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GLEN NEWTON CRANDALL 

 I was known as Glen N. Crandall on Army records, but early church records listed Newton Glen 
Crandall.  My birth was in Springville, Utah, November 12, 1895, and blessed April 2, 1896, in the 
Springville First Ward, Utah Stake.  I was interestingly listed on church microfilm as having been born at 
Bear Lake.  My earliest recollection as a child seems to be one of pleasant living with Mother and Lew, 
and on occasions, with Father being home which was quite an event.  You see he worked away from 
home most of the time on railroad construction, known as Crandall Brother’s Construction Company.  
They made railroad grades and tunnels. 

 The first home I remember distinctly of living in was a rented home in the center of Springville 
two or three blocks southeast of the Central School, on a corner facing the south.  In the next house west 
of us lived the Southwicks, with boys Albert and Lawrence.  Brother Southwick clerked in a furniture 
store.  The Ezra Oakley family lived across the street south of us.  He was the town barber.  I remember 
that Mother took me over to their house when I was ill with scarlet fever to borrow some coffee for me to 
take with my castor oil, but I couldn’t keep it down.  We used the Central School building as our ward 
and I remember Father taking Lew and “Dennis” (he always called me Dennis) to church on one of his 
visits home.  It was outstanding in my memory because he was called up to administer the Sacrament, 
which he did when I was probably four or five years old. 

 Mother came home once and caught Lew smoking a pipe.  He had used one of her forks stuck in 
some horse manure lighted by a bonfire we had made in the backyard.  Again when she left us alone, I 
proceeded to open a 100-lb. sack of sugar with the scissors.  Lew was also intent on the job, but the 
scissors slipped and cut Lew’s eyebrow and he still has the scar.  On one of his trips home, Father either 
brought or had sent home a small two wheel bike, which Lew and I could use to ride, and it was about the 
first one in Springville.   

At an early age we had some wonderful times going to Spanish Fork for holidays.  Our method of 
travel was a team of horses and wagon taking most of the day to get there.  We stayed all night with 
Grandpa and Grandma and returned the next day.  To keep us warm we had straw in the wagon with 
quilts, hot rocks, and a lantern.  It was usually Thanksgiving or Christmas, and there were only dirt roads.  
I remember several of these trips by wagon.   The Crandall reunion seemed to be an annual event 
held in the top floor of the Reynold store and we enjoyed these events, games, dancing, and suppers.  We 
even came to these events after we moved to Provo.   

Our next move was a home a block or so west of Main Street on the street where the florist was 
located, and rented from Harold Ahlman, a school teacher.  Here I remember a visit from Dr. Dunn with 
his strong cigar and possibly Grant’s birth.  Mother had been working on Father to stay home, and at last 
he gave in and some acreage was purchased several miles below the tracks in Springville.  Here we kept 
many of the railroad construction implements and horses.  Grant toddled out of the house one afternoon as 
the horses were coming in from work.  One of them jumped over him to keep from striking him.  It was a 
close call and scared Mother and Father. 

On our way into town on one of our trips, Lew threw his beauty hat under the horse’s heels 
because Father had crossed him over some little incident.  Our flowing well was not far away from the 
house, and it flowed continuously into a water trough to water the stock.  Our nearest neighbor (about ½ 
mile away), Brother Erickson, often worked for Father and kept a bottle of his homemade yeast beer in 
the flowing well trough.  On more than one occasion Lew and I got scolded for sampling or pouring out 
the beer.  There was a back road to Spanish Fork from our farm.  I came into the city on North Main 
Street.  On one of our trips to Spanish Fork, just after leaving the farm, we came upon a huge ball of bull 
snakes quite near the road, which caused considerable comment.  Ducks and muskrats were plentiful in 
the creek not far from our house.  Coyotes howled occasionally.  Weasels used to steal our chickens and 
ducks at night. 
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I believe one season’s farming was about all for Father because we were soon situated in a home 
known as Whiting’s Place.  It was quite a large home on a big lot with many fruit trees, and a big barn 
large enough for Father’s railroad stock.  Across the street north of us lived the dentist, Dr. Nephi 
Packard.  And just up the street lived Marie Clark, a friend of Eliza Packard.  Our house was located on 
the street just south of the Springville Depot and about two or three blocks east from the Depot on the 
south side of the street.  I remember walking down to the Depot with Mother to hear William Jennings 
Bryan make a political speech from the back platform of a train.  Kelseys lived in the neighborhood on the 
north side of the street and west one or two blocks on the corner house.  This may help Fred to locate 
where he was born because I think it was in the Whiting place. 

I remember 20-oz. apples on our trees and artichokes in the ditch that ran thru our lot on the east 
border.  Also we played with the Packard children.  Spin Packard is now a practicing dentist about my 
age.  We enjoyed going to Aunt Jewel Packard’s home.  She was Father’s sister and cousins Emmo, 
Dwight, Liza, and Faye were fun to be with.  Uncle Mile was president of the Springville bank, and not a 
member of our church because his father having trouble with a bishop over not buying goods from ZCMI, 
severing his membership. 

