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MYRTLE LOUISE SKINNER 

*Written by herself on Sunday, April 20, 1986 

 This morning I went to church.  In Relief Society it was about excuses; I sit there thinking how 

lazy I am anymore.  I can sit in the rocker and do absolutely nothing for hours.  But when I came home I 

thought over my life.  I haven’t sit around, I’ve had nine children and they weren’t all born under the 

best of circumstances.  I’ve picked string beans all day long, I picked tomatoes and fruit of all kinds, 

cleaned houses for other people, washed their dirty clothes and ironed for them, and even tended a few 

kids for others, and even crocheted to make some money. 

 I can remember someone telling me I had a baby brother and living in one room of Grandma 

Adams’ place.  I remember the holly hocks that grew so thick and I would pick them and play with them 

for hours at a time.  I remember the big ditches that had bridges across them and going with papa and 

mama everywhere they went, we were never left home.  Papa took us one Sunday to see this automobile, 

it looked like a buggy they called a surrey with the fringe on top, of course papa was so interested in 

what made it run.  It was a long time after this before we got one. 

 I can remember sitting on little chairs and seeing a picture show for the first time in Beaver and 

going to school and I’ve never forgotten the kid ahead of me spilled his sticks and the teacher came and 

whacked me one and made me pick them up.  Oh!  I hated her! 

 About this time I remember meeting my mother at a building in Beaver where Santa Claus came 

and when Ruby was born; and all of us having the flu.  Papa was the only one that was up and about.  I 

can remember he was so tired he had gone to sleep with his head in his hands at the table.  I remember 

one time when I was five or before I started to school.  I remember living in Adamsville, my dad rode a 

horse to work every day and took a lunch.  I think of Ray and I running to meet him when we see him 

coming, he would put us on the horse and we would ride the rest of the way home.  Then we would look 

for sandwiches left in the bucket.  I can still remember mama making me a big rag doll and tossing it to 

me, as I played in the empty room of our house.  And also of the day a flood came and afterwards the 

bunch of water snakes under mama’s old washing machine, one you ran by hand. 

 One Christmas dad hid all of Ray’s presents and put a lump of coal in his sock.  Ray started to 

cry so papa showed him where his presents were.  When Ruby was born, I remember Grandma Grey 

bringing me a pretty doll and Santa Claus brought me one.  I had two dolls.  But my cousin Marie, her 

folks always went out of the way to get her the best of everything.  She had a lot bigger doll and doll 

buggy so I would leave mine home and go play with hers, if she wouldn’t let me then I would say, “OK, 

I’m going home;” and then she would scream and I would say, “Well, Marie won’t let me play with her 

doll and buggy.”  So Aunt Leona told Marie to let me play with it.  I had them figured out pretty good so 

I could have my own way. 

 When I was half way through the first grade my folks moved to Delta, Utah.  I was ahead of the 

other kids reading books, but I was 7-years-old.  Mother had kept us out of school the year before on 

account of the flu.  So it was no wonder I was a long way ahead of the other kids, but I thought I was 

smart.  When I was eight years, dad and mother took us kids and we went to Salt Lake City to the temple 

and we were all sealed.  I remember being in Salt Lake, we went up on the train.  There was dad and 
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mother, Ray, and me, Warren, and ruby, and Grandma Gray.  We left Delta sometime in the early 

morning and arrived in Salt Lake before daybreak, so everyone went back to bed.  When we woke up I 

thought it was the next day, they all laughed at me.  Ray and I got cleaned up and the folks said we 

could sit out in the hall, we were very obedient children and so we sat out there very quietly.  Then our 

folks came and we all went to breakfast and all I could think of to eat was lemon pie.  Well, every meal 

that we went to that’s what I ordered.  Finally one day Grandma said to the rest, “You go on ahead; I’m 

going to get Myrtle filled up on lemon pie.”  So she took me to a place they gave out slices of pie, about 

half a pie each.  I can still remember being so full, but I never did get sick of it.  I still like lemon pie.  

Then while we were there, dad bought a car and he drove us home.  We stopped in Springville at the old 

Messinger home and visited Aunt Melissa and then we went to Wayne County and visited Uncle John 

and Aunt Maggie at Teasdale then back to Delta.  That was a highlight of my life.  I’m glad we had this 

wonderful trip; I must have been in the second grade at this time. 

 My folks took us to church every Sunday they could go.  I still love the bustle of hurrying around 

on Sunday morning to get ready for church.  That year was when I was baptized; I remember having my 

mother and father all to myself, none of the other kids.  They were all mine for an hour or so.  They were 

happy years till I was in the fourth grade and in January my mother took sick and was very bad for a 

week.  Then one day I had just been home and had lunch and gone back to school when Ray came to get 

me saying mother had just died.  I felt so bad.  I couldn’t talk about her to no none for a long time.  She 

was a wonderful mother.  This same year, 1925, a girl moved to Delta and came into my class named 

Kate Jarvis.  She had had an appendicitis operation and was so pale and her freckles stood out on her 

face.  I thought she wasn’t very good-looking so I stuck my tongue out at her and she stuck hers out at 

me.  But it was funny, a few days later we were good friends.  She was sitting with me on the ditch bank 

where we sat every day at recess and she was telling me how worried she was about her mother and how 

hard she worked.  Well I had never thought of anyone but myself so this was sure different for me to 

have some different thoughts.  There I was still a silly child and she was a grown-up girl. 

