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Wyla: 

“I was born May 23, 1913, in Afton, 
Lincoln County Wyoming to Abram Daniel 
and Jessie [Josephine] Cherista Mc Bride 
Taysom.   I was the fourth child to be born 
to them.  Verl was the oldest, then Erma, 
then Louise and then along came me.   

 
My dad really wanted another boy 

because he felt that one boy and two girls 
was just not the right combination and he 
wanted another boy.  I was born about 
seven in the morning, so my sister Erma 
tells me.  Aunt Lita had made them all stay 
upstairs while I was being born downstairs 

in mother’s bedroom.   Erma remembers how hungry they all got because Aunt Lita wouldn’t let them go down 
and eat breakfast or anything and she wouldn’t tell them what was going on.  My sisters knew that mother was 
having a little baby, but they didn’t know how or why or anything else about it.  They tell me that my dad, after I 
had been born, took one look at me and found out I was a girl, and he left the house and went out in the barn 
and cried.  My sisters told me that I had a red, scrunched up little face and I had just a few red hairs on top of my 
head.   
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But my dad got over his 

disappointment and loved me and 
accepted me as his “Babe.” 

  
I had a wonderful childhood, even 

being “another girl,” My dad and mom 
and sisters said I quickly became the 
spoiled darling of the family.   

 
When I got older, we had pet cats and I 
would dress them up in girl’s doll clothes 
which belonged to my sisters.  The cats 
would go out and “play” in the doll clothes 
away from the house and when they came 
back, they were not wearing the clothes.  

So, I spent a lot of time in hot water from my sisters because maybe I’d lose 
their favorite doll bonnet or something. 

 
In the wintertime, my big brother, Verl, would, harness up his dog, old Ted, in the first 
snow storm and take me out for long rides on a sleigh pulled by Old Ted.  We would go 
around to the various traps that he would set to catch muskrats and other small furry 
wild things.  Back home, he would let me watch him skin them out and stretch the 
hides over special boards that he had.  I can still 
remember the musky smell of those awful 
hides.  I don’t know what he ever did with 
them, but to me, anything Verl decided to do 
was okay with me.   

 

 
 

Erma was always beautiful to me and she 
was always grown up to me and I looked 
up to her and I minded her, and I wanted 
to be just like her.  She took very good 
care of me.   Now I look back on it I think 
of all the funny things she did, but they 
were all good and honorable and she was 
as sweet as any sister could ever be. 

 
Louise was our little sickly sister.  I know 
that my dad didn’t ever believe that 
Louise would grow to a very old age, but 
she did.  We were told that Louise was  
sickly, and we must never pick on her or  

Verl's Dog - Ted 

My Mother and Father 
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Erma and Wyla 
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bother her.  Louise was very intelligent and got straight A’s in school.  She played the piano as did Erma.  Erma 
played beautifully, and it came naturally.  She could transpose music and she could do jazz and the whole works.  
Louise was very good at it, but she played the music that was in front of her.   
 

They were both pretty girls.  Erma had black hair and she was gorgeous and she was popular.  Louise 
had beautiful brown hair and as near as I can recall, it was the same color as my mother’s.  She was very dainty 
and pretty.  She was a feisty little stinker.  I remember one day that she got mad at Verl because she wanted 
something and Verl wouldn’t provide it.  Verl never teased Louise but he teased Erma and me.  Even though Verl 
was forbidden to tease, he’d been teasing us one day while sitting in a chair and Louise went to him and 
chomped down on the top of his head with her two big top front teeth and really hurt him.  He didn’t dare take 
after her after that.  

 
One time, Verl took off his dirty sox and he always had smelly feet and he’d put clean sox on fresh every 

day.  But he took a dirty one off one day and he was teasing me, and he wrapped that dirty sock around my nose 
and it nearly knocked me out, the stench was so powerful.  When Louise saw that, she got really mad at him and 
she put her little hands on her hips and really told him off, but he didn’t dare do anything to her. 

 
I remember the summer spent up at our little old house in the west hills.  It was kind of a summer home 

where my father planted crops up there, winter wheat and so forth and so a month or six weeks out of each 
summer we would end up in the west hills and it was a wonderful time for us because the house was good and 
modern and it was brand new and there was a beautiful grove of aspens, quaking aspens and we would play in 
them and you could hear this sound of them rustling all the time.  There were also little streams there that were 
fun to play in.   

 
I especially remember one day when we found a bunch of little frogs and we played with those frogs all 

day and when we were going back to the house, may sisters told me that because I’d been playing with the frogs 
that had warts all over their backs that I’d get warts on my hands.  It was a horrible experience for me.  I 
scrubbed my hands until they were nearly raw and then I went to bed that night and I had nightmares that I had 
frogs all over and when my parents came running to see what was going on, I was straddled at the foot of the 
bed and I was screaming for them to get the frogs away from me.   

 
Another thing I remember is that my mother particularly told me not to play with the butcher knives.  

But I’d seen my mother and my father and my older brother opening cans with the butcher knife because we 
didn’t have a can opener then.  And they would run the knife across the top of the can and then across the other 
direction and make it into points and then they could lift the points up and you could pour the food out.  So, one 
day, I decided that I was going to open a can of food and I started with this big sharp butcher knife and of 
course, the first thing I did was cut my middle finger to the quick and I still have a deep scar on that finger to 
show how I disobeyed my mother.  They didn’t have a hospital close then to get stitches, so they bound it up as 
careful as they could, and it healed.  It seemed as if I was always doing something against the advice of 
somebody.   

 
I can remember a birthday up at the west hills and I can’t remember how old I was.  We didn’t get lots of 

presents and we usually got very practical things.  But I remember that year I got a pair of little white anklets 
and they weren’t really anklets in those days but were half socks.  They were white, and they had little pink 
flowers embroidered on them. And then I also got a new panty-waist.  Now, a panty-waist was just a bunch of 
straps that would go over your shoulders and fasten in the front and then they had garter straps hanging down 
from them and that is what you held your stockings up with.  
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One day, coming from the west hills my mother had packed up all of the food stuffs and we had washtubs and 
boilers and the bedding and the clothes and things, and we had them in a big, farm wagon.  We started home 
with them and we came to one of our fields that was closer to home and my dad told Verl, to take the wagon 
and us kids and mother on home and get unloaded as he was going to stop at the field and check on some of the 
cows that were calving.  So, my big brother Verl, who must have been at least 10 years or so old at the time, 
drove this big farm wagon with the big farm team home and I was so proud of him and I thought, my goodness, 
he was all grown up.  But as we started home, really black clouds formed, and it started with flashes of lightning 
in the sky and by the time we got home it was a fully-fledged electrical storm.  And over in Afton, we had 
horrible electrical storms. I can remember sometimes they could last all day and all night and maybe all the next 
day with great huge streaks of lightning and huge thunder claps just bang! Bang! Bang! all day long and all night, 
and I was absolutely terrified of electrical storms.  I can remember getting home and seeing my mother pacing 
from one window to the next looking out and I couldn’t figure out what was the matter so I went and asked her 
what she was looking at and she said she was watching for my daddy to come home and so I stood and watched 
with her until we saw him crossing the field.  We didn’t know too much about lightning then but maybe mother 
knew more than I did about it because she was really worried about him crossing those fields.  And I remember 
her running to him and grabbing him to her when he walked into the house safe and sound. 

 
I remember Christmases on the farm.  They were absolutely super.  Most of the time when I was a child 

we had electricity, but lots of times the electricity went off because electricity wasn’t that well developed 
around, and so a lot of the time during the winter and some of the summer months we would have gas lamps lit 
and kerosene lamps.  But, at Christmas time it was always much more fun to have the lamps lit than the electric 
lights.  I can remember sitting on the kitchen table and watching my mother roll out cookie dough and watching 
her make candy and she’d make honey candy and let us all take turns stretching the candy and making it golden 
yellow and then we’d stretch it out on plates and then she would cut it into pieces and oh, it was good.  And 
especially if we had colds, then she would put red pepper in it and it was tasty, but it really burned.  It was 
supposed to clear our heads and it did it very well.  Sometimes I wonder if those good old concoctions weren’t 
better than some of the stuff that we bake today.   

 
As I say, Christmas was a time of wonder and delight and we all believed in Santa Claus and maybe Erma 

and Verl suspected something, but they never did let on and we just had a wonderful time.  I remember once, 
everyone was in bed and we heard this sleigh bell jingle and we all jumped out of bed and ran and there was 
Santa Claus in our house putting candy canes on the Christmas tree with a present for each of us and it is my 
recollection that it was either a homemade ball or a homemade bean bag.  But my father declared even to the 
last time I talked to him about it that he had no idea who that was.   

 
Erma and Louise and I most often got a doll and then we always got one other toy and we always got a 

new dress and new black slippers and probably a new pair of socks and maybe a new pair of underwear.  
Christmas presents weren’t as lavish as they are now, but it was an especially good time.  Daddy would make 
sleighs for our dolls and he would carve them out of wooden boxes and make the runners so they were, uhm 
like a rocking chair rockers and then he would fix the boxes so they were all curved and everything, and then my 
mother would make special little quilts and things to go in them.  And that was more fun in Star Valley because 
we had nine months of winter and three months of late fall. So, we would have a long time to play with the sleds 
and things around the farm.   

 
In the summer time, our old coal house was where we would make our play houses and we would haul 

our stuff out to the coal house and I’m sure we tracked in our share of coal dust into our mother’s house.  But 
she was a wonderful mother and she was especially fond of birthdays and any Holiday and it was a special treat 
for our family because she was very artistic and did oil paintings and things and I remember Easter was 
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especially fun because we would boil the eggs and decorate them.  Mother always had such original ideas for 
decorating the Easter eggs.  We had a party for every birthday and they were always special. We even had April-
fools parties and Halloween parties.  It was just great, and my dad went along with it.  

 
Mother and daddy went to the Saturday night dances all the time and I can remember all of us hovering 

over mother’s dresser watching her get ready to go to the dance.  She always made her own clothes on the 
farm.  After we got into town and she worked in the store, then she would have them made which was a very 
extravagant thing for those days.  Mother would fix her hair especially beautiful and I can remember the curling 
irons that she would hold over the lamp to heat them and then she would curl the hair around her face to make 
it look soft and pretty.  Daddy would dress up too and I can remember seeing him shining his Sunday shoes to go 
to the dance.  They’d go giggling and it seemed so funny to me to see such “old” people giggling about going to a 
dance though they must have only been about 30 years old well.  After they would come home, we would hear 
them giggling about the fun they had at the dance.  Of course, the dances they had in Afton were absolutely 
super.  I started going at a very young age after we moved into town and we had the store.  While daddy was 
adding up the money after the store closed on Saturday nights, my mother would take me over to Welch’s 
dance hall and we would sit on the bench and watch the people dance which was just great with me because I 
could hardly wait until I could grow up and be big enough to dance.  

 
I was getting a little ahead of my story.  When we were on the farm, we 

lived close to grandma and grandpa Taysom and our property adjoined theirs, 
but we must have been at least a mile away from their actual house, so it was 
quite a trek for us to go to grandma’s house.  My mother was not well, and I 
didn’t realize that she was as sick as she probably was, because she never 
complained.  Once, they took her to Montpelier to go into the hospital to have 
an operation and so they thought the older children were okay to stay home.  I 
don’t know who tended us at home or who kept track, maybe Verl did, but 
anyway, they took me up to grandma Taysom’s [Hannah Nield] to stay while 
mother was in the hospital.  Grandma Taysom was a little tiny English woman, 
very English.  She wasn’t born in England, but she was as English as you can 
imagine.  She left out all of her H’s where they should have been and added H’s 
where they didn’t belong.  She was so tiny and thin and she had this little bob on 
top of her head which was very honey colored and I can remember that it was a 
real treat to watch grandma undo her braid and then she’d bend her head over and let her hair hang down and 
she would brush it and it would be in these waves from the braids and it was just beautiful and looked just like 
honey candy. Grandma was so clean that she was really just out of this world for cleanliness.  If she’d see a spot 
on anything she’d nearly jump out of her skin and run and grab the old yellow lye soap and scrub for an hour on 
some imaginary spot.   

 
I remember the time when mother went to the hospital in the 
summer time and she [Grandmother Taysom] had made me a 
new white flannel nightgown with long sleeves and a high neck 
and it went clear to my feet-clear to the floor.  It was before 
dark and she put me in that nightgown and she pulled me up to 
the old kitchen stove, a wood burning stove, and it had and 
oven door and she pulled the oven door down and propped me 
in a chair beside it and she put a piece of wood in the oven an 
she made me sit there until I was absolutely baked and then she 
got me a glass of hot bread and milk, and I ate that and then she 

Hannah Nield Taysom 

Abram J and Hannah Taysom Home in Afton 
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put me in her big feather bed with a hot water bottle at my feet for me to go to sleep.  Of course, I’d never 
questioned my grandmother’s sanity, but in her mind,  she had an obsession about keeping people healthy.  So, 
I’d lie in bed and sweat until the hot water bottle cooled down and the cool of the night came on before I could 
relax.  Grandma had a coocoo clock that I woke up to all night long.   

 
 
Grandma often cooked ham and eggs for breakfast, fried ham and fried eggs and of course, the ham was 

home cured, homemade ham so it was delicious, and I loved that.  Grandma made delicious cakes that were 
brown devils food cakes and they were made from scratch. I can remember that they were quite heavy, but oh, 
they were so delicious, and she made her own icing, boiled white icing, and that was so good that it would just 
soak into the cake and it was very good.   

 
Sometimes, in the morning for a treat, she would cut off a big slab of her good homemade bread and 

take it in the pantry where she had cooling racks and she had big pans of milk in there and that’s where you’d 
put the milk after it was separated and everything and you’d put the milk in there and the cream would rise to 
the top and she would go in and skim the cream off and pour the milk out for the pigs and then she’d churn the 
cream into butter, homemade butter, which was delicious but while the cream was rising to the top on these 
pans, grandma would take this big slab of bread and lay it flat on this cream that would cover it a half inch thick 
and then she’d take it in and sprinkle it heavily with sugar and we would eat it and oh that was good.  

 
She was a fun grandmother.  She would put me in her wheel barrow and then pretend she was chasing 

me and chase me clear down to the wood pile where she would get me out, so I could pick up the wood chips to 
start the fires.  She would load up the wheel barrow with wood and then she’d set me back up on top of the pile 
of wood and away we’d go back up to the house and I could help her unload the wood into the wood box in the 
kitchen by the stove.  Every house had a wood box and every night the wood box was filled and by daddy or my 
grandfather.  For a few minutes, in whoever’s house I was at, they would settle down and make kindling by 
splitting the wood into real fine sticks and they would shave it with their sharp pocket knives to make curls on it 
and then they would lay those aside and in the morning they would light these kindlings they called them and 
get them going really well and then they would lay the wood on top and make beautiful fires.  As I got older, I 
got so I could easily build fires the same way.    

 
I can remember once when my sister Louise got hurt on the barnyard gate.  I don’t know the extent of 

her injuries, I do remember that she got hurt and all I can remember is seeing her lying in my mother’s big bed 
with snow white pillows propped up behind her and snow-white wash cloth wrung out in cold water lying over 
her brow. When I went in to take a look at her there, I thought she looked just like an angel.  She was sick quite a 
bit.  She had rheumatic fever once.  They called it rheumatism.   It affected her heart, so she had quite a bit of 
trouble with her heart all her life. She was cute and like I said before, she was feisty.  She was a lot of fun to play 
with.   

 
My big sister Erma had this gorgeous doll that she got one Christmas and she named her Lila Lee.   I 

believe that name comes from one of the old silent movie stars.  Lila Lee was one of those beautiful porcelain 
dolls with the very classic features, but Lila Lee was out of bounds for me.  I was never to touch Lila Lee.  One 
day, my sisters were in school and I sneaked into Erma’s bedroom and got Lila Lee.   I decided that I was going to 
take her in the bathroom and comb her hair, so I set her up on the toilet and turned around to get the brush and 
Lila Lee fell off the toilet and crashed onto the floor and her beautiful face smashed into a million pieces.  I 
screamed, and mother came running and was very angry with me but she never did spank me but she did get 
after me.   
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She knew how bad Erma would feel so my mother spent all day long sitting at the kitchen table piecing 
that doll’s face together like a jig saw puzzle until she had every piece in place and glued.  Lila Lee looked like a 
really cracked plate but then mother made her a brand new dress and got a new ribbon out and tied in Lila Lee’s 
hair and hung her on the wall. When Erma came home from school in the school wagon, my mother told me 
that I had to tell Erma and ask her forgiveness.  

 I remember running out through the yard and down the lane and out the big old barnyard gate 
screaming, “Erma forgive me, forgive me, I broke Lila Lee.”  Erma ran past me and into the house.  And of 
course, it broke her heart and I wouldn’t have blamed her if she’d killed me right there on the spot but because 
there was a beautiful new dress and my mother had glued Lila Lee together so beautifully that Erma forgave me.  
I don’t remember being chastised any more than that for Lila Lee, but right to this day I feel so badly about it 
because Erma might still have had Lila Lee If I hadn’t done that. 

 
The great thing in that day and age was paper dolls. Girls would play with paper dolls. And we didn’t 

have any way of getting paper dolls other than the Sears Roebuck Catalogue.  When the catalogue would come, 
we’d carefully go through all the men’s and women’s and children’s clothing and pick what dolls we wanted.  
Erma, being the oldest, had the first pick.  But very rarely in the catalogue could you find a man that was a whole 
man.  He usually had a big white price square marked across one of his legs or something like that or one foot 
missing or something behind something else.  But Erma had a perfect man and he was a gorgeous man and we 
all just loved Erma’s paper doll man because he was whole and perfect.  She and Louise did more than I did 
because I wasn’t too good a cutter outer.  Anyway, they had their boxes of paper dolls that they played with 
every night after school.  One day I coaxed and coaxed and coaxed Erma before she went to school to let me 
play with her paper doll man.  I had a paper woman and paper kids but I didn’t have a whole paper man.  I was 
so jealous of hers and after a lot of coaxing and just driving her up a wall, she finally said, “Well, okay but if you 
tear him I’m going to beat you up.”  I told her that I wouldn’t tear him, and I’d be so careful with him.  During the 
day though, I accidentally tore the man’s head off.  I was just horrified so my mother made some glue and took 
another piece of paper and glued it on the back of the paper man and glued his head back on which made him a 
little stronger, but you could still see the line where I’d torn his head off.   So, again, I had to go running down 
the lane, out the farm gate, and down the lane to the school wagon shouting, “Erma, Erma, I tore your man’s 
head off, I tore your man’s head off!”  Well, all the school kids came peeking out of that wagon looking to see 
what on earth was going on.  I think Erma was more embarrassed by me than angry about the man’s head. 

 
Another thing I did that was really bad—I’m telling all my sins now because I’ve started on them— but 

after we’d moved into town, my daddy had his store and in his store were these great big heavy books, maybe 
two feet by a foot and a half square, and inside of them they had sheets and sheets and sheets of cloth samples 
for men’s suits, so when daddy finished using these books, they became very choice store residue for us girls 
because we could take out the fabric, and paste in our own pictures.  Erma and Louise would buy movie 
magazines with stories and pictures about the movie stars.  They’d cut out the pictures of the movie stars and 
past them in these big sample books and I was so jealous of their big hard cover books.  My dad had given me a 
small one but it had a cardboard cover and then other sheets in it but they were linoleum samples or oil cloth 
samples, so they weren’t quite as treasured as the big hard cover sample books.  I’d cut out my pictures and 
paste them in, but I was still jealous of Louise and Erma’s books, so one day I went into Louise’s closet and I took 
her book and claimed it for my own and pasted my own pictures in.  When Louise found out, she accused me, 
but I told her that I hadn’t taken her book and that it actually was mine.  Everybody knew that It wasn’t my 
book, and I knew it wasn’t my book but, I kept that book and Louise, bless her sweet good-natured heart, never 
did make a fuss.  She never told daddy or mother that I’d taken her book and said it was mine.  Now, I’m 
ashamed of that.  I really am, and I’ll never forget as long as I live the hurt that I did her that time over her movie 
star book.  
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Another naughty little girl time was after my mother had died and Erma was taking care of us.  One day, 
it was in the summer time and she was working so hard to get the house in good condition.  So, she called me in 
and she asked me to run downtown and buy us some candy, so she gave me 10 or 15 cents which would buy a 
lot of candy in those days.  She told me to not eat any of it until I got back home and that the three of us would 
share it then.  So, I went downtown and bought it and started home.   

But oh, that candy just drove me up a wall and so I ate, and I ate, and I ate, and it finally dawned on me 
when I was nearly home that the sack was practically empty.  Oh, did I try to think what to say and when I got 
home; here was this sack with two pieces of candy left and of course Erma and Louise both jumped all over me, 
so I said that Bessie Hale had met me on the street and she’d taken it away from me.  Well, they both knew that 
was a lie and so they got out the ironing board and put it up and made me stand on it and I had to stand up and 
bend down and touch the top of the ironing board with both my hands and say, “Oh Lord, forgive me,” ten times 
and that was very embarrassing and needless to say I never ate their candy again.  

 
Going back to the farm now, I can remember that my mother and Aunt Mercy [Mercy Truth Michaelson] 

used to make the soap for washing clothes and cleaning.  Aunt Mercy and Uncle John [John Charles Taysom 
1886] lived across the street and to the east of us and they had three daughters and their oldest daughter Rhea 
[Rhea Mercy Taysom 1914] was just a year younger than I.  So when it came to soap making time, after they’d 
butchered the hogs in the fall, they’d take all of the rind and all of the fat off the hogs and then they would boil 
the fat up with lye to get all of the fat out and then after they’d boiled it they’d skim all of this rind off and lay it 
aside and they’d throw it away.  And then they’d pour the fat with the lye in it into little flat boxes that were 
made especially for the purpose and they would pour it in those and it would gel.   When it was all hard they 
would cut it in little squares and wrap it up and that would be the soap for the winter.  I can still see mother 
chipping off this soap into the washing machine to get our clothes clean--and believe me, they were clean.  Or 
she would sliver it off into the big old boiler and put it on the kitchen stove and put all the white clothes in there 
and boil them so that everything would be nice and white.   

 
One day, Aunt Mercy was over there with Rhea, and they were making soap.  So, Rhea and I were 

playing, and my daddy had made me some little tables and chairs.  Rhea and I took a bunch of these hog rinds 
and put them on chips of wood and pretended that they were our food for the table.  I told Ria that we mustn’t 
eat these because they would poison us.  So, we would just pretend that we were eating it like it was dinner.  
But here came Aunt Mercy screaming and she grabbed Rhea and she called me every name that you can 
imagine and got mad at my mother.  My mother asked Rhea if she had eaten any and she said no, and I said no 
but Aunt Mercy accused me of trying to poison Rhea.  Aunt Mercy grabbed her up and ran home with her as fast 
as she could go and called Uncle John and Uncle John came running Home and he came over and told me off for 
what a terrible child I was.  I must have been all of 4 years old at the time.  Anyway, they rushed her to the 
doctor and of course, nothing happened, and I think they didn’t speak to any of us for a long time.  

 
Uncle John was a real character, but I loved him dearly and I loved Aunt Mercy.  Aunt Mercy was an old 

maid [29 years old was old then] when they were married and she was always an old maid and very fussy over 
her children and she used to walk them to school until they got to be in the eighth grade.   

 
Many things happened on the farm that were so special.  I remember one day that daddy came home, 

and he was so excited.  Dad wasn’t too much of a farmer, but he loved the farm.  Everything went well on the 
farm and he must have made money at it, but he always had a hired man and the hired man started dating Aunt 
Ida and would take her to the dances up in Afton.  Aunt Ida would come over and stay with us kids a lot when 
mother was sick or in the hospital, so I can remember one time when Aunt Ida made fudge all afternoon.  We 
four little kids stood around watching her make that fudge and we all loved it, but do you think she’d give us a 
piece?  No sir.  When the evening came, she made us all go upstairs in the bedroom that was up above the 
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kitchen.  In that bedroom there was a grating where the heat would come up from the kitchen stove to warm 
the bedroom and all of us had our eyes pressed on that grating watching Aunt Ida with this big plate of fudge.  
Her boyfriend, whose name was, I think, Kimble, came to call on Aunt Ida and they sat and ate fudge and all us 
kids were up there watching them.  Aunt Ida would come up once in a while and get after us because we were 
looking down at them through the holes in the ceiling.   

 
I was out of school for a couple of years, when the other kids were in school, so this one winter, my 

mother wanted to go to Oakley to visit her parents and she was going to take me and it was a time when World 
War I had just ended.  Mother had made or bought me a cute little coat with a white fur collar and I had a white 
fur cap and a white fur muff.  Mother and I started out to go to Oakley, so we had to take the stage to 
Montpelier and then get on the train to go to Oakley.  The stage was actually a sleigh, a freighting sleigh, and the 
men would go from Afton to Montpelier on this sleigh to transport groceries and commodities.  They would also 
haul passengers, so we would sit in this sleigh that had a big layer of straw in the bottom and we would have 
rugs over our legs.  They were blankets and buffalo hides, and there was a canvas cover over the top.  We rode 
to Montpelier that way, but we couldn’t get clear to Montpelier in one day, so we would have to stop off at 
what they called the half-way house.  I don’t know where that was, but it might have been in Geneva.  Anyway, 
we would have to stop there at this house and sleep over night and then get up and go on to Montpelier the 
next day where mother would get a hotel room and we would sleep overnight and get on the train for Oakley. 

 
That night was my first night to sleep in a hotel and my bed was sitting out in a corner of the room so 

there wasn’t a wall on the side I was sleeping on and I remember how embarrassed I was even though I was tiny 
when I fell out of the bed, thud, in the middle of the night.  It didn’t hurt me, but I surely cried, and it sure scared 
me. The train stopped at every little podunk town. I don’t remember which town we stopped at, it might have 
been Pocatello, and we got off to eat lunch and mother had me by the hand.   As we were getting ready to 
reboard the train, there were soldiers coming home from the war leaning out of the windows whistling and 
hooting at my mother because she was a very beautiful lady.  My mother was horrified and grabbed my hand 
and ran along the tracks as fast as she could go to get back on the train.  I thought the soldiers were all heroes 
and I couldn’t understand why my mother didn’t stop and wave at them.  Now, I know that she thought they 
were making a pass at her, a married woman with a little girl.   

