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His life was defined by kindness, love 

and a great sense of joy!  

  

“My name is Glen Tuttle Bates. I was born 28 

August 1892, in Oakley, Cassia County, Idaho. I was 

the seventh of thirteen children in the family of 

Orson Parley and Emily Vilate Tuttle Bates. I had 

four brothers and eight sisters. I was the largest in 

stature. After my time, they got smaller as they 

came along (Maybe Dad was running out of steam 

or something.)  

My folks had been living in a two-bedroom log 

house that my father built from timber he hauled 

from the mountains. As the family grew larger in 

number, more rooms were added. It was located 

on a 160-acre farm that he homesteaded in 

Marion, about ten miles north of Oakley, Idaho. In the Spring of 1892, they moved to another farm one and a 

half miles west of Oakley and lived in the log granary until August when they moved the home up from Marion.  

I was born the night that they 

moved into it. My birth was 

quite a house warming for 

that little log house, but to 

me it didn't make much 

difference because I 

obviously wasn't old enough 

to know whether it was a log 

house or what kind. Anyway, 

it was a house that was 

always filled with love and, I 

might add, always filled with 

kids. It was a wonderful 

home and a wonderful family 

life. The folks taught us to be 

men and women who were 

respected in the community.  

Orson Parley Bates, Jr. Family in 1897.  Glen T is in the middle, 5 years old 



They taught us the principles of the Gospel of Jesus Christ and how to live properly. We didn't always do so, but 

we were taught correctly.  

I'm going to tell you about the 

conditions under which we lived when I 

was a boy, conditions that a lot of you 

have never seen. We did not have the 

conveniences you have now. I was born 

in the horse and buggy days---in fact, it 

was the horse and wagon days for our 

family. We did not get a buggy until I 

was seven or eight years old and we 

didn't have automobiles or telephones 

or electricity until much later. We 

raised everything we had to eat. I had 

work to do from the time that I can 

remember. I had to help feed the pigs 

and chickens, water horses, milk cows, 

hoe weeds in the potato patch, 

cultivate corn, irrigate alfalfa and 

wheat, help build fences, break bucking horses (when I was older), etc. 

Sometimes on Sunday afternoons, we kids would ride calves. It wasn't the right thing to do, but we had fun 

doing it. We had to walk one and a half miles to school and the chores had to be done first, so we arose early. In 

the summertime we would get to go fishing once in a while. Fishing was good too! We didn't have to have a 

license then and we could fish wherever we could find some. I thoroughly enjoyed fishing.  

Besides farming, my father ran a 

commercial freight outfit which consisted of 

one or more wagons hooked together and 

drawn by one or more teams of horses---

depending on the size of the load to be 

hauled. At that time, we had to haul 

everything from the railroad, which was 

about fifty miles away. I remember the first 

time Dad took me with him. I was only 

seven years old. To get to the town of 

Kemmima where we had to pick up the freight, we had to cross the Snake River on the ice. The ferry couldn't run 

because the river was frozen over and there were no bridges. Everything was fine on the way over but coming 

back as we drove onto the ice it began to crack and I was almost frightened to death. I jumped off the wagon 

and was going to take off for the other bank, but Dad said, "Wait a minute, son, just hold on. It won't break. It 

will crack and make a lot of noise, but it won't break." So, I was surely glad when we got across that ice.  

That night we had to sleep outside, so we put a tarpaulin alongside of one of the wagons to break the cold Idaho 

wind, put our bedroll under the wagon and crawled into bed. The next morning when we got up, there were six 

inches of snow on the ground. All that day I walked beside the wagon as a protection to keep from freezing 



because the wind and snow and sleet were blowing from the west. It was so cold. We made twenty-five miles 

that day. We were happy to get home to a nice, warm fire and nice, warm meal. I saw my first railroad train 

while on this trip.  

 

One of my earliest recollections is of us going to Church. We 

all piled into an old, white-topped buggy. No matter what Dad 

was doing, he was always home on Saturday afternoon, so we 

would have a way to Church. He would load all of us kids and 

all the neighborhood kids in the buggy on the way. By the time 

we'd get to the Church, there would be about twenty of us.  

My mother told me that one day when I was very young, she 

gave me a meat bone to take out to the dog. I went outside 

and called, "Here dog! Here dog!" When I didn't return to the 

house immediately, she came looking for me and found me 

standing there gnawing on the bone myself. Even after I was 

grown, the family would tease me by saying "Here dog! Here dog!"  

I was baptized a member of the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints when I was eight years old, in Goose 

Creek. It ran right down through the center of town and there was a hole in it called the "baptizing hole". I can 

remember I wore a pair of overalls and some old shoes and the man who baptized me was Swanty Nelson. I can 

see him now as he stepped out onto those rocks and down into that cold water. I was half afraid, but I guess I 

was pretty brave for an eight-year-old because I went down into the water and....it was cold!  