We enjoyed visiting at Aunt Triphene Maycock’s, Father’s other sister, and cousins Jean, George, 
Helen, and Susan.  Grandma Crandall lived with Uncle Johnny and Aunt Triphene after Aunt Maggie 
(Margaret) died.  We visited Grandma and Aunt Maggie in their small home in Springville, and I can 
remember Aunt Maggie being very ill with a sore mouth and gums similar to trench mouth.  Because of 
the vile odor and extreme pain it was probably trench mouth from which she died.  On one of our visits to 
Aunt Triphene’s, we kids were teasing their mean dog chained to the dog house.  He broke loose and 
came running straight for me. I picked up a stick, and just as he was going to bite me, I gave him a blow 
on the head.  That not only stopped him, but he kept running and never returned home. 

Uncle John Crandall was Father’s partner in Crandall Brothers Construction Company.  We 
played with Lula and John, Jr. on visits to Uncle John’s house.  Uncle Wells and Uncle Dave were half 
brothers of Father’s.  We visited them in their homes, especially Uncle Dave and Aunt Emily.  Uncle 
Dave’s mother, Mary Brannigan Crandall had quite an Irish brogue.  She was one of Spicer’s wives, and 
quite a lady, we thought.  Ford and Chris were our cousins.  We enjoyed and visited with Uncle Dave’s 
family even after moving to Provo.  On one of our visits to Uncle Dave’s, Lew and I matched our running 
ability against Crede Hammond, a boy who lived nearby, but we couldn’t bet him.  He later became 
World Champion in the 100-yard dash, and a Salt Lake dentist. 

We lived in the Whiting house for some time.  I seem to remember Fred as a baby, but I don’t 
remember much about his birth.  Before Father left on his last trip with his railroad outfit to California, 
the Continental Insurance man came one evening wanting Father to take some insurance.  After some 
dickering, Mother finally consented to $1000.00 life insurance for Father.  It seemed that Father left some 
time after the Christmas holidays with the understanding that we would join him in Chico, California in 
the late summer, and we would live in Chico for several months until after our next baby was born 
(Camille). 

Some time in July, we left on our trip to California.  Mother was quite far along carrying Camille, 
and with Fred a baby and her other three sons, received a lot of attention on the train.  Mother gave the 
porter a 50 cent tip.  We arrived in Chico, and although Father didn’t meet us at the station, all 
arrangements had been made, and we soon arrived at a house or large apartment, which was very nice.  
Outside our door was an almond tree with nuts on it – the first we’d ever seen.  Also, we had lemon trees 
which we’d never seen or smelled.  Father arrived later, and what a big thrill for us all.  He said he had 
ridden horse back from the camp to Chic, and had eaten some almonds and ice cream and didn’t feel so 
good.  Later, I can remember him going to bed in an upstairs room and Mother getting in touch with a 
local MD.  Mother was very much concerned and mentioned an inflamed bowel.  We didn’t do much 
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except take care of Father.  I can remember Mother lifting each one of us up to kiss him as he seemed to 
get worse. 

The end came in August, and the death certificate said “torpid liver.”  She also said he whispered 
to her that he expected to make at least $10,000.00 on the tunnel job, but later events proved that she 
didn’t get much out of the business, except what the horses and equipment came to.  Even that was shared 
with Uncle John Crandall.  I can remember Mother saying that she even had to pay Dick Thorne’s father’s 
train fare to come home with the family.  The funeral was held in Springville, Utah in the old tabernacle 
located close to Hobble Creek on the east side of Main almost across the street from the present city park.  
The old building is not there now and must have been torn down.  Father was buried in Springville 
Cemetery.  Everyone was very kind and thoughtful. 

It didn’t seem too long after before we were living in Spanish Fork with Grandfather and 
Grandmother Lewis.  We occupied the south bedroom next to the parlor which we weren’t allowed in 
because it contained a push pedal organ and Grandfather’s dulcimer.  We also had an upstairs bedroom.  
Grandmother and Grandfather were very good to us even though we may have presented a problem for 
them, as their family was raised.  Uncle Fred was on a mission to Samoa and returned while we were 
living there.  He borrowed Aunt Priscilla’s horse and buggy to make a trip to see Aunt Sayde in Payson 
and caused some talk from Aunt Priscilla for driving the horse too fast.  Uncle Will Creer returned from a 
mission to Great Britain, and came to visit us before going to Idaho to buy a new ranch before he was 
married to Etta Banks.  We called her Aunt Et.  Aunt Addie (Adeline) and Uncle Paul Ludlow lived in 
Benjamin on a farm with cousins Agnes, Thelma, Fern, Kate, and Lewis. 

Aunt Priscilla Swenson lived in the middle of the block north of us.  Uncle John had died several 
years previously leaving his family, Lewis, Leone, and Reid.  Reid and I have been life-long friends.  He 
was my pal during this time.  I can remember pulling him in a small red wagon when he could scarcely 
move with inflammatory rheumatism.  Aunt Priscilla, who worked in the Spanish Fork Co-op, had a 
wonderful flower garden – Canterbury Bells were especially beautiful.  We used to enjoy the red Astrican 
apples in her back yard, and we had lots of fun there.  Aunt Mame and Uncle Jode Markham were living 
north of Aunt Priscilla’s place.  It was difficult to stay away from their place while they had the smallpox.  
But we didn’t get it.  Aldus was a small boy.  Fred climbed the granary steps, about fifty feet high, and 
Aunt Mame climbed after him and grabbed him before he fell.  Soon after that, Fred Markham fell off a 
chair with a hammer in his hand and knocked himself cold.  Uncle Fred Lewis was a clerk in the Lewis 
Store.  Later, Uncle Fred and Aunt Sadie Lewis built a home on the lot just north of Aunt Mame’s and 
most or all the family was born there. 