 
We got to American Falls which was as close to Oakley as you could get on the train.  It was nighttime, 

and my mother took me by the hand with her suitcase in the other hand and away we went to Aunt Gert’s 
house for the night before going on to Oakley by wagon.  We had to walk along the dark streets and finally came 
to Aunt Gert’s yard and there was a man across the street and my mother was scared to death so she didn’t 
even wait to go through the gate.  She threw the case over the fence and threw me over the fence and she 
hopped over it and headed up to the door.   

 
Aunt Gert [Olive Gertrude McBride, Jessie’s sister, b 1871] was very matronly and kind and she had a 

stiff leg.  I can’t remember what caused her stiff leg, but it was quite a choice topic of conversation among the 
kids.  Whenever we’d go to American Falls we would go to the sanatorium to swim.  Aunt Gert was a good 
swimmer and it was really a sight to see Aunt Gert swimming like mad with that stiff leg.  All of our cousins there 
were real swimmers because they had a real swimming pool to go over to so they could learn and Aunt Gert had 
taught them all how to swim.  It was fun there at Aunt Gert’s because Aunt Gert was supposed to be quite 
wealthy.  Her husband, Uncle Lon Rowberry [Alonzo Orton Rowberry] owned a store and Aunt Gert had wine 
glasses in her dining room cupboard and I guess she served wine to the ladies who came to her home to play 
cards.  Now, wine and playing cards was unheard of in Afton because it was a very strict Mormon society and 
Aunt Gert was a Mormon too and I guess Uncle Lon was. I guess Aunt Gert was one of the society ladies in 
American Falls.  Her house was a place of wonder for all of us and I can remember her stairs especially.  When I 
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would sit at the foot of the stairs, I could see a tiny handprint on the wall.  We were threatened with all kinds of 
dire things if we ever touched that handprint because the hand print was Aunt Gert’s little baby girl who had 
died, and Aunt Gert had preserved that hand print.   

 
We would always go to visit uncle Milt [Soren Milton McBride b. 1878] and Aunt Liza [Eliza Derbyshire].  

He worked at the power plant all the years that I knew him, and they had a large family.  Aunt Liza was directly 
from England and very English and I just loved her, and my mother loved Aunt Liza and Uncle Milt and it was lots 
of fun going to her house because they had several children.  Aunt Liza had several children that had died, one 
of them had died from a black widow spider bite and another had gotten run over by the ice wagon and we all 
felt like Aunt Liza had had a difficult life losing these children and of course death was something that was really 
something to talk about and her having lost those two little children was really a sad situation but we had fun at 
her house when we visited.  We would go down to the power plant with Uncle Milt and that was where I had my 
first experience with circular stairs.  We would climb those stairs clear up to the top.  It was like a lighthouse and 
I’d get dizzy and want to throw up from the time I got to the top until the time I got to the bottom.   

 
We would stay there for a few days before going on to Grandma’s in Oakley.  Grandma [Caroline Sorensen 
McBride b 1854] would pick us up in their white top buggy and we would go out to Grandpa’s farm.  

 

 
 

Grandma’s and Grandpa’s place in Oakley was really a wonderful place to go.  The first thing I would do is make 
a beeline down to their fruit cellar.  It always smelled so good down there.  It smelled of apples and my 
grandmother made the most luscious gooseberry jam and current jam and raspberry jam and strawberry jam.  
She had big bins with potatoes and carrots and apples down there and in the summer time when we would go 
to Oakley, Grandpa raised the best corn you’ve ever tasted and watermelon.  In Star Valley we couldn’t possibly 
raise watermelon the few years we tried, the core never matured.  So, when we were at grandmas, we got to 
eat our heads off of anything Grandpa grew; especially apples and pears.  Those binges caused me a lot of 
stomach aches when I was there because I really liked green apples and winter pears before it was winter. We 
had all the watermelon we could eat, and it would go right through me, so I spent half my time in the outhouse.  
 
I had a cousin, Nile, [Alfred Nile Gorringe 1913–2010] who was about a year younger than I was, but Nile and I 
were sweethearts when we were children and as little cousins often do, we planned to get married when we 
grew up.  We would even go to the toilet together.  I remember sneaking around Grandma’s house and looking 
at the windows up close [Sneaked below the window)] so we could get to the toilet without being seen.  I 
couldn’t figure out why we had to sneak, because we just sat on the two holes in the toilet and do our duty and 
talk.  In some ways I knew that it wasn’t proper, and that we would really get chastised if they’d found out we 
had gone to the toilet together. 

Mother, Jessie with her mother Caroline 
and sister Lita 

Grandpa Thomas Aaron McBride 
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I remember one year that we went there that was very exciting because Grandma and Grandpa McBride had 
their 50th wedding anniversary and they had a big party there at the church.  It was a little country church and 
we got to go over there one day later where Grandma hadn’t moved all her stuff from the church after their 
party.  We got to see all of their congratulation cards and one especially from the president of the United 
States.]  I can’t remember which one it was now, but we thought that was the most exciting thing we had ever 
seen.  We had so much fun all the times we were in Oakley. They had a big screened porch on the front of their 
house where everyone would sit in the evening and you could hear the crickets and the frogs and the sky was 
beautiful.   

I can’t remember it storming while we were there but I’m sure it did.  The kids would get out on the 
lawn and run around and the grown-ups would sit on the porch and visit and grandpa had a big table there and 
on it he had an apple corer and peeler that was fastened into the table and that was more fun to get an apple 
and put it on that and peel it and we were always coaxing to peel apples for Grandma’s pies and apple sauce.  

  
 In Oakley, she and my Uncle Jackson [an older great uncle, Joseph Jackson McBride b 1866] and Uncle 

Carl [Carlos Hyrum McBride b 1890] and Aunt May [Mabel Leona Stanger] and Aunt Teddy [Caroline Mehetable 
McBride b 1874] and Uncle Fred [Alfred Gorringe b 1873] would get dressed up and go to the dances on 
Saturday night in town. I can still see my mother standing in her long petticoat that had eyelet lace on the 
bottom and she would be standing there getting ready to go and I can still see her with her little curling iron 
lamp lit with the curling iron over the top of it getting hot and then she would take it out and curl the hair 
around her face and put a pretty bob in her hair and she always looked so gorgeous and let us kids stand around 
and watch her get made up.  Then they would go and have a real good time, because everybody in Oakley knew 
my mother and all the men there liked her, and she was a popular young, though married, lady.   

 
 After those trips, it was fun to go back to Afton because Grandma would send her best jellies and things 

like that and when we would get home there would be so many stories to tell because we would stay away for a 
month because it took so long to get there and back.  Aunt Ida [Ida May Taysom b 1894] would have stayed to 
take care of the other kids and daddy of course.  Aunt Ida had the responsibility for Erma and Verl and Louise.   I 
remember once when we got back from Oakley that daddy said Aunt Ida had nearly killed him because he 
needed a laxative and she fixed him a dose of salts and he took it.  We’d always tease Aunt Ida about her “dose 
of salts” remedies.  Anyway, she gave some to my daddy.   

 
I can understand how happy the other kids were to see Mother because she was the most fun mother in 

the world.  Our whole lives were made up of parties and any event would be a good enough excuse.  Especially, 
holidays like April Fools, Thanksgiving, Easter, Valentines, and Christmas.   Everyone was made very special in 
our home.   Mother played the piano so that made parties extra fun.  My dad was kind of a stern man, but he 
loved my mother very much and I’m sure he put up with a lot that he didn’t really want to because he did love 
her so much. She was a good cook and made our life fun.  Mother made all our clothes and I always thought 
they were the prettiest clothes in the whole world.  

  
One day when we were still on the farm, my dad came home really excited and that was the day he told 

us that he bought the Sam Roberts Mercantile company in Afton and he also bought a house from Walt Stocks 
and we were all going to move there, and it was very exciting.  I hated to leave the farm and all of the fun that 
kids can have on a farm, but town was going to be very exciting.  I was five years old at the time we moved, and I 
did turn six by the start of school, so I got to go to school my first year in Afton.  I was looking forward to riding 
on the school wagon.   
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Taysom Store in Afton 

The day that we moved my mother huffed and puffed around 
getting everything ready.  She filled our great big wash tub and put a cloth 
in it and filled it with all kinds of food that we had prepared so that we 
would have our food all ready for us when we got to Afton so that mother 
wouldn’t have to stop to cook.    

 
The house had four bedrooms upstairs and a bedroom downstairs 

and a big dining room and a big living room and kitchen and it was just so 
great.  And where we bought it was a fourth of a block and there was 
another house just on the corner, but it was an old house and it was 
empty.  It was lots of fun for all of us kids to go up there in that old empty 
house and hang around and play around.  I remember once we found a 
trapdoor that went down in the cellar and so we looked down in there 
and it was just full of bottles, every kind of bottle you can imagine, and I 
guess now those would have been worth a fortune for collectors, but then 
it was just garbage.  It was mostly whiskey bottles and so forth because I 
understand the man who used to live there was an alcoholic.   

 
My dad had a big garden that took half of the half block that we owned.  And even though he worked 

hard at the store he always found time to plant that garden.  Everybody said he planted it like he had at least 
eleven kids.   That was a good thing because a lot of the time people would be passing by and he would fill a 
sack with some of his wonderful carrots and potatoes and zucchini and usually give them a basket of raspberries 
or strawberries or whatever happened to be on at the time.   

 

Our Home in Afton 
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Daddy had a big old barn and he kept a cow there and we always had fresh milk.  The cow was milked 
morning and evening and then was fed out of the pasture that we had behind the house.  The barn and was very 
old and it hadn’t been painted for a long time and as the years went by it started to lean.  Daddy would have to 
put extra props under it every year.   It was a real eyesore, but he loved that old barn.  

One day on the farm it was all very exciting because Uncle Joe [Joseph Taysom b 1883] and Aunt Chloe 
[Chloe Jane Allred] and all of their kids came to stay at our house.  We didn’t know how long they would stay 
because their house had burned to the ground.   Having them there was a real celebration like a whole bunch of 
days of Christmas.  Aunt Chloe and Uncle Joe had the same number of children as my dad, four of them.  Our 
house wasn’t that large, so I don’t know where they put Aunt Chloe and Uncle Joe but most of the kids slept on 
the big kids bed in the kids bedroom upstairs.  Mother and daddy had it freshly filled with tick so it was way high 
and the kids slept crosswise on the bed.  I didn’t get to do that and that was really too bad.  I don’t remember 
where I got to sleep but we were jealous of all the kids that got to sleep on that bed.  Chloe was a good cook and 
mother was a good cook and it was one gala meal after another.    

 
We had the thrashers [wheat thrashers, groups of men who would go to a farm during grain harvests] 

and Uncle Joe was still farming and so the thrashers would come and need to be fed.   We had them there for a 
long time and that meant lots of food every day.  I was too small to help so it was just all a pleasure to me.  
Looking back, I’m sure it was a lot of hard work for my mother and for the women and the older children.  

 
Uncle Joe was an alcoholic, but we didn’t know that at the time and we loved him.  He was the dearest 

easygoing man you’ll ever know, and he was a handsome man.  Aunt Chloe wasn’t a very pretty lady, she looked 
quite matronly, but she had twinkly brown eyes.  I’ll tell you more about Aunt Chloe later as I’m growing up.  She 
turned out to be a very special person in my life. Of course, as we grew up, Lila [Chloe’s daughter Lila Grace] and 
I being the same age were very close.  Another of Chloe’s daughters, Maude and Louise were very close and 
Erma and Lila were very close.  Verl and Carl, Chloe’s son, were the same age and great friends until Carl died at 
the age of ten. I understand that he had kidney problems.  So, Aunt Chloe’s and Uncle Joe’s family and ours were 
very close-knit.   

 
Uncle John was a strange person.  I loved him dearly, but he was so protective of his family and he was a 

very emotional man.  I’ll tell you this little story about Uncle John right now. After my daddy bought the store in 
Afton, Uncle John went to work for him.  Uncle Gilbert went into partnership with daddy, but Uncle John just 
went to work there and Uncle John was very neat and would get the shelves all filled and kept them well-
stocked…  [this ends the story of Uncle John.  I’m sure there was more, but Wyla didn’t elaborate]  

 
I’ll tell you about my first grade in School.  I guess Louise was in the second grade and Erma was in the 

3d grade and they were traveling to school on the school wagon all the time.  Afton had a very bad outbreak of 
the flu or measles or something, so they had to close the school down for the rest of the year.   Louise was in 2nd 
grade and Erma was in third grade and I was in first grade.  When I went to school—now this was my first 
boyfriend story.  About the first day of school I’d gone out to recess and when I went back in, there on my desk 
was a note.  I couldn’t read yet, so my sister Louise was in there and I took it to her and asked her to read it to 
me.  It had hearts drawn on it and it said “I love you. You’re pretty.” And it was signed DeVerl.  Well, the only 
DeVerl we had in class was DeVerl Medford.  He was an “older man.”  He should have been in the second grade, 
but instead of that he was in the first grade.  So DeVerl became my boyfriend all year and he wrote notes to me 
until I could read and print, and I would answer them.  
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We had a wonderful year and part way through the year they took Louise and all the kids who had to 
miss half a year at school and took them to be tested to see what grade they should be placed in.    

 
I can’t remember too much about the first grade except DeVerl and my teacher, Mrs. Barstow. She was 

an old woman.  She had one child but I’m sure she might have been older when she had that child.   The child 
was a baby and I thought she [Barstow] was a real old lady but we all got along just fine, and she lived in a cute 
little house a few blocks from school.  When her little daughter got old enough-about two or three years old, the 
father built a playhouse and it was big enough for several kids to get into.  It was so cute, and they furnished 
that little house with tiny little furniture and it was just adorable. That’s what I remember about the Barstow’s.   

 
In second grade, Rella came along and, oh, I loved Rella.  She was dark and had dark brown hair and dark 

brown eyes and she was kind of muscular for a girl, but she was a cute girl and she never did get over five feet 
tall.  I was taller than her by a couple of inches.   Rella began to develop her womanly assets early along about 
the fourth grade.  The first day she came to school and she was wearing a corselet.  Of course, that was a 
brassiere and girdle combined.  Some of the boys found out Rella was wearing a corselet and they teased the life 
out of her.  I was jealous because I was not developed ‘till several years later.  I envied her but we had a lot of 
fun and she and I were real close.   We got to be real close friends with Noreen Roberts and Ogden Miles and we 
kind of had a two and two competition going in school.  Rella was really smart and I was smart then too.  I was 
the best reader in class and Rella was the best in arithmetic and the teacher wouldn’t back off telling the rest of 
the class how smart we two were, so that made us very big headed and competitive with the other students.   

 
All through school we had lots of dates and we had lots of fun and we’d go to the dances and dance 

every dance.  The boys generally liked me, but Rella was the one they were after to become boyfriend/girlfriend.  
Rella was the one that got the presents and things from the boys.   Rella and I would always double date.   We 
found two boys who were good friends, [so they liked to double date with boys who were also friends], until we 
were older.  Rella seemed to have her choice of boys to pick and choose from and then after they found out 
they couldn’t get Rella, then they’d come and ask me.  I guess that was quite a compliment of sorts because they 
chose me over other girls. 

   
Someday, whoever is listening to this will find my five years diary, [I will attach that diary to this 

biography], handwritten, of the hard days of my life when I was a freshman and on through high school.  I still 
have it and my grandkids, and my kids like to read it and they like to laugh about all that stuff.  One day I would 
want to die because I was in love with that person and then the next day that person would be in love with 
somebody else and I suffered all the trials and tribulations of being a teenager.” 

 
 [At this point in time Mom had apparently kept talking and had failed to start the tape so when she 

started on a new story, it had something to do with sheepherders].… 
 
“…Sheepherders thought— ‘poor little girl, her brand new coat all covered with cow manure.  That was 

a five dollar...’ “   
 
  [I’m guessing she was telling of wearing a brand-new coat and falling into some sheep or cow 

droppings and the sheep herders saw her all covered and felt sorry for her] 
  
 I was very careful when I wore my nice coat out to the barn after that and when it got winter time my 

dad would have to light the lantern even though it was barely after he got home from work and he had to go out 
and milk the cow.   
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I loved go with him out to the barn. That was the time when the sheepherders were there and the first 
night they would bring their orders for food to daddy and then daddy and the family would go down to the store 
and work very hard getting the stuff together.  The sheep herders had special boxes they called pack-boxes that 
were a kind of sling that would fit over the back of the horses.  The boxes were about 2 feet long by a foot and a 
half wide and a foot and a half deep.  There would be two with one of those on each side of a horse.  Daddy 
would have to pack things to fit in all those boxes.  Then, after the sheepherders had spent their time over at the 
bootleggers and they got all over their hangovers, they would come and get on their horses and take off over 
the mountains with some supplies in the pack-boxes.   

  
Sheep camp stocking time was a very special time for kids.   One day, daddy came home and told me he 

had a load of goods to take out into the mountains.  [To the sheep herder camp].  It was someplace over by 
Tigee, [There is no actual Tigee, Wyoming, but there is a Tigee village now that is part of the Washakie Indian 
reservation], or someplace where we could go by car.  So, we’d load up the car and go to the sheepherders and 
all us kids and mother and daddy would pile in the car on top of all those boxes and away we went.  When we 
got to the sheepherders’ camp, the chief herder had planned for us to be there because he had these beautiful 
mutton steaks cut and cooked and sourdough biscuits already baked and hot so we could make sandwiches out 
of it all.  And honestly, that was one of the best meals I’ve ever had.  If you’ve never tasted sour dough bread 
and hot mutton steaks out over a sheep herders campfire, you have missed something special.    

 
Sometimes daddy would come and wake us up early in the morning.  And that day would probably be a 

holiday because my daddy very seldom took time off work. We’d all load up in the car and go over to Auburn to 
the sulfur springs, [2.3 miles north of Auburn, a few miles north of Afton], to swim.  That was special and didn’t 
happen very often but when it did it was a very great day.  If you’ve ever smelled the Sulfur Springs you would 
know how bad the smell is, but we would all go, and swim, and it was almost too hot because by the time you 
got through spending the time there, you would be so weak that you could hardly move.   But it felt so good and 
you smelled like sulfur for days even though you took a bath the minute you got home.  Then after we were all 
through swimming we would go out in the Meadows and roast weenies and marshmallows.  We did that all 
through my high school years.  The Hot Springs and Meadows was where students would go to have their fun 

times.   
 

Louise, Erma and Wyla just playing around 
Erma and Wyla 
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My dad had this little old Ford Model T.  He had taken off the rumble seat to make a little box so that he 
could deliver groceries in it and that’s what I learned to drive when I was eleven years old. It didn’t have gears 
and things like now.  You had to drive it with a little handle on the wheel to get any speed.  It did have a self-
starter.  One day my dad let me take the little old jitney and I loaded as many friends as I could inside and on the 
running boards.  The car was covered with kids and we started out for Auburn.  I don’t know how I could even 
see but of course it was just a farm road and it was quite curved.   How I kept from rolling that car over, I’ll never 
know.  We swam and swam and then had a weenie roast and after that we came home and if my dad had ever 
seen me driving the car with that many kids hanging all over it he’d have had apoplexy.    

 
Anyway, those are some of the good times. Getting back to the store, the heat that we had was a big 

furnace down in the cellar.   I guess it was a basement because it did have cement walls but that’s where my dad 
would store all the extra goods and that’s where we had the furnace and every morning daddy would have to go 
down and fill and stoke the furnace and a couple of other times during the day.  At night, he’d have to really 
stoke it up then turn it down so the heat would remain on all night long, so he wouldn’t have a bunch of frozen 
goods in the store.  Star Valley would sometimes get to 60 below.  A lot of the days in Afton were 40 below so 
everything would have been frozen.  But those days were just wonderful, and we would go and stand over that 
furnace after school and most of the time, we’d be wet so we’d stand by that furnace till we’d get dry.  
Sometimes we’d forget to take our rubber boots off and they’d start to stink from the heat.   

    
The salesman who would come-they called them drummers-they would come and bring their bags and 

show daddy all the new things that were out and you could order them in for the store.  They came from out of 
town to Star Valley.  No matter what they looked like, they were really something else and all of the drummers 
seemed to be the handsomest people I’d ever seen in my life.  I had visions of marrying one of them and going 
back to live with them in Montpelier or Salt Lake City. 

My mother, Jessie, cousin Carwin, Erma, Wyla, Louise, Kennington Sisters 
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I remember going into the store with my brother and sisters one day and my dad introduced us to one 

of the salesmen and say, “this is my son Verl,” with  all the pride in the world in his voice and “this is my 
beautiful Erma, she’s the queen of this and the queen of that at the school and this is my Louise, she is a straight 
B student and she plays the piano and she’s lovely” and then, “this is my babe, my Wyla,” and that’s all he would 
say about me.  My brother Verl got me aside one day and said, “Wyla, you and I just have to admit that we were 
behind the door when brains and beauty were passed out in our family.”  I never felt like I was beautiful at all, 
because Erma was beautiful, and Louise was beautiful.   Louise wasn’t well all her life, so she didn’t aspire to be 
the queen of the prom and everything else, but Erma was just naturally made the queen of everything because 
she was very talented.  Louise would cry for hours if she didn’t get a B on any of her papers and I felt so sorry for 
her because that didn’t mean that much to me. I just wanted to have fun. I was a good student and I was always 
near the top of my class of thirty.  I got good marks and I could have done much better, but I was much more 
interested in having fun, so I missed out on a lot of the good things in life by not working on my grades and 
school.  

One day I got out of school, and the snow was just beautiful 
and so deep that it would cover the fence posts.  In the 
spring, when the fence posts would start to show, we would 
get onto the posts and walk on the top of them.  The fences 
downtown had wire attached to a post and then in between 
the posts there was a board, like a 2x4, stretched from one 
post to the next and then the wire was stretched out on top 
of that.  They were wired in the form of loops and scallops 
across the top.  One of the best things we could do would be 
to stand up on these boards and fall on our backs in the 

snow and would make snow angels.   
 

One day, I had beautiful new shoes and I can see them right now. They had black patent leather toes 
and heels but then they had a red leather upper and they had these black buttons on the shoes, probably five 
buttons down the shoes.  When I wore them, they required the use of a button hook.  I had a button hook that 
hung on a special hook, so we could find it every morning to button our shoes.  My shoes had the black buttons 
in the red uppers and the black patent leather and heels You couldn’t stand up on the fence and walk on it very 
well with your rubber boots on, so I’d carry my boots and walk on this board fence and fall over backwards on 
the snow.  One night I made a mistake and stuck my toes through the scallops and when I fell over backwards 
my toes stuck and I fell over backward alright but it ripped the whole toe out of my shoes so I had had to put my 
boots on and go down to the store and show my parents my pretty new shoes ripped to shreds. Of course, that 
was the end of the red and black shoes.   I had to wear regular shoes from then on because my red and black 
ones were one of a kind.   So I mostly have to learn things the hard way but I got along okay.   
 

My dad just couldn’t adapt to new ways. Ed Lewis was a Jewish man who lived across the street and 
down at the other end of the block and his store was a dry-goods business and he and my dad were always 
competitive, not exactly for customers, but they were competitive about the money they had, so when my dad 
would buy a new car, Ed Lewis would immediately buy a new and bigger one and if it was bigger than my 
daddy’s car, my daddy would buy a bigger one.  They always tried to get the longest newest car they could find.  
I don't know what kind of a car Ed Lewis bought, but it was a big shiny black car, so my dad went right out and 
bought a big new car called a Durant and it was an open car but had a beautiful white canvas top.  The bottom 
of it was baby blue and it was beautiful with big running boards and it was big and it could hold the whole 
family.  Daddy would park his car on one end of the block and Ed Lewis would park his on the other end pointing 
into the curb so their cars made a maze for people to go through trying to dodge the backs of their cars.  

Afton in the Winter 
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That beautiful Durant was purchased about the time Verl was on his mission in Seattle. When Verl came 
home from his mission he and Ruth decided to get married and after being released from his Seattle mission, he 
got a job in the Piggly Wiggly stores there. It was a grocery store and he had a chance to go back to Seattle [After 
his LDS mission] and work.  My dad was heartbroken because he wanted Verl to work in the store in Afton.  Verl 
was daddy’s pride and joy and in my view, he had everything.  Verl had a bicycle and Verl had the little jitney 
when it had a rumble seat so he could take his girl when he went on a date and he had a charge account over at 
the drugstore and every night he would go to see Ruth over there and punch on a punch board [These punch 
boards were fairly common in the U.S. from the beginning of the 20th century on through the 1970’s.  A store, 
like a drug store had a board that looked like a beehive with the hundreds of tiny compartments.  In those were 
extremely tightly packed bits of paper.  You gave the store a nickel or some small amount of money to buy one 
“punch” and you used a little metal rod to push the tiny piece of paper out.  You unfolded the paper and it had 
listed on it a prize of some kind for cash.  It was the predecessor of the scratch-off lottery tickets so common 
today] until he’d win the box of candy that he wanted.   

 
When he came home he told Dad that he wanted to go back to Seattle and work in the grocery store 

there, but he wanted to get married first.  My dad gave in so Verl and Ruth were married and then they took this 
beautiful Durant automobile and drove it all the way back to Seattle.  Verl wasn’t a mechanic and didn’t realize 
that cars needed water and oil, so he destroyed the engine on the way to Seattle.   They were in Seattle for a 
couple of years and then they decided they wanted to come home.  By this time daddy had bought a house that 
Aunt Lita and Uncle Gilbert used to live in on the corner down from our house, so daddy bought Verl and Ruth 
that house, but that’s ahead of my story too.   