PRAYER 

When I was eight or nine and my brother, Parley, was about thirteen, he and I were sent into the foothills to get 

a load of wood. We didn't have coal or electricity or gas, so we had to haul our firewood from the mountains. 

We took the team of horses and wagon and went to where there was a patch of cedars where we could pull up 

some stumps and put them in the wagon. We started for home, the stumps rattled around in the wagon and 

made such a noise that it scared the horses and they ran away with us. The first thing my brother Parley said 

was, "Pray, Glen, pray!" Well, I thought I had to get down on my knees to pray and I tried to, but I couldn't make 

it and I cried, "I can't pray, I'm bouncing around too much!" "Well," he said, "come up here then and get hold of 

these lines and I'll pray!" So, I did. We were hanging onto the reins for dear life. The horses were scared to death 

and so were we, but something helped us, and we didn't have an accident. The team finally quieted down, and 

we got home safely.  

Another time when I was older, I was in the mountains for wood---alone. It was early in the Fall of the year. I was 

on my way home with a big load. and it started to rain. Soon the rain turned to sleet and then to ice. I had to go 

down a steep hill and didn't have any way to stop the wagon from skidding, so I stopped and got off and prayed 

and then climbed back on that wagon and went down that hill without a brake or anything. The horses didn't 

have sharp shoes on either, and I could just feel something holding that wagon back.  

There are so many instances of prayers being answered in our family---so many faith-promoting experiences. 

We didn't have any doctors in the community. We lived by prayer, castor oil and olive oil. First, we would get the 

castor oil when we got sick, and then everyone would pray.  



FREIGHTING WITH DAD [Orson Parley Bates, Jr]   

I spent a lot of time with my Dad on the freight road and in the mountains. I've never seen another man as good 

or one with as much faith as he had. We were sleeping out one night under the stars in the hills. When we 

awoke in the morning, he threw back the covers like he always did to get up and make a fire, but this time he 

said very quietly, "Glen, wait a minute and let me out on your side of the bed. There is a rattlesnake in bed with 

us". So I got out carefully and he got out on my side too, and the snake stayed right in there. I got a shovel and 

was going to kill it, but Dad said "Don't kill it! It didn't bother us, and we won't bother it." He was that kind of 

man.  

Another time, while he was hauling ore from the Vipont Mine, (twenty-five miles south of Oakley) to Oakley, his 

wagon tipped over with three tons of ore. He was right in the middle of it, and the load rolled over on top of 

him. He spoke to the horse as he was going over and they stopped. Dad felt like he was going to get killed, but 

he began to pray, and it seemed like something took a hold of that wagon load of ore. Although half the load 

was on him, about one thousand to fifteen hundred pounds, the worst he got was a broken leg. Ordinarily, a 

man would have been crushed and the horses would have tried to run away--but the horse just stood there until 

help came. It wasn't long, as there were other freighters on the road too. It took about two hours to get Dad 

out.  (Thoughts from Viva, his wife: “Glen's father loved his horses and animals. He would never speak crossly to 

them or cuss them. He was always patting them and talking softly to them. If ever provoked, he might say, "You 

Son of a Tinker!") 

Frequently the freighters would travel in caravans 

and they'd stop to camp at night in a group. Often 

around the campfire they would be telling ribald 

stories and using bad language, but not when Glen's 

father was there. When they would see him pull into 

camp, someone would say, "Better cut it out, here 

comes Daddy Bates!" They all respected Daddy 

Bates.  

My mother was just as good as my Dad. There never 

was a sweeter woman. Never a more loving or adoring couple! There was never any discord between them as 

far as anyone knew. They never spoke crossly to each other. Everything was amiable.  

WE LIKED TO HAVE FUN! There was a neighbor who lived up the road farther. Her 

name was Walker and her grandson was living with her. His name was Les or Leslie 

Foxley. We were up there one Sunday playing around. There were Ed Tuttle, myself, 

Leslie---and maybe one or two of the Koch boys were along. Anyway, we hooked an 

old horse up to a cart, ran the shafts through the stirrups on the saddle, and I got on 

the horse with Ed and someone got in the cart. The horse looked around and saw the 

cart and started to buck and kick and bucked me off into a woodpile. Ed Tuttle waited 

until the horse went by a fencepost and he grabbed the post and got off. That old 

horse just kicked that cart all to pieces. Grandma Walker came out there and we all 

ran into the chicken coop (they called their chicken coop the "hen house") She 

called out, "Leslie, you boys come out of the hen house". And Leslie stuck his 

head out and said, "We aren't in the hen house, Grandma."  