 Well, as the days went on I had lots of girlfriends.  Along in May, I noticed my dad was hanging 

around Kate’s mother and all the women at church kept quizzing me about whether my father was going 

to marry Mrs. Jarvis, well I didn’t know.  Grandma Gray was throwing a fit to me and I thought, “Oh, 

I’d have a sister my own age and Grandma was so ornery.”  I realize now, Grandma took dope for her 

heart and when she got out, she was ornery.  In May that same year, my dad married Mame Jarvis; she 

was a wonderful person.  She had four children: Mary -15, Kate -12, George -9, and Anna -6.  Dad had 

four children: Ray -14, Myrtle -12, Warren -9, and Ruby -5.  But we got along really good for two 

families; we were a lot the same disposition. 

 I loved school and really did good in school.  I had several boyfriends the summer I was 15.  

Then I met Art when I was 16; he was a lot older than I but he hung around every day and we finally 

decided to get married at Fillmore, Utah.  Then we left for Springlake where his folks lived.  We lived 

there until the next spring, 1929, when we moved to Eureka, Utah.  It was a very exciting place for me.  

Eureka was booming and about every other place was a saloon.  I had never been anywhere so exciting.  

On March 21, 1930, our first daughter was born; we named her Marcia Louise after my mother, the 

Marcia part; the Louise after my name.  She was a cross baby, but I was so young and dumb, it was no 

wonder.  But I was so thrilled at having a baby. 
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 That summer the Depression hit.  Art was laid off at the mine so we went down to Delta, by this 

time my folks had gone to California to live.  Dad came up and sold the house and told me I could have 

any of the furniture I wanted.  But I didn’t have no place to put it so I took Grandma’s dresser and some 

other things.  Then we went way out west to Deseret and Art hauled hay.  After being in the mines, he 

sure did get sunburned.  We lived with my cousin Marie and her husband, Frank Smith.  We had a lot of 

fun living with them.  They had lost their baby that was born close to the time that Louise was born. 

 That fall we came back to Springlake and lived with Art’s folks which I hated to do.  But we 

didn’t have nothing.  Art couldn’t find work nowhere; his folks had had a garden and a cow so we were 

glad to eat.  We made friends and we were all poor people so we had card parties, went dancing, and had 

a lot of fun, good memories.  I’ve never forgot. 

 In 1932, October 12, our second daughter was born and we were happy with her and named her 

Nola RaNae.  When she was a year old, Art’s folks decided to move again to Box Elder County.  

Melvin, Art’s brother, had work and an old Model A Ford they fixed all up and we drove it.  Grandpa 

and Cal, Art’s oldest brother, drove a big hay wagon loaded with furniture.  We would drive so far and 

stop and wait for them to catch up, every night we camped with them.  We arrived at Fielding, Utah, and 

rented a house.  Grandpa and Grandma took the kitchen and upstairs, we had the living room and one 

bedroom, it was nice.  While living there I experienced my first earthquake.  We were eating breakfast, 

Art at one end of the table and I at the other when all of a sudden the whole house began to shake, it felt 

like huge hands had the corners of the house just shaking.  We each grabbed a girl and ran for the door 

but we stopped, the porch felt like it would toss us off and the trees were shipping so hard, it didn’t last 

long.  But it made me realize we were not very safe anymore, this was in the spring of 1934. 

 The Christmas of 1933 my folks sent a big box of cloth and I had a wonderful time sewing for 

my little girls.  I was so lonesome, I didn’t know anyone my own age and I had heard Art’s folks’ 

stories, I knew them by heart.  If I had had any sense I would have wrote them down.  That spring, Art’s 

folks heard about the Ballard Ranch, but they said they didn’t want it.  So Art said to me that he was 

going to get it and we would move out there; at that time anything he said was OK by me.  Well he got 

the place and we moved out to the Ballard Ranch.  It was right by the Bear River, a beautiful place.  But 

then Art’s folks decided that Art couldn’t run it alone so they moved out (I still think they should have 

let him try it alone). 

 When we moved there, two women and a man lived there; the woman was the other woman’s 

mother.  The man had been trying to find him a polygamist wife but he couldn’t get none of the young 

women in town to join him; so he was going back to Oklahoma and take the mother back to her son and 

bring a sister to his wife and her six children out as his second wife.  So he moved his wife up to a small 

two-room house then he left.  He didn’t like it that we rented the place, but the poor man was killed on 

the way back when he got out of the car to fix the tire. 