 
Going back to when I was a child, we had this beautiful new home and it seemed so big. We went back a 

few summers ago to live and it wasn’t really so big, and the rooms were quite small rather than as big as I 
remembered.  We didn’t have central heating.  My dad had to build a fire in the old coal and wood range and 
the house was always warm because daddy kept it stoked up for the night.  Often in cold weather, we’d go to 
bed with hot water bottles or irons that we used to press clothes wrapped up in towels and that would also 
warm up the bed.  Erma and I wound up in the same bedroom.  
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Erma and I would go to bed and we would giggle and eat apples and crackers and candy or whatever 
and laugh and that was fun.  Verl had his own room and Louise had her own room.  There were four bedrooms 
up there, but Erma and I always liked to sleep together so we had a room together.  If we’d ever try to go get in 
Louise’s bed, we’d have to crawl over the foot of the bed and then climb down under the sheets.  We couldn’t 
just turn the bed down and crawl in.  We had to do that because she didn’t want anybody to be close to her side 
of the bed.  Louise was very feisty about that.  Louise was definitely a little picky, in fact, she used to tell me that 
when she got married, for her ironing board, she wasn’t going to just have a piece of old blanket on it or an old 
sheet or anything, she was going to have an embroidered ironing cover on her ironing board. I don't think she 
ever went that far and for a long time, Louise and Ken didn’t have very much money, but she always had a clean 
and lovely home.   

 
When we were growing up and I was just a little kid, Verl was my ideal and I loved him so dearly and I 

would go to his room at night and his room was absolutely a disaster but I remember that once in a while he let 
me crawl in bed with him for a little while and I would crawl in bed and watch him eat sardines and crackers.  I’d 
eat them, but I didn’t really like them, and the foot of his bed was always covered with part cans of sardines and 
cracker crumbs and everything, but that was fun.  

 
One night, my dad had to go get Verl from a dance.   Something had happened and when he got home, 

his hand was all bound up.  He’d been to the doctor and we found out that Verl had found a pistol someplace or 
borrowed somebody’s pistol and he’d shot it and shot the end of his little finger off so they had to take him to 
the doctor.  I don’t know where he got the pistol, but he got it from somebody.  My dad was very upset about 
that pistol and we never did see it again until one day when I was up in Verl’s room and in his closet he had a 
hole in the wall just inside the door to the left as you go into the closet and down there he had tacked up a 
poster that was advertising shotgun shells and it had this big buck on it and that was a real neat picture for me 
to go to look at.  I was in there looking at that picture one day and I reached over and took hold of it and saw it 
moved just a little bit and so I looked and it was over this hole in the wall so I reached in there and what should I 
find but this pistol and it just actually scared me to death and I didn’t tell anybody that I had found it except Verl.   
I made it a practice every day to go and check that out and one day I saw that the pistol was gone, and I don’t 
know who got it.  Maybe daddy had got it or Verl had sold it. 

 
 Sometimes our jitney wouldn’t start with the electric starter, and one day my dad called from the store 

and said that he was taking Verl to the hospital because Verl had broken his arm hand cranking the jitney.   Now, 
when the jitney wouldn’t start automatically you got out and had a little handle that you had to put in the front 
of the engine and wind it and wind it and that would start it but if you didn’t do it just right, sometimes the 
handle would just leap backwards and you had to keep your head and arms out of the way.  That day Verl was 
cranking the jitney and that handle flipped and broke his arm. While daddy had him at the doctors, being caring 
sisters, we got all ready for Daddy to bring him home.   

 
We put pillows on the davenport and blankets.   We didn’t know what he would come home like with a 

broken limb and we didn’t understand.  When Verl came in he was carrying his arm in a sling.  He walked in and 
we were all there hugging and kissing him and crying and he couldn’t understand what was the matter with us 
so we tried to get him to lie down on the davenport and of course he wouldn’t and went right away to do some 
things he wanted to do, so that was another lesson we all learned on cranking the Jitney.   

 
Verl was my father’s pride and joy but he was always doing boy things.  One Saturday night, some of us 

went to a show.  And it was the real deal.  Ruby and I went.  They weren’t talkies, they’d have somebody playing 
the piano down in front of the movie house and they would play the piano to the movie.  It would be soft when 
there was a love scene and if there were horses there would be a real noise.   Louise and I and Erma liked to sit 
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down in front a ways.  We’d have to get up a time or two to get popcorn or something.  I remember getting up 
and going back and there was Verl and his friends back there and I was so proud of him and I reached over and 
give him a love and I guessed it would embarrass him, I don’t know, but he never acted like it embarrassed him.   

 
Saturday night we were all in a movie and Grandma Millie came in and told us to get home right away.  

We all couldn’t figure out what in the world was the matter, but boy did we ever walk home fast.  We were 
trying to figure out what was the matter and Grandma Millie was never one to explain things.  She told us that 
daddy would have to explain.  So we were wondering what in the world was the matter and all of a sudden here 
came daddy with Verl and they got out of the car and daddy never spanked Verl, but if he ever did anything 
wrong, he put his hand on his left shoulder and kicked him on his seat with  his right foot and he would kick him 
all the way into the house and when they got in there Verl was kind of giggling and daddy was very upset with 
him and he told him that he had to go right straight to bed and that he didn’t want to hear any more out of him 
that night.   

 
Verl went up to bed, and pretty soon we found out the reason for the troubles.  Daddy looked down at 

us and said it had been a terrible night and a terrible thing had happened.  He told us that somebody had called 
him to come and get Verl and that Verl was drunk out behind Welch’s dancehall.  So daddy had closed up the 
store in a hurry and ran up and got Verl and got Grandma Millie to get us kids and take us home and it was really 
a wild night.  We all went to bed and cried because drunk to us was the worst thing we could ever imagine.  We 
were told how awful it was all of our lives and it was just something that you never even touched.  It was 
something that never got talked about let alone participated in.   

 
The next morning bright and early we got up and heard a lot of stuff going on downstairs so I got up to 

see what was going on and there was Verl all dressed and very sober, getting his hunting equipment packed up 
and Grandma Millie was helping him.  My dad had already gone to the store and I asked Verl where he was 
going, and he said he was going hunting with some friends.  He had several days out hunting in the mountains 
and it broke my heart because I thought I’d never see him again.  I thought maybe that daddy had kicked him 
out of the family.  He did come back but Verl wasn’t around too much after that.  He worked in the store and 
then he went on his mission and then he got married.  I loved Verl completely and I would do anything for him 
and I think he loved me too and would do anything for me. 

   
  Sometime before that in 1923 … My mother wasn’t feeling good at the time and I didn’t realize how ill 
she was but I know there were lots of times when she just couldn’t do what she wanted to do.  She put good 
food on the table and things but she would be looking very ill much of the time.  When a visitor was there, she 
would appear to be happy.  One day she told Erma that she had to be taught how to do the washing.  She was 
going to have a big operation and she told Erma that she had to learn how to wash the clothes and get them 
hung out.”   So she worked with Erma for several days and I just couldn’t imagine what was going on.   Erma 
would hang the clothes improperly and mother would cry and make her hang them straight.  I didn’t know what 
was going on inside her mind.  Erma found out later that that my mother was never going to come through this 
operation so she thought if she acted-out, and couldn’t take care of things that mother wouldn’t leave us.  It 
went on like that and then one day it came time for the operation.   

We didn’t have a hospital so the doctors had to come to our home and do the operation on our table.  
That meant that all of us kids had to clear out.  So early in the morning mother got us ready and we went over to 
stay at grandmother’s.  I remember walking down the middle of the street to go to Grandma’s and it was a 
beautiful June day and I remember thinking that heavenly father just wouldn’t let anything happen to mother on 
such a beautiful day.  As we were going downtown we passed the Ames home, that was Oliver Ames, and he 
was a great big man and he lived on the corner there.   
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As we were going by their home they had a big front porch and I saw 
this beautiful lady sitting out on the front porch and she was all dressed in white 
and she was covered by a beautiful quilt and she had this long black hair but her 
face was very white.  Erma and Louise told me that it was Oliver Ames house 
and his wife [Etta Margaret Corsi]  and she’s very sick.  I thought she looked like 
an angel.  [That was Harry C. Ames mother who died within just a few weeks of 
Wyla’s mother].  So we went down to grandma’s house and it was kind of a long 
day to have to spend down there and I don’t remember when they came and 
told us that the operation was over.  I can’t even remember if we stayed at 
Grandma’s that night but when we did get home, Daddy had hired a full-time 
nurse to come from Montpelier.  The doctors who operated on my mother were 
Dr. Green and Dr. Beal from Montpelier and Afton.   

  

 

When we got home there was my sweet mother lying in bed looking 
just like an angel herself.  She had reddish brown hair and lots of it and she 
always look pretty to me and of course the operation was over, and we 
were all so happy that it was over and we couldn’t wait for her to get well.   

At that time, they laid you down flat on your back and nobody ever 
got out of bed until at least the tenth day, so my mother lay there and I 
think that was on a Sunday morning.  I went downstairs and there was my 
mother sitting up in her bed looking beautiful and smiling and we were all 
tickled so, we got ready and went to Sunday school.  I’m sure that daddy 
had to go too because he was the superintendent of the Sunday School.  We 

all went to Sunday school and then we came home and some of my friends 
came too and people came to see my mother and she sat up all that time 

and then along about noon one of my friends and I went to my house from the playground where we had been 
having fun.  My mother was sitting up with lots of people there to visit her and as we went into the house, this 
girl raised her umbrella up.  Well, someplace I’d heard that raising an umbrella in the house was bad luck, so I 
turned to her and I said, “Put that umbrella down right now.”  I was just really upset and she said okay and she 
put it down and away she went.  I was really uneasy all the rest of the day.    

 Finally, the people cleared out and mother got to lie down.  I don’t remember any more of the day and 
then we went to bed.  I woke up and saw daddy standing in the bedroom and the other kids were standing up or 
out of bed and I looked up and he was crying and wringing his hands.  I asked what the matter was, and he told 
me that my mother had died in the night.  [11 June 1923]  I dashed downstairs and some of the ladies were 
there from the Relief Society and were standing over my mother so I couldn’t see her very well.   I couldn’t 
believe that she was dead and that they just thought she was dead and they’re working on her and in a while 
she’ll come out of it and be very happy.    

  

 

Etta Margaret Corsi 

Josephine Cherista McBride,  
my mother 
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I didn’t get to see her until they had her all fixed up in the bed and they had put food jars filled with ice 
around her body and she was covered up and she was on a little tilt with her head higher than the rest of her 
body, so, to me that was a sign that she really hadn’t died.  For several days I’d run outside to the east side of 
our house where there was a window that looked into her bedroom.  It had these old green blinds back in those 
times and the blinds were apart just enough that when I stood on a rocking chair outside the window, I could 
peek in and just barely see her face.  I would stand there for a long time and wait for her to open her eyes.  I 
would go to that window many times and of course her eyes never opened.  There were coins on her eyes with 
cotton around them and I just knew that if they would take the cotton off of her eyes that she would be able to 
open her eyes.  I begged my daddy to take the cotton off of her eyes, and those coins.   I told him that if she 
could open her eyes I could show him that she wasn’t dead.   I wouldn’t believe that anything was wrong, that 
she was just sick and really wasn’t dead.   

 It was a really weird time and my grandparents and aunts and uncles all came and all this time I just 
wouldn’t believe she was dead because I knew that Heavenly Father wouldn’t take her away from me.  
Everybody was preparing things and didn't have much time for a little girl, so I just went through the day until it 
was time for the funeral.  I got all dressed up and I really didn’t want to go because I knew if I went, that would 
mean she was really dead.  But, Verl took me in charge and told me that we had to go to the funeral for our 
mother.  So we went and we sat up on the front seat for the family.  Verl sat by me and  I started to cry because 
Mary Call got up and started to sing “When we come to the end of a perfect day.” Verl was afraid I was going to 
make a spectacle of myself so he put my head down behind his back and just kind of leaned on me all during 
that funeral.  My mother had always been the one to help with all the funerals.   My mother had a beautiful 
outfit that she would wear at the funerals.  We were walking out of the church house and some friends of mine 
were sitting on a back row.  I looked at them and it was a terrible feeling but I hated them because I thought, 
“Well this isn’t your mother; it’s my mother! And here you sit looking at me and feeling sorry for me because my 
mother is dead; but she isn’t dead and she’s going to come back.”  

 All the rest of that year I would run home from school because I knew that they’d been kidding me and 
when I got home, that mother would be there so it was a pretty wild time for me and I didn’t realize what a 
traumatic time I was having until I grew older and understood what a really terrible time that was in my life.  

  Erma was only thirteen and she had to take charge of the house.  
Right after mother died she decided it was time to clean house and when you 
clean house in the spring and the fall you took all the curtains down and 
washed them and starched them and put them on curtain stretchers and took 
all the rugs out of the house and put them over the clothesline and beat them 
with sticks and you scrubbed them with lye soap and you washed everything 
and the bedding.  Erma had learned a lot from my mother so she decided it 
was time for cleaning house and we had beautiful lace curtains but we also 
had regular blinds in the room so I took them all down and washed them and 
then Erma would starch them really stiff and stretch them over curtain 
stretchers and so when they were dry, they would practically  stand up alone.   
Then we put them up and then we took the rugs out of the house and beat 
them till they were almost threadbare.  We all worked really hard.  I was only 9 
but I was a spoiled brat so I probably didn’t help much, but it was okay because 
Erma took charge so well and it was years later that I found out what a terrible 
time it was for her, too.   

         Erma 
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  Along in the winter time my father decided he was going to go to a 
dance on Saturday night and though my mother was always the one to go to 
the dance with him, we were glad he was going to go.  Erma and I were up in 
bed and we heard daddy climbing upstairs and he came into the room and told 
Erma and I to get up because he had Miss Pendleton downstairs and he 
wanted us to come down and entertain her.  I told him that I was too tired, but 
he said no and that we had to get up right then.  And Erma said no and he 
pulled her up out of bed and she put her robe on.  He brought Miss Pendleton 
over to check out the house but he knew that people would talk so he didn’t 
want to be alone in the house with her so he wanted us to go downstairs and 
help entertain.   

He kept bringing her over to the house and calling her Aunt Millie, but I knew 
that her name was Miss Pendleton.  One day, she came over and said she was going to fix a meal.  That broke 
Erma’s heart because daddy told Erma he’d never had a good meal since mother died.  Miss Pendleton came 
over and she made a wonderful roast with beef and gravy and salad and pomegranates and raisins and cream 
and it was luscious, and I ate a lot of this and that and it did feel good to  have someone big like that around the 
house.  Erma was just very sad and kind of rude with her and I thought Erma should be glad that a grownup was 
there to take charge.   

 Grandma Millie, Miss Pendleton, kept coming over again and again and again and finally in June my 
daddy got us all together and told us that he had asked her to marry him and that they were going to be married 
in the Logan Temple.  I was just tickled pink because I thought we needed 
somebody there to give Erma more rest.  Then, he left the room and Erma and 
Louise and I stayed there in the bedroom and we talked it over.  Daddy had told 
us that we had to call her Aunt Millie but we decided that she wasn’t an aunt of 
ours and we didn’t need to call her aunt Millie and we certainly wouldn’t be going 
to call her mother or momma.  So we decided, the four of us, that we would call 
her Millie.  Daddy upset that we wouldn’t call her aunt Millie or Mama.   

 

Verl was excited because Millie was his English teacher and he thought having her 
there in the house would help him in school, but it didn’t work out very well for 
him.   

Millie moved into our house and she was really pretty and she had pretty soft skin and she did her hair 
beautifully and she had the prettiest little dainty hands and she kept her fingernails really shiny and I don’t know 
whether she did it with her buffer or if she had polish but anyway her fingernails were pretty and she had a 
dainty little watch on and her feet and ankles were cute but she had big legs and big thighs and big hips.  She 
was smaller on the top and she had beautiful clothes and Verl was tickled pink because English was going to be a 
cinch because she’d be there to help him in English.  

 Millie was a very good cook, but she was a poor housekeeper, and she would always mop herself into a 
corner.  She would never start in a corner and mop out to the door.   She did things backwards.  If she had 
butlers to wait on her she would have done quite well because she was quite regal.  She was real good to me 
and she tried to get me to sit on her lap.  At nine years old I didn’t want to sit on her lap because I was afraid I 
would squish her but she would try anyway.  She wanted me to call her momma but I didn’t want to, then she 
would cry.  It was kind of sad.  It was hard seeing her get into my mother’s bed with my dad.  It was really hard 
on me because I'd slept with daddy and mother.   

Amelia Pendleton 1927 

A.D. and Amelia 1965 
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It was very hard on Erma because Millie was jealous of her.  Erma was a beautiful popular young high-school girl 
and I know that Millie kind of resented that, but Millie was 28 years old when she was married and kind of an 
old maid and she had and old-maid mindset most of her life.  Grandma Millie would never go to work in the 
store and she knew that she could never compete with my mother that way or compete with my mother with 
the residents of Afton.   

 Most of the people were bound and bent that my daddy would marry Aunt Lita [her mother’s sister 
whose husband Gilbert Taysom had died in 1921] after a certain amount of time, but he didn’t and instead he 
married Millie.  

 I’ll leave that for a minute and go back to Aunt Lita.  She lived down the street in a little house with 
Uncle Gilbert and they had a child who was about three years younger than I.  She was my mother’s sister.  She 
had two children, Carol and Caroline and Aunt Lita was the first person I remember seeing pregnant.  I didn’t 
know she had babies in there, but I knew that she was awfully fat and she couldn’t go to bed.  She had to recline 
because she was so heavy with her twins and we were all thrilled to death when the babies came.  One of the 
babies, Carolyne, died of something that would have been easily medically treated now.  Carolyne’s death was 
my first run-in with death.  Actually, my first one was when I was just tiny. I must have been no more than three 
years old and a Mr. And Mrs. Rich had died and they had been poisoned by canned beets and of course that was 
quite a shock so we never did have any canned beets in our house.   My mother and daddy took me to Rich’s 
house to view the body and then everybody followed the casket in this sleigh to the cemetery and I watched her 
be buried and they had a little boy who was just a baby and I remember how I wanted my mother to adopt that 
baby boy and that’s what I thought about it but I couldn’t figure out why the mother and father were just lying 
there in that casket and just wouldn’t get up.   I didn’t touch them but they were cold and people would say how 
cold they were.  To help preserve the dead before burial, any room they were in was kept as cold as possible so 
there couldn’t be any heat.   

My next death was our first real family death, Aunt Lita’s Carolyne.  We all had to go down and see her and she 
was just so cute with little curly hair and she had this darling little lace dress on and looked so sweet and wore 
satin slippers and I thought oh how cute she looked.  That was at the time when many people would kiss the 
deceased, so aunt Lita came and helped me up and I kissed Carolyne and that was the first time I’d ever felt a 
dead person who was cold and it was the most horrifying experience for me and I was in shock for the rest of 
the day.   

It wasn’t very long after that that Uncle Gilbert, who was a county commissioner, had been several months in 
Kemmerer at the Commissioners meeting.  One night they called my father and said that Uncle Gilbert was very 
ill and that he had to come.  So my dad had to get up in the middle of the night and had to take the sleigh and go 
to Montpelier and get on the train and go to Kemmerer and by the time he got there, Uncle Gilbert was dead 
from diphtheria.  It was very hard on my father because he and Uncle Gilbert were very close.  And there was 
this little young widow now with two tiny children.  Then it came time for Uncle Gilbert’s funeral.  My mind was 
quickly trying to figure out how to get out of going to their house but everybody kept coming and telling me that 
I had to go so I invented a very severe earache.  I worked hard on developing this bad earache, so my mother 
said no way could I go out but all of my mother’s people were there for Aunt Lita.  We had lots of people coming 
in and out of our house because we were just half a block from Aunt Lita’s.  I didn’t have to go to Uncle Gilbert’s 
funeral.  But when they came home I was crying so my daddy warmed some olive oil and put it in my ear and it 
felt so good.   

 That was a bad time and Aunt Lita suffered so much and I feel bad for her now, understanding her loss 
and she was so much in love with Uncle Gilbert.  I too suffered for about two years and then my mother died 
and that was very hard on Lita because she loved my mother so much.  After my mother died daddy started 
going with Millie and I think Aunt Lita might have married my dad if he had wanted it but he didn’t.   
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Aunt Lita started going out to all the dances and going out with men and she started drinking and not 
doing well and because she and Uncle Gilbert were partners in the business, Ddaddy tried to buy her out.  She 
told him that she would sell but she demanded an awful lot of money.  Daddy stacked up enough money and 
bought her out of the business and then she moved away to Oakley where my grandparents were but that was 
too mild a life for her, so she moved to Burley and kind of went a bit wild, and she married a man who didn’t 
belong to the church and she raised her children.  She loved everybody and I always loved her all the times I was 
there and I didn’t see her too often but when I did she   her health was ruined, and the last time I saw her she 
and I giggled and we loved each other but then she died when she was an older lady and I didn’t go to the 
funeral but then life went on.   

 I had a very dear friend, Rella Proctor.  Her father was the dentist in the town.  He wasn’t LDS but her 
mother was and all the kids had been baptized except Rella.  She and I started being friends in the second grade.  
I think they had moved up from California to Afton. 

Rella and I had a lot of fun in school.   She was a tiny little girl about 5 feet tall with dark brown eyes and 
dark brown hair and she was the voice of experience and I listened to her carefully because she was almost a 
year older than I and therefore in my eyes that made her really mature.  Her older sister, Ina, used to say, “Wyla, 
you have the most innocent blue eyes I’ve ever seen.”   So I guess I was quite innocent.  Though, I wasn’t as 
innocent as Ina would say.   Rella was a very good student and she was very attractive to the fellas.  We always 
double dated and even though Rella went with the same guy more than I did, we would double date and had a 
lot of fun. 

    We tried out for everything that school ever put on and we mostly got parts.  Rella usually got 
the lead, the romantic lead, and I was usually some other gal in the play but we just had a lot of fun.   We used 
to walk a lot.  Rella lived about three blocks from me and blocks in Afton weren’t that long but our high school 
was exactly in the middle between her place and my place and we could meet. So no matter where we were 
going I would call her or she would call me and say she was ready to leave so we would leave at the same time 
and arrive at the school at the same time.   We would do that whether we were going uptown or whether we 
were going on a hike.  

 
 But wherever we went, the subject was always boys.  We were the senior cheerleaders--no that’s when 

we were Juniors and we were chosen to be cheerleaders for the junior class and we travelled with the football 
and basketball teams all the time.  Even though they couldn’t afford to take all of the people that cheered with 
us they always took Rella and me and I guess we made enough noise for everybody.  Rella got serious about 
boys really fast and she fell in love with almost everyone she went with and that worried me a lot because I 
worried about Rella.   

 
We double dated with Vern Wolfley and Ray Wolfley.  We met them one night at the county fair and 

that was the first time I’d ever met Ray Wolfley and she’d met Vern and we just had a lot of fun and we went to 
the open air dance both nights of the fair and I thought Ray was sent to me from Heaven.  He was a little guy, 
not much taller than I was and he had bright dark brown hair and dark brown eyes and we would go to parties 
together and sometimes go home from the dance together.  In between I was going with other fellows.   I know 
it just broke my heart when Rella came and told me that Ray had asked her to go to one of the school dances.  I 
couldn’t blame him because they made an adorable couple, both of them being small dark-haired and dark-eyed 
kids.  They were the perfect couple.  But I still had dates and each guy I went with I was madly in love with and 
the next day I would see somebody else that I liked more so my life was the same teenage downs and ups and 
I’d be down clear in the depths one day and clear up on the top the next day and I’m thankful now that that’s 
the way it was because I did have a lot of fun and I was free longer to enjoy other people.   
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 I always wanted to go to college so when we were seniors, Rella was getting ready to go to college.  
That was what her folks wanted her to do, but my father was old school and he didn’t want any of us kids to go 
to college.  He said it was ridiculous and a waste of time.  All a girl did anyway when she got out of school was to 
get married.   

 
So when it came to be graduation time we had all kinds of graduation parties and there were about 

thirty six students that graduated from our class.  I had a beautiful chiffon flowered dress and a pretty orchid 
colored big brimmed hat to wear to those parties.  I didn’t wear the hat to the graduation exercises but I did 
wear the graduation dress and my sister saw to it that I had a big bouquet of beautiful red roses.  None of my 
family except for Erma went to my graduation exercises.  My family hardly ever went to the things that I did, and 
I’ve resented that.  Even when I got married no one went with me.  Neither Daddy or Millie went with me, but 
Louise, bless her little old heart had a tiny baby at the time but she went with us to Salt Lake and she stayed with 
Erma.   Well I’ll tell you about that later.  

 
 When Grandma Millie was married to my dad she got pregnant right away.  I didn’t really think much 

about it.  We weren’t very bright about such things in those days because I didn’t realize she was pregnant.  I 
knew that she was getting a little fatter, but I didn’t realize she was pregnant.   

 
[Wayne was born 10 October 1925. Wayne 

lived until 2013.  One year later, Millie gave birth to 
twins, Lloyd and Boyd, on 15 November 1926.  Boyd 
died at four months old.  Lloyd lived until 2015]  

 
One day we had twin girls in our class who 

were older than the rest of us kids.  They were gossips 
and if they knew something they would meet you at 
the door when you were going into the school and 
then they’d get on both sides of you and tell you what 
the scandal was.  They said, “did you know that Jake 
and Marie-they were a couple about Verl’s age- had a 
baby this morning and did you know they’d only been 
married six months?”  I couldn’t see why they were so 
excited about that but everybody was buzzing and 
they were telling everybody.  

 
 I went home at noon and when I got home, 

my dad was home for lunch too, so I went running out 
to the woodpile where he was chopping some wood 
and I said, “Daddy did you know that Jake and Marie  
had a baby and they’d only been married for six 
months?”  I thought it was great and I thought maybe 
that was a real achievement and he put down the axe 
and he looked at me and said, “Don’t you ever let me 
hear you say that again.” I didn't really realize what I’d 
done, but I guess it was really shocking.  You didn’t 

often hear about things like that.  Every once in awhile you just knew that somebody had a baby a little bit too 
soon but it was all kept hush-hush more or less.   
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Divorce was uncommon in our Valley and the first one I remember anything about was when Lilly Sox 
left town and it came out that Rule had been having affairs with any woman that he could lay his hands on so 
Lily had just taken their child and left and they got a divorce and of course it was a very shocking thing in the 
valley because nobody got a divorce. I feel sorry for Lily because she and Rule had gone together all through 
high school and they loved each other very much.  They were Verl’s age.   Rule still played the part of a playboy 
around town.  He was a businessman and so people didn’t do much to him because he would take a lot of the 
economy out of the valley if he left and so he just played around with everybody and anybody who would have 
anything to do with him and eventually he got married again but he still played around.  The girl he married said 
that she didn’t care if that’s what he was going to do but she was going to keep the beautiful home and the 
children and raise them and he could just send her money.   