Old Mrs. Morgan lived on the corner just across the street north of us.  One Halloween night we 
tick-tacked her window (most of the cousins were in on it: Rex, Roach, Lew, Reid.)  She came out on the 
back porch and said, “Deed I do tink it is a bat!”  But her companion said, “No, no, indeed I have found 
the string.”  The same time we cousins took Aunt Mame’s neighbor’s buggy, and took it apart, and 
reassembled it on top of his barn.  He was Mr. Rockhill.  Later on some Halloween night, we cousins 
went to the home of some Icelanders and tied their cow to their front door with a rope.  Then we knocked 
on the door and ran and hid.  The old man came to the door carrying a lantern, scared the cow, and she 
jerked back and slammed his head in the door. 

Bishop Orgyle lived across the street east of Grandfather’s home and we all attended a small 
meeting house located in about the middle of the block where Dr. Hughes’ home is now located.  The 
tithing yard board fence enclosed the church prop0erty from the church down around the corner west and 
north and made a good place to play especially as there was an opening or two in the fence. 

We must have moved from Springville after school started because I didn’t start to school until the 
next fall, so Lew and I could start together.  We went to the first grade on Main Street across from the 
park in a little white school house that has been torn down or replaced.  We had a very pretty teacher, an 
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Icelander named Bjornson with dark eyes and hair, who was in love with a trumpet player in the Spanish 
Fork band.  We went to a different school in the second grade (Miss Hales) located more toward the 
center of town.  After completing the second grade, we moved to Provo and finished our school there.  
We had parades on the 4th and 24th of July, with real covered wagons and oxen and pioneers in costume, 
mock Indian battles, and band concerts in the public square. 

We had fun with Reid and Lewis Swenson driving the cows to the pasture, barefoot, shooting our 
flippers, and collecting bird eggs, pony riding.  Rex Roach would eat a grasshopper for a nickel.  Even 
Grandpa’s cows were ridden at times, and Grandfather would wonder why the cows didn’t give much 
milk that evening.  We wouldn’t have much to say about it.  It was about 1½ miles to the pasture.  On one 
trip, Reid, Lew, and I were riding Old Cherry cow near the pasture gates when Old Ring, our favorite dog, 
came out to meet us.  The cows were terrified of the sight of the dog, and ran away toward the barbed 
wire gates.  We stayed on the cow galloping, but as we sensed the danger with only a rope around her 
neck and no way to stop her, we had to get off before she hit the barbed wire.  By this time, Lew and I had 
pushed forward until Reid was riding the cow’s neck, so he fell over sideways with Lew hanging on sort 
of under the cow.  They fell off and the cow stepped on them.  I stayed on the cow but it was getting to 
the wire gate, so I leaned forward to get off or fall off and the cow’s head came back and struck me in the 
nose.  Over I went onto the ground.  The cows ran through the barbed wire fence, but were not cut up 
much for which we were grateful.  I got up and scratched a few bruises, and with a bloody nose.  Reid and 
Lew were on the ground crying about the cow hurting them.  When we got home that night we told 
Grandpa that the riding pony ran into the willow with us. 

Grandfather’s farm was quite near the pasture and often we would work on the farm, especially 
during the summer, and come home in the evening.  During the noon hour we would go swimming in the 
Spanish Fork River.  An outstanding event was Grandfather Lewis taking all us kids to the circus in 
Provo, six miles away, in the horse and buggy.  We didn’t leave Provo until after dark.  Old Bess was so 
glad to get away from the elephants and the steam calliope, she started to gallop-.  Grandfather stopped 
the buggy and got out to see if he had the right horse, so we kids got a good laugh. 

Grandfather’s house was at the top of a hill.  In the winter the ditch would flood over and make the 
sidewalk freeze over and make it fine for sleigh riding.  Peg Leg Evans would complain about the hill to 
Grandpa and he would put ashes on the walk, but it would flood over again with our help.  One time 
Uncle Bill Lewis came to our kitchen door and was scuffing his shoes on the step when old Ring slipped 
up behind him and gave him a nip on the heel.  He picked up a broom and was going to hit old Ring, but 
the dog hid under the granary, and couldn’t be found until Bill had gone.  It was not all fun.  We thinned 
sugar beets in the fall and loaded them on wagons to go to the sugar factory.  We helped feed the cows 
hay and beet pulp, and clean out the barns and haul manure to the farm and scatter it on the farmland. 

Camille was born in Spanish Fork in the front room we occupied, and I believe Dr. Dunn came 
from Springville to be in attendance.  She was just a baby when we moved to Provo.  Mother may have 
had it in mind, but she said she had a dream in which father pointed the way toward Provo.  Grandfather 
didn’t entirely approve of us going to the big city.  Sometime after my eighth birthday on November 12, 
or in the early spring because the water was cold, I was baptized in the Spanish Fork River south of town 
by Alfred Beck, an old man who gave me to understand that he had been baptized by the Prophet Joseph 
Smith.  It may have been two years or more that we lived in Spanish Fork after which Mother purchased a 
home ½ block south of the old BYU campus on 1st East Street at 469 N. 100 E.  It belonged to Josh 
Hodson.  The house had kerosene lighting and a backhouse. 