 Well, back to my story.  It was quite a summer we had to pack our drinking water up from a 

spring down near the Bear River, it was a steep hill.  We had to haul all other water up from the river in 

big barrels.  I was pregnant with Sherl, so it was hard on me and very hard on Grandma Kelsey, she lost 

a lot of weight.  I had to scrub all our clothes on a board and I learned to make baskets and made a big 

baby basket for Sherl; little baskets for the girls.  We would go fishing during the day, when the water 
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was took from the river by the big power plant that was up the river from us.  We could catch fish as fast 

as we threw our lines in, some days I would pick currants, black ones, all day long.  We had lots of fruit 

on this place but if I didn’t get out there soon as it was ready, the Kelsey’s picked it and sold it, so it was 

snatch and grab.  By fall, we took our share and moved to the two-room house that woman had moved 

away from and we got a cow, two pigs, twelve chickens, and we got some of the hay.  Art went to work 

for the power plant company for a short time, brought us a little money.  We took another cow for its 

feed so we sold a little cream but didn’t get very much money in those days. 

 The next spring we heard from friends that they were hiring in the Eureka mines so we decided 

to go back there to see if we couldn’t do better.  But I have gotten ahead of my story.  On August 9, 

1934, our first boy was born; we were so thrilled.  My sister, Ruby, came up from California and stayed 

with me that summer and that was the last time I saw her.  She went back home and married Charles 

Buttersworth and that’s another story. 

 By the spring of 1935, we traded our cow and pigs and chickens for a 1931 coupe car.  The 

welfare gave us a $16.00 script for groceries which about filled the trunk of the car.  We had a trailer 

and I hated to leave most of my furniture.  The only piece of furniture I took was Grandma’s dresser and 

the trunk that was my mother’s as a young girl.  The day we left Wheelon, I had a toothache and my jaw 

was all swollen.  I didn’t feel too good and the coupe didn’t have much room.  We fixed al little box for 

Louise to sit on just in front of me.  RaNae was in the middle and I held Sherl on my lap.  Art had to 

stop every so far and get a beer and go to the bathroom.  We went to Iris Duel’s place in Springlake and 

stayed with them that night and went to Eureka the next day and stayed with Ellery and Lila, Art’s 

brother and his wife.  The next day, Art went rustling the mine.  He was hired in a day or two.  He then 

found us a house we could move into.  It had had a flood run through it and the fellow said we could live 

there free if we would clean it out; well we shoveled out the dirt and then mopped the floors.  It wasn’t 

that bad and we cleaned two rooms.  There was a stove and a table and chairs and a bed, so we moved 

in.  While we were there some friends of Art’s came up from Lyndyl and was trying to find work.  We 

told them that if they wanted to clean the other rooms, they could stay there so they did and stayed for a 

week but they didn’t get a job.  We moved from there to the Allburg place.  Old Lady Allburg owned it 

and she was so old and forgetful.  While living here I bottled more fruit than I ever had.  I bought a lot of 

fruit jars. 

 Art and I would go dancing every Saturday and hired a babysitter for the kids.  I really enjoyed 

living here, we met so many friends; we met the Hendersons and partied with them.  We met the Hobbes 

who became very good friends and we went swimming and dancing and deer hunting with them.  While 

living at the Allburg place, Art was caved on at the mines, it was in the winter and he came home on 

crutches some fellow had brought him.  His leg was so badly bruised that he done good to move when 

he had to.  He was in a great deal of pain and came really close to losing his life.  Also he had the quiney 

which is a very bad sore throat.  He lived on whiskey for two weeks and the doctor had to lance his 

throat two times.  He was very sick. 

 We had one of the best Christmases that year, we had a beautiful tree for 50-cents and I bought 

tree decorations.  The next spring we moved across Eureka to the north side of the railroad tracks and on 

March 3, 1937 our daughter Marla Rae was born, just a little over 6.5 lbs.  We were so happy with her.  

She was so tiny and I was almost afraid to hold her but I got used to it.  We had a cousin of Art’s stay 
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with us at this time, her name was Pearl Elder.  She spanked Sherl a lot for messing his pants and he 

came to me crying one day, “Put that baby on the bed and hold me;” so I did.  I told him he had to be a 

better boy.  It sure took a long time to train him. 

 Along some time after Marla was born, I believe it was fall, Art got laid off from the mine and 

they went on strike.  We moved to Santaquin and Art drove back and forth to the mines.  We lived there 

all winter until the next spring when Art was again laid off from the mines.  We then moved to the 

mouth of Springville Canyon, it was a pretty place and the kids sure loved it.  When we went to a dance, 

we got Art’s brother, Bud, to come and stay with the kids. 