 
When I was growing up in Afton, we were just half a block from the foothills to the Rocky Mountains and 

you could go out on our porch early in the morning and look up at the mountains.  There was a special little knoll 
up there and nearly all the time, especially early spring and in the fall, you could see a herd of elk or deer upon 
this little knoll and it was gorgeous and I always thought what a beautiful postcard that would be.   

 Everyone went hunting in Afton, in fact, the first day of hunting season, school closed so everyone could 
go hunting.  My dad wasn’t much of a hunter but he took that day away from the store and that was the day 
when we dug the rutabagas and the potatoes and the carrots and the turnips out of the ground and daddy had 
special ways that you could preserve them down in our dirt cellar so that we would have potatoes and carrots 
and fresh vegetables all winter.  It always smelled good down there.  It smelled earthy and yet you could smell 
the turnips and things that were down there.  We kept cases of canned goods and things like that there too and 
when the peddlers came to town in the fall, daddy would buy apples and pears and mother would can them and 
then we would have these beautiful apples to eat until they were gone.   

 
The 4th of July was just great because that day was the day the first Cherries came to town and we could 

have a bag of cherries and a banana and daddy would give us a long stick of popcorn on a square stick and 
wrapped around that was a balloon and that was wrapped in wax paper but you could blow up the balloon and 
when the air would come out it would whistle.  Even after the balloon was broken you could work it so it would 
still whistle.  The Fourth of July was wonderful when we would get those things.   

 
We got an orange for Christmas and daddy would always bring a twenty-five pound little wooden box 

full of prunes and so they were a real treat too.  It’s kind of sad in this day and age because people can have 
anything they want any time they want it so things aren’t a treat like they used to be and it’s kind of too bad 
that our children are growing up in this day because everything comes so easy and there’s nothing that is a 
surprise.   Christmas is more of business rather than the real homey feel of Christmas.  As I grew up, Christmas 
was a special time of my life.  I can remember going home from a date on Christmas Eve and our house smelled 
so good.  All of our Christmas trees were fresh cut right from the canyon so they had a deep pine smell and 
daddy kept the fire stoked in our big wood and coal stove so the house was always warm when I’d get home.  
You could smell the cooking that had been going on and everything was so wonderful.  They would leave the 
Christmas tree lights on for me, so it was a very special time.  Now I still love the smell of pine and I will not have 
a fake Christmas tree.   I have to have a real one and I probably will have a Christmas tree all the rest of my life 
even though people may look at me and say I’m silly.  This year I bought a Christmas tree, and this is 1988, but I 
found out I will be going to Boise to be with Louise’s family, so I didn’t put the Christmas tree up.  

 
I didn’t like to go out on Christmas Eve a lot but there was usually a big Christmas dance.   Rella had a 

boyfriend named Oliver Baldwin and he was older and he was so cute and I was in love with Oliver too and 
Oliver really liked me.  He and Rella very seldom went anywhere unless they called and invited me to go with 
them on their date and most of the time I wouldn’t want to go but if I went to a dance with them, I’d usually get 
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to go home with somebody else.  Because Oliver liked me, one year when he and Rella had a big fight, he wrote 
to me.  He was working out at Kemmerer and asked if when he came home for the Christmas holidays I would 
save some time for him to date him.  I was thrilled to death and I guess this was the first year that Rella had 
gone to Laramie for school.  Oliver came home, and we went to this party on Christmas Eve and he brought me a 
present.  I was shocked, and I just knew that Grandma Millie would make me take it back but I made up my mind 
that I wouldn’t.   What he brought was the cutest pair of pajamas.  Back then, they always had the cutest 
pajamas, and these had long black great wide legs.  And they were accordion-pleated and the top was red silk 
and the top was red silk, the same kind of material as the bottoms and then I got little pair of mules, little 
slippers, with little high heels that you put your toes in and they had little black feather knobs on the toes and it 
was the cutest outfit and I was just absolutely thrilled to death because I knew they wouldn’t fit Rella.  If he’d 
bought them for Rella and she didn’t date him he wouldn’t have given them to her, but I knew that they were 
mine and I just loved them.   

 
I remember another Christmas night when there was a big dance, and everybody would go.  On that 

Christmas night, Vernal Taylor was my boyfriend and we were going to the dance and he was a little dark fellow 
with dark brown eyes, just cute and always looked polished.  He came, and he brought me a big present.  I 
opened it and it was a big box of bath powder with a pink puff and it was all frilly on top with lace and oh it 
smelled good and he brought me a bottle of perfume and he looked so cute when he opened the door.  He wore 
a black suit and a white shirt and black tie and he had a black overcoat—all the boys wore long overcoats that 
were down to the calf of their legs-and a white scarf that he got for Christmas and a black hat perched jauntily 
on his head.  Did he ever look cute.  I had a present for him too.  I can’t remember what it was but it was 
probably cologne or maybe I gave him the white scarf.  I guess I looked kind of cute that night too.  I had a black 
taffeta dress that had a real swirly skirt and puff sleeves and I felt like the Queen of the May when I walked into 
the dance with Vernal.  Vernal and I were very close, but I think Vernal thought more of me than I actually did of 
him.  He really liked me but I decided I liked Ray Wolfely better so I let Vernal slide by and he started going with 
Wilda Linford and eventually they got married.   

 
 I started going with Vernal’s older brother who was Erma’s age.   He was a twin and their names were 

Albert and Delbert.   And Delbert was the one I went with because Albert got married quite young.  In fact, they 
both looked similar to Vernal.  They were short guys with dark brown hair and dark brown eyes and they always 
dressed really cute.  Now, Albert and Delbert were kind of wild.  That’s what you would call it.  They liked to 
drink a little bit but they were the cutest dancers and so I was really impressed when Delbert took a shine to me 
so he and I went steady for a while.   

 
Delbert wanted me to marry him very badly and I loved Delbert, but I just wasn’t ready to get married 

and give up my dates and all the fun I was having with everybody else.  Then there was Doc Kingston.   Now, he 
was Rella’s boyfriend and he lived in Smoot.   They had three kids in his family.  He had an older brother and 
then there was Doc and their mother, she took care of those three children.  [No mention of the name of the 
third child]. She was a widow woman.  Doc was a very good looking fellow and had dark brown curly hair and he 
really wanted Rella to wait for him when he went on his mission, but I knew she wouldn’t because Rella had a lot 
of other guys that she was crazier about.   

 
Doc was really a fine guy and a good worker and he helped his mother so much. Then he went on a 

mission to California and I kept working for my father until Doc came home from his mission.  Rella was going to 
college and was dating someone else and she wasn’t interested in Doc but he and I had been real good friends.  
We hadn’t written while he was gone or anything but one night he called and asked me for a date and we went 
out and had a lot of fun.  I enjoyed Doc very much.  I went with him when he went all over the valley to report 
his mission.  Doc was a good dancer and we danced a lot.  After he’d get through reporting his mission and it 
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was time to go home and do the farm chores, I would go with him out to the barn while he’d milk his cows, then 
we would either go to some other Ward to report his mission or we would just go home and visit at my house.  
Doc fell in love with me and I thought I was in love with Doc.   

 
 But in a way I still wasn’t through having a good time and I hadn’t really done anything yet so finally my 

Dad decided I could go to Salt Lake and live with Erma and Arza and go to business college.   I was just tickled 
pink.  But first, Doc asked me to marry him and I said I would and then about two days later I just decided I 
couldn’t do it.  I changed my mind and told him that I felt like I had to go to Salt Lake and go to Business College 
before I settled down.  He said he wouldn’t wait forever and I told him that I didn’t blame him and that he 
needed to do whatever he needed to do.  Two or three months after I went to Salt Lake, Doc came to see me, 
but I was at school, so he talked quite a while to Erma and he told her that he couldn’t wait for me any longer 
and that there was another girl in Smoot who was after him and he decided that it was time for him to get 
married and for Erma to tell me.  So, when I got home from school she told me that doc was going to marry 
someone, May Henderson, and that he still loved me but that his life would just have to go on.  I felt bad and I 
cried quite a bit that night but then I went on with my life.   

 
I enjoyed Business College but I didn’t date much.  I dated once or twice but I was a little country girl in 

the big city.  My dad sent me about $42 a month and it cost me about $35 a month of that for my tuition and I 
had to buy my books and whatever clothes I needed.  We didn’t wear pants in those days so every day I wore a 
dress and I had to have hose.  The extra left over from my tuition didn’t amount to much.  Erma and Arza were 
really good to me, but along in the spring, my father got smallpox and he was very ill so they called me and said I 
had to come home right away and take care of the store while my dad was sick.  I hurried and got a ride on the 
Ames Truck Line and went home to Afton to run the store.   He was very sick, and I couldn’t stay home because I 
couldn’t be exposed to smallpox so I had to stay with my sister Louise and her husband, Ken.   

 
One day Rella called me and told me that she was going with this guy and he was an older fellow and 

that she was having a hard time.  But then, during spring vacation or something, Rella came home and she was a 
different Rella.  She was all dressed up in the prettiest clothes and she had this leather jacket and so we got 
together and went for one of our walks up the canyon and we sat down on a big log to talk.  Well, this fellow had 
brought her home, but she didn’t bring him up the canyon with her.  After we sat down on the log, the first thing 
Rella did was bring out a package of cigarettes and lit one up and offered me one and my mouth fell open and I 
was aghast and told her I didn’t smoke.  Rella had taken up smoking and that made me feel bad.  She told me 
she had been practically living with this older man so we went home to her place and there was this man.  I 
don’t remember his name but he was older, almost forty and not all that good looking.  Rella could have had her 
choice of all the fine fellows so I couldn’t understand why she was with this man who was much older than she.    

 
 Rella went back to school and she wrote to tell me about all the grown up things she was doing and 

classes she was taking.  I was living in a different world, working for my father for $30 a month from eight in the 
morning until seven or eight at night and I was dating all the time.  I started going with a younger crowd because 
it seems like those were the people to go with.  D and I had a lot of fun and I was dating all the time and I did 
have a good time.   Rella left Laramie and her family moved to Salt Lake City so she went there to live with her 
folks while she did some studies at University of Utah.  While Rella was there, she met a guy with the last name 
of Benson and she fell in love with him.  He was a nephew of Ezra Taft Benson and he was in the engineering 
school.  They were later married. 

 
 I went to Salt Lake to April conference with Doc and Erma.  By this time Erma had come home from her 

mission and was in love with Arza Hinckley.  Doc and I had a good time going to his mission reunion, but I spent 
Saturday with Rella.   
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About this time, I started being real good friends with Helen Bagley. [Helen Grace Bagley, b 1915] She 
was a sister to Ruth who married my brother, Verl.  Helen was a tall woman, blonde and quite a bit taller than I.  
In fact, when we used to walk downtown together she’d make me walk upon the steps that came down from 
the store fronts in those days.  She wanted me to be more at her height.  We had a lot of fun together and we 
chased around quite a bit with Guinevere and Wilda.  Guinevere Hemmert, and Wilda Linford.  It was quite often 
that the girls would go to dances and then when the guys would get there, the girls would pair off with the guys 
and the eventually transported the girls back to the girl’s house after the dance.   
 

Helen got mad at me one night because in my mind, the only things about me that was quite attractive 
were my feet and ankles.  This one night I had a pair of beautiful high heeled shoes and Helen and I had gone up 
to Oly Thatcher’s one night after a dance.  I’d gone with John Ames and she’d 

gone with Billy Kendle and I’d worn my pretty new 
shoes and I had on some pretty clothes.  I was 
sitting down and not even thinking about it and put 
my feet up on an Ottoman.  John came over and sat 
down on the ottoman  and put my feet up on his lap 
and was kind of patting them and then he got up 
and went someplace and Helen came over and she 
said “everybody knows you have pretty feet and 
ankles and pretty new shoes but you don’t have to 
flaunt them” and that’s about the only thing Helen 
ever said to me that was a little bit catty.   
 
Helen and I went on a date one night.  She was with 

someone I can’t remember, and I was with Dell Wheeler and we were in a car and they were taking us, after the 
dance, to Grover because I was going to depart with Louise and Ken the next day for Salt Lake.  I had on my 
clothes to wear the next day. 
 
It turned out that Ken Cranby, who was driving the car was dead drunk and we didn’t realize it.  I was in the back 
seat with Dell and all of a sudden Ken flipped the car over.  It was one of the old cars that had a cloth top and 
that drug along Highway for quite a way on the top until it took all of the canvas off and I landed on my knee on 
the gravel road and the seat landed on top of me and then Dell landed on top of the seat so I couldn’t move.   
 
They finally got me out, and I was bleeding profusely from my knee and I was wearing a long dress and I can see 
that dress in my mind; it was a pretty rust colored dress and it had a pale apple green long sash and it was a 
beautiful dress and it broke my heart because it just gouged a great big hole in it.   
 
Helen had bumped her head so she was bleeding from a head wound and her face was all covered with blood.   
 
We finally got out of the car and Ken was lying up in the middle of the road.  He’d gone out of the windshield 
and it didn’t cut him at all, in fact, it didn’t hurt him at all.  They say that drunks don’t get hurt like other people.  
At first, we all thought he was dead, but he was laying there moaning like he was about to die and cars came 
along and they loaded us up and we were all bemoaning the fact that Ken was dead.  [But he was fine].   The 
passersby took us to the doctor’s office.  Helen looked terrible with her hair full of blood and it was dripping 
down her face and covered her dress and everything. 
 
 

Wyla and Helen Bagley 
about 1922 

GIRLFRIENDS –   
Wilda Linford, Gwen 

Hemmert, Helen Bagley 
and Ellen Hale 
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The doctor took Helen in first and then he came out and said that Helen wanted me to come in and stay 
with her;  and then he looked down and saw the whole bottom of my dress was covered with blood and pouring 
down and he asked how bad I was hurt, and I said I’m not bad as her, so we went in.  He had to shave her head 
and take big stitches in this cut in her head and then as soon as that was over and Helen was alright, I fainted 
and they got me up on the table and had to cut away a lot of stuff away from my knee and sewed it up.  I knew 
that I’d have that scar the rest of my life.  
 
 When Helen was 38 she died in her sleep.  One morning her husband had gone to work and she was 
home alone in bed and when he came home from work Helen was dead in her bed and they said it was from a 
clot on her brain.  I always wondered if it had something to do with that blow that she’d had when the car 
crashed.    
 

Sometimes, Helen and I’d go to one another’s house and get ready to go and then we’d go to the dance.  
Helen then started going steady with DeVerl Linford.  Now he was one of those old boyfriends I talked about 
before and they were very much in love.  Helen and D were very close friends of mine and as I said before, D and 
I could talk about anything. I never wanted to go with him, but we were real good friends and I remember one 
night I’d been on a date and when I got home I was getting ready to go upstairs and get ready for bed when 
somebody knocked on the door and D was standing there and threw his arms around me and hugged me and 
said I needed to be the first one to know that he had asked Helen to marry him.  We called Helen and she was 
very excited.  Her mother wasn’t too excited about it.  She didn’t trust Helen, but Helen really was a really cute 
girl and I loved Helen.    
  

Helen and D were happily married, and D always wanted to be a writer.  He 
was very intelligent, and I have one of the books he wrote.  He didn’t have 
any real success as a writer, so he and Helen were quite poor.   They went to 
Socorro, New Mexico because D decided that was the best place to go to 
write and that was where Helen died.   I never got to see Helen or D again.  
DeVerl died not too many years after Helen.  I don’t know what the cause of 
his death was, but they were two of my best friends.  
 
 I guess I was a pretty good actress because I was in lots of plays in 

high school and then after I graduated from high school I was in church plays and whatever came along.  I was in 
one play that was really fun to do and I was just a character player in it and I was a little English girl and I was 
supposed to run on the stage one time with a dozen eggs in this bag so I came running in and I said, “oh dear oh 
dear I’ve broken all these eggs.”  All the broken eggs were running down my hands and all down my front and 
onto the floor and I guess it was really funny.  I guess I was a little bit of a ham. That was fun and we had a real 
good cast.  Lamar Meldrum was the lead and Lincoln Gardner was the male lead and Lamar was married but as 
in lots of plays the leads fall in love.  Lamar and Lincoln hung around together backstage and he mooned over 
her all the time.  He was really a teenager in love and of course Lamar was enjoying the attention but we did 
have a lot of fun.  For a cast party, D came to the party so Lamar couldn’t pair up with Lincoln.  Instead, Lincoln 
decided that he’d hang around me and that was the only time in my life I ever got close to going with Lincoln 
Gardner.  I liked him very much as a friend, but he was two years older than I was but he graduated a year after I 
did so Lincoln was always with the younger kids though he was older.  
 

At a class reunion, maybe our fiftieth, Lincoln wrapped his arms around me and told me he remembered all 
of our good dates and wonderful times that we had.   It was strange because the only time in my life I ever got 
close to going with Lincoln Gardner was the play.  Maybe he had a little case of dementia, but he came up and 
hugged me and said “do you remember the day we went to Montpelier together to get money from the train?”  

Helen Bagley, her mother and Wyla 
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He was a cashier in the bank his father owned and he’d sent us to Montpelier to pick up money and he swore up 
and down that on the way home we took off our shoes and socks and waded in a stream.  Maybe we did.  I don’t 
know but he said, “Oh, your bare feet and legs simply thrilled me to death and all I wanted to see was the rest of 
you.”  There we were in front of all of these other class members and his wife Noreen who had been a friend of 
mine.  I was embarrassed, but then I understand he was going a little bit nuts.  He was arrested one time and 
lost his drug store in Roy Utah because he sold drugs under the counter.  It was probably sleeping pills and 
things like that he sold without prescription but anyway that was that.   
 
 I went the same year to a reunion of Harry’s class and there I met a lot of these old boyfriends.  Vernal 
Taylor was the same age I was and he’d missed a year or two of school and graduated with Harry’s class.  And 
that was the first time I’d seen Vernal in a long time.  As I said before, I had kind of a case for Vernal for a while, 
but I saw him at that class reunion with Harry and he came over and wrapped his arms around me and gave me 
a big kiss and said in front of a lot of people, “Whatever happened to us?  We were going to get married.” and I 
said well I don’t know, Vernal, but when I came back from Salt Lake you were taken so it just wasn’t meant to 
be. But two or three times during that evening he’d come back and throw his arms around me and say, “I should 
have married you.” What should have been and what happens are different things.  
 
 I was telling you about going to school and Doc coming down to Sal 
Lake and telling Erma that he was going to marry Ida so that was that. And 
then I got this call to go back to Afton to work in the store and I tried to get a 
ride on the Ames truck but I couldn’t so I went home on the train and then 
took the mail over from Montpelier. And when I got off the mail there was 
Harry Ames standing, waiting to get some stuff off the mail truck and when I 
got off he came over.  We had ridden together back and forth to Salt Lake 
several times during the winter.  Usually both he and his father were in the 
truck. I really liked Harry and we had a lot of fun together and we kidded each 
other all the time we were traveling.  A couple of times after they’d drop me 
off, Harry would say, “the next time I come down I'm going to call you and 
we’re going out on a date.”  And then I’d forget about him and he’d forget 
about me until the next time I rode with them.   
 

One day he got me off the mail truck--I’d been writing to Dell Taylor and had 
informed him that I was going to come home.  So, Dell had called me on the phone and said he wanted to take 
me to a dance that night when I got home.  I was in a pickle when Harry asked me to go to that dance with him.  
I said that I already had a date, so he said, “Well, I’ll see you at the dance maybe we can dance.”  That night I 
went with Dell and it was really fun to see Dell but I didn’t feel any bells ringing and I found out with true love 
you don’t have to have bells ringing.  That just happens to start with. 
 
That night Harry just dogged the life out of me and I danced three or four times with him so he asked me that 
night if I would date him the next Saturday night which I did.  During the dance, the next Saturday night, 
Lavonne Henderson came up to me.  He was a cute little guy and he asked me for a date the next Saturday night 
and I told him yes, so that night when Harry took me home and asked me for a date next Saturday and I said I 
already had a date so he asked me for a date the next Saturday night so I did go with Harry and I switched off 
with Harry and Dell and Lavonne for several weeks.   
 

Harry Corsi Ames 
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One day Harry called me up and he said he had to drive to Salt Lake to 
get a load of stuff and would I like go with him so my dad let me go and 
that was a lot of fun because I would get to see Erma.   Harry took me 
and I stayed with Erma that night and then he picked me up the next 
day after he got his load.  We had a ball driving to Salt Lake so every 
once in awhile when his dad couldn’t go with him, Harry would call me 
and take me with him and I really enjoyed it.  One day I had a terrible 
cold but he asked me to ride with him and I said yes.  I could hardly talk 
but he picked me up at Erma’s and on the way home I was just 
sneezing and coughing a lot of phlegm and I was really sick.   
 
Harry had a little notebook and he’d write a little note to me and then 
I’d write a little note back to him and this was back when traffic wasn’t 
really great and so we were never in any real danger because Harry 
was a wonderful driver and we kept writing notes and he said “how 
about being my girl?” and I wrote back and said you haven’t asked me 
yet and he wrote back and said well “will you please be my girl and not 

go with anybody else?”  And so I wrote back and said yes, and that Saturday night we went to the dance.  
 
As usua,l everyone back then danced with everybody.  You might go 
with one guy and dance the first dance and then he would dance with 
other people and you’d dance with other people and maybe dance the 
last dance with the guy you went with. I always thought that was a lot 
of fun.  Harry and I danced the first dance and here came Verl.  I never 
did go with Verl, but he was really tickled to see me back in town and he 
wanted to dance and I said “Oh yeah; sure.”  and Harry said “No, this 
dance is mine.” Then everybody who would come up that night, he’d 
say no to, so I never did get to dance with anybody else.  Eventually we 
stopped going to Saturday night dances because it wasn’t fun if you 
couldn’t dance with anybody else and he just wouldn’t let me dance 
with anybody else.  
 
  

Harry loved me, and he really put the pressure on me. I worked at my dad’s store and Harry was driving 
truck.  His family had a little fruit store and that year they started a grocery store.  On my way home from work 
I’d walk to the Ames food store and stop in and buy some cherries or other piece of fruit, and Harry and I would 
talk.  He had a real dry wit and you had to listen very carefully to everything he said or you’d miss the fact that 
he was kidding or you’d miss half of what he was saying because he would talk very low and very quiet and 
always got kind of a little twitch in his face that gave away the fact that he was kidding.  Most people couldn’t 
tell when he was kidding so there were a lot of people that didn’t really like Harry because they didn’t 
understand him.   People couldn’t understand why I chose Harry because he was little.  He was taller than I was 
by a few inches, but he was small for a man and a little on the chunky side and he drove a truck and his folks had 
been very poor, so he didn’t have any money and I belonged to one of the richest families in town.   
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Harry wasn't particularly religious.  I was in church all the time because I loved the gospel.  All of our 
family got up and went to church on Sunday and we went to all of the meetings and I went to Mutual every 
Tuesday night.  Harry didn’t go that much because his dad and mom were not active.  His grandma was very 
active and she felt bad because her family wasn’t active.  Harry and I went together, and it was the most 
wonderful year of my life.  Harry didn’t have a car at his disposal all the time but once in a while he got the 
family car or the truck and we’d use those for dates.  It was a rainy spring and summer and thelilacs were just 
gorgeous and we walked a lot.   Harry would walk over and get me and we would walk over to town and buy an 
ice cream or something and would walk all over town then we would stand and “match pennies” under these 
lilac bushes.  It was the most romantic love affair I’ve ever had.   
 
 Then when things got dry enough we would take his 22 rifle and shells and would go out along the hills 
and shoot squirrels.  Maybe that sounds cruel, but the squirrels were damaging important crops in Afton.  Then 
every once in a while Harry would have to go to Kemmerer Wyoming to get a load of coal so he’d take me with 
him and my dad would let me out of work to go.  We would match pennies all the way and then whoever lost 
had to buy lunch at Kemmerer.  We would go to the old Kemmerer hotel where they had the most wonderful 
food.  We would buy steaks, great huge T-bone steaks and potatoes and gravy and green vegetables, fresh green 
vegetables cooked and then we’d have either a piece of homemade pie.  It was just so fun and I always lost the 
penny match.  I don’t remember ever paying more than $1 for dinner and then we’d shoot squirrels on the way 
back and laugh a lot.  Most of the time I’d go with him to deliver the coal and come home covered in black from 
pitching coal.   Sometimes Harry had to go to Salt Lake and bring big loads home and often, his dad wouldn’t go 
with him, so he’d come and get me and we’d go all over Star Valley and all over Auburn and other places 
delivering things that he got back on his truck line.  I continued doing that even after we’d had children.   At that 
time Harry O was three years old and Louise was six.  Sometimes, Harry would take them to the store and Harry 
would go in and have a little package of something to deliver to the store.  Weezie was too shy to do that, so 
when Harry O got back to the truck, he would show up with an ice cream cone or a lollipop or something and 
Weezie would be mad because she hadn’t gotten anything.     
 
 But going back to Harry, and even before we were married, we rented a little house from Mr. Heiner by 
Dr. Beal’s house.  It was a tiny cabin sort of thing behind another house with just a bedroom and a kitchen but it 
didn’t have a bathroom.  There was a little outhouse out behind.  It was a cute little house and we bought a new 
bedroom set and a new kitchen set and a brand new kitchen range and that was all the furniture we had besides 
my cedar chest.  We felt as rich as kings.  We papered the inside of the rooms and we painted it and put new 
linoleum on the floor and had everything moved in before we went to Salt Lake to get married. 
  
