained. Our faith in our Heavenly Father didn't 

waiver but became a strong rope onto which we hung.  There were times when the rope 

seemed to come to an end, but we just tied a knot on the end of it and hung on.  

On one tape he left he tells how he knew he wasn't going to make it this second time; 

how he wasn't anxious to go but would try and do it well if only he had the time to do a 

few things first. Those were to move me off the Islands, so I wouldn't be alone, and to tell 

his beloved children, Mother, brother Frank and sisters Emily and Anna, goodbye. He 

wanted to tell his grandsons how important holding the Priesthood is and last, to leave us 

all from the home of one of his children and not in a cold sterile hospital.  

Everything was done that could be done to save him. He suffered unknown tortures 

without complaint while the specialists tried out new treatments on him. He said he only 

made it as long as he did because he knew so many people were praying for him, and the 

Elders and dear Bishop were so good about giving him so many blessings. He clung tighter 

and tighter to the Church and when he could no longer attend Sacrament Meeting, those 

wonderful Elders brought the sacrament to our home every Sunday.  One Sunday the 

Bishop dropped in just as were completing our home meeting and remarked that there 

were almost more to the meeting in the Bates' home than in the Church. Time was 

slipping away, and Norman was going downhill fast when I called the girls and asked them 

to come over. Seeing those precious daughters gave him the strength he needed to fight 

longer.  

Fight he did with always a joke or a smile, but in May we knew it was time to go home. I 

made arrangements with the airlines for permission to fly him home, got a registered 



nurse to go with us and had a special oxygen tank put on board. The nurse and I went to 

the hospital to get him and the specialist and the hospital wouldn't release him. Norm's 

dear Dr. Bennett said, "I'll take full responsibility. If this fine man says he'll make it home, 

you may well believe he'll make it."  

He had thirteen days at Susan's and Harry's in the arms of all those he so dearly loved. 

He made sure everyone knew that when he was gone, he wanted no wringing of the 

hands or wailing at the wall. He was too tired to fight any longer and just said, "Aloha."  

When Dr. Bennett heard of his passing he wrote me these words, "Your husband was an 

unusually good person and I believe I have felt worse over the failure of efforts to cure 

him than any other patient that I can remember. It seems that the best people get the 

worst treatment from fate."  

 [A year after his death, Norman was endowed in the temple, and shortly thereafter 

Norman and Maurine were sealed for Time and Eternity in the Idaho Falls 

Temple—something for which they had always hoped and planned.  Maurine lived for 16 

more years and went to sleep each night listening to his beautiful recorded music.] 