I can remember Grandpa coming over with a wagon load of hay and tied behind was a cow so we 
could have fresh milk over the winter.  Lew and I were about nine or ten years old so we learned how to 
feed and milk the cow.  We had a few chickens, but our main source of income was from taking in 
boarders.  They were students from school and others who worked on the Maeser Memorial Building on 
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the hill.  Later on, when Camille was old enough to go to school, Mother took up her old job as a school 
teacher, and taught for 25 years at the Parker School and BYU training.  Mother obtained her credentials 
from the old BYU Academy located in a warehouse down by the depot.  Dr. James Talmage taught a class 
in domestic science.  (Mother was teaching school in Springville and was boarding at Grandma Susanna 
Crandall’s home when she met Father.  They were married in the Manti Temple.) 

During our childhood we all had to work to earn a living.  We sold and delivered papers on a 
paper route, and sold watercress we got in Eggerton pasture.  We wheeled Camille up to Facett’s 
strawberry patch during strawberry season each day and we all picked cases of strawberries at so much a 
case.  Sometimes we got paid by the day for picking cherries and later, in the fall, for picking pears and 
apples.  We also had our fun fishing and swimming in Provo River, going Eastering up Rock Canyon, 
coasting in winter, and building snowmen and snow forts on our front lawn, and snow-balling students.  
We also used to ski on barrel hoops. 

We made one trip to Bancroft, Idaho to see Uncle David Banks, Aunt Kate, Albert, and Melvin.  
Our first day at the ranch, Lew, Grant, and I killed a rattlesnake.  Grant pulled it out of a hole by the tail.  
One evening in Provo we were all playing Kick the Can over at Beans’ house.  It was getting dark so I 
told Mother I could get them home in a hurry.  I proceeded to put on Mother’s old house dress, tied a tin 
cup on the apron string and put a butcher’s knife in my belt to resemble Old Lady Price, who used to 
escape from the mental hospital and walk along the street.  I went staggering over to Beans’ and kids 
scattered in all directions.  Wayne Bean ran into a tree and hurt himself trying to get away. 

Uncle Bill Creer was president or owned the Wasatch Construction Co. and he owned a large 
ranch about ten miles south of Bancroft, Idaho.  He supplied jobs during the summer at times for several 
of our families.  In one of my first railroad jobs, Uncle Paul Ludlow was in charge of construction in 
making a section of double track at Helper, Utah.  Aunt Addie was camp cook.  We lived in tents and kept 
the horses in a big corral made of poles and cedar posts.  Lew and I had to help feed the horses baled hay 
and heavy sacks of oats.  We also helped harness and un-harness the horses.  This was my first experience 
handling a team of horses.  Driving plow horses while one of the men worked the plow was my job.  I 
also tried some scraping using a Fresno scraper, which was pulled by a team of horses.  We worked most 
of the summer, went to school in the fall, and picked fruit on Saturdays.  I think I had a paper route at this 
time to deliver the Provo Herald and I was a janitor at the printing office in the evening. 

 Each fall we would put a supply of potatoes and apples down our window into the cellar 
basement for winter.  Also a ton or so of coal would be put in the basement for our coal stoves.  Later on 
we had central heating with coal and a stoker.  When electricity came, and electric lights, we had those.  
We got behind in our coal payment about this time, and Lew and I went down to the coal yard and helped 
pay the bill shoveling and unloading coal.  It was a tough job.   Next experience after school was out was 
being shipped by train to Vale, Oregon where Uncle Will Creer was constructing a railroad grade from 
Vale westward along the Malheur River.  We had two camps.  At camp II, Aunt Priscilla Swenson, Reid, 
Lewis, and Lew were located.  At camp I, I was to work.  We traveled from Vale by wagon, and set up 
our camps which were tents.  One large one for the cook tent would seat about fifty people.  Aunt Priscilla 
was cook at camp II.  There were about 100 men at both camps.  Some were sub-contracting for heavy 
rock cuts, who knew dynamite and blasting, but a lot of the men were just bums and drifters.   

Uncle Andrew Ferguson was in charge of our camp and I was timekeeper and in charge of the 
commissary tent, which contained Bull Durham tobacco, plug tobacco, snooze, and some medicine which 
I sold to the men.  I also kept records of items to be subtracted from their paychecks on pay day.  I had 
charge of the incoming mail and passed it out to the men.  We had to keep the commissary tent locked, 
and I slept in the tent with the dynamite caps under my pillow, as I also had to charge the caps and 
distribute the dynamite out to the powder men.  It was my  job to take a team and wagon up to the powder 
house, a half mile away, to get cases of dynamite and black powder (about 48 sticks to the cast), and 
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deliver it along the grade to the subcontractors who had to make the cuts in the solid rock.  By watching 
these men work on hard rock, drill their holes, place black powder and sticks of dynamite, then place the 
cap and fuse and light the fuse, and get out of the way behind rocks or hills, I learned how to use dynamite 
well enough that I was asked to set off the salutes for Armistice Day morning for the American Legion, 
while I was teaching school in Moab. 

I had a narrow escape in delivering forty cases of dynamite.  I was coming down a hill from the 
powder house with my load, when I noticed that the horses couldn’t hold the loaded wagon, so I pulled on 
the brake to lock the back wheels.  The sudden stop loosened a case of dynamite.  It slipped toward me, 
but before I could catch it, it slid off the wagon, struck the brake block, and went under the back wheel.  
The horses remained quiet until I could climb down and push the case out from under the wheel.  I felt 
sick at my stomach, but in a minute placed the case on the wagon and said a thank you prayer.  That much 
dynamite would have blown us to bits and left nothing but a hole in the ground. 