  I would have married Harry even if it had been before a Justice of the Peace, but Harry knew that I 
always talked about temple marriage and in my family that was something that was important. No one even 
considered that you got married another way.  If on one of the truck trips Harry had said, “let’s stop in Evanston 
and get married,” I would have done it.  But, Harry knew that I would love a temple marriage, so we set our 
sights on that and that was it.  You had to have a recommend to go to the temple, so I was waiting for the day to 
come when we could get together and have our interviews.  But, this one day I’d finished working at the store 
on a Saturday and I was walking home on one side of the street and I looked across the other side of the street 
and there was Harry walking down the street all dressed up in his suit. We crossed over and met in the middle of 
the street and were talking and he said, “well I went to get our Temple recommends,” and I said, “you can’t do 
that without me,” and he said, “Well I did it.”  He said the bishop and stake president knew both of us real well 
and had seen me going to church.  I think even though Harry hadn’t been going to church very much, that the 
authorities knew his heart.  So, even though I hadn’t gotten to talk to them they signed a temple recommend for 
both of us.  
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On the second day of May, Harry’s dad let us use the car to drive to Salt Lake.  We took Grandma Ames, Lorene 
and my sister Louise and her baby, Bill, with us.   Harrys mother and father were coming on the truck.  I think we 
made that trip to Salt Lake in about 3 hours. I’ve never gone so fast and of course that was before traffic cops 
and all of the traffic.  When we got to Salt Lake he took Louise and I to my sister Erma’s house where Louise and 
I could stay at night.  Then, Harry and his folks got rooms at a hotel.  That night he came and got me from Erma’s 
and we went for a ride to visit some of his dad’s uncles and other people who lived in Salt Lake.  Then we went 
and parked up on top of a hill and watched the lights.  I’ve never been so thrilled in all my life and I’m sure Harry 
was too.    
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 The next morning, 3 May 1937, Harry was at Erma’s almost before dawn to pick me up.  Erma and Arza 
said they would bring Louise and Erma had gotten a babysitter for their children and for Louise’s baby.  Harry 
and I went into town and met his folks and went to the temple where we waited for Louise to come and be with 
me.  Erma and Louise didn’t show so Harry’s mom was very good and helped me to get ready.  Then Harry and I 
were sealed there in the temple for time and eternity.  As we walked out of the temple, Louise, Erma and Arza 
were walking up the path.  Louise was crying because they hadn’t made it in time and I think up until the day she 
died she was really upset that they hadn’t made it to the temple to help me when I got married.   I wore a two-
piece dress, white with a jacket and it had some pretty blue and pink flowers embroidered on it.   

 
After we were married, Dad and Mom Ames took all of us to a restaurant and we had a wonderful lunch 

and I was so happy to be with my sweet husband and I loved him very much and I know he loved me.   I don’t 
remember what we did for the rest of the day but I do remember that Millie gave me a pretty package and she 
said it was for my wedding night.  I opened it and I’ve never been so disappointed in my life.  There was an ugly 
kind of sleeved nightdress and it was short and there was nothing pretty about it and I got into that and I know I 
didn’t make a gorgeous bride.  I’m quite sure that Harry must have been disappointed but it was a wonderful 
night and I loved him dearly and the next morning we got up and got showered and went out into the hallway 
and as we were walking down the hall, Dad and Mom Ames came walking down the middle of the hallway 
toward us and they were all just grinning and I was so embarrassed because I knew what they were thinking.   

 
Dad Ames took Harry away for the rest of that day until the truck was all loaded.  They left Mom Ames 

and we went shopping and after the truck was loaded, Harry and I took the truck back to Afton and Mom and 
Dad Ames took the rest of them in the car and of course it was wonderful. 

 
When we got to Afton we had our little house waiting for us and we went there and stayed and none of 

our friends knew where we were going to be,  They hunted all over for us that night and they couldn’t find us to 
give us a shivaree,  [A very old word defining a party given by friends for a newly married couple designed to 
irritate them by keeping the couple up all night].  I was the happiest bride in the world and I loved my little 
house and Harry.   

 
Harry was quite practical about gifts.  One Christmas I remember he gave me a carving set and another 

Christmas he gave me a snow suit and I was tickled to death with that.  That Christmas, I thought that was all 
there was then Harry said he’d forgotten something and that I should stay there.  He went out and got a 
cardboard box and brought it in and put it on my lap.  I opened it up and this cute fuzzy little dog poked its head 
out and I was so tickled.  I gave it the name, Wuffy.  It was a little poodle type dog, French poodle maybe but 
anyway it had long hair and didn’t look like the poodles that you expect to see because had never been clipped.  
We were living in Salt Lake at that time and Harry was going to college so we took Wuffy to the school.  It was a 
little female and it got very excited any time someone would come into the house and it would wet all over.  
That was bad for the apartment we rented, so we took Wuffy out to Erma and Arza’s house because it was 
impossible to keep him in the University Housing.  I think they finally gave it away and that was the end of my 
Wuffy.   

 
I meant to tell you that before we went to Salt Lake to the University that we moved from the little 

Heiner house and moved up to some small cabins that were built by the Valleon Hotel.  They were brand new 
and we rented one of those from Calls and it was cute and it was brand new and it had a tiny bedroom and a 
tiny living room and a tiny kitchen but it was brand new and it was a lot of fun.  We had a tiny little bedroom set 
and a new dining room set and our stove and we got all of it moved in.  We hauled coal for the Valleon for our 
rent and I was working for the county agents office.  I was working there when I got married.  I didn’t want to be 
any place but with Harry.  I didn’t want to leave him at all even for a minute. 
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One day I was walking home and it was real slick and I walked past the service station and there had 
been some oil spilled and it had run down on the ice and I stepped on it and down I went with my clothes up 
over my head and when I looked up there was a guy looking at me.  He was one of the people who was from 
Star Valley and just wasn’t quite right in the head and I looked up and I said, “Don’t you dare grin at me,” and I 
got up and went on home.  

  
It was at this cute little cabin that we had our first fight. One day I’d been to work and I went home and 

there was Harry lying in our bed.  He was looking very serious and I crawled in next to him and asked him what 
the matter was.  He said that he couldn’t stand knowing that I’d had all the boyfriends I’ve talked about in these 
recordings.  I told him that I didn’t love any of those guys and that he, Harry was my first and only true love.   

    
Harry was a little chauvinistic, because he never talked to me about making plans.  He would usually go 

talk to his dad and then come to me and tell me what it was we were going to do.  One day he came home and 
he told me that we were going to go to school at the University of Utah because his folks wanted him too.  He 
also told me that Ken and Harry’s grandmother Ames we’re going to go and live with us.  Ken was going to 
college too.  Harry told me that I would have to work, and that was that.  That was in the spring and I told Harry 
that I didn’t know how we could afford it.  He said that his folks were going to help.  I told him that I’d rather just 
do it on our own because we had the truck and we could sell it and it would cover most of his first year of 
tuition.  But he said that he’d given the truck to his dad for the trucking business.  Until school started Harry said 
we’d have to move into some place cheaper than by the Valleon.  So I proceeded to make arrangements for us 
to move into my grandma and grandpa Taysom’s old home in Afton. It was just two rooms and an outdoor toilet 
so we moved into that house.   We had to go in and paper it and repaint that house too and then we proceeded 
to try to get rid of the mice.  Harry was quite ingenious about such things and he got a washtub and he filled it 
full of water and then he’d fixed a board hanging out from a chair over the tub and then on the end of the board 
he would fix some paper so that looked like a continuation of the board and then he put cheese on the end of 
that and during the night he got up and he found two mice in the tub and by morning there were four more 
mice in that tub.  So that was quite ingenious of him.  

 
I got the word at the agent’s office that they couldn’t keep a married woman hired because of the 

depression.  The single men needed the work, so I lost that job.   I didn’t think it was very fair but it meant that I 
couldn’t work.  

  
When it came time to relocate to school, Harry 
and his dad went to Salt Lake and picked out the 
apartment without me.  I was tickled pink 
because I knew I’d be with Harry and I think the 
apartment was on 14 East 1st South in Salt Lake.  
It was a big old dark red brick apartment house 
complex and we lived there and I was happy 
even though I couldn’t find work.  I was just 
happy taking care of Harry.   

 
 
 
 
 

Wyla and Harry in front of first Salt 
Lake apartment 
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Dad Ames came down twice a week when he drove the truck and on occasion, he would bring Mom Ames with 
him.  They would took out for dinner and Mom always bought me something to wear or whatever I needed.  It 
was a lot of fun because she and I would spend all day long while she was there or even two days just shopping.   

 
Harry was a real good student and we had a real good married life and I remember it as kind of like a 

storybook to me because it was so great.  One day, after Harry had been walking a long way every day to school, 
he found an apartment up on University Street across from the university and so it was a much shorter walk 
from school.  We relocated so to that place.  It didn’t cost much but it was a place that had a place for a Ken to 
sleep when he came to the University.  When his mom dad came down, Ken had to sleep on the floor.   

 
It was a cute little upstairs apartment and I had a cat named Oscar and he kept me company and it was 

just great so then I decided I was going to the LDS business college.  I got to go without it costing me anything 
because I got to work in the office at the college. This was before Ken came down to go to school.  I went for 
about a month, but just about a month after I started there, they brought Ken to live and then Dad would be 
there twice a week and so it became a real problem for me and I couldn’t do my work well because I’d have to 
go home and fix dinner and do all the washing for everyone and ironing and everything.  I was just working 
myself to death, so I finally told Harry that I just couldn’t take care of everyone and go to school and work.  I told 
him I was either running a boardinghouse or I could work.  So dad and mom decided that it would be best for me 
to stay home and keep house for everybody who came down rather than trying to go to school or work.  

  
Ken was real pain in the neck.  I just loved him, but he was a real character and he would follow me 

around the kitchen and I’d be making a cake and he’d ask me what I was doing and I’d say that I was making a 
cake and he’s ask what ingredients I was putting in and so on, clear through the time the cake was baked.  It 
drove me up a wall.  But it was alright, and I didn’t mind because I was with Harry.   

 
 We had a little run-in with the landlady about something, so we move from there Into a little apartment 

that was in an apartment complex.  It was a dark brown apartment House too.   
 
I meant to tell you that when we first moved to Salt Lake we had this one little apartment and during 

conference time, Mom and Dad Ames came and they brought Grandma Ames   with them.  [This was Sarah Ann 
Jensen, wife of Oliver Ames. Oliver had died two years before in 1935 and Great Grandma Ames, Sarah, died the 
year after this event in 1938]] They talked to her and told her that she would have to live with us in Salt Lake, so 
they dropped her off.   

 
I was ironing curtains and trying to get the apartment fixed up when she came in.  I was putting curtains 

up to all the windows and she watched me and she said her husband would have been so happy if he could see 
this because he was always happy when he could see the curtains going up and he would always tell her that 
when they would move that when she got the curtains up that he would say, “And now we’ve got a home.” So, 
that was interesting.   I just loved her and I tried to get her to go to conference with me but she didn’t want to 
go because she was scared of the city.  She didn’t want to ride on the bus so we didn’t go, but we had a radio 
and we listened to conference on the radio.   

 
It was fun having her there but she didn’t want to stay and she told me that though she loved me, that 

Harry and I were just newlyweds and that we needed to have our home to ourselves and not to be hurt if she 
didn’t stay.  I said that I wanted her to be happy because we loved her and when Mom and Dad Ames came, she 
told them that she didn’t want to stay.   
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They were kind of upset because they wanted her where they knew somebody else would take care of 
her.  She ended up going back to her own home and she died there.  Donna and Ardell, her youngest son, lived 
in a little house right next door her and helped watched after her.  She was happy to be home with her things 
and her memories of her husband.   

  
Mom and Dad Ames [Oliver and Ethel]  liked to get involved in young people’s lives.  I didn’t go back to 

school and stayed there in the apartment and took care of things and waited on people when they came.   So we 
had those three different houses we moved into when we lived in Salt Lake.   

 
The first summer we were there, Harry was on the truck with his dad and he’d be gone a lot and I’d be 

alone a lot and it was so hot and there was no air-conditioning then.  I had a little tiny fan, but it didn’t do much 
and I’d be awake all night long because it was so hot.  I would open all the windows and try to stay cool and 
along about 5 or 6 o’clock it would finally cool off enough to go to sleep.  Maybe I’d sleep for a couple of hours 
and then I’d get up and get my things on and go downtown to a movie where there was air conditioning. That 
was a bad time for being without Harry.   

 
We spent the winter there and then the war was going on in Europe, so the airplane plants in California 

were going strong so Harry was quite interested in going down there and getting a job which would bring in a 
little more money.  But, Harry’s dad talked us into moving back to Afton.  Pretty soon, the U.S. Government 
started military drafting, so Harry’s dad bought a pig farm and bought a whole bunch of pigs and thought he’d 
make a farmer out of Harry and that way he wouldn’t have to go to war. I was a little embarrassed about what 
Dad did because everybody figured that because he had money, he could buy the draft board off.  

 
Before we got the pig farm, back when we were in a little apartment, I was pregnant with Louise in 

October of 1940.  And I stayed to work in the store in Afton until Christmas time and Harry stayed in Salt Lake to 
continue school.  

   
Harry was studying so hard then that he got ulcers.   
 
After Christmas I went back to Salt Lake and when I got to the apartment, everything in the apartment 

was dirty.  Harry was never much of a hand to keep house but he did study hard.  I stayed in the apartment, but 
was a little sick, being pregnant.  Harry decided that after we had the baby he was going to go to Seattle and try 
to get work related to the war industry at Boeing or something so he moved me to Afton and he went to Seattle 
to see what he could do.  The plan was that if he got work, he would also try to go to the University of 
Washington.   

 
[ 17 July 1941]   I had Weezie at home in Afton and Dad and Mom Ames were very good with me.  I 

started my labor at 1:30 in the morning on Sunday morning.  Right at that time, Mom and Dad Ames were gone 
and Alma, Ken’s first wife was staying there with me all day long while I had labor.  I was up walking around the 
house all night and Alma just stood there watching me.  She was scared to death and when Mom and Dad Ames 
got home, they told Alma to keep track of my contractions.  The contractions went all day and about noon I 
started having “bearing down pushes” and I was having them so hard but nothing happened so they took me up 
to the doctor, and he said that I could go home because I wasn’t ready for birth yet.   

 
I had bearing down pains all the rest of that day and finally mom and dad came home from work and 

they said they’d better take me over to the hospital, so they took me over there and they stayed there with me 
all night long.  Dad and Mom and My Day and Millie also came down for a little while.  My dad was standing 
there when he heard the doctor say that the baby was too big for me to have at home.   
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Finally when Weezie made her appearance into the world, my Dad said, “Oh my goodness it’s a 

monster.”  Well, it wasn’t a monster; she was just a big beautiful baby.  She had such a rough time being born 
that her little head was pointed and her ears were flat and her little nose was smashed clear up and she had 
bruises on her face where they had pinched her with instruments.   After the birth, the doctor had me propped 
upside down in bed with my feet straight in the air, [As a means of helping stop post partum bleeding], and I had 
to see people that way when they came to the little hospital that was located above a garage in Afton.  I had 
forty-eight people come to my room that day.  I was so tired and I didn’t stop bleeding until about 6 o’clock the 
next morning.   

 
I enjoyed seeing people and my daddy raised the most beautiful long-stemmed roses.  He brought me 

two dozen long-stem roses and Mom Ames brought me two boxes of chocolate-covered cherries and many 
others brought me things for the baby.  It was fun, and it was good time for me in spite of the fact that Harry 
was still in Washington. 

    
When Weezie was 3 weeks old, she had bad colic and we walked the floor with her all night and we did 

everything for a colic and Mom Ames would even give her a few drops of whiskey on sugar and that would help 
her sleep for a few minutes but she was mostly awake night and day and I was worn completely out.   

 
Harry wrote and said he had a house found in Washington for us, so Dad and Mom Ames and I took 

Weezie, still screaming, all the way to Lake Forest Park and that’s where Louise and Ken and her children lived.   
 
It was fun except for Weezie’s colic.  Then, one day I couldn’t stand it any longer and I called a 

pediatrician.  He came and the first thing he did was peel off Weezie’s blankets and clothes.  We were very cold, 
so I thought maybe she was cold too, so I really had her wrapped up.  The doctor laid her on a table naked and 
reached down to her a little stomach and skin and lifted it up and he gave me the darkest look and said, “The 
only thing wrong with this baby is she’s starving to death.”  I felt so bad because I was really trying to follow the 
baby feeding rules.  And when he saw that I wasn’t intentionally starving Weezie, he felt sorry for me and gave 
me a diet to put her on— pablum and other food and then he said, “Don’t dress her warm just because you 
might be cold.”  So then he gave me a little pill, a sleeping tablet.  [We don’t know if the pill was for Wyla or 
Weezie for sure because Wyla didn’t elaborate before the tape ran out.  Because of the beginning of her next 
recorded segment, it looks like the pill was probably for Weezie]. 

 
 I’d go in and look at Weezie to see if she was alright and sometimes I might even wake her up just to 
make sure she was alright. We lived in Lake Forest Park in this little house.  No, the first place we had was on 
Queen Anne’s Hill. That’s the first place Harry got and that’s where Dr. Samuels came to see Weezie.  It was in 
the summertime so there were trees all over and I didn’t realize I even had any neighbors except right along the 
road.  When it started to get fall and winter then all the leaves fell and I could see that the hill was covered with 
houses.   

 We didn’t live there very long before we found this place out in Lake Forest Park.  It was a house that 
belonged to a little old man who lived in a shed out behind.   I was tickled because we had a fireplace and I’ve 
never had a fireplace so the first night we got all excited about having a fire in the fireplace.  Harry built a fire 
and we nearly smoked ourselves out.  It was terrible. So the next day Harry got up on the top of the house to 
clean the chimney.  Well, that chimney was full of spider webs and it took him all day to clean it out and then we 
had to have a big fire in order to burn out all the spiders that were still left there.   

One day I looked out the window and there was a spider about as big around as my thumb climbing 
down by the window and it made me sick, but I thought it was interesting to watch.  It was kind of scary to be in 
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that house, because this man in the shed kept coming around.  He thought it would be kind of nice if he could 
move into the house.  In fact, he came and wanted to know if he could come and use one of the extra 
bedrooms.  

 I got kind of scared of the old man out back so Harry decided it was time to move.  That’s when we 
moved over into Mr. Lyons little house out behind their own home.  They were a real nice older couple that 
worked at the shipyards with Ken Roos, my sister Louise’ husband.  Mr. Lyons and his wife had two daughters 
who lived there at the home with them and they were both married.  One of them had a child.  Their husbands 
were fishermen and they had their own fishing boat and they would be gone for weeks and then they would be 
back and bring these beautiful halibut steaks an inch and a half thick just so fresh and you just wouldn’t realize it 
was the same kind of halibut that you would normally buy.   

It was a special time there.  Harry and I had this old car that had twenty-seven patches on one tire.  
Sometimes Harry could get it started and sometimes he couldn’t.   But I enjoyed the little house because it was 
easy to keep clean.  The downside to that house was that I had to go over to the Lyon’s house into their utility 
room for the bathroom and shower.  It was kind of hard to find the time to do that because I couldn’t leave 
Weezie alone.  

 While we were there Harry had the first of two nervous breakdowns.   It was really scary beause he 
believed that he was going to die.  [Dad had an obsession with death and dying all of his life, probably due to 
having lost his mother when he was so young].  He wouldn’t let me go to sleep until he was asleep.  When I saw 
that he was asleep, I could go to sleep.  If he woke up and saw that I was sleeping, he’d wake me up and shout at 
me that I needed to stay awake and watch him go to sleep again.  It must have been a really horrible feeling for 
him because he was truly scared.  I was simply unable to understand what he was going through.  So, finally, he 
was so sick that he knew that we couldn’t stay there in Washington any longer so he called his dad and his dad 
said to come home and run the truck with him, so we did.  

 Before Harry sold the old car and we headed home on the train, Pearl Harbor had been bombed and 
that night, Seattle had a blackout and we had to cover our windows and every and planes flew right over our 
house from Sandpoint where the air base was to get into Seattle or out to the ocean.   Those planes were going 
all night long and it was really quite scary.  That Sunday when we heard about Pearl Harbor being bombed, we 
had gotten up early to take Weezie on the ferry across to one of the islands and while we were waiting for the 
ferry to cross over,  it came on the car radio that Pearl Harbor had been bombed and everybody was to get 
home and be sure and block the light in the windows.  That’s when Dad Ames bought the pig farm to keep Harry 
from having to go to war.  Farmers were not drafted at that time.  So Harry worked on the pig farm in Etna, 
staying in a little wood sided building with a tent roof. 

 While Harry worked on the pig farm, I stayed in Afton and 
tended Bette and Weezie while Mom Ames worked.  Betty was 
hard to tend because she had Down’s syndrome and even though 
she was three years old she had to wear diapers and she messed 
them all the time and then when she was old enough she would 
take them off and spread whatever was in them all over the 
house, so it was really hard.  I had to rock her to sleep every time 
for her nap.  She wouldn’t just lie down and have a nap and that 
meant I didn’t get to spend that much time with Weezie.  Weezie 
was a bright little thing and I didn't resent it but sometimes it 
would have been nice to have had some more help.  Louise and Bette playing with dolls 
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It was hard working for Mom, because Mom.  Besides tending Bette, I also helped with the housework.  
She was one of those white glove people. You worked and un-shelved everything and dusted and cleaned over 
and under and in between.  Mom would come along and wipe test everything and if she found anything at all 
she would get really upset at Lorene who was only thirteen at the time.  Lorene would help me when she was 
not playing and if mom found anything not right, she would always take it out on her instead of on me.  I would 
tell Mom that I did the cleaning and it was my fault if there was anything wrong.   

  Mom was in a bridge club and she headed the literary club and about once a month she would 
entertain each of those clubs and that would be a day of real cleaning.   We had to clean upstairs and downstairs 
and the garage and all the rest before anybody came.  And Mom was always on a rampage against Dad Ames 
about the house.   One day she wanted some crystal dishes to serve her guests out of so she pressured Dad 
Ames for a long time about those dishes.  One day we were all cleaning and getting ready for her to have a 
group there and that night Dad Ames came home from Salt Lake and he was so excited because he brought 
some beautiful crystal dishes and goblets and made sure that there was a service for eight.  At that time they 
were about a dollar apiece so it was quite a bit of money he paid. They were just beautiful and I was raving 
about them when Mom picked up one of the goblets and said, “This isn’t what I want.  I don’t want this at all.  
Well, look at that, he bought long-stems instead of short-stems.  They should have been short stems because 
we're both short and fat and we shouldn't have long-stemmed goblets.”   She wanted them for an event that 
night so she did keep them.  

 Mom Ames was a funny little lady and I love her a lot but she surely put the family through their paces. 
Her work was everything to her and she was a wonderful business woman but she wasn’t fond of tending Bette 
or of being a housewife.  She should have been one of those women who probably should never have gotten 
married and just been a businesswoman.   

 One time while I was there Bette got really sick.  I don’t know what she had but she was deathly ill for a 
long time and she got so skinny.  Finally we had Bishop Gardner administer to her and that very afternoon Betty 
wanted to eat.  So we took her to the refrigerator and opened the door and let her look in and see if there was 
anything she would like.  The only thing she reached for was a bowl of cold congealed gravy.  But that was what 
she wanted and she ate it and enjoyed it.  She’d started to learn to walk before she got sick and so after she was 
better, she had to learn to walk and sit up and do whatever she was capable of doing all over again.    

 I felt really bad that Mom Ames wouldn’t stay home when Bette was so very ill, but that was Mom and 
the store was always clean and she was very particular about everything being done right in the business.   

 In the summer, she would bring home bushels and bushels of peaches and pears and every kind of fruit 
that happened to be left over from the store and then I would can dozens of quarts of fruit.  That, plus tending 
the little kids plus taking care of that big home and ironing took its toll on me.  This was the time that Harry was 
taking care of all these pigs in Etna.  So one day he came up from Etna and asked me to get Weezie and go spend 
a week with him there.  He said it would be kind of fun like camping out and I could get some rest.  I thought 
that would be great and Lorene was actually old enough to tend Bette and I wouldn’t be gone that long.  I called 
Mom at the store and I asked her if it would be alright with her if I went to Etna with Harry for a week.   

She asked if I was taking Bette and I said no, that I was just taking Weezie.  I told her that Lorene could 
tend Bette just fine.  Mom was very upset and felt that I’d reneged on my agreement to tend Bette, but told me 
to go on down to Etna anyway.   So I went to Etna with Weezie.  We had fun riding horses, and we weaned the 
little pigs.  There were little pigs and big pigs and we had a lot of fun watching them.  It was fun cooking over this 
little camp stove too.  It was that week there when I got pregnant with Harry O.   
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We had to give the pigs a little red worming pill, but you had to pry open 
the pig’s mouth and stuff this little red pill down.  One day, Harry and I 
took Weezie to town but we stopped at Ardell and Donna’s to see if they 
needed anything from town.  While we were in there, we left Weezie in the 
truck and she got into those little red pills and chewed on one.  When we 
got out to the truck, she had this red juice running down her mouth and 
her chin and she was spitting out this capsule and of course that scared us 
absolutely to death so Harry sped into town to the doctor immediately and 
the doctor washed out her mouth and said he didn’t think she got a bit of 
it down in her system.  We tried to make her throw up but the doctor said 
the inside liquid in the pill tasted nasty and he was sure that none of it 

had been swallowed because Weezie would have immediately spit it out.  He said to watch her for twenty four 
hours and she’d probably be fine.  Well, we were really upset and I didn’t dare go up to Mom’s house because 
she was mad at me so Harry and I went to my folks house because it was my Dad’s 60th birthday and that was 
the reason we were going to Afton anyway.    

 We had his 60th birthday party and it was a lot of fun but I was awfully worried about Weezie.  I didn't 
sleep very well at night watching for signs of poisoning, but she was fine.   