Edward Tuttle, Glen's 1st Cousin 



On Halloween, we would make it a point to go out and push over the local 

outhouses in the neighborhood. A neighbor had a big wife he called "Berthie"; she 

weighed about two hundred pounds. He decided he would go out and sit in his 

privy on one particular Halloween, so we couldn't push it over. We got a long pole 

and sneaked around behind it and pushed it over on the door. He couldn't get out 

and he started yelling, "Berthie! Berthie! Come and get me out of this privy!" 

Pretty soon Berthie came out and pushed it back up and let him out.  It wasn't 

very heavy----just a few boards and a seat with two holes in it to sit on.  He had to 

wait until Berthie pushed it back up or crawl out through one of those holes.  

MUSIC!    

As a family, we had a lot of fun when we were kids. We were all musical. We could play instruments and sing, 

and we were always performing in some Church program, show or concert. If the Bates' weren't in it, they didn't 

have it. That is bragging a little now, but it was true. When I was thirteen, I organized and was the leader of a 

little brass band. There were twenty members when we were at our peak. We borrowed $850.00 from the bank 

to buy our instruments and payed it back by playing for fairs, Fourth of July celebrations and dances. The next 

year we became quite popular and would go to the neighboring towns for any important event that took place. 

We even went to Twin Falls one time--it was barely a town then---to play in the circus that was appearing there. 

We all got in free for playing.  

We arrived there by riding the old Idaho 

Southern Railroad on a flat rail car from 

Oakley to the little town of Milner (about 32 

miles) and then we got on the Union Pacific 

rail line and rode twenty-two miles farther on 

to Twin Falls, where we marched down the 

street and formed a circle in front of the old 

Perrine Hotel on Main street and played some 

tunes. They invited us into the hotel for 

supper. As I was going in, I was gawking 

around and stubbed my toe and fell down. 

However, I had sense enough to hold my horn 

up high so it didn't get broken.  

We had a good time. My Dad told me that he had heard if a man taught his kids to blow a horn that they would 

never blow a safe. Well, we all blew horns and no safes! As far as I know, there was none in our town anyway.... 

that blew a safe. As I grew older I used to play for a lot of dances. It seemed like anyone who could blow a horn 

or play anything was popular. All the money that I had going through school I made playing for dances. One or 

two dances a week at three dollars per night made me one of the richest kids in town, as far as spending money 

was concerned. Of course, the girls liked to be treated to ice cream and stuff like that, so I didn't have any 

trouble getting dates.  

 

 



SCHOOL YEARS   

I went through the second year of high school in the old Cassia Stake Academy. Joseph Mills was the principal of 

the school and he used to call us together to give us a little lecture on morals and one thing and another about 

once every month. We used to call them "Sugar-beet" lectures. One day we got some new lights installed. They 

were fast lights because there was no electricity in Oakley at that time. Each light had a little cloth like thing 

inside that was called a mantle, which had to be lit with a match when the gas was turned on. Mr. Mills would 

say, "Now don't touch those mantles because every time one of them gets broken it costs this institution fifteen 

cents!" We got quite a kick out of that, but we didn't touch them very often. Sometimes, out of sheer 

mischievousness, somebody would walk along the hallway and tick one and knock it off.  We were just kids, and 

we were not perfect by any matter of means.  

I remember a nice, spring morning while the Oakley 

Dam was being built and none of us had been up there 

to see it. So, a bunch of us kids at school decided we 

would get together and go. This meant that we would 

have to "play hooky" or leave school without 

permission. While the faculty was in the office for the 

morning meeting, we locked them in and all of us took 

off. We got some wagons and teams of horses and 

about fifteen or twenty of us went up to the dam for an 

outing. Some of the students stayed behind, but they 

didn't let the teachers out of the office. We all had a 

good time, and everybody got back in one piece after 

staying away all day.  

Meanwhile the teachers were not locked up all that time. The manual training teacher [George Laney]  knew 

how to get them out. He was a good sport, however, and would not let them out until the principal got so 

excited that he wanted to tear the door down—all they had to do was take the bolts out of it and open it from 

the back. He did this when he was sure that we had all gotten away.  

There were five or six teachers that made up the faculty at that time. We all got called into the school office, 

one-by-one, the next morning to report, but the penalty wasn't too severe. They called our parents and talked 

to them, but most of them enjoyed the joke along with us. We laughed about that for years. George Laney was 

the manual training teacher and he was always yawning. 

He also wore a stiff white removable collar that was three 

sizes too big for him. We all made fun of George and his big 

collar. Ever since, whenever I put on a shirt that has a collar 

too large for me, I call it a George Laney collar. I even 

wrote a poem about it for my friends to read.  

