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ALBERT FRANKLIN CRAIG & CORA HATCH 

 I write this story in 1980 at the age of 52.  I am the 10th child of Bert and Cora Craig.  Mom and 

Dad were married on Christmas day in 1912, at Panguitch, Utah.  Dad was 22 and Mom was 20.  Their 

first child was born 11 months after they were married then in the next 16 years they had 10 more 

children.  Their first child, Lola, died at the age of ten, but Mom and Dad raised the ten of us in one of 

the worst times in history as far as money and work were concerned, during the Great Depression, but 

the love they had for each other and for their family kept us together. 

 Mom would say she always had 2 or 3 kids hanging on her skirt, one in her arms and one under 

her belt, but it was said with love not regret, the last was loved the same as the first, and the ones in 

between. 

 Mom washed all our clothes on a wash board, with homemade soap, that she had to make herself 

out of lye and pork fat.  She would render the fat by putting it in big pans in the oven of our big wood 

stove we had in our kitchen.  Her soap she would cook outside on an open fire.  I remember stirring it 

for her and how careful I had to be because of the lye.  Everyone said Cora Craig put out a wash as 

white as snow and she did. 

 Mom taught me to make bread when I was 6 years old.  I helped her mix it at night, because she 

made at least 19 loaves every other night.  I was so young I remember making roads and hills in the 

huge pan of flour, but Mom never got cross with us for things like that.  She would then cover the pan 

and put it in the middle of our big table to rise all night, in the morning it would be over the pan and on 

to the table.  She would mix it down and put it in huge dripper pans that held 12 loaves each.  I guess 

one of my dearest memories is coming home from school to Mom’s homemade bread and butter and a 

big pot of beans, that I could smell for a half a block away; oh, how good! 

 Mom used to sell her butter at the store, I remember taking it up for her and the store lady telling 

me Mom’s butter was always the first to go, because it was so good.  One of my jobs was to churn the 

butter.  A job I didn’t like much, but I did it anyway, the same as the other kids did theirs.  That was the 

only way we could maintain a clean and well run house.  And clean it was, Mom and Dad made sure of 

that, even our old outhouse was scrubbed with a broom and lye water until the seats and floor were 

bleached white. 

 Dad was always up at 3 or 4 in the morning to make the fires; the wood was always brought in at 

night by my brothers Jay and Bert.  We never got up to a cold house.  Sometimes Dad would make soda 

biscuits for breakfast; the smell of them would help us to get up.  We always thought they were better 

than Mom’s, of course they weren’t, but he would make huge ones so we thought they tasted better. 

 Mom was a good cook; I guess because she had a lot of practice.  She cooked three big meals 

each day.  We always had meat, potatoes, gravy, lots of vegetables and home-canned fruit, big dripper 

cakes and homemade pudding.  Our table was a long harvest type table with benches at each side that 

Dad had made himself. 

 I remember Mom and Dad’s bed with the white hand-braided rug by it, with the white hand-

embroidered pillow cases with 2-3 inch crocheted lace that were starched and ironed with an old sad 

iron until they would stand up at the head board.  A hand-quilted quilt was used as a spread.  Mom made 
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beautiful quilts with minute stitches, something she found time to teach all us girls.  My sisters and I still 

do this.  Mom made all our clothes on a treadle sewing machine; which I still have and use.  I feel so 

guilty if I let any dust get on the pretty iron base and treadle of this machine, because Mom would never 

stand it to be dusty, and one of us kids would have to get down and dust it most every day. 

 Mom and Dad lived in Panguitch until I was born.  Dad worked for my Grandfather Hatch for 

$1.00 a day.  He worked behind a team of work horses; he would use two sets of teams each day, using 

one set while the other rested.  Never taking a rest for himself.  My brother Wayne worked with him and 

told me Dad never stopped for lunch without loosening the collars and harnesses on the horses, so they 

could rest.  That was my Dad; he was good to everyone and everything. 

 From Panguitch we moved to Cedar City where Dad got a good but back-breaking job hauling 

ore out of the canyon with a team and wagon.  He bought us a new home but the company he worked for 

went bankrupt, as so many people did in those times.  Their 11th child was born in Cedar City.  Mom 

told us the doctor that delivered Bert wanted to adopt him, but of course Mom and Dad would have none 

of this.  We had to leave our home because there was no work.  We moved to Santaquin where we 

rented a small home. 

 Dad was gone quite a bit then, coming home every few days after selling loads of apples and 

peaches to the southern part of the state.  Sometimes Mom would bottle extra fruit and Dad would take 

that and sell some of it and trade some for boxes of oranges and grapefruit.  I am 52 years old and I can 

still remember tasting my first orange and Dad showing me how to peel it.  They were pretty hard to get 

in this part of the country in those days. 

 We were never short of vegetables, meat, milk and eggs, because Dad would have a garden and a 

milk cow.  He raised his own pigs and chickens.  Dad would take us with him to pick fruit and top beets.  