 It became clear to me that we couldn’t stay down there on the pig farm forever with that little girl, so 
we moved into Leonard Hill’s little house up close to the mountains and that’s where we stayed until that fall.  
Harry got a job teaching at the Afton high school and worked with his dad.  I was getting more pregnant every 
day with Harry O. so it was nice having the little house and having Harry come home after school for dinner. 

  It was while we were there that Harry decided that because the  war draft was getting closer and closer 
that he was going to take a test that would qualify him for administrative duties because he had so much 
education.  The test was to see if he could get into the Navy in the mathematics department.  He went to Salt 
Lake and he took this test and of course he passed it. So he was in classes and in school the whole time he was in 
the Navy.  Ken Ames went into the submarine service at the same time.  

 Harry was in the service for probably a year and then he had another 
nervous breakdown and was in the Oakland Hospital in Oakland California for 
several weeks.  I went to Oakland with Weezie and stayed with Verl and Ruth 
and Donald and Annette. They had a little house in Vallejo California, close to the 
Oakland area.  At the same time, Helen’s [Ruth’s sister] husband, DeVerl was in 
the Navy and he was expecting to be deployed at anytime.  They invited her to 
bring her two kids. Well, by this time, I had my two kids, because Harry  O had 
been born.    

 I was alone when Harry went in the Navy in April, and he took me to Salt 
Lake, because I wanted a doctor there to deliver Harry O because I’d had such a 
hard time delivering Weezie.  Harry was supposed to go in the Navy so he took 
me to Erma’s with Weezie where I could stay  until it was time for me to deliver.  The day I delivered, Mom and 
Dad Ames came and took Weezie back to Afton and took care of her because I would have to stay in bed for ten 
days.   

 

 

 Wyla in the Pigpen 
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That is what was done in those days.  At the end of the ten days, they just stood you up, put on your clothes and 
sent you out the door of the hospital.  Sometimes women would die of blood clots because of that ten day stay 
without exercise.  Now, two or three days is more normal, and I think it is better.   But I didn't have any problem 
having Harry O.   

Before Harry O was born, I was having a lot of 
contractions, but wasn’t ready to go to the hospital so, Erma 
gave me two helpings of castor oil.  I took the castor oil and 
helped Erma get her house cleaned up.   By two o’clock in the 
morning I was up and in pain and sitting on the potty and I 
thought it was just the castor oil that was making me sick but I 
was actually in labor.  Erma called the doctor and he said to get 
to the hospital because it was probably time.  Erma got me in 
there about 2 or 3 o’clock in the morning and Harry O. was 
born about 5 o’clock in the morning.  That birth wasn’t very 
hard.  I couldn’t nurse Weezie when she was born or Harry O. 
so I had to bottle feed both babies when they were tiny.  

 Then, Harry was in the Navy in Oakland, so I went to 
stay with Verl and Ruth with the two babies. Before Mom and 
Dad left to go back to Afton, they took me to Oakland to meet 
Harry and it was so exciting.  It was the most exciting time of 
my life and Harry O looked so cute.  He had a little white 
romper suit and a little white cap with a beak on it and Weezie 
was all dressed up so cute and she was just darling.  

Oh, I should mention, going back a little, that while 
Harry was gone, I had to have Weezie’s tonsils out.  I took her 
to Salt Lake alone and had her tonsils out there.  And then after 
I got back to Afton with her, one night we were asleep.  I had 

her sleeping in bed with me because they said to watch her in case she starts to bleed.    I reached over to feel 
her head and her pillow was wet.  And when I turned on the light, it was covered with blood.  So I grabbed her 
up and got in my car and went down to my folks and called the doctor to see what I should do and he said to 
bring her into the Afton hospital.     I went on down to the hospital and the doctor came right away and he 
checked her over and said she was fine and that a scab had probably just come off of her surgical area and that 
it was pretty common.   By then, she wasn’t bleeding anymore.   

 Now, back to California.   When we got to California we pulled up in front of the Naval Hospital there at 
Oakland and there were all these groups of people standing around waiting for wives and friends and all of a 
sudden Weezie broke loose and she said “doughty, doughty”! and ran just as hard as she could and I was 
frightened because I quickly lost sight of her.  Then, I saw that she had run to Harry and he grabbed her and 
hugged her.   We took him with us that day. Dad and Mom Ames took a lot of pictures of us and then he got to 
spend the weekend with us and that was almost like a second honeymoon.   

 Harry and I got our own little apartment for a while because by then Verl and Ruth’s home was full of 
Helen’s kids and it was just too busy to add Harry to the mix.  The new apartment was a little guest house out 
behind Mrs. Winslow’s big house.  It was one big room with a little tiny bathroom so we cooked there and slept 
and everything.   

     Louise holding baby Harry O 
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That was the first time I’ve ever tasted olives. Mrs. Winslow had a big Olive Tree and so I went out one day and I 
was going to pick some Olives and eat them.  They were terrible, so she came out and told me that you had to 
soak them in brine and before you can eat them.  She was real sweet with me and she’d take Weezie over to her 
house and have tea parties with her.  Mrs. Winslow was quite old at the time, probably in her 80’s but she’d 
lived there much of her life and remembered the big earthquake in San Francisco and the big fire which was very 
interesting.    

She always dressed up so cute and she went out and played bridge. She had this great big car and she 
loved that car and she would start it up and the smoke would be flying out and then she had to back out of the 
garage, but she didn’t bother looking behind her.  She just put it in reverse, hit the gas and ripped out of the 
drive way and headed down the road.  I was sure to keep Weezie in the house whenever I saw Mrs. Winslow 
heading for the garage.   

 We were there for Christmas and we were invited over to Ruth and Verl’s for Christmas.  The only 
presents we had to unwrap were just what we bought each other because Mom and Dad’s package hadn’t 
arrived and didn’t arrive until two or three days after Christmas.  But it was surely worth it after it did get there.  
Mom always sent the neatest things and it was a lot of fun and it was kind of like having two Christmases.  That 
was the first time I’d ever spent Christmas away from Afton.   

Harry could study correspondence courses and take them and do very well, but I needed to be in a 
classroom environment and have someone to study with.  He always came home to study.  We would spend 
every minute together that he wasn’t in class.  

 
And I was sure to get all the work done so that the house was very quiet and then after we had the two 

children, he went back to school in Moscow, Idaho, after the war was over.  I would always have the children in 
bed by about 7 o’clock at night so he could just come home and study.  We didn’t talk very much because he just 
needed to study until it was time for him to go to sleep.  While he was studying, I would crochet or dresses for 
Louise or her doll clothes.   

 
We had quite a social group there at the University and almost all of the people in the housing units 

were married and had a couple of children. There were four housing units facing each other, four on one side 
and four on the other and then little patch of lawn running in the space in between. The other girls and I would 
get together in the evening sometimes when our husbands would be home and we would go to one place or the 
other and make candy and popcorn balls or something and the girls were really nice to me until one day when 
the folks brought Betty to our place while they went hunting.  

  
I had Bette and Louise and Harry O and other kids were out in the sandbox playing when one of the little 

girls started screaming because Bette had hit her with a little sand shovel.  And the mother came out screaming 
and complaining about Bette and saying that she was trying to kill her little girl. So, the kids were all scared of 
her because Bette had Down’s syndrome, and no one was allowed to play with her after that.  I kept her in the 
house with me for the rest of the time she was there.  Mom and Dad finally came and got her and after she was 
gone, I went over to this girl’s house and I was pretty upset and I explained the situation to her.  I told her that 
any child could have done that and that there was a little boy who was really mean, but nobody ever said a word 
about him.  I said that Bette wouldn’t be back to stay and I guess I kind of put a curse on her when I told her to 
pray that she would never have a child like Bette.   After that, the girls tried to be nice to me but I was really 
upset because they had kind of ganged up on me there for a while.  

 
 



46 
 

In the spring, Harry graduated and got out of school.  He and I were in Moscow teaching for a short time 
and then we went back to Afton.  A few years later he was teaching in Moscow again.  One of the girls who had 
lived in the apartments during the Bette and sandbox episode was still there so I asked about all about the girls 
and what happened to them.  She said that the girl I had gotten mad at got pregnant right away and she had a 
baby and instead of it being a Down’s syndrome child, it was severely physically handicapped.  I felt really bad 
because I hoped that I hadn’t had anything to do with that. But it just goes to show that you never say anything 
about other people unless you’re ready to handle that same situation by yourself.  

 
Harry decided he didn’t want to keep teaching, so he got a job with the Bureau of Public Roads and we 

moved to Heber City Utah.  We bought this cute little trailer, and that was when trailer houses first got popular.  
It wasn’t made very well because the paint would just chip and peel something terrible so we had to repaint it.  
We had the two little kids in it and I can remember a girl and her husband who worked in the Bureau of public 
roads who didn’t have any children.  She was quite fat, and she would come over whenever she saw me out 
side.  I was real slim at the time and this girl would watch me and one day she commented that her husband 
wouldn’t like me very much.  I told her that he shouldn’t be liking me in the first place.  I asked her why she 
made that comment and she said that her husband preferred women with a little more meat on their bones.   
Sometimes I think I rub people the wrong way because I didn’t know what I’d done to make that woman make 
that comment.  Maybe she felt insecure because she didn’t have children and her husband would like to play 
with Louise and Harry O.  

  
It was about that time that I began to understand more about how Harry must have felt when he had his 

nervous breakdown in Oakland, because any place I’d go I’d get feeling just really panicky and one day I went to 
Salt Lake with Harry and when we got through doing what we needed to do it was night time so we went to the 
restaurant to get something to eat.  It was a little restaurant that was in the Temple Square Hotel and while we 
were in there I thought that I was going to go crazy because every place I look, everyone just looked evil to me.  
They all looked like the devil. I just about passed out and I told Harry that we needed to get out of there.  While 
walking to our car we passed another old hotel that was just a big brick hotel with no ornamentation at all.  The 
only thing it had on it was just the word Hotel and lights across the front of it so it wasn’t good looking at all and 
I could just imagine that all of the windows were staring out at me.  So that was kind of a bad time.   

 
Harry wasn’t enjoying this work with the Bureau of Public Roads so his dad wanted him to come home 

and help run the truck line.  When we saw Dad Ames, he was just skin and bones.  So we moved our little trailer 
to Afton to help Dad with the truck line.  We weren’t there a very long time before a young couple decided they 
wanted to buy the trailer house, so we sold that and then Harry and I bought a Charlie Call house.  We had a 
good time that winter because the house had an oil heater and it had a nice open work in front so you could see 
the fire going in there and at night after we got the kids in bed we would pull pillows over in front of a big 
window and look out at the mountains. 

 
Harry and I did take over the truck line and it was very much in debt, over $15,000, and by the time we 

finished working for Dad, Harry had brought the debt down to $2,000 that was owed for tires. I worked night 
and day doing all the typing and sending all the bills out and Harry drove truck and helped me with bills and 
things.  Then one day Mom got it in her craw that more money should be coming in from the truck line into her 
hands, and she came over and demanded the books.  She took them home and when Harry went over to get 
them, she accused him of stealing from the truck accounts even though he pointed out how many bills we paid 
that got the debt down to $2,000.  But she wouldn’t listen and said that she wanted to handle the Truck Line 
and that was that.  
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We had a big whoopdeedoo about it and Harry quit and sent out a bunch of resumes to various places 
to teach in colleges and he got a lot of acceptances but most of them for from the East but we didn’t want to 
move to the East.  We got an offer for a job in Moscow at the University of Idaho so we went there and looked 
the place over and he took the job.  We had to be up there by the time school started in September.   

 
When we told Mom, she got really mad because we were, “leaving Dad in a lurch,” in her mind.  She 

wanted Harry to just be a paid truck driver. But Harry, after being accused of stealing, wasn’t going to stay there 
and neither was I, so we rented our little house out and went to Moscow.   The tenants who moved into our 
little house, over time added another couple with a dog and with everyone smoking, the house was trashed, so 
Harry sold it, furniture and all. 

 
 I joined the engineering wives group and at night we would play bridge and I'd come home smelling like 

I’d been smoking cigarettes. 
  
We got by that winter without any messages from Mom.  We didn’t even get a Christmas present.  We 

did have fun though.  We had one of the prettiest Christmas trees we’ve ever had that year and we had a good 
Christmas. The day after Christmas we went up to Sandpoint and visited my sister Louise for a day or two.   

 
I had done lots of sewing because the year before, Harry had bought a sewing machine for me with 

some money he had gotten for selling a hunting story to Outdoor Life Magazine. I was so thrilled because that 
was something I really wanted and I did lots of sewing, making dresses for each of Erma’s girls.  

 
We didn’t hear much of anything from the folks except just once in a great while.  I think it was in 

February that mom sent a package for Valentine’s Day. It was a cute little red dress for Weezie.   
 
I think was in June that we were going to leave the university and that was when we found out that 

Weezie had chickenpox, so we went to my parent’s house in Afton, because we didn’t want Dad Ames who was 
so weak to get chicken pox.   Millie and my dad were really nice to us and Mom Ames did come to the house to 
see the kids and that way, we kind of got back to being friends.  She would also bring the kids things from the 
store.  Right after Louise was through with the chicken pox, Harry O got them.  

Harry went back to work to help his dad on the truck line while his dad got back on his feet.  Then we 
went back to Moscow where Harry taught again for a year or so.  Then, he decided he didn’t want to teach any 
longer so Harry got a job then with the soil conservation service and his first job was in Preston Idaho.  

 
We moved… I’ve got to think this over in just a minute.  
  
[That was the last sentence that mom spoke into the recorder and she never got back to doing more.  

From this point forward, the rest of her biography consists of my own recollections and Weezie’s recollections 
from the time we moved to Preston when I was 5 years old and Weezie was about 7].  
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Memories of My Mother 
 
Erma Louise Ames Morgan 
  

When we moved to Preston, I started 4th grade and Harry O. started 
the first.  Mom worked as the secretary in the Preston High School.  We lived 
upstairs in an old house owned by Miss Geddes; she was an old maid who 
worked in the library in Preston.  She lived in half of the down stairs and Mrs. 
Beckstead lived in the other half downstairs.  It was a scary dash up those dark 
stairs to our door.  Miss Geddes scared me.  She was humorless.  Mrs. 
Beckstead had a son that lived with her.  Mrs. Beckstead was always giving 
Harry O little treats.  I was always  a day late and a dollar short at the treat 
time.  My little brother had a way with everyone, what with his sweet and 
cherubic smile.   

I hated school there because in the winter they made the girls wear 
long brown cotton stockings with garters.  I also decided that year that I didn’t like my first name of Erma, so I 
told the teacher and kids my name was Polly Louise Ames.  One day when I had been home sick for a few days, 
the teacher called mom to see how Polly was doing.  You can imagine the rest of the conversation.   

Harry O had a best friend there called Wayne Simmons.  Harry O always had a best friend.  It was that 
winning smile once again.  Dad got a deer that year and had a portion of it made into jerky.  I remember mom 
had it hanging in the kitchen area.  I would come home from school and slice off a bit.  That was the first year 
that mom took a full time job.   

Harry O and I were good kids, but it’s amazing that one of us didn’t get zapped out of existence.  Well, 
mainly me because Harry O was usually being adored and treated by Mrs. Beckstead or playing with Wayney 
Painey, (Harry O’s words).  Why I didn’t get a major cut from the jerky knife, electrocuted when I stuck a bobby 
pin in plug-in or shot a hot light bulb with my squirt gun and it exploded all over me, (I never told mom or dad.  
Mom would have cried, and I hated that, or dad would have gone on an hour long tangent about safely.  I hated 
that too.   

One time, unknown to mom, I invited my Primary class and teacher to our house so the teacher could do 
a cooking demonstration of baked bananas.  Mom came home from work and was horrified that I had done this.  
Her oven wasn’t clean, her house wasn’t nice, what would people think, and on and on.  I was totally 
bewildered.  I thought I was just being nice.   

Mom made me a red taffeta marching uniform when she had me join a baton twirling group.  I 
remember marching in the Fourth of July Parade in Preston.  That year we lived in Preston, my poor mother 
tried so hard to get me cultured.  First, she dug out her old violin she had as a kid and marched me off to violin 
lessons.  That lasted about two weeks when the teacher suggested that the violin wasn’t the instrument for her 
unmusical child.  Never to give up, she then sent me to tap dancing lessons.  Those lasted about a week longer 
and that teacher suggested to mom that maybe tap dancing wasn’t my forte either.  Poor mom, she finally gave 
up and let me follow my true love of drawing.   

Mom loved her job and the people she worked with but cried a lot because of dad and his wayward eye.  
There was a woman he called Peaches.  Mom was so sad.  I was just nine, but for some reason, she confided all 
the heartache she had with dad--to me.  I was pretty confused.  I didn’t even know about the facts of life till I 
was 13, so couldn’t understand why she was so upset.  I remember I did suggest that she should be more upbeat 
and tell dad what she wanted to do when he gave her choices.  Instead of saying she didn’t care.  It made sense 
to me at the time.  In my mind, that should have solved the problem.   
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We moved to Twin Falls for my fifth and sixth grade and half of my seventh.  Harry O with his winning 
smile had his usual best buddy named Ron Hanson.  Mom worked for Dr. Johnson there.  I was always so proud 
of her in her white uniform.  She looked so pretty.   

The first house we lived in there was an old house.  Harry O and I had separate bedrooms for the first 
time.  I was upstairs.   Mom made my room so girly.  She took an old round cardboard barrel  and covered it with 
a gingham checked pink and white skirt.  They even got me my own radio.  I loved listening to it on Saturday 
morning until, “The Shadow Knows,” came on.  The music scared the socks off me and I would dash down stairs 
to safety.   

Harry O and I loved a little old lady that lived next door to us.  She made great cookies and showed us 
how she lopped off the head of a chicken for dinner.  Harry O and I were totally grossed out.   

That year mom decided that I was old enough to have a Halloween party.  She made invitations, had 
great treats, lots of popcorn.  Well, amazingly, lots of kids came.  It wasn’t because of me because I was new 
there and hardly knew them.  They really got out of hand throwing the popcorn up in the air, yelling and chasing 
through the house.  Mom never suggested having a party again.  She did attempt once again to culturify me.  
She started me on piano lessons which I actually did pretty good at if you call Twinkle Twinkle and chop sticks 
good 

We moved to Edmonds Washington in the middle of my seventh grade.  I remember coming home one 
day.  Mom was packing and said that we were moving.   

I didn’t like Edmonds or the school.  I didn’t like riding the bus.  An older kid pushed me off the bus then 
jumped out and kicked me in the stomach several times.  I laid in wait for him until a few days later and landed 
into him.  He left me alone after that.   

Mom used to wait for the bus up at the house with the front door open as I dashed up the lane past her 
through the door to the bathroom.  She always had yummy cookies called hermits or cinnamon rolls and home 
canned peaches waiting.  I loved having her home.  She usually had been crying though and it really bothered 
me and I’m sure it bothered my little brother.  I decided one day that if I did a great dinner and had us all sitting 
around our little table and told jokes and laughed, I alone could dispel the gloom and made dad love mom and 
make mom happy.   I got mom to buy a Chef Boy R Dee dinner, complete with spaghetti sauce and parmesan 
cheese.  I got Harry O in on this with me.  We spread a table cloth and made some sort of centerpiece.  I cooked, 
Harry O set the table and everything was beautiful, all ready for the miraculous change in our family—or not.  
Harry O and I were delightful dinner companions, not so much the parents.  Dad ate in silence and mom got up 
from the table halfway through and went crying into the bedroom.  Harry O and I didn’t say anything.  We just 
cleaned up and went to our separate corners.   

Harry O and I remember the first time we saw TV.  It was at mom and dad’s friends in Seattle, the 
Linfords.  We visited with them right after moving.  They had a TV in their living room.  We had never seen nor 
heard of one.  We sat glued in front of it the whole visit.  I remember mom coming and tapping us to get our 
attention that we were leaving.   

Our dog Nicki would steal chickens from the neighbor.  Mom and dad tried everything to end this habit 
to no avail.   

Both mom and dad didn’t like Edmonds.  It rained tons, and mom was stuck out in the country away 
from everything.  Dad’s nerves got bad, so they moved to Idaho Falls.   

I started eighth there.  I remember Harry O getting Rocky Mountain Tick Fever; he was so sick.  I was 
downstairs watching TV one evening and mom was upstairs with Harry O.  Mom had helped get him to the 
bathroom when there was a blood curdling scream from mom.  Then a, “Harry, come quick, he’s dead.”  Dad 
was up the stairs three at a time.  I dropped to my knees and started to beg heavenly Father to please bring my 
brother back to life, and that I would be the best sister from then on.  Harry O had just fainted, so I got back 
down on my knees and started renegotiating with Heavenly Father about being the best sister.   

Mom had the softest hands when she “niced” us.  The tops of her feet were like velvet.  I liked to rub my 
toes on her feet after I had crawled into bed with her after a nightmare.   
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I remember that before the big earthquake one year in Idaho Falls, our dog, Nicki started to growl and 
then the house started to shake.  Dad was gone and Harry O and I scrambled into bed with mom and held on to 
each other.  Mom was so scared, yet, she “niced” both of us till we fell asleep.   

She was always so gentle and kind.  The worst thing I ever heard her say was “hells Bells”.  I knew then 
that bad things had happened.  The only time she ever touched me in anger was when I was five years old.  We 
lived in a little trailer while dad was at the University of Utah.  She made me come in from playing.  I was sassy 
about it so she made me sit on the couch.  She turned around to leave and in my rebellion, stuck my tongue out 
at her retreating self as far as it would go, just as she turned back around.  Talk about fire coming out of the 
eyes.  She marched over to me as I quickly pulled said tongue in and whopped me right across the mouth.  I was 
shocked.  She started to cry and ran to her bedroom and shut the door.  I have never been so regretful.  I still 
remember the horrible feeling of making her cry.   

We had moved to Idaho Falls at the end of my seventh grade year.  I was 12 and Harry O was 9.  Mom 
started working for Dr. Hoschauer.  We lived in an older rental home with an upstairs.  We had a cat named 
Grizelda who had lots of batches of kittens.  Mom helped deliver lots of them.   

I remember once mom said her bangs were too long and I being ever so helpful said I could cut them.  
After all, I was now thirteen, so I dampened her hair down, combed thru her bands and sniped away.  When I 
was through with this professional job, I finally looked at bangs, her face, bangs, her face.  Oh oh, too much of 
her face was showing.  She saw the look on my face, looked in the mirror and started to cry.  I do believe I had 
gotten a bit scissor happy.  It took several weeks for the bangs to grow out.  She never let me touch her hair 
again until I was in my 20’s and she with trepidation started having me dye her hair.   

The second house we lived in in Idaho Falls was on Water Street by the library and a Methodist church.  
Mom and dad decided it was time for me to take some responsibility, so they decided to have me learn how to 
plan meals, buy the groceries and cook the meals.  I was all for that, mainly because they gave me twenty five 
dollars a week to buy the groceries with the incentive that I could keep whatever was left over of the money.  I 
loved money and I still do.  After a week of tomato soup, crackers, a bowl of cereal and a baked potato for the 
whole day’s calories, I came away with about fifteen dollars the first week and after a talk from mom and dad on 
not starving the family, I came away with about ten dollars the second week.  The third week, mom and dad 
came to the conclusion that I hadn’t caught on to what they thought I was supposed to learn and mom took 
over the purchasing of groceries.  One positive aspect, though, was that we all had lost any extra weight we may 
have carried. 

Mom and dad bought me a record player when we lived in that house.  I bought an Elvis Presley record, 
“Heartbreak Hotel,” and played it over and over until I was banished to my bedroom with the door closed.  Mom 
bought me a Mario Lanza record in hopes to up my culture.  I don’t know if that helped as I wore out the first 
Elvis record and then a second one.   

Mom rented a piano again for me.  I didn’t take lessons, but I had a great time playing, “Unchained 
Melody,” over and over again.  Mom bought me a different set of sheet music to try and broaden my horizon.   

We then moved to an apartment above a house.  My brother had to share a bedroom again.  Mom hung 
a sheet between us.  Harry O was so tidy.  He would spend hours packing and unpacking a backpack or arranging 
his stuff just right.  I loved to go in and move stuff.  He never said anything. 

Mom cried a lot in this apartment.  I remember once I came home from Tigerette practice and could 
hear her sobbing in the bedroom.  She had come home from work and thought no one would be at the house.  I 
peered into the bedroom and listened while she told me she wanted to kill herself.  Dad was acting up with 
some woman, so I ran all the way downtown to dad’s office, marched up the stairs and burst into his office.  
There was a bunch of people there.  I remember I looked at him and said that he’d better get home now.  He 
was really mad at me.  He put me in the car and drove home.  I told him that mom was crying and going to kill 
herself.  He told me that he never should have married and never had kids.  Of course, to a fifteen year old 
drama queen that was a horrible thing to hear.  I don’t know what happened with mom after that.   
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Mom and dad used to come to all my school activities.  They drove me and my friends everywhere.  
Mom made a lot of costumes for me, a lot of them thrown together in an hour or overnight when I would come 
home from school screaming that I had to have such and such a costume—now! 

When I was in the Miss Idaho Falls contest, Mom made me the most beautiful white evening gown and 
an artist’s smock for the talent portion.  Right after the contest, mom and dad put me on a train with Richard to 
go to California to meet up with his parents.   

Mom had done all this sewing and catering to me through the final days of the contest while suffering 
with some kind of intestinal crisis.  That same night they put me on the train, she had to be taken in for 
emergency surgery.  She had one other serious episode in her life when we were living in Moscow.  I was seven 
and Harry O was four.  She got pregnant.  I was so excited that I was going to have a sister or brother.  In the 
middle of the night, one night, one of their friends came and got me and put me in their daughter’s bedroom 
where I was to sleep over the next couple of weeks.  This happened because mom lost the baby and then got a 
blood clot.  She called it milk leg.  She had to be flat in bed for a couple of week.  Harry O stayed right by mom’s 
side in a little chair he pulled up by her bed.  He would run little errands for her so she didn’t have to get out of 
bed too much.  Mom said that he would sit there and watch her and cry.  I was about nine years old when it 
dawned on me that the baby still hadn’t arrived.  Mom had forgotten to tell me she had lost it.  I was quite 
disappointed.   