 

 

 

Glen and others who skipped school 



We used to have general assembly every Monday morning. The kids would be called in and we would have some 

sort of a program before school started. There would be a group of kids that would be given the responsibility of 

putting on the program. When it came to our turn, we went over to Bishop Funk's home on the Saturday 

evening before and composed this poem. 

Unfortunately, I can't remember all of it now, but some of the words were....  

"Joe (the principal) sat down in the imperial seat  

and George sat yawning at his feet  

Joe started to move and down he went--- 

the boards on the floor, they freely bent,  

Then his feet caught George's collar and  

choked poor George 'till he couldn't holler." 

 

 I can't remember anymore, but there we're three or four verses to it. The poem ended up by the students 

rushing into the office to see what the commotion was and...... 

 

 "Before the students had entirely gone,  

George had regained strength enough to "yawn".  

 

The poem was well received that Monday morning and to add to the program we had some quartets and other 

music and then I was supposed to get up and read this poem. I did, and it "brought the house down". They were 

just dumbfounded. The whole faculty was as red in the face as anyone could be because we did not leave 

anybody out and I guess they all remembered pretty clearly the time they all got locked in the office.  

So, I guess we were not little angels, but we weren't really bad, either---and we had a lot of fun.  

 

CHICKEREE –  

Idaho definition - a party with plates full of fried chicken A traveling show came to town and the owner of the 

local theater asked me to get some of the boys in the band together and play for the show. He said he would 

give us ten dollars for the week. That wasn't very much money, but it gave us a chance to see the show for 

nothing. Archie Hale and Wallace McBride, along with several other boys and I went in spite of the principal, Mr. 

Mills forbidding us to go to anything except on Friday night. That was our night out.  

The academy was a Church school, and as principal, he had the authority to make the rules and enforce them. As 

soon as he found out we were playing for that show he called us in the office and suspended us from the 

privileges of going out anywhere at anytime.... for a month! We couldn't go to a dance or a show or anything.  

During this time, they had a big masquerade dance at the high school gymnasium and Archie, Wallace and I put 

on some girls' clothes and went to the dance. Nobody but a few knew we were there. The faculty didn't or else 

they did not let on.  

Anyway, while we were there or before we had gone there, we made arrangements to have a party over at the 

McBrides after the dance. We invited some of the girls in town to come over and eat chicken with us. They said 



they would, so we went on home and swiped some chickens from old lady Kinney and when the girls came over 

we had a chickeree.  

Three or four nights later, Ivan Holt, who lived across the street from us, got the bright idea that we could have a 

chickeree at his house. His folks were were going to be away and he said if us guys would go out and swipe the 

chickens, he would go over to town, get the girls and bring them over. So while Ivan was gone, we went into his 

folks' chicken coop and swiped the chickens off their chicken roost. We took them over to our place and cleaned 

them, but first we pulled off their heads and left them in Ivan's coop, so he would see them later. We then 

returned to Ivan's and his sister Ruby's house to have her cook them for us.  

Pretty soon Ivan came along with four or five girls and some more boys, We really had a chickeree! We were 

sitting around that table eating fried chicken and smacking our chops and old Ivan looked up and chattering like 

a monkey eating a biscuit, asked, "Where'd you get these chickens? They are sure fine chickens! I'll bet old 

Charley Wilson will miss these chickens in the morning when he finds out they are gone."  

Of course, we were tickled because we knew where the chickens came from and he didn't. We had said we'd 

probably get them from Wilson's or Cranny's or someplace around there....as everybody in Oakley had a few 

chickens.  

The next morning when we went to school, Ivan came in with a long face and said, "Do you know what 

happened? Last night while we were having that chickeree, somebody went into our chicken house and stole a 

half dozen of our vest Rhode Island hens and left the heads there in the chicken house." Of course, we all 

laughed, but he didn't get wise. A few years later I told him about it and he got about half mad, but he got over 

it.  

We had quite a few escapades like that when we were young. We didn't think it was a crime to steal chickens 

unless you got caught. That was the eleventh commandment.....don't get caught. We never did, but we should 

have a time or two!  

Glen Tuttle Bates - 1963 - North Hollywood, California 

A favorite poem of Grandfather Glen’s: 

I dreamt death came the other night 

And Heaven’s Gate swung wide. 

With kindly grace an angel came 

And ushered me inside, 

And there to my astonishment 

Stood folk I’d judged and labeled unfit And of little worth. 

Indignant words rose to my lips 

But never were set free, 

For every face showed stunned surprise 

NO ONE EXPECTED ME!!!! 