As time keeper, I had to walk a mile or so along the new work cuts and fills, and check each man 
by name each morning after breakfast and make a check in my book.  I also had to keep time on the night 
shift especially after dark with a lantern.  I feel lucky not to have stepped on rattlesnakes as we killed 
many of them during the summer.  If there was any time left during the 10-hour shifts, I worked with the 
men either driving plow horses or handling scrapers or Fresnos.  Several times during the summer a trip 
was taken to the other camp to visit with the family.  I can remember Reid Swenson having yellow 
jaundice for a time on one visit.  We returned to Provo in the fall in time for school and worked picking 
fruit.  About this time, I had graduated from the 8th grade at the Central School (1911).  We held our class 
reunion last year (1969), 58 years later, but many of our class mates were missing.  I have pictures of both 
groups, one in 1911 and the other in 1969.  After graduation from the Central School in February, I had 
various jobs until school started the next fall.  Delivery boy at the Fourth Ward bakery and hamburger 
maker for Milton Booth butcher shop was my specialty. 

In the fall was my first year of high school at the BYU as our mother was very much in favor of us 
going to school.  At that time it was a training school, for all grades, and high school in connection with 
the BYU College for use as a practice teaching unit.  The first high school year seemed uneventful, except 
I began playing basketball every chance I had.  We all enjoyed basketball and tennis, especially Lew and 
I.  The tennis court was just over our back fence by the BYU blacksmith shop.  Hans Anderson taught 
blacksmithing.  We would often tease him to get him to speak his broken Norwegian. 

As soon as school was out next spring, I shipped out with the Wasatch Construction Co. to 
Emmet, Idaho, where a railroad grade was being constructed from Emmett through mountainous country 
to the upper lakes.  This was along a river and the mountain slopes were steep.  So we had to clear the 
right of way of pine trees, and then cut them in suitable logs so that a team of horses could move them.  I 
logged with a team of horses.  As we pulled the logs, they would start to roll down the slope and we 
would occasionally have to jump over the rolling log to avoid being hurt.  The construction work was also 
heavy with men, horses, and dynamite.  No heavy automatic equipment was used because the gasoline 
engine hadn’t been adapted to many uses.  Theon and Golden Cliff, President Cliffs’ sons, were also on 
this project and we had many good times together.  Many evenings we would take a lantern and spear fish 
in the river, but we never could find a sturgeon, a huge fish often found in this river.  There were places in 
the river where gold could be panned.  We also located an outcropping where opals or garnets could be 
dug out.  We took several nice ones home, but they didn’t seem to be of much value at this time.  We 
worked hard to finish before the fall snows came, and had the privilege of riding and taking some of our 
equipment part way on the new grade.  During this moving, I drove my first four horse loaded wagon. 

Theon Cliff and I wanted to take our savings and go on to the coast to Seattle and up to San 
Francisco, be bums for a couple of months with the drifters who said it was an easy life.  It seemed such a 
struggle to go to school.  I wondered if it was worth it.  A letter from Mother arrived, and something in it 
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made me homesick or changed my outlook.  So it was easy to say I was going home, and go to school.  
Theon Cliff didn’t get back to Provo for quite some time, and didn’t graduate in the class of 1915.  I also 
got a break and saved my fare home by being given a freight car of horses to take care of to Bancroft, 
Idaho.  My job was to open baled hay and feed them, and water them when the train stopped at an 
unloading platform.  I had my bed: a blanket in one corner of the car behind the baled hay.  To leave this 
boxcar it was necessary to climb out of the opening near the roof of the car, climbing between the cars on 
to the top, and walking along the cars, jumping over from one car to another, and going back to the 
caboose to visit with the train crew while the train was in motion.  But one had to sign a release of 
responsibility to the Oregon Short Line Railroad. 

About two days later we arrived in Bancroft, Idaho, where my box car was taken out of the train 
and spotted at an unloading corral where the horses were unloaded and watered.  I placed a rope around 
the neck of one of the horses and made a halter (half hitch) as I didn’t have a bridle and, riding this horse 
bareback, started driving the horses to Uncle Will Creer’s ten miles away to the south.  They were not too 
hard to handle as they were large work horses, but I had never been to Uncle Will’s ranch.  It was ten 
miles south of the depot, according to the instructions.  With some help along the way we arrived at the 
ranch before dark.  I was hungry and had sore legs from riding such a wide horse.  I stayed at the ranch 
working at driving four horses on a sulky plow until after school started at the BYU and was able to do 
make up work and get a full year of high school completed. 

The next summer Uncle Will gave me a job at Tintic Junction on the Union Pacific Railroad, 
about five miles west of Eureka, Utah, at his grain elevator, loading and unloading cars of grain that came 
in. Also I had to keep the various grains in the right bins, and sending out car loads of grain as he would 
sell them.  A large Fairbanks Morse gasoline engine and movable pipes would transfer the grain from one 
bin to another and run it in box cars.  At times, I could go horseback into Eureka and go to a movie, but it 
was spooky going back to the ranch as the road passed by the graveyard, and no street lights.  School 
started in September. 