We moved to a house of our own for my senior year of high school.  I had a bedroom of my own.  I 
remember that about three times a week, mom would call from the dental office to have me scrub four 
potatoes and put them in to bake for supper.  Mom cooked simply.   

When they would go out to the Elks club dances, Harry O and I would get either macaroni with tomato 
juice, (no oregano or spices), or a hot dog, (no bun), with a raw turnip.  We didn’t have a lot of sweets around 
the house.  No soda pop and dinner would be a potato, piece of meat and usually canned peas.  

Mom loved to read when she didn’t work.  I would come home from school and find her sitting on the 
couch with her legs curled beneath her, reading a book.  She loved chocolate and green grapes and would 
usually be munching on something like that.  She wouldn’t share her grapes though.  She could take a candy bar 
and make it last for at least two days.    

In our new house, mom and dad bought two cream colored Naugahyde fold down couches, a blond 
coffee table and two blond end tables.  Mom bought two big table lamps.  She was so proud of everything, and 
then one day my little brother accidentally broke one of the lamps.  Mom was in tears.  Harry O felt horrible.  I 
had a twenty five dollar war bond Grandma Ames had given me when I was a baby so I went to the bank and 
cashed it and bought mom another lamp; what a relief for all.   

We lived in that house for two years.  I got married the last year.  Mom made six yellow tablecloths and 
embroidered Richard’s and my name on them.  She couldn’t go to the Temple with me, but promised she would 
get herself Temple worthy.  She did and was able to go through with Harry O.  She gave me a little gold locket 
that she had when she was a girl.  It didn’t have the chain, just the locket that opened up with her picture as a 
little girl and a picture of her mom in it.  She pinned it inside my wedding dress so she could, “be in the temple 
with me.” 

Mom and dad moved to Billings, Montana soon after I was married to Richard.  They lived in a duplex.  
Richard and I moved there soon after.  We had a small apartment when I found out I had a tubular pregnancy 
and a ruptured ovary.  I had emergency surgery.  We moved in with mom and dad while I recuperated.  I 
remember when my scar started healing and the scab started to itch like crazy.  I would be sitting by mother 
while she was crocheting and she would take her crochet ball and scratch it up and down on the scar—
Heavenly! 

Mom and dad moved back to Twin Falls, then to Pocatello.  Richard and I lived in Pocatello too.  Mom 
would come out to our house on Kraft Road and I’d do her hair.  She always had to have an RC Cola.   

One day while I was doing her hair, we were looking out the window and saw her brand new GTO 
backing down the driveway.  Kevin, age three, eyes big as saucers and at the wheel and Kris, age two in the 
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passenger seat looking plum pleased were the culprits.  We ran out of the door and down the driveway just as 
the car backed up into a big wooden post.  Kevin was sobbing, Kris was unconcerned and mom and I were 
laughing so hard that Kevin stopped crying and Kris started crying! 

Richard and I moved back to Billings with Kent, Kevin, and Bridget.  A few months later, mom came to 
live with us.  She had left dad.  It was lots of fun for the kids to have their granny there.  She loved Jonathan 
apples and would go to a corner grocery store and buy them and her RC Cola.  The kids would beg for sips, but 
mom never allowed anyone to drink out of her glass—ever! 

At Christmas in Billings, she made both of us Christmasy, long skirts and helped me dress the kids for our 
usual Nativity scene.  Kent was Joseph, Kevin and Kris were shepherds, and Bridget was baby Jesus, much to her 
annoyance.  Dad always came for Thanksgiving and Christmas to be with mom.  He did that until the Christmas 
he died.  He and mom loved each other, but just couldn’t live together.  He told me a few months before he died 
that Mom was the only woman he loved.  (I hope that worked for you, dad—on the other side—Harry O snarky 
comment).  Mom could have remarried a couple of times.  Mel Sackett, a farmer in Twin Falls, really loved her 
and asked her to marry him, but she told him she still loved dad too much.  Another guy in Hailey would have 
married her in a minute, but the little stinker said that he was five year older and she didn’t want to have to take 
care of and older man—go figure.   

Mom went back to dad when we moved to Salt Lake City, but left him for good and moved to Twin Falls.  
Richard and I moved to Twin soon after.  She was a big part of our lives there.  When I was attacked by an 
escaped criminal, she kept the kids and I glued together with her kindness and humor.  She’s the one who 
cleaned up the blood and was waiting for me when I came back from the emergency room.  Seeing her face 
standing on the front porch was something I’ll always remember.  I knew I was safe.  

Mom moved with the kids and me when we left Richard and moved to California.  Once again, she 
helped keep us glued together.  The kids loved teasing her.  They would come into her bedroom and night and 
we would have what we called our “Marshmallow Club,” where her dog, Pogo and the rest of us would talk 
about anything bothering us.  Usually, one of the kids would start to cry or mom would, about loneliness and 
anger with Richard, or struggling to feel like they didn’t fit in.  Mom was the glue for all of us.  She would make 
homemade bread for the kids right after school.  She took them to seminary cramming them into her little 
Honda.  She helped us through that long and messy divorce.  

She moved with us back to Afton for one summer before we all moved to Salt Lake so I cud go back to 
school.  Once again, she became the glue for our family.   

Then she moved to California with Harry O’s family, then to Hailey, then to Logan.  She came to live with 
me again when she was seventy-four.  She stayed until she died at age 99.  She loved her Sees candy and green 
grapes, still stashing them from everyone.  I found a bunch of dried ones once when I was cleaning her bedroom 
where she had hidden them under balls of yarn.  She was a delight to have.  I took her to the mall every Saturday 
and then we would go for a hamburger, fries and a Coke.  She would eat maybe a quarter of a hamburger, a few 
fries and of course, all her Coke. Then, I would take her for a Krispy Kreme donut.   

We went to the temple often where she would cling to me, afraid she would get left behind going to the 
session room.  She always struggled to get her temple robes on right.   
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She had a 
great sense of 
humor and a quick 
mind.  She loved to 
crochet, watch 
Days of our Lives 
on TV while eating 
her lunch, which 
usually consisted of 
a tiny bit of cheese, 
a Vienna sausage 
or kippered snack 
and something 
sweet.   

When we 
lived in Middleton, 
she would walk, 
swinging her cane a 
mile each morning 
and afternoon to get the paper and mail, her little dog Miss B, always at her side.  I noticed in Middleton that 
mom was having difficulty with her thinking.  Sometimes, she would put weird things in the microwave, and 
started repeating herself-continually.  She would forget important things.  She was still “with it” though in most 
of her daily living.  It was when I moved to Kuna that she started showing advanced dementia, probably around 
age 96.  Then, she started locking herself out of the hose, wandering at night, knowing that someone was 
stealing her clothes and thinking my brother was my dad or Matt was his son Spencer.  One day, she was so pale 
and sick that I ran her to the ER where they discovered that she was bleeding internally.  They put her in the 
hospital and had her drink horrible stuff to clean her out so they could run a tube through her to see why she 
was bleeding.  She and I sat up all night with me holding her while she sat on the john, laughing and crying.  They 
found that she had a bleeding ulcer.  They fixed it and she was able to go home.   

She really started to go downhill then.  I finally had to put her in a care facility.  That was one of the 
worst days of my life.  She had done so much for me and kids and I did this to her.  I still feel so badly about this.  
I usually visited her twice a day at the facility in Kuna, but she got to be too much for them when she broke her 
hip.  She spent about three days there.  The surgeon had told her that they could do surgery so she could be 
mobile again or be confined to a bed and wheelchair.  She looked at him like he was crazy.  She snapped that she 
was only 98 and the surgery would do—which she did.  While in the hospital, she kept asking me why they had 
crocheted the entire wall and would I please have that little boy in the corner go back to his mother.  Things 
were getting worse.  At the one facility, she started going into other people’s rooms and crawling into their beds 
and getting in fights with them.  I had to move her to a more controlled facility.  At these facilities, she was living 
in the past more and more.  She would ask about her sisters or think she was a child again and I was her mother 
coming to get her ready for school.  Sometimes she would be just sitting there when I came and she would have 
the most beautiful smile on her face.  She would talk about that cute little boy in the room or about a visit from 
her mother or sisters.   

The night she died, I spent the night with her along with my son Kent.  I had prayed and prayed that 
Heavenly Father would let me be with her when she died.  I knew from her breathing she was dying.  I sat by her 
on the bed and held that soft warm hand and laid my head on her forehead and just talked for about half an 
hour about all the things I remembered she had told me about her childhood and then all the fun things and 
crazy things we had done.  She would squeeze my hand at times, but I knew her family was waiting for her 
through the veil.  She quietly left me and after she breathed her last, Kent told me to look at her eyes.  They 
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were the most beautiful blue and the happiest I had ever seen.  She had the most peaceful smile on her face.  
Mom had gone home.  

She loved Harry O very much and she talked about him often, about how kind he was and how smart.  
She loved her Susan and talked about the fun she had with her when she lived with Harry O and Susan’s family.  
She talked about how great the Harry O family’s children were and loved the phone calls, cards and attention.   

I mostly miss her hands.  I would come in after a long day of work or wrestling kids and she would be 
sitting in her chair and see me and hold those loving hands out to me and touch my cheek and say, “Oh, my 
Weezie.”  How I love that wonderful crazy crying mother; how I love, Harry O and Susan. 

P.S.  Mom was the cleanest person about herself.  She loved sweatshirts and Jeans with elastic bands.  
She wouldn’t wear Capri’s and always wore a robe in the morning while fixing a cup of tea and a slice of toast.  I 
tried to get her to drink herbal teas.  That worked for about three days, then had to go purchase a box her green 
tea.  Mom read about two books a week.  I tried the library once when things got pricey buying books, but had 
to stop the library books because she kept turning the pages down to mark where she was.  The library got testy 
with me.  I couldn’t get her to stop, no matter how many bookmarks I bought her.  So, I went back to buying the 
pocket books.  She loved crossword puzzles and was very good at them just about the time I put her in the first 
care facility.  Mom loved to go for rides.  If you even mentioned the word car, she had her cap on, cane swirling 
and a grin on her face.  I tried to take her out often.  I took her every Saturday for a burger fries and a Coke right 
up to two weeks before she died.  It is funny how she used to hardly eat anything then the last year of her life, 
she snorffed down everything.  The last time I took her, she grabbed at the steering wheel yelling that I was 
driving into a river.  It was getting hard for me to get her in and out of my car too, so I had to end the outings.  
By then, I don’t think she was really with me in mind, so probably didn’t know our outings had ended.  One nice 
thing was that she always knew who I was.  I would come in the two weeks before she died and she would be in 
her wheelchair with her eyes closed and I would give her a love and tell her I loved her.  She always smiled and 
would say, “Weezie.” 

She was a wonderful mom and my brother and I were lucky to have her.  She taught us gentleness and 
caring.  I sure miss her but feel her presence often. 

 
Louise, 2017 
 
 

Memories of My Mother 
 
Harry Oliver Ames 

 
My earliest memories seem to be mostly of Preston Idaho when I was 

about 5 years old.  We lived in an upstairs apartment about two blocks north 
of the Preston high school.  Mom got a job at the high school as a secretary in 
the main office and dad worked for the U.S. soil conservation service.  This 
began a career for dad that would see him employed either in the SCS or in 
the U.S. Forrest Service the rest of his working life, with the exception of a 
year in Seattle.   

 
Mom mentioned how dad had made a little money selling a story about a hunting trip with my 

Granddad Ames and Uncle Ken Ames and two other people whose history I don’t know.  That is the money that 
paid for the sewing machine that mom was so proud of.    We still have copies of that December, 1949 Outdoor 
Life magazine.  Dad published that story about the time we were in Preston.  Mom had that sewing machine for 
many years, well after Weezie and I were married and gone. 
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I was still very young, perhaps too young to have clear memories of that 1949 year.  When we moved 
there, I was supposed to be going to kindergarten, but I cried my way out of that.  So I only attended first grade 
in Preston.  I know we were there the first full school year.  So I think that would be the 1949 to 1950 winter.  I 
believe we arrived in Preston in the summer of 1949 as I remember warm weather.  I would have entered the 
first grade in Preston in the fall of 1950.   

 
Weezie and I were somewhat free-range children as was common for children at that time.  So, mom 

and dad could both work and Weezie was in charge of me in the daytime though she was only nine years old.  I 
got to spend a lot of time on my own and had several friends.  I was very proud to go to the high school office at 
least once a day and see my mother working there.   

 
In the summer of 1950, dad transferred to Twin Falls, Idaho.  We lived in a couple of different 

houses/apartments.  Dr. Johnston, a dentist had an office a few houses down from where we lived, I think on 
Second Avenue north.  Mom got a job there as a dental assistant.  I have no idea how she got that job, because 
she hadn’t been involved in dental assisting prior to that.  Perhaps in those days, training was learned as an 
apprentice on the job.  I suspect that there were books that mom may have had access to, but I don’t know.  Dr. 
Johnston was an old school dentist.  His chair was like an old barber chair and the drill was driven through a 
confused mess of pulleys and rubber or even leather belts.  He was a short jolly older man, (maybe in his 50’s).  I 
had a general sense that mom enjoyed her work.  I must have visited there frequently because I have various 
memories of Dr. Johnston. He showed me a magic trick where he took a silver dollar and made it cry by 
squeezing it.  Weezie and I were somewhat free-rang kids in Twin Falls, but because mom was so close she was 
always able to see to breakfast, lunch and dinner.  Other than that, I and I suppose Weezie, hung out with 
various friends when school was out.   

 
My memories of my mother during those two Twin Falls years were, as they’d always been, warmth and 

food and loving care.  Mom was a true hugger and toucher.  I never wanted for hugs and closeness and care.  
Dad was somewhat aloof, even with me, and was never a hugger and toucher, so I never sought him out for that 
kind of comfort; I knew he loved me though.   

Whenever I needed some special attention, mom would lay my head on her lap and “nice” me.  That 
meant taking her cool hand and lightly rubbing it across my forehead, usually until what was bothering me went 
away or until I was asleep.  It was a magical and healing thing for me.  She “niced” me clear until I was in high 
school whenever I needed a little sympathy.   

 
Mom was an excellent cook.  Cinnamon rolls, bread, pies and cakes were frequent fare around our 

house.  Too often, she’d go old school on us and do up some liver and onions, but much of the time my favorites 
were macaroni and stewed tomatoes.  We had lots of soup around our house, tomato soup with cheese 
sandwiches, other stews with parsnip and there were plenty of mashed potatoes and baked potatoes.   
Breakfast was great with cereal, or cream of wheat or oatmeal.  Toast was a regular companion in the morning 
with whatever we ate, and often a cup of Postum.  I’m sure our food variety was much larger than what I’ve 
mentioned because mom was all about a healthy diet. 

 
Twin Falls was one long series of play and food and school and play and food in my 7 and 8 year old 

memory.   
 
Penicillin had become widely used In the late 40’s and early 50’s.  My immune system was not very good 

in my younger days so I was at the doctor fairly frequently.  The cure for almost everything was a shot of 
penicillin--or so they often thought.  I got so many penicillin shots when I was in Twin Falls that the last one 
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caused my arm to swell up so large that I couldn’t bend it.  I’d developed an allergy to penicillin.  My mother did 
a lot of “niceing,” then, that I remember oh so well.   

 
As an early grade schooler in Twin Falls, I paid little attention to the fact that I got to wear mended and 

clean clothes and my bed got clean sheets on it and so many of the other wonderful things that a devoted 
mother makes happen silently or at least in such a way that in my little mind, the clean clothes and bed sheets 
and food and all the rest, somehow, fell out of the heavens.  I now know how hard it was for my mother, even 
with just two kids, to work full time and take care of us and dad. 

 
After I completed second grade, the summer of 1953, dad had grown weary of his work with the SCS in 

Twin Falls, and took a job in Seattle, Washington with the Boeing Company.  He went on ahead of us to get a 
house lined up.  After a bit, mom and I and Weezie got on a train, and experienced one of the greatest joys I’d 
ever had, riding a train cross country when the conductors looked like conductors, and there was a water spigot 
at the front of the coach, and mom made food appear, seemingly out of nowhere.  I napped with my head on 
my mother’s lap and truly enjoyed the motion and sound of the train.   

 
When we arrived in Seattle and for a day or two, we stayed in a hotel or motel room where Weezie and I 

were introduced to the marvel called television.  The home we moved to was in Edmunds Washington.  Because 
of losing friends, and starting in a new school, and having to ride a bus, the fall of 1954 was hard on Weezie and 
on me.  I didn’t make friends.  I don’t know about Weezie.  I also suffered from frequent viruses and sinus 
irritations, (there were saw mills nearby with their old school sawdust burners that kept a lot of wood smoke in 
the air), and so did dad.  Mom spent her time cooking, cleaning, nursing, and trying to heal my and Weezie’s 
perceived lack of friends’ wounds.  Dad had a significant commute time that put him home pretty late in the 
day.  We did have some good times going to the ocean and into downtown Seattle most weekends.   I don’t 
remember any church attendance in Seattle.  We did attend occasionally during the two years in Twin Falls. 

 
After barely a year in Seattle, dad’s own sinus problems drove us from Seattle to Idaho Falls, Idaho 

where he went back to work for the SCS.  I think much of Dad’s problem with Seattle had to do with his being a 
long distance from his father and other relatives.  My Grandpa Ames and Grandma Ames moved to Idaho Falls 
just prior to or just after dad moved us from Seattle to Idaho Falls so my thoughts about dad wanting to be 
closer to his father have merit.   

 
In the summer of 1954, we arrived in Idaho Falls where we had our first rental home on 306 South Ridge 

St.  (It is no longer there).  Very soon after that, mom was able to get a full time job with another dentist, Dr. 
Loren Hoschouer.  During that first year or so after arriving in Idaho Falls, mom studied to get licensed as a 
dental assistant.  We had to go as a family to Twin Falls for her to take that examination and I remember her 
saying that she’d received a very good score and had received her certification.   

It is difficult for me to say a lot about mom’s personal experiences during those Idaho Falls years as we 
are missing any significant first person written detail of her life.  My view of her was much as it had been for all 
the years since I had conscious knowledge of her existence.  But, cooking, washing, cleaning, nursing, taking care 
of Weezie and me at great personal sacrifice all went on.   

 
Though my life in Idaho Falls was full of joy and happiness, there were a few not so good times during 

those years when mom began her mid-life hormonal changes.  She spent a lot of time crying, and feeling bad 
about many things.  But, in spite of it, she maintained home and hearth with a strong heart.  My father wasn’t 
particularly helpful at those times, and was perhaps the reason for much of her sadness.   

 



57 
 

Special Note:  This is a good point in Mom’s story to tell her posterity that in spite of the time and 
places and circumstances and church activity and inactivity of mom’s life, she loved the Gospel.  She loved the 
prophets and all things associated with the Church.  She had a strong testimony and would often read to 
Weezie and to me from the Book of Mormon and the Bible.  She built a foundation of faith for the two of us 
that has withstood the test of time for many decades; a foundation that has propped both of us up in times of 
despair and darkness even after she passed away one month short of her 100th birthday.  Mom’s love for our 
dad never faltered even after they divorced in about 1969.  It broke her heart, but it was unavoidable and she 
carried that love to her grave and I’m sure, still loves him now that he too has passed through the veil. 

 
I attended the fifth grade at Central Intermediate, the grade school which had at one time been the 

Idaho Falls Senior high school.  Within the first year of moving to Idaho Falls, we left the South Ridge home and 
moved to a second rented residence at 255 N. Water St.  It was immediately east of the, public library, and 
immediately to the north of a large stone Methodist church.  O.E. Bell Junior high school was a block away 
where I attended the 7th through 9th grades.  Dr. Hoschauer had moved his office into a red brick single story 
building directly across the street from the home we rented on N. Water.  That made it very easy for mom to be 
a working mother and still know where her kids were and what they were doing, (mostly), and was able to take 
care of breakfast, lunch and dinner.  Weezie and I continued our free-range ways, but were very good kids who 
stayed out of real trouble.  Mom never raised her voice, or if she did, it was so seldom, that I can’t remember a 
single specific instance.   

 
Mom and dad were both supportive parents, assuring that we had the money and logistics needs 

covered for our various endeavors in Jr. High and High School.  Weezie and I never came up short when we had 
real needs, and many times when our needs were just wants.  Christmases were magical times and mom loved 
them.  Her joy of Christmas and all holidays and events including birthdays fully carried over from her 
descriptions of her own childhood years.  There was never an event when gift giving was involved that Weezie 
and I walked away disappointed.   No, I didn’t get my motorcycle when I was 13, and I’m sure Weezie didn’t get 
her date with Elvis Presley, but short of those things, we were well taken care of.   

 
 
I know that mom and dad were having difficulties in their relationship, but it never showed through in a 

way that troubled me much.  I never heard my dad raise his voice to her nor did I ever hear her raise her voice to 
him.  Weezie and I were both allowed the comfort and peace of parents who stayed together during our critical 
developmental years.   

 
The following is out of chronological order, but serves a purpose:  Susan Bates was a charming girl who 

you will have to learn more about in my own autobiography, but she was an important player in a 
demonstration of the love and attention and patience my parents showered upon me when I was starting to 
date that beautiful girl.  Our date of choice was to attend dances, often church sponsored dances, but there 
were many opportunities at school as well.  As a 14, going on 15 year old lothario, my dating style would have 
been severely cramped by not having a car at my disposal nor the legal and parental authority to drive one had 
it been available.  So, mom and dad would patiently, almost every weekend play taxi for Susan and me.  They 
would take me to pick her up, then at a prearranged time would wait patiently for us to leave the event, then 
they would take us through one of the local drive-in’s and buy us a burger, fries and a drink.  Then they would 
drop Susan off at her house and wait while I walked her to the door and lingered too long every time.  I thought 
nothing of the sacrifice in time and treasure they were making.  Mom was very patient with me during all the 
years that I spent mooning over Susan Bates.  She would counsel me when I was unhappy and she would 
counsel me when I was flying high with joy during the tumultuous, early years of my young-love relationship 
with the girl who would be my future wife. 
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In the seventh grade, I got infectious mononucleosis.  It knocked me down for almost a month, but mom 

was able to spend a great deal of time taking care of me.  She knew my favorite treat was tapioca pudding, so 
she assured that there was a near endless supply.  There was nothing that was too much for her to do for her 
kids. 

 
Finally, after much prodding by mom, dad bought a house on Koster Avenue in a new housing 

development in Idaho Falls.  It was very hard on dad, because owning a home was a little too big of a 
commitment, but he did it.  For the time, it was a lovely house, brand new, and they furnished it with new things 
in all the rooms.  It had three bedrooms, so, it was the first house in which Weezie and I had our own rooms.  
We moved into that house in about 1958.    

 
 Weezie married Richard Heindel in about 1959, the same year I became enamored with Susan. 
 
For some reason, dad decided that he needed a change of scenery again.  Mom mentioned in her tape 

recorded life story, several times, about my father’s gypsy ways.  He grew tired of the status quo very easily and 
uprooted himself and mom many, many times in their early married years.  Mom supported all of those moves 
because she loved him so much and wanted for him to be happy.  Those gypsy ways continued on through my 
dad’s life to the day he passed away.   

 
In 1960, when I was between my sophomore and junior year in high school, Dad moved Mom and me to 

Billings, Montana.  It was very hard on mother and on me. I was leaving Susan behind and mom had finally 
gotten settled into that nice home on Koster Avenue with all nice new things, and then within a couple of years 
dad had to pull up stakes and move on to yet another new place to satisfy his need for impermanence.  Mom, 
with her usual good cheer on the outside made the move, pushing down the sadness that she had inside.   

 
I moved in 1961, with mom and dad’s blessing, (mom’s quiet pain), back to Idaho Falls to attend my 

senior year in high school.  I know little of that year in mom’s life. Dad had helped me purchase a car that I used 
in Billings and took back to Idaho Falls. Mom came to Idaho Falls a couple of times with a lady friend or two, and 
took me shopping to get me into some new clothes.  Weezie and her first husband were living in Billings while 
her husband attended the University of Montana.  Weezie ended up having her first child, Kent in Idaho Falls.  
For some reason that escapes me, she was in Idaho Falls, and mom was there.  They’d rented a motel room for 
the few days after Kent was born until Weezie was well enough to rejoin her husband.  (Weezie will have to fill 
in a few details on this event). 

 
Mom was proud that her son had actually graduated from high school.  I’m pretty sure that when I left 

Billings they thought that their son would be in trouble soon and so would some girl.  However, mom built a 
moral foundation for me that assured that I was not going to get into trouble nor would I get anyone else into 
trouble.  She was delighted that I’d actually become active in church during that senior year.  Mom expressed 
many times her love for Susan and was very protective of her.   

 
I had a couple of years with too little interaction with mom.  I lost the years of 1962/63 and 1963/64 in 

terms of any real knowledge of her life and times.  In 1964 Susan and I married and mom and dad both came the 
made an appropriately big deal out of it.  That night, Mom and Susan’s dad went to what would be our 
honeymoon room and decorated it so that night it would be beautiful for us.  Mom prepared to go to the temple 
when Susan and I were married.  It was wonderful that she was there with her big teary eyes and smiles.  I know 
that much was going on in mom’s life during those years.  They were probably years of pain and happiness and 
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broken hearts and joy for her children too.  But every time I saw her those years, she was upbeat and full of love 
and hugs and cheeriness when around me.   

 
At the time I graduated from high school, mom and dad were moving back to Twin Falls, Idaho.  Dad 

took a job there with the Forrest Service.  They were there through about 1966 when they moved to Pocatello.  
They were in Pocatello when Weezie’s son Christopher was born.  My son Norman was born the same summer.  
We took both families to mom and dad’s house in the summer of 1966.  Mom was very happy with those 
grandchildren, Kent, Chris, and Norman.  Dad had fun making fun of Chris and Norman as they crawled around 
in the grass. 