 We didn’t have anything to live on so I decided to go picking strawberries.  Louise was about 8 

or 9 years old so we left the older kids home and I took Marla to Grandma Kelsey’s to tend.  I don’t 

know how I could have left those kids now when I think about it, but we had to have some money 

somehow.  Art went with me and we went to Alex Long and they hired us.  Mr. Long told Art to haul 

hay and I picked strawberries and then raspberries, cherries, peaches, and apples.  I had bought a sewing 

machine and I had to make payments on it.  Then by the fall, the WPA came out and Art went to work 

on that.  Louise and RaNae rode the bus to Springville to school.  They got the whooping cough and 

RaNae missed so much school, and her birthday being in October, the teacher said to keep her out and 

start her over the next year.  We had Christmas at this place.  I read to the kids a lot.  By spring our little 

dog, Queenie, had pups and Marla called one of them Toby Tyler after a story I had read. 

 By the next spring Art got a job for a Mr. Palmer and we lived in a big chicken coup that had 

never had chickens in it.  The girls helped thin beets and made a little money.  Art made a dollar a day 

and we stayed there all summer and once in a while the Hobbes came and visited us.  A time or two I 

went picking tomatoes.  I was pregnant with DeVere at this time and those tomatoes sure made me sick 

but I stayed with it.  By fall we had to move so we got a house on Tenth South and I was picking 

tomatoes and letting the kids run wild.  Marla I took to Grandma Kelsey’s.  There was a miserable time 

when the woman made us move so we moved to Grandma Kelsey’s into the end of a chicken coup that 

they had there, it was fixed up pretty good.  Then Art got on WPA again, it had let up for a while, by 

spring we moved down on the west side of Springville and on April 18, 1940, DeVere was born.  He 

was a cute baby and it was a thrill to have him. 

 Sherl started Kindergarten that spring and I took the kids a lot that summer up on the park and let 

them play.  We had the best garden while living there and that we had ever had and we couldn’t afford 

to have anyone come in and take care of the family and the baby after DeVere was born so the neighbors 

took turns taking care of them and helping with the meals.  I was so grateful and I prayed to Heavenly 

Father not to send me anymore children till we could afford them better and my prayers were answered 

and I didn’t have any more for 9 years.  This was a big blessing to me. 

 The people around me at this time were very lovely people.  We moved from this place and 

thought we could buy a place for $15.00 a month, but we signed up that if we missed one payment we 

would lose the place.  It was only $500 all together but the WPA wasn’t too sure a deal.  We lived there 

all winter and into the summer until Art got laid off.  He went to Salt Lake to the Hobbes.  Bill was 

running cement and gave Art a job.  He never sent me any money and it was about time to make a 

payment on the place so I borrowed enough money from Grandma Kelsey and took DeVere with me, he 
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was just a year old, and we went to Salt Lake to see if Art had any money.  When I got up there, Evelyn 

told me he had worked all the time but he didn’t have no money.  Well I came back home and didn’t 

make the payment so we lost the place; so we moved over on the northeast of Springville.  The WPA 

started again that winter and the kids all had the mumps and chicken pox.  It was a big house so the kids 

had lots of room to run in.  Grandma Kelsey died that spring of 1942 and just a day or two after we 

moved to Spanish Fork. 

 The war was starting so Art got a job at the pipe plant in Ironton.  He was making real good 

money but he quit that after so long and went to the mines.  I met Shirley Hill at that time and we 

became good friends.  That Christmas she had a baby girl and was in need of help so I helped her, like 

people had helped me.  I was glad to get a chance to help someone.  Her husband had to go to war.  

While still living by Shirley Hill, the summer of 1943, a woman by the name of Pearl Johnson had 

bought the lot across the street from us and they moved a bunch of houses in from Dividend and 

remodeled them to rent.  Well we got acquainted with Pearl and she was quite a character.  Shirley’s 

birthday was the 6th of July and mine was the 8th, so we invited Pearl and the three of us had a coffee 

party which has grown over the years.  The next year Leora Knuteson joined us and we had a party on 

Pearl’s birthday.  Then later Mary Chadwick joined us and brought in the Peterson family and Edith and 

Alice Johnson, her daughters.  Then as all our daughters were married they joined.  My three girls all 

were in it at one time.  Shirley wound up with four girls and they had all been in it.  Pearl’s daughter-in-

law joined and Edith’s daughters joined.  A lot of these don’t come anymore but now in 1984, we are 

still going.  Pearl and Mary have both passed away but now granddaughters are joining.  Two others that 

joined were Lucile Knotts and her sister. 

 But we soon moved from there to a place on Second East in Spanish Fork and I picked beans.  I 

can’t hardly remember what happened, I know Art’s teeth were bothering him and he had to have them 

pulled.  Then we moved down behind the bank, Art just couldn’t hold a job and I finally told him that I 

was going to work and he went right out and got a job with Raleigh Williams.  I wish I had gone and got 

a job at Geneva, I believe people would have helped me but I was so broke and didn’t know which way 

to turn.  But I was stupid; Art never changed and he didn’t last long on this job.  Then we moved to 

Mapleton to a real nice home and Louise turned 16.  That summer Shirley Hill wanted to go visit her 

husband in California so I told her I would tend her baby, Joyce.  We sure made a fuss over her; she was 

so cute.  Shirley was only to be gone two weeks but she stayed a month, just long enough for us to get 

attached to Joyce and for Joyce to forget her mother.  When Shirley came back she came up behind 

Joyce and grabbed her, but Joyce didn’t know her and screamed for me.  I sure had a hard time not to 

grab her away from Shirley. 