In the early spring, I had information that selling eggs was profitable.  Having taken classes in 
woodwork under Bro. Higgs and Snell, I felt competent to do some building.  The boys and I built quite a 
large chicken coop.  We did so well that we continued and built a coal house near the back door.  Then I 
sent out an order for white leghorns from Petaluma, California, and did quite well raising the chicks.  So 
we had a nice flock of hens and sold the eggs to the Utah Poultry Association.  We got the idea of feeding 
the chickens fish as well as grain.  It was not hard to get us to go fishing to the lower Provo River on Utah 
Lake.  Our hardest job was bicycling sacks of fish home.  Our backyard didn’t smell like a flower garden 
when buckets of fish started boiling on bonfires.  We also sold catfish cleaned and dressed, and made a 
little money this way.  We thinned beets and picked cherries in the summer, and even after school started 
in the fall we could work harvesting pears and apples and some of us always had a paper route. 

I graduated from BYU High School in the spring of 1915.  Bill Oliver, Sam Beard, Roy Olpin and 
I were on the 1915 class basketball team, and I have our picture.  We did alright as a team, and on one 
occasion beat Coach Roberts’ BYU High School team, and we won the class championship.  During the 
next summer, I worked on a ditch digging project in Goshen and Payson, on irrigation projects using 
teams, scrapers, Fresnos, and lining ditches with concrete.  Andrew Ferguson had the contract. 

In the late summer, Mother wrote me a letter explaining that she would like to go to the World’s 
Fair in San Francisco, and San Diego.  Uncle Brigham Clegg and Aunt Chloe were going, and wanted us 
to go.  In some way we pooled our money for railroad fare, and a few dollars more made the trip, and 
enjoyed every minute of it.  But it took so much of my schooling money, that I couldn’t make it back to 
school in the fall.  I was fortunate in getting a last minute job teaching school in Antelope, Duchesne 
County.  It was far out in the center of White Rocks Indian Reservation.  White Rocks is an Indian 
Reservation land set aside for the Indian families with houses, iron beds, and springs furnished.  As I 
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visited at the village, I found they had built their wicki-ups outside the house to live in and chickens used 
the house.  Bed springs made a good place for holding harnesses.  As the Indian families died off or left 
the reservation, their farms could be rented to white people, thus around Antelope within a few miles were 
several white families.  The school house consisted of a house built of logs with a dirt roof.  It had a wood 
burning stove in the center of the one large room, with curtains to divide off various classes.  The school 
consisted of eight grades, but only about fifteen pupils, with two or three Indian children. 

I boarded with the Travis Tucker family in a log cabin with a dirt roof, about a half mile from the 
schoolhouse.  I finally got the superintendent to give me some help with the lower grades by hiring 
Lucille Tucker for the small children, not as a teacher, but as a helper.  It was quite a hassle to get a 
system or combinations, such as having all reading classes together but reading different readers.  During 
the cold weather, some of my older boys would usually go to school early and start a fire in the pot-
bellied stove.  I had one girl graduate from the eighth grade and successfully pass the County exams.  We 
were mostly snowed in for the winter.  There were many days when the auto stage couldn’t get there from 
Duchesne to Myton.  Coyotes were rabid so I carried a Sears Roebuck gun at all times.  One of my larger 
girls, for a joke, gave me a Cayuse wild horse to ride on a trip to Myton.  As I got on the horse I almost 
missed the saddle and the horse took the bit in his teeth, and ran most of the way, about ten miles, to 
Myton.  I didn’t have much trouble getting back; he was worn out traveling so fast. 

A number of us whites were watching an Indian bear dance.  One of the women asked me to 
dance.  You didn’t dare turn them down.  So I got in a line with the bucks, and was careful to keep in step, 
as one of the Indians had a whip to help you keep step.  While I was there I saw an Indian burial.  Some of 
the whites (the Barker family) told me that this Indian had been taken ill suddenly, and that the Indian 
council had sent the medicine man to treat him.  He described the treatment the medicine man gave him: 
Running a stick with a cloth wrapped around it down the patients’ throat to see that it was opened to let 
the devil out.  He also jumped on the patients’ chest to force the devil out of his body.  The patient didn’t 
last long, so they took the wheels off his light wagon, and used the bed as a coffin.  They put several 
things in it to help him get to Indian heaven, saddle and bridle, etc.  They then killed his horse and burned 
his wicki-up and belongings.  The burial procession moved to the top of a hill where the coffin was placed 
on high poles so the wild animals couldn’t get to it. 

During the basketball season one weekend, I went by stage to Roosevelt and with their basket ball 
team to Vernal to referee a Saturday night game, and then back to Roosevelt after the game.  I don’t 
remember it ever being so cold, even with quilts in both seats.  Glen Bennion may have been to the game.  
It seemed like the gym was crowded.  This was several years before Camille taught school in Vernal and 
met Glen Bennion. 

Around Christmas time, several all night dances were held in the school house.  A huge pot of 
coffee was placed on the stove.  The ladies took care of refreshments, plenty of cake and pie, and some of 
the men occasionally took a nip to keep going until daylight.  Music consisted of an old peddle organ, 
which I could play several cords (mostly G) and two fiddlers.  Occasionally, one of the ladies would give 
me a chance to dance as she knew “Turkey in the Straw.”  It seemed like a long cold winter.  But after 
school was out, I came home with Indian rugs and moccasins.  One of the rugs decorated our front hall in 
Provo for some time.  I was very friendly with the Tucker family and visited them after they moved to 
Provo.  Lucille and Tony Tucker came to see me in California.  It may have been this summer that Bill 
Oliver and I contracted with Bro. Higgs to put in all the windows in the new Mechanics-Arts building up 
on the hill.  We made about six dollars a day while it lasted, but it was very hard work. 