Some kids thought of this as work (which it was), but we never thought of it like that because we were 

with our Dad and he always made it seem like play.  Mom would always bottle 1-2 thousand bottles of 

fruit, meat, vegetables and jams of all kinds.  Dad would store potatoes, apples, and carrots in a root 

cellar to last out the winter. 

 I remember when it would come the 4th or 24th of July and Dad never had the money to take us 

to the carnival and rodeos, so we would go to canyon or up to Strawberry in the pine trees; sometimes to 

stay for a week.  Although at that time we didn’t know that was the reason, because they never talked 

about money or hard times in front of us.  We thought we were having a better 4th than anyone else 

(which we were).  The memories I have of Mom and Dad and my brothers and sisters and our trips to 

the canyons are something I will treasure all my life. 

 I remember helping Mom get the food ready to go.  We would make dozens and dozens of 

cinnamon rolls and homemade donuts to take with us.  Most everyone was as poor as we were and had 

almost as big a family in those days, so we never thought much about it.  Dad and Mom’s friends would 

go to the canyons for the same reason as we did, so there were always plenty of kids to play with; 

although we never needed them because we had each other and Mom and Dad. 

 I don’t ever remember Dad saying he was too tired to play games with us, even after he had 

worked for 10 or 12 hours that day and 2 or 3 hours after he came home.  I think one of the happiest 

times we had was Christmas, maybe not for Mom and Dad but we never knew it.  Dad loved Christmas, 
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we never got a lot, but there were so many of us that it seemed like a lot and we always shared.  We got 

mostly clothes that Mom sewed for us for weeks before Christmas and new shoes, coats, stockings, hats 

and mittens, which was a luxury for kids in those days.  We would cut our own tree and make our own 

trimmings from popcorn, wild berries, and colored paper. 

 Dad made sure we had plenty of candy and nuts in our stockings; no one got much candy in 

those days only at Christmas.  It was as much fun for our Dad as it was for us, he used to get up at 3 in 

the morning and make a big fire and cook a big breakfast and get us up at 4 or 5 and make us eat before 

we could go in the living room to see what we got.  We believed in Santa Claus until we were quite old.  

I remember when I was 9 years old and I caught Mom buying a doll before Christmas.  When I got up 

Christmas morning and found it with my things I never liked that doll because Santa Claus didn’t bring 

it.  One thing we got was lots of games we could share. 

 Dad played games with us all his life, from quiet games to noisy ones, and I don’t remember 

Mom ever telling us to be quiet because she knew how much fun it was for us and for Dad.  Dad was a 

good barber and he would cut all our hair and dozens of kids’ hair that their parents were too poor to 

send them to a barber.  He also cut lots of ladies’ hair and never charged them.  When I was about 6, 

Dad started with rheumatoid arthritis which is the crippling most painful kind. 

 With the help of my brother Wayne, Dad bought us a home here in Santaquin.  He worked as a 

sheep shearer and was one of the fastest shearers known.  At that time they used hand-clippers later 

going to electric ones.  Us kids would go down to the sheep pens and count the sheep as they came down 

the shoots and we were so proud of our Dad when his boss would tell us Dad had sheared 200 sheep that 

day and the closest man to him was 145.  At the time, we never knew the pain he was suffering because 

he never complained. 

 By the middle 1930s, Dad’s hands and feet were getting quite crippled and the pain was almost 

unbearable.  He went on working hauling wood and posts in his truck, but then he got so bad he had to 

quit work.  He was about the only one in Santaquin that had a truck at that time.  So when they were 

building the new church, they asked him to haul the brick for them; even though Mom had to help him 

into the truck, he still hauled the brick for them. 

 By 1938, the five oldest kids were married.  In the early 1940s, my brother Jay joined the Navy 

as soon as he turned 17.  It was during World War II; Mom and Dad were so proud of him.  When he 

came home he bought them a new car even though he didn’t have one himself. 

 It was during the late 30s and early 40s that Dad suffered the worst and we never thought he 

could live and stand so much pain.  The doctors then knew very little about arthritis and they could give 

you nothing but hard drugs to kill the pain, but Dad would not take any of these.  His knees would swell 

as big as a basketball and he would have me wrap them in towels and pour boiling water over them until 

they would blister.  It didn’t help too much but any relief was better than none.  Sometimes Mom would 

turn on her electric iron and put it on his knees.  She suffered right along with him because she loved 

him so much. 

 The other five of us kids were married in the 1940s but we all stayed close to Mom and Dad and 

each other, getting together for Sunday dinner or to go to the canyon to make homemade ice cream or 
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just to be together.  Parts of my story may seem a little sad, but it is not meant to be.  The only sad part 

is Dad’s suffering.  We were a very happy family.  Our happiness came from love, not material things. 

 Dad died in 1963; just one year after their Golden Wedding Anniversary, at the age of 72.  We 

missed him so much (and still do) because he was a tower of strength to us.  We knew he had suffered 

for almost 40 years and he would have no more pain, so we found peace in this.  Our beautiful Mom 

died 2 years later in 1965.  We missed her the same, but we knew she was with Dad where she wanted to 

be. 

*Written by Dorothy Jean Craig Okelberry, daughter 