 While living there, Art and I had brought Melvin and Juanita out to our place and on the way 

back to town it was a regular blizzard.  We wrecked the car and I cut my head in two places and had to 

have it sewed up.  It really hurt and it sure upset Art to drive after that.  He was fined $10.00 we didn’t 

have.  Art’s nephew, Norman Olsen, was home on leave from the service, so Art borrowed the $10.00 

from him and we paid him back in a few days when we got a payday.  Norman and Bud used to come 

around us a lot and I hated to see them go overseas.  Bud went to England and Norman went to France 

and saw a lot of the war.  I wrote to him until he was killed, Bud never returned home.  I was working in 

the canning factory stacking cans, it was hard work but I was young and it was fun.  I cleaned houses for 
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people and did washing; this was after we moved back to Spanish Fork.  I met a nice woman who I 

cleaned house for; Mrs. Mieling was her name and her sister.  We laughed all day long while I worked 

and we had a great time.  The woman was dying of cancer and I was always welcome in her home after 

that.  I had to walk to town so I would stop in quite often. 

 While living on 7th East in Spanish Fork, my father and stepmother came to see me in July.  This 

was the first time after the war and after Ruby had died in 1947.  Dad wanted me to go to California 

with them and I had never been there and he wanted me to see it.  But at the time, DeVere had the 

measles and I wouldn’t leave him.  Aunt Mame said, “Well I understand how she doesn’t want to leave 

him while he is sick, so let’s give her the money to come down soon as she can leave;” so dad gave me 

$15.00 for my ticket on the bus and the day after the 24th of July I left for California.  The bus was so 

crowded that I had to stand for a little ways until a woman got off and I got her seat.  It was sure a 

thrilling experience for me and I had never been out of Utah.  The only thing that marred it was that I 

had to leave my kids home.  I thought how much fun it would have been to have them with me.  

Everyone showed me a good time and took me places.  Kate and Anna took me to the beach, Ray took 

me to a show, and Aunt Mame took me to the forest Lawn Cemetery that I’ve never forgotten how 

beautiful it was.  My brother Warren and Wilma and their son, Mike, brought me home.  Every time we 

stopped, I took over Mike and he sure was a handful.  We went sightseeing on the way home and visited 

relatives in Beaver. 

 We moved to Park city and Art went to work in the mines.  We stayed with Lark and Bill Heck 

till we got house.  Park City was sure a funny place to live; about every other place was a saloon.  Art 

and I and Bill and Lark would start at one end of town and take in all the saloons.  I couldn’t stand beer 

so I had a hard time trying to drink any.  We moved up there in February and moved back to Springville.  

But while we were at Park City, Louise married James Hicks and I went down to Spanish Fork the day 

she was married, March 11, 1947. 

 We moved to Springville in April or May.  The kids weren’t out of school and it was rough on 

them to have to move again.  The mine job didn’t last very long and Art got on for Springville City.  We 

lived in a cabin and then rented another cabin that had only one room, it was sure miserable living there.  

I was pregnant and that was a terrible winter, the snow was so deep and we had a hard time keeping two 

cabins warm.  Art didn’t have much work and what he did have he drank up if I didn’t go right with him 

and grab the check.  I crocheted a tablecloth to pay for rent and the people we rented from were really 

good to us.  We didn’t have much to eat and when Santa Claus came at Christmas it surprised us all.  He 

brought DeVere a bag of blocks and Marla a doll with clothes and a big basket of stuff for the rest of us. 

 Randy was born March 5, 1949; DeVere was almost nine, his birthday being the next month.  

We were thrilled to have another baby and we moved into the bigger cabin that was in the court.  Also I 

met Cora Bridger that had a trailer house parked here and she and I became good friends.  They were 

from Wyoming and I wrote to her for many years after they moved back.  It was so interesting living 

here, so much was going on in all the cabins.  Every time we heard a noise we would run to see what 

was going on.  We moved from here to the back of Grandma Kelsey’s house, one room.  I hated to live 

there but I put up with it until Art got some more work.  While living here my brother Warren and his 

wife, Wilma, came to visit; they took Randy and I to town to buy him a pair of shoes.  But Randy didn’t 

want the new shoes, he wanted his old ones, he was a year old then.  We moved to Payson that fall to a 
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house on 7th West for $8.00 a month.  It was a three room house and adobe, not too good, it had seen 

better days.  We lived there all winter and the next summer we planted a garden, it was sure a good 

garden.  On April 4, 1951, Kenneth L. was born, he was sure a cute baby and we were so pleased with 

him. 