In the fall of 1917, I started to school at the BYU.  World War I had been in progress for some 
time.  The US had just become involved, so feeling was high, and many of the students were enlisting.  
Although I would have been exempt from the service because of being the eldest son of a widowed 
mother, I talked it over with Mother and decided to enlist.  The president of the student body (Snell) and 
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Ed Baird decided to enlist also.  Before going into the army, I went to see Grandmother, Grandfather had 
passed away earlier in the year, and grandmother had moved to Provo.  As I kissed her good-bye, she 
said, “Good-bye, I won’t see you again.”  She passed away while I was in the service. 

We took our physicals at Fort Douglas in Salt Lake, and remained there until we got our shots.  In 
a few days we started south on the D&RG Railroad.  I got to a phone and called some of our folks, and 
they met us as we went through Provo.  We didn’t know where we were going, but found ourselves two 
days later in San Antonio, Texas.  I was separated from everyone I knew, and stationed at Kelly Field, 
located a few miles out of San Antonio.  There we helped clear cotton stubbles to enlarge the flying field.  
The lieutenant in charge told us to fan the air with our picks and shovels, so we could learn to use our 
wings. 

I was assigned to the signal corps flying division as a mechanic to construct or repair Curtis-
Jennings airplanes.  These were made of wooden struts and spars covered with canvas, silk and dope 
made of celluloid and acetone.  I had taken two courses in woodwork at the BYU and this probably got 
me this assignment.  About this time the air service became a separate new branch of USAF and I was 
transferred to the 225th Air Squadron.  I wore wings on my shoulders, wind-around leggings, and a wide 
brimmed hat.  Being the only one from Utah, I was kidded and asked how many wives I had.  I replied 
six, and looking for more.  One sergeant took me seriously, and introduced me to his girl friend, as he was 
leaving the field.  I had to lie and say I was going steady with a girl I had met at the YWCA.  I worked in 
the hangars on the wooden parts and propellers of airplanes, and occasionally after our ship was 
overhauled, the pilot would ask me or one of the crew of five, to make the first flight with him to be sure 
that the work was done well. 

Our squadron of 250 men were called out one night and told to pack and be ready to leave.  I sent 
my ring home to mother as our prearranged signal that I was going to France, as all letters were censored.  
Toward morning as we waited for the roll call, a large number of the men were told to step over one pace 
to the front, and march off.  I was one of those who remained.  Many of the men who stayed were heads 
of departments, and men whom the Colonel didn’t or couldn’t replace.  A new squadron was formed (804 
Squadron) and our old squadron was sent across to France with many new recruits.  Many of our men 
were highly skilled in their trades.  We could take the raw materials, build a complete airplane, and fly it.  
The officers were the pilots.  I remained in 804 Squadron until the end of the war, and was rated as 
assistant chief cabinet maker of the maintenance division at Kelly Field.  We had quite comfortable 
wooden barracks to live in, and it was nice to get away from the tents. 

I had never been so far away, so I was anxious to get home so about a year later, at Christmas 
time, I got a chance to get a leave to get home and the cost was only one cent a mile.  It was a surprise 
visit home.  My desire was to try flying, which consisted of going to six weeks ground school in Dallas, 
Texas, and then getting your wings at Kelly Field.  So I applied and started by taking the physical exam 
which I couldn’t make because I had diseased tonsils.  I went to the base hospital again and had my 
tonsils out, and would have tried again but on Nov. 11 the Armistice was signed.  Then I immediately 
started thinking about getting out of the service.  That took until the next February to be discharged. 

When the Armistice was signed, November 11, 1918, Lew was in the army in New Jersey, Grant 
was in the army in San Francisco, and I was in the army in Texas.  Camille said Mother was so excited 
over it that she found herself downtown in Provo in her housedress carrying her broom.  During the first 
few months of my army service, Bishop A.L. Booth sent my credentials to two elders in the San Antonio 
area, and they ordained me an Elder in the church.  It was a difficult thing to locate them.  I had their 
address but the elders weren’t welcome in San Antonio at this early date.  I finally managed to locate 
them.  No good church record could be found of this event on the church books. 

As we were about to be discharged from the army, our mess sergeant informed us that we had 
built or were given money when other squadrons went overseas.  It was about $3000, a considerable 
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amount.  I was on a committee to see about it.  We wanted to give each man in the squadron a traveling 
bag, but the field officers said it had to be spent on food.  So, we had the biggest party ever.  We hired a 
hotel ballroom, and had service souvenirs, programs, confetti, and food of all kinds.  Girls from the 
YMCA and their mother came.  We had our own officers and the Colonel in charge of the field present, 
and spent $3000 in one night.  The programs had each man’s name in it, and something about him, his 
address and pictures of the squadron.  I had mine for a long time, but can’t locate it now.  Quite a few of 
our men married Texas girls and took them home. 