 
Susan and I moved to Anaheim, California in 1967.  It was a wonderful change from some of the drama 

in both her and my family in Idaho.  About that time, mom couldn’t take my dad’s behavior anymore because he 
did a lot of drinking and bar flying so she came to our apartment there in Anaheim to let her mind settle.  Dad 
was very unhappy and within a few weeks he came to Anaheim and asked her to go back to Pocatello with him.  
She did, but that didn’t last long.  As much as she loved him she couldn’t take the heartbreak of his lifestyle.  

 
Mom left dad again in 1969 and that was pretty much the end of their marriage.  She left Pocatello and 

went to Twin Falls where Louise was living.  She and her first husband had moved there after graduation from 
the University of Montana. 

 
Dad gave mom subsistence money and mom moved into a little single wide trailer that dad bought her.  

It was parked out east of Twin Falls.  Mom quite liked that little trailer, but it was about a 25 minute commute 
for her to get into town, so she sold it and moved into an apartment closer to Twin Falls.   

 
For most of the next 10 years, she worked as a receptionist for a law firm in Twin Falls.  She had several 

very nice older men wanting to marry her.  She got quite serious about one of them, but she couldn’t stop loving 
and missing dad.  She retired from the law firm when she was about 65 years old, around 1978.  She was well 
liked at the law firm and she liked the work a lot.  Mom could always find a job because of her sweet personality 
and high class and intellect.  But, between dad’s stipend, which to his credit, he sent without question until the 
day he died, and mom’s small pension and social security, mom didn’t want to work anymore and instead 
turned her remaining years to helping Weezie and me and our children.  Weezie left her husband and along with 
her kids and mom, she moved to San Dimas, California.  Susan and I had moved there in March of 1979.  Weezie 
and the gang moved there in late May of that year.  I had been offered a very nice job at Jet Propulsion 
Laboratory in Pasadena, but we chose to live in San Dimas because it was more family friendly than other 
locations nearer JPL.   

 
  The school years from 1979 to about 1981 were a lot of fun for all the cousins.  Weezie was able to get 

a home in the same development where Susan and I were renting.   
  
Weezie got a job in San Dimas, so Mom was indispensable help to her.  Mom also spent many hours 

with our kids and it was wonderful.  Eventually Weezie would move to Salt Lake City to go to school at the 
University of Utah.  Mom went with her for a while.   

 
One day, Mom could see that Weezie needed some space, so I took a train to Salt Lake City and drove 

mom and her necessities and her tv set and her little Honda Civic back to San Dimas where mom stayed for the 
better part of a year with us.  Later, after Weezie settled in Boise, mom took a small apartment there.   
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Special Note:  Mom had the opportunity with Weezie’s family one summer to move into the very home 
that mom had been born in and where her mother had died and where mom was raised to adult hood.  That 
was probably around 1983 or 84.   

 
Susan and I moved to Hailey, Idaho in 1995 and mom moved into a small house there for most of one 

year.  That was great fun and yet another wealthy older gentleman, very active in the Church, by the name of 
Hunter Nelson wanted to marry her, but mom said no.   

 
Mom finally, in about 1986 moved in permanently with Weezie and family and grandkids from about 80 

years old until she had to be put in a care home at around age 97.  Mom’s mind was quickly deteriorating and 
her care needs were too much for Weezie, who had her own health problems.  We jointly decided that it was 
time to move mom into a retirement home.  About a year before she died, she had a fall and had to have a pin 
placed into a major leg bone.  The surgery was long and marked a major decline in her mental faculties.  As her 
mind continued to deteriorate, she had to be moved to higher and higher levels of care and security until she 
died in April of 2013.   

 
A lot is missing as I’ve tried to put together mom’s life after Preston, Idaho.  Weezie will get a chance to 

look at this and add her own thoughts and remembrances.  The dates I’ve used may not be precise, but what 
I’ve said about my view of mom has been.   

 
 
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.   
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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 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.   Your devoted son, Harry O! 
To Summarize Olive Wyla Taysom, yes, Olive is her 
actual first name, was a woman who loved to dance, 
to laugh, to travel, and to hug and give hugs and to be 
love and be loved.  Her whole life was devoted to her 
husband when she had him with her and to Weezie 
and to me and all of our children.  She mourned the 
loss of my dad’s faithfulness and affections and 
companionship back in the 70’s until her death in 
2013.  She stayed faithful to him and to her memories 

of their better times early in their marriage.  She worked in the Boise LDS Temple for several years.  She always 
loved the Gospel, the Prophets, and the Church and set an example that resulted in both children, and every 
grandchild and great grandchild being active in the Church and sealed in the temple to spouses.  She weaved a 
genetic and spiritual thread into all of our lives that is still in place and still strong.  We all look forward to that 
great gathering on the other side of the veil when she will take us into her arms and we take her into ours and 
we feel yet again the stroke of her cool hand as she “nices” us and makes all things good again.   
Olive “Wyla” Taysom Ames was buried in April of 2013 in the Afton Wyoming cemetery next to the love of her 
life, Harry Corsi Ames.  
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Wyla Ames, written at age 18  in her “Treasures of Truth” Book 
 

“My Story” 
 

  I, Wyla Olive Taysom was a citizen of the United States.   
 

I am not sure whether my life will ever be faith promoting, however, I do know it has not been so far.  I 
hope though that when my little grandchildren come to see me and start through my “treasures of truth,” that 
when they read my story, they will not think I was altogether a no-account.  I want my grandchildren to be as 
proud of me as I am of my two little grandmothers.   

I am going to start my story from the day before I was born.  It was Sunday and a very beautiful sunshiny 
day that was the 23 of May in 1913.  My mother was a beautiful lady and was all the more beautiful while 
looking forward to a new baby.  She didn’t realize what a trial I was going to be.  

My father came home from church and after he had eaten his dinner, he went out and hitched up the 
old team to the new white topped buggy to take mother for a ride.  They rode for several hours and when 
evening started coming on, they returned home to their chores.   

At about 11:00, mother sent pop for grandma and they telephoned Dr. GroomThey tell me that pop 
took one look at me and retired to the stable.  Mother looked and covered her eyes for low and behold, I was a 
girl.  That was their first disappointment; then, that I was so terribly ugly.  Such an awful beet red and with just a 
few hairs that were carroty red.  I had blue eyes and a nice body which were rather nice they say.  All of the 
others, my brother (only) and sisters (two) were such beautiful babies, then to have a phiz like mine come into 
their home.  Well, I began to bleach out, but I never have changed much in looks except my hair turned white 
and is now mud colored.  I still have the pug nose and a big square face.  But then, this book is only to be of 
beautiful thoughts, so I won’t talk about my looks any more.   

We lived on the farm where Wall Stacks lives now.  I was always in awe of the marvels of my two sisters 
and brother.  However, my father and mother “babied” me too much for my own good then and now.  My 
mother was the best pal I had. She never left the house without me, and I believe she loved me as much as she 
did the others in the family.  Pop always brought me something from town when he worked “up town” at the 
Stevens Implement Company.   

During the summer I played with my sisters in the field or in our little coal house or in our barn.  In the 
winter, when the others were in school, I would play with paper dolls all day.  I had stacks and stacks of them.  
One day, I well remember and will never forget, my sister Erma had a big china doll she called Lila Lee and I had 
coaxed mother all day to let me play with it.  She said no, but I cried so she weakened and gave that big china 
doll to me.  I had lots of fun until I decided to wash her face.  I sat her on a chair and well—she fell off and broke.  
Oh!  I was just sick.  Mother worked all afternoon gluing her together.  When Erma came home, mother broke 
the news very gently to her.  She cried but did not scold me.   

One day mother went outside, and I went to the cupboard and was eating pig rinds when she came in.   
Louise, Erma and I had a craze on for paper dolls and men were a scarcity.  Erma, however, found a good 

man though, in a catalogue.  My, how Louise and I envied her.  One day she and Verl were going to town in the 
wagon and she said I could play with her paper man if I would stay home.  Well, I had a swell time until, rip, off 
came the paper man’s head.  When Erma came I ran crying out to meet her, “Oh, forgive me! Forgive me! I tore 
your man’s head off.” 

When I was five years old, we moved “up town.”  I played with Louise and Elda Kennington, paper dolls, 
play house, movie actresses and all things little girls play.  Mama worked in the store.  I always envied her and 
could imagine myself as a clerk in a store.   

I was an awful “mama calf.”  Many has been the time when I have laid on the porch or floor and kicked 
and cried for hours because mother and dad went to a party.   
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I stared school and the teachers made quite a fuss over me in my little grades which spoiled me 
miserably.   

One morning, after my Uncle Joe’s boy, Carl had been sick for several weeks, then they called and said 
he had died.  I could imagine nothing worse and I was stricken when I saw his corpse, the first I can remember 
seeing.  Well, I thought I could never feel worse, but I have changed my mind.   

Then Aunt Lita and Uncle Gilbert had girl and boy twins.  When the little girl was just a baby, she died 
and I went down to see her.  Oh!  I kissed her because she looked so sweet and warm, but I was shocked by that 
cold clammy little head.   

Then came Uncle Gilberts death.  He was the closest uncle I ever had, and his death was a terrible shock.  
I couldn’t imagine him dead.  I even played sick, so I wouldn’t have to go to his funeral.  And I never did go to 
one until—well, I lost my mother.   

Mother had never been well since Erma’s birth.  She was quite weak and sickly, but she never 
complained.  But, when I was 10 years of age, the doctor said an operation was necessary.  Mother worked for 
days before the operation fixing up our home, making her bedroom pretty and giving us girls some instructions 
and advice.  The day before the operation, Erma was ironing and I was combing mother’s hair, Louise was doing 
something too.  Out of a clear sky, mother said, “If I shouldn’t get well, I want my little girls to be good and kind 
to one another, always work together and be good to your father.”  Erma started to cry.   

The next day, I went to Grandma’s to stay until the operation was over.  If I ever prayed, I prayed all day 
that day.  Mother got along marvelously well.  She would lie in bed and call recipes and orders to we girls.  One 
day, baby that I was, I started to cry because I didn’t want to do the dishes.  Mama called me into her bedroom 
and said, “Mama wants you to be a good girl and help Louise and Erma.  I want you to be a little lady and do the 
work and take my place until I get well.”  Oh, I’ll never forget that!  Then she pulled me down and kissed me.  
The last kiss she ever gave me. Then, next night—she died.  No one will ever know how I miss her.   

Well, I have tried very hard to be a lady. I have tried to be like her, but I could never do what was right.  
Oh, you girls who have mothers, love them, and let them know how much you appreciate them before it’s too 
late.  All I have left is a spirit mother and beautiful memory of my ideal, my mother.  

Since my mother died, I have been awfully careless, and time has slipped by on wings.  
One year after my mother’s death, Pop married again, a school teacher named Millie Pendleton.  She 

has been very sweet to us and I am sure we have worked an awful hardship on her.  I especially have made her 
miserable.  I wonder what His judgment will be for me. 

She gave birth to Wayne and then to Lloyd and Boyd, twins.  However, after four months struggle, Boyd 
died.  But as I said before, I had been a baby for so long, (12 years) that I have never been able to get over 
having Pop’s attention taken from me.   

I went through my high school and was an awful worry and expense for my father.   
I am now 18, a miserable, careless, leather headed friendless person, awfully fat and stingy hair.  Pop 

was just saying today that I wouldn’t ever get married, but I say I will or I’ll hold up a man and tie him down.  I 
hope not that bad, quite.  

But my life has been lots of fun so far.  Even though I do imagine I am the most picked on person in the 
world.   

Now, you little would-be grandchildren, when you read this epistle, just go to some of your grand aunts 
or uncles to verify this.  I hope you will not be so foolish as I have been so far. (Ha,Ha!) 

 
My Father  [Abram Daniel Taysom] 
 
The most stalwart protector, the most learned tutor, the most sympathetic advisor, the staunchest 

supporter, the truest friend, and the most constant companion—my father. 
I only hope that the love and respect I express to my dad can make up at least in part for the worry and 

care I have visited upon him.  
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Even though I can never hope to be like my father, he is still one of my highest ideals; my ideal in regard 
to my mate.  Everything I could possibly want my husband to be, I can find in my father.  Clean, kind, loveable, 
gentle, sympathetic, spiritual, a successful business man, good habits and a true and staunch believer in God and 
honest.   

As a husband and father, he is ideal.  My mother always seemed contented and happy.  And, father has 
always been kind and gentle with his children.  Even though he has always been too busy to be much of a pal 
with us, we have loved and respected him.  

He has been very advisable as to our friends and I find that his advice is the best ever.  If he knew we 
were out to a dance or on a trip or something, he would lie awake worrying and waiting for us to come home.   

One whole year after mother died, he was mother and father, both.  He helped us girls all he could.  
Advised us as to the work and helped as much as a father can with our problems.  

Whenever any of us got sick, my father was always on hand, willing to do anything at any price to makes 
us well.  As I stated in the first, and will again, he believed in God and would remember him in time of need.  We 
were always taught by our father to believe in administering to the sick.  I well remember one night, the year 
after mother died, pop had gone to the dance.  Erma, Louise and I were home alone.  Louise, as she was not very 
well, and had not been, took sick suddenly.  The poor darling was suffering terribly.  Erma and I were scared to 
death and we did everything we knew how.  Then we called for dad to come home.  He rushed home and the 
first thing he thought of was God.  In the meantime, our hired girl and her boyfriend came home.  Papa asked 
the boy to come and help him administer to Louise.  Sandy knew nothing about it, but dad told him just what to 
say and after the administering, Louise went to sleep and when she awoke, she was much better.  Many times, 
the same thing has happened to different ones in the family.  Pop knew the sure cure every time.  

Papa was always the doctor for our sore throats and earaches.  Though, as a rule, his hands were rough 
and hard, they always felt soft when he would massage our necks.   There seemed to be something in his 
fingertips that was magic.  It was he who always heated the oil to pour in our aching ears.   

My father is spotlessly clean and very particular about his clothing and surroundings.  He would always 
say, “Cleanliness is next to Godliness,” is what my father used to say.   

My father has always been a leader in religion and social functions.  He was mayor of our town for two 
terms and was a Sunday School teacher and Superintendent and counselor. 

I have often wondered how my father ever kept from going crazy with so much on his mind.  His faith, 
his business, grandma’s affairs to keep track of and a family of children like us that he had to put up with.  

I only hope that as my father grows older and as I grow older and as years pass on that I will be able to 
do my share in making his life easier.   

 
My Mother [Josephine Cherista McBride] 
 
The woman whose words never tire, whose advice never fails, whose love never falters, whose 

unselfishness never slacks, whose power never weakens—my mother.   
“Broken hearted, we run to mother, in pain or in trouble, we run to mother, in distress or anxiety, in 

grief or in joy—we look toward mother first and she sees the message in our eyes and understands.” 
My mother!  My ideal!  My beautiful guardian angel. 
I hope I may find words with which to describe my mother, Jessie Taysom; words that will say how much 

she meant to me as a mother on this earth, and what she now means to me as an angel mother.   
One of the most lovely things, to my estimation, that God ever created was my mother.  He must have 

chosen from the best of his materials to make my mother.  After he had made a beautiful body and a face set 
with kindly eyes, and a lovely mouth that had a tendency to curl up at the corners, (because my mother smiled a 
lot), and placed a beautiful mass of rich brown wavy hair upon her head, he put a sunbeam into her heart.  He 
made her a lover of beauty and a believer in equality and justice.   

I am sure that when God finished my mother then looked at her, he had true cause to say, “it is good.” 
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She made a good wife for my father and a good wife is always a good mother.  She made a home for us, 
a clean, cheerful paradise.  My father has often said, “Your mother was a real homemaker and wife, I only hope 
your girls will be like her.” 

My mother was full of kisses and cures for little cut fingers and bruised knees.  She was an ideal 
companion and a teacher by love.  She taught us how to pray, to love our church and our God.   

I only prayed at my mother’s knee once, however, I always said my secret prayers.  One night, I had 
gone to bed with my sisters and as I had always been pampered and spoiled by my parents,(me being the baby), 
I thought when they were only playing with me that they were teasing me.  I, as usual, ran to my mother crying.  
She kissed me and picked me up on her lap.  She told me to be a good sport and not such a baby.  Then she told 
me to kneel at her knee to pray that night.  I did and went to bed a happy little girl.   

We respected our mother.  She was my ideal.  She was the best playmate I ever had.  She never became 
angry or scolded.  She ruled her house, as I said before, with love.   

I never was spanked, but once in my life and my mother administered that.  One day I decided I was 
going downtown with her and she decided I wasn’t.  I followed her for about half a block.  She broke a little 
switch off a tree and switched me all the way home.  I wasn’t hurt a bit physically, but I was broken up mentally.  
I believe that mother was worse hurt than I at that time. 

In a domestic way, mother was a wonder and in a business way she was grand too.  She worked as clerk 
for my father for several years.  He now claims that she was the most efficient neat and careful and cheerful 
clerk he has ever had.   

But when I was just 10 years of age, Heavenly Father needed mother more than I did, I guess.  I thought I 
needed her more than anything else at any time, because he took her to Heaven and left me motherless.   

Even though she is gone, I still have a beautiful memory of her.  Every time, it seems, that I am in need 
of advice, or doubting whether it is right or wrong, it just seems as if mother is ready to answer my doubts.   

I often wonder what my life would have been had mother lived to help me.  I worship my mother even 
though she is just a spirit.   

 
Oh My Mother, a poem included in Wyla’s Treasures of Truth Book 

 
Oh my mother, thou that dwellest 
In thy mansions upon high 
Oft me thinks I still remember 
When you bade your child goodbye 
How you clasped me to your bosom 
Bade me a true son to be 
E’er I left my father’s mansion 
To dwell in mortality 
 
How you gave me word of counsel 
To guide aright my straying fee 
How you taught by true example 
While I strive in this probation 
How to learn the gospel truth 
May I merit your approval 
As I did in early youth 
 

‘Twas recorded in your journal 
How you stood by father’s side 
When the powers that are eternal 
Thou wast sealed his goddess bride 
How by truth and love and virtue 
E’en in time thou didst become 
Through your high exalted station 
Mother of the souls of men 
 
When of evil I’ve repented 
And my work on earth is done 
Kindest father, loving mother 
Pray forgive your erring son 
When my pilgrimage is ended 
And the victor’s wreath I’ve won 
Dearest mother to your bosom  
Will you welcome home your son 
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My Teachers 
 
Mrs. Barstow-First Grade 
Mrs. Barstow was a woman of about 35 years of age.  She was tall and thin and her hair was rather 

straggly and grayish.  Her face was thin and quite wrinkled.  She had the sweetest voice and kindest eyes.  Her 
hands were loving though rough and quite boney.  She was my teacher as a beginner.  She saw me through my 
bashfulness and my tooth shedding stage.  Thought she is now dead, I will always love my memory of her.   

 
Allie Burton-Second Grade 
This I shall call my sunshine teacher, so pretty and colorful.  What I mean by colorful, she wore pretty 

clothes and had a healthy body, pretty teeth and hair.  She was young and had a smile for everyone.  I shall 
remember her as a teacher who taught me the “f” and “s” family through a toothless mouth.  Miss Burton got 
married last year and is living in Salt Lake. 

 
Beatrice Gardner-Third Grade 
She was my pretty teacher with big brown eyes and pretty brown hair.  She wore bright red and yellow 

dresses to school.  She was married and when some special day came along, she brought her two children and 
read us poems by James Whitcomb Riley.  From her, I learned to put expression in reading.   

 
Calpurna Burton-Fourth Grade 
Now, she is Mrs. Fluckiger.  She was my art teacher.  She taught us how to draw and pant and make 

baskets.  While in her grade, I stared social functions such as parties, children’s dances and etc.  She was quite a 
big woman with big hands, but beautiful hands, so soft and white.  She was in love that year and we couldn’t 
resist teasing her about him.  She has five or six children now.   

 
Genevieve Lewis-Fifth Grade 
Miss Lewis was my little Jewish teacher.  I was so scared to death of her poppy eyes and her sharp voice 

at first, but I learned to love her.  She made a specialty of health.  That year, we drank milk and ate graham 
crackers.  She had a darling shape and wore pretty clothes.  She used to burn incense in our schoolroom.  She is 
now in Pocatello, running the “style shoppe.” 

 
Gladys Mallory-Fifth Grade afternoon 
I took history and all my afternoon classes under Mrs. Mallory.  My girlish teacher.  I say girlish because 

she always treated us girls as if we were her own age and made us love her by sharing our confidences.  She was 
the wife of John Mallory.  In our reading class under Miss Lewis, if we read extra well, we were allowed to go 
and read to Mrs. Mallory’s class.  I went several times and Mrs. Mallory always was so sweet with me.   

 
Gladys Gardner-Sixth Grade 
She was my motherly teacher--motherly because she had two children of her own and knew what kids 

liked.  She was a pretty singer and in her class we did a lot of singing.  I remember one day we went coasting.  
One day we made roses for the opera and one day when her two children came to school and she held the little 
girl all day.  She now has about six children.   

 
Stephen Paulson-Seventh Grade 
He was my newly married teacher.  He was fat and had a bishop. (?) He liked to sing “oh Susasanna” and 

his every mood and feeling was plain.  We had oodles of parties that year.  I remember one day he came to 
school and instead of taking his handkerchief out, he pulled his baby’s shoe out.  He is dead now.  He died about 
two week ago.  We never know who will be the next.   
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John Mallory-Eighth Grade 
When I heard Mr. Mallory was to be my teacher, I was scared stiff.  I always had a horror of him and I 

never knew why.  I learned to like him a lot though.  He gave me my first bawling out.  He gave me my first 
failure and he gave me my first introduction to all hard knocks.  He really prepared me for life. 

 
Mrs. Lee-Eighth Grade 
Mrs. Lee was the normal teacher and awfully crazy about La Dell Sessions.  She was awfully pretty but 

had huge hips and legs.  She taught me art.  I liked her a lot.  I haven’t heard from her since that year.   
 
Beatrice Edwards-Eighth Grade 
She taught me reading and language.  She was termed as an “old maid.”  But, she was the sweetest one 

I ever knew.  She gave me my debut in dramatics in a one act play.  She is still teaching school.   
 
High School 
 
Miss Bilger-Sewing, English, Physical Education.  
A short little cross eyed, bow legged darling.  That is my definition.   One of the sweetest teachers I ever 

had.  I went horseback riding with her one day.   
 
Mr. Crook-General Science 
The fairest, squarest, friendliest teacher in the world.  He gave a student every chance in the world.  I 

can just hear him saying, “Minth Taysomn, what do we mean by dumar?” (That is the way Wyla wrote it, 
perhaps this teacher had a lisp?). 

 
Mr. Evans-Orchestra 
A man you read about.  A tall dark, actorified man who knew his music.  He would say, “Get that fiddle 

tuned up.” 
 
Miss Nelson-Cooking 
Red headed, red tempered and strict.  But, if you hit her right, the best friend you could ask for.  She 

went horseback riding with us too.   
 
Newell Peterson-Algebra 
A flighty, friendly, most intimate yet highly respected teacher in school.  A good math teacher but a 

better coach.  Whe I was cheer leader, many’s the time he made room for Rella and I to go on trips with the 
boys.   

 
Mr. Summerhayes-World History 
I never liked history or got anything out of it until I took in under Summerhayes .  He used to quiz us to 

death and expected us to know the whole book, but he was just a new college graduate.   
 
Miss Larson-English II, Spanish 
Cute little curly headed, turned up nosed girl.  Had all the boys in love with her.  When she got mad, ooh 

la la.  She knew her Spanish.  She married Lester Jensen.   
 
Mr. Thompson-Type-2 years 
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In love the first year and married the second.  Hard boiled both times.  Gave me good marks and 
laughed every time he saw me.  He was always teasing me.   

 
Anna West-American History 
A girl from our own home town.  Very mischievous.  Full of fun and awfully little.  She liked to talk about 

college as well as history.  The boys about ran over her.   
 
Miss Nilson-English III 
Dark, cute and a very extreme type.  She had a temper and a very sweet smile.  Boy!  What she didn’t 

know about English.   
 
Mr. Clark-Church and Spanish II 
A very religious yet kindly man.  Very punctual and systematical.  But very technical in Spanish.  Easy 

going.  Never worried or flustered.  A man truly of God, I believe.   
 
Miss Linford-English IV, public speaking 
A fat, jolly, character with red hair and an eternal grin.  The best friend teacher I ever had.  The best 

liked teacher in school, I believe.  She went to Laramie Tournament week with us.  The best sport.  Our director 
in “bab.” (?) 

 
Marion Gardner-Home Nursing and Art Needle. 
A very idealistic girl.  A lover of home and pareents.  Everything good and sweet a girl would want to be.  

Now married to Mr. Fluckiger. 
 
Mr. Holdaway-Geometry and Teacher Training 
The best man teacher I ever had.  So liked, yet intimate with no one.  Very brilliant, interesting and 

tactful.  Made us love even geometry.   
 
Mr. Morrison-Physics 
A lecture teacher.  Very partial and had his “pets.”   A man of self center, but good enough to let me get 

through physics.    
 
Sunday School  
 
Mrs. Wilkes 
I can’t remember much about her as my teacher, but as I taught with her for a year, I know she was very 

kind and born kindergarten teacher.   
 
Ena Proctor 
Cute, brilliant, tiny girl.  Who was a darling teacher even though she didn’t believe much about our 

church.   
 
Reita Holdbrook 
Pretty, well dressed.  Interesting teacher.  Gave us lots of parties and knew her lessons.  
 
Allie Burton 
My teacher in school as well as Sunday School. 
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Deane Gardner 
My favorite Sunday school teacher. 
 
Nora Lowe 
Witty, well prepared and likable. 
 
Mutual 
Bernice Burton-Beehive 
Cute and lots of fun.  She knew how to act around girls, what they liked and liked her work. 
 
Nora Lowe-Junior Girls 
Awfully sweet and knew what she was doing.  Gave the most fun party one night. 
 
Gloria Burton-Gleaners 
Very inspiring and idealistic.  Lives every moment of her life in the best way ever. 
 
Allie Gardner-Gleaners  
A girl of high ideals and interesting lesson presentation.  Lots of fun and a good sport.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