 That fall we moved to 710 South and 500 West.  I was so tired of moving and I said I wouldn’t 

move again till I was kicked out.  We lived there for twenty years.  Art started working on the thresher 

with Lorin Wilcox and then, when Lorin went shearing sheep, Art went along as the Wrangler.  It paid 

good, but Art didn’t bring it home very often.  He took Sherl on the thresher and Sherl earned enough to 

get him a car.  He was so happy and he and his friends were always around fixing the car.  That was 

some of the best times of my life, when all my kids were around me but Louise and she came home 

often, we had a lot of good times. 

 In the fall of 1952, Sherl and DeVere went up to Louise’s at Birdseye to go hunting.  DeVere 

wasn’t very old but he tagged along with Sherl.  Sherl shot a deer and ran up to it to cut its throat, he had 

his gun in his hand and when the deer raised up it kicked the gun and it shot Sherl in the thigh.  He 

called DeVere to give him his shirt and get help.  He put a tourniquet on his leg while DeVere called for 

help.  Some fellows, Jim’s (Louise’s husband) brothers, and some others came over and rushed him to 

the hospital and then came and told me.  I had a feeling that something was going to happen and I 

hurried to the hospital, I was so upset.  He was really doped when I brought him home and we had a 

hard time taking care of him in a house with no bathroom, but we got him some crutches so he could get 

around.  When he got better he had signed up for the Air Force so as soon as he was well he had to go. 

 On December 30, 1953, my son Gary Lee was born.  He was another cute baby.  Sherl came 

home for News Year’s just in time to pay to get baby and me out of the hospital.  We were broke as 

usual and I hated to take his money but I didn’t know what else to do.  Sherl stayed home for a month 

then went to March Air Force Base where he was shipped out overseas for two years.  I sure worried 

about him.  In the meantime the other kids were growing up.  That summer Marla met David Miller, she 

had met the only one for her which turned out to be true.  They were married in June and we had a 

wedding dance but I wish I could have done more for my girl.  I looked forward to my married 

daughters coming home every week, RaNae wasn’t married yet and she was sure a help to me.  She sure 

had lots of boyfriends and it seemed like we always had some to entertain.  Art and I played cards with 

some of them and they really liked that.  The next year, Marla had her first baby, a boy she named David 

Arthur, my first grandchild.  She brought him down and I tended him along with my kids. 

 In 1955, RaNae met Garth Hazel that fall; they were married on January 21, 1956.  She had a 

baby girl, my first granddaughter.  Two months later, I had another baby boy and we named him Ralph 

Gaylon, he was a cute baby too (all our babies were cute).  We all had a good time with our babies.  This 

was sure a busy time and all I could think of were babies.  I really enjoyed my four little boys, I would 

put the baby in the buggy and the other three would walk.  On the way back Gary would ride.  We used 

to go to town and get groceries.  The boys just loved that walk.  I took the boys to Relief Society and 

they loved to play with the other kids. 

 Art neglected to send money and so one day I had had it and I went down and seen a lawyer to 

get a divorce.  I got it all started but a few days later Art came home and I told him he couldn’t stay 
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there because I had put in for a divorce.  He was sure shook up and he started to beg me that he would 

be better and he wouldn’t let up until I gave in but I never felt good about him again.  It was hard for me 

to be nice to him ever again but we made the most of it. 

 The December after Ralph was born, Marla had another boy, Kerry, in 1956.  On September 30, 

1956, RaNae had a baby boy, Tim.  Now we were getting babies all over the place.  In 1958, Marla had 

another boy, Steve, and RaNae had Janet in 1958.  In 1959, Marla had Bruce and RaNae had Larry.  

RaNae was so sick with a sore throat and having kids so fast.  I tried to go help her but I had to take my 

four boys and they could think of more mischief to get in that I don’t think I was much help.  Louise was 

living in Beaver and she had an operation and I couldn’t get down there until someone took me.  Louise 

looked just awful and I was so worried about her.  It seemed like I should be going in all directions and 

no money to go anywhere. 

 Sherl came back out of the service just in time to get Ralph and I out of the hospital and I don’t 

know what I would have done without him.  He bought a car so we were able to go a few places after 

that.  Sherl took us to Garrison when Louise lived there, about the time she adopted Mike.  He was a 

cute little Indian baby, 18-months-old.  Sherl took us several times.  One time he took us in the winter 

and it was so cold we couldn’t get warm.  Louise and Jim lived in their little trailer and it had ice on the 

inside with the heat on.  Come to find out, it was the coldest day, 15 below zero. 

 Sherl got on at Geneva right after he came out of the service.  The other boys were all growing 

up and Marla brought her boys down for a vacation in the summer.  My boys went mowing lawns so 

they all went, I guess they wanted some money to spend.  During this time, my kids bought me a ticket 

to California so I went down again and sure enjoyed visiting with my folks.  My sister-in-law, Ruth, and 

I went to Disneyland; I sure wished I had my kids.  It was hard to enjoy anything when I knew how 

much my kids would have liked it.  DeVere at nineteen graduated from High School and joined the 

National Guard so he would have a little money every month.  With the money he earned he bought 

himself a car. 

 Art took the boys in the summer shearing sheep and they tied fleeces.  Sherl learned to shear.  

After DeVere graduated, he met Donna Bowles and they were married.  They had a big struggle with a 

lot of ups and downs but they made it.  Their first girl, Lorrie Jean, was born a year later on November 

4.  Two years later they had Robby De on July 23.  They then went about four years and had Karen Sue 

on November 2, then Shellie Ann on June 28, Gregory Lynn on June 22, Jason Sherl on November 26, 

and Kristopher Shannon on June 5.  But this is getting ahead of my story a few years. 

 While RaNae was so sick they never got to go anywhere and all they did was tend kids and work.  

I was having the cub scouts.  I was a Den Mother and we played such cute games and made cute things 

so I got to thinking, why not have a family get-together up the canyon?  Then these little kids would 

have some fun.  So I told them all to come up Payson Canyon and I had some games and the girls 

brought some things for prizes and we met and had so much fun that we decided to do it every year.  

Then at deer hunting time Art, Sherl, and DeVere went in together and bought a home-on-the-range 

trailer to use when they went shearing.  So when they weren’t using it we would use it to go fishing, 

camping, or hunting.  One year at the deer hunt, Dave told us of a place down by Levan so we went 

camping.  That first year we were the only ones with a trailer house.  Garth and RaNae had a tent and 
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Marla and Dave just lived out in the open.  I think this was the year DeVere went up that morning, got a 

deer, came down and took me to California.  He just had the two kids, Lorrie and Robby.  My boys were 

getting pretty big by then and we had a wonderful trip. 

 I believe by the next year Sherl had married Joan, she had four kids: Craig, Kari Rae, Bart, and 

Robin.  We had our party up the canyon and we had a get-together at Christmas and exchanged gifts.  

The kids looked forward to this every year.  One Christmas all who could, went down to Beaver.  RaNae 

didn’t go but we all looked forward to these family get-togethers; we really liked the hunting.  I 

remember one year we were cooking breakfast when someone spotted a deer on the side of the hill.  

Everyone was grabbing their guns and I don’t know who shot the deer, but talk about a herd of kids that 

went up to get it.  That was a thrilling moment.  The kids dragged it back to camp and the men cleaned it 

out. 

 In 1960 sometime I got sick and had to go to the hospital.  Come to find out, I had an ulcer and 

they put me on a diet and I lost 56 pounds.  I had been really heavy but I cured my ulcer by staying on 

my diet.  Then a year or so after this, I had an appendicitis operation; and then in 1968, I had a nose 

operation.  I had a sarcoid tumor removed out of my sinuses and I could sure breathe better.  While I 

was in the hospital my father died, so I wasn’t able to go to his funeral.  I went down two weeks later 

and up to date, this was the last time I went to California sometime in the 60’s.  Art had a heart attack 

and had to quit work so he put in for social security. 

 About 1969, Randy married Marrette Diamond and they had two boys: Brad born March 18 and 

Bryan born January 16.  I started teaching Sunday School about 1969 and I was afraid at first but I just 

loved it.  I learned more about the church trying to teach someone else.  I tried to take my four boys to 

church.  Randy and Kenny went really good but Gary and Ralph didn’t go very good.  They all got into 

Scouts for a while.  When we changed wards, the Sixth Ward put me in the library.  I sure liked that 

work and I stayed there when we changed wards again to the Eighth Ward.  Then in 1975, Kenny 

decided to go on a mission.  DeVere told him if he wanted to go on a mission then he would help him.  I 

had never been so thrilled over anything like I was over Ken going on a mission.  You would have 

thought it was me. 

 When Ken first thought of going, he would sit for hours telling me about the church.  He went to 

Independence Missouri, he was stationed several places.  He met a nice lady, Stella Lowry, who took 

care of all the missionaries.  But Ken came into her life when she had a broken leg and he and his 

partner took care of her, packing her to the car, driving her to the doctors and for groceries.  She was so 

grateful and really took to Ken.  Before Ken got home from his mission, Sherl had a heart attack and 

died on March 21, 1977.  This was sure hard for me but the Lord was with me.  Sherl had always been 

there when Art and I needed him.  It seemed like he always showed up when we needed him and I asked 

him how he knew.  I’ve sure missed him but life goes on. 

 Sherl left me some insurance and we needed things so bad that I hardly knew what to buy first.  

We needed a car to be able to do anything so Randy took us to a car dealers; the first car we looked at 

looked real good to us, but Randy said don’t buy the first car you see, let’s look around.  But everyone 

we looked at was in worse shape and some cost more so we came back and got the first one we looked 

at.  Then I bought beds, mattresses, a couch, a chair, and an air conditioner.  I had always wanted to go 
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on a long bus ride and Ken and I went back to Missouri that year in July in his car and I really enjoyed 

that.  I met the people he knew on his mission and Mrs. Lowry, she was such a nice person.  After we 

came back I wrote to her and she came out and stayed a few days and went through the temple.  Art 

really enjoyed visiting with her and we both hated to see her go home. 

 Art’s health was gradually getting worse and with the new car we got I drove him wherever he 

wanted to go.  We followed Randy shearing sheep and when they would go to the restaurant for lunch, 

we would go too and buy our lunch.  I sure enjoyed it, so did Art.  Then he got so sick he didn’t want to 

go much.  During this time, I was involved with the Daughters of the Pioneers and I was First Vice 

President and the President quit so that left me as President.  I was scared at first but the women acted 

like they liked me.  At this time, the city was thinking of turning the old hospital into a civic center so 

the D.U.P. decide to put in for a museum, so I went to the city meeting and I knew a lot of the city 

fathers at that time, so I put in for so much space for a museum and they gave it to us.  That summer we 

planned a big sale of items each came to try to get a thousand dollars so we would have some money to 

go on.  We were doing this for Onion Days that comes the last of August.  Art died on the 18 of August 

and it was upsetting.  I guess no one expected me to go out to help them but as I sat in the quiet house I 

decided I needed to be out around other people not sitting there all alone.  I sure do miss Art in some 

ways we had a good life together.  If he would have sacrificed a little bit of his pleasure which he 

thought was everything, but life isn’t just your pleasure, it’s living for someone else. 

 The next summer I had always dreamed of taking a long bus ride, so in June I got on the bus at 

Spanish Fork and took off for St. Joseph, Missouri to visit Stella Lowry.  The trip was wonderful and I 

met a lot o other women widows like myself traveling here and there.  I arrived in Kansas City the next 

day and had to wait for the bus to St. Joseph, it was close to eight when I got here.  Stella met me and I 

stayed for three days, Stella wasn’t feeling too good so I didn’t stay long.  That next year was when I 

became sick and they found out that I had blood clots in my lungs so they put me in the hospital and 

washed them out.  They used therapy to make them move and they did.  I felt like I came close to dying.  

Afterwards, it left me with arthritis and I could hardly move it was so painful, I really had to struggle.  I 

have slowly came back but I don’t’ think I will ever be like I was once.  We do the best we can and I am 

downright lazy anymore.  I live comfortable.  I go quilting on Mondays to the State Mental Hospital.  I 

joined the RSVP which is a volunteer group, Retired Senior Volunteer Persons.  We have a lot of fun 

gabbing.  I had to stop for a while to have a cataract removed from my left eye and an implant put in.  I 

go to the Senior Citizen’s and eat.  I took a trip to Elko and I had never been there and I gambled a little. 

*The concluding record was written by Myrtle’s daughter, Marla. 

 About a week before Thanksgiving I went into the hospital with pneumonia.  This was the 

second time I was in the hospital with this.  I was there for a week and then I went to Marla’s to 

recuperate.  During my first hospital stay I was anemic and had to have three pints of blood.  While 

recuperating, I had to have a therapist help me regain my strength.  Then after about three weeks I 

developed a blood clot in my right leg where I had had an IV.  My leg swelled up like an elephant’s leg.  

I had to stay another week in the hospital just before Christmas.  I had to have more blood but they 

released me in time for our Christmas get-together.  I wanted so much to have all my children, 

grandchildren, and great-grandchildren there.  I was very ill but I would not have had it any other way.  I 

was being helped by Marla to the bathroom when I collapsed just before New Year’s.  They took me to 
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the hospital where I received more blood.  I was there for a week and then went back to Marla’s to 

recuperate.  I had to have a home health nurse come in twice a week. 

 The first part of February I started to sweat real hard and I sweated so hard that I soaked my coat 

and clothes, but I didn’t have to stay in the hospital this time but five days later I was taken back to the 

hospital with congestive heart failure.  I was given more blood and I had a biopsy on a lymph node on 

my neck.  It was diagnosed as Hodgkin’s Disease.  By this time I am pretty weak, I cannot tolerate the 

full dose of chemotherapy.  I have Parkinson’s Disease, Hodgkins’s Disease, arthritis, diabetes, 

arrhythmic heart, congestive heart, glaucoma, and sinusitis.  I have had shingles, cataracts, and I take all 

kinds of medicines for these.  I go back to Marla’s to recuperate and I once again collapse.  Marla is 

alone with me and she has to call an ambulance to take me to the hospital.  I am taken to the Nephi 

hospital and then transferred to Payson.  I am really weak and spend a little over three weeks there; I 

have more blood and then am released to Canyon Hills Health Center in Nephi.  I cannot talk only the 

simple yes or no. 

*Mama passed away on March 22, 1987, at 3:15 in the afternoon, five hours after having a blessing to 

release her spirit from the suffering of this world. 