In February, my discharge papers came through and I was in charge of several men from 804 
Squadron.  We were sent to Funston, Kansas, where we were given physicals and discharged.  I wasn’t 
worried about the physical, but some of the men were as they had been playing around and had been in 
sick bay.  I received railroad fare home and a $60 bonus.  School had started the second semester.  Some 
classes in college I could get in with some makeup work, so I finished the year at the BYU.  All my 
friends seemed to have graduated from school, so it was up to me to make new friends again.  Lynn 
Taylor, Abe Dixon, Reed Holt, Aldes Markham, and Steak Brown and I became charter members of the 
Bricker’s Club.  So I did get in and have a good time, and got some school credits.  I was friendly with 
Edith Hedquist and at several parties, especially up Provo Canyon; she could borrow her father’s big car. 

After school was out, Herbert Pine and I went into the laundry business.  We financed an old car 
with a truck body on it, and had a contract with the Provo Steam Laundry to deliver clean laundry such as 
shirts and sheets to the barbershops and hotels in each city from Provo to Eureka.  Then we had to return 
with the truck loaded with soiled linen.  People would bring their bundles of clothes to the barbershops to 
be laundered, with their names on it.  We made this trip twice a week if we were lucky.  But we always 
had cans of beans and tomatoes with us and several times had breakdowns on the road and would climb in 
the back of the trunk, and sleep all night on the roadside.  Once coming down the Eureka steep mountain 
road, we lost a back wheel and slid and teetered over the edge, but the old car didn’t go over.  I looked at 
Herb and his hair was standing straight up.  A Taylor Bros. truck took our laundry to Provo, and we spent 
hours looking for the wheel down the canyon.  We finally got it replaced the next day.  In the late summer 
the old car couldn’t make the trips, so we gave up on the laundry business.  In the settlement, Provo 
Steam Laundry got the truck body and we had the old 1910 Buick chassis.  We built sort of a body on it. 

We knew the route where hotels and restaurants were, so we took on a tea and coffee selling 
project for the Provo Tea & China Co.  We also did house to house canvassing in the various areas.  We 
did quite well with it until school stated.  Herbert Pine went away to school so I inherited the old car, and 
we all enjoyed it, especially Fred.  I think he learned to drive on it.  One trip to Strawberry we drove the 
old car over a high center and cracked the pan.  We chewed up gum and repaired it so we could get home 
with a nice catch of fish (trout).  Mother canned them and we had delicious fish; even better than canned 
salmon. 

The next school year was a full year of school for me at the BYU (1920-21).  Teaching courses 
and chemistry seemed to be my choice of subjects.  We had lots of fun at parties, matinee dances, 
moonlight hikes to Maple Flat, and Y-Day celebration. 

Uncle Joseph (Jode) Markham worked in Eureka at the mines and one of his visits home 
suggested that I could get a job mining and live at his cabin, as it wasn’t too easy to get a job in Provo.  
He lived around the mountain from Eureka, about a half mile from the Iron Blossom Mine.  We got up 
early in the morning, fixed our breakfast, and walked to the mine.  My job was working underground 
1500 feet, on a tunnel to drain the mine.  We shoveled up dirt and rocks blasted down by the night shift, 
and helped drill and load the holes with dynamite and black powder to shoot as we finished the day.  We 
were lowered to our level by a cage traveling down by means of a steel cable on a huge drum.  At the end 
of the day we’d take the cage and be lifted to the top.  It was dangerous and disagreeable.  I always got a 
headache from the powder smoke.  I stayed with it until I got a job on top working night shift at the air 
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compressor plant.  This was a building containing three huge air compressing machines run by large 
motors seven feet in diameter and supplying air for eleven of the mines.  It was my responsibility to 
maintain accurate air pressure of 80 pounds turning on or off each compressor unit as needed and to keep 
the motors well oiled. 

Several times summer storms came up and lightning would strike the power lines on the building, 
all lights and motors would be shut off.  My job was to run down to the transformer house with the lantern 
and replace the burned out fuses.  Then I had to get back and keep all the motors working as there were 
men in the mines depending on the air.  My trouble was staying wake all night.  Sometimes I had to walk 
outside for a while to get away from the singing motors.  At twelve o’clock midnight, I would walk 
around the mountain trail to Uncle Jode’s cabin, depending on whether I worked night shift (4 to 12) or 
graveyard shirt (12 to 8).  The boss worked day shift.  I had to carry a flashlight to keep from stepping on 
drunken miners, as prohibition had just come to an end during the present administration. 

My laundry experience and other jobs hadn’t produced too well this summer, so I found it 
necessary to work instead of going to school.  There was an opening in the Moab High School available.  
It was a small out of the way school in Moab, Utah, with five teachers.  Mr. Young from Logan, Utah, 
was the principal.  Helen Newell from Provo was music teacher.  My job was teaching algebra, general 
science, plane geometry, and coaching the boys’ and girls’ basketball teams.  Another teacher, Mr. Boyd 
Long, and I had board and room with the Baptist minister and his wife.  Although Moab in general was 
LDS, there was a Baptist church and a small congregation.  Helen Newell and I each had room for a time 
in the Cornwall residence.  He was a brother of Spencer Cornwall.  Later during the year, most of us 
stayed at Mrs. Brewer’s boarding house. 

Being basketball coach, we had games with Price, Monticello, and Blanding high schools and we 
won a few games.  I took the girls’ basketball team and chaperones to Blanding, where we stayed in 
several homes for accommodations.  Blanding was the last frontier town.  They even had Indian troubles.  
The largest natural bridge in the US is nearby, and there were numerous cliff dwellings in the canyons, 
and Indian relics to be found in the caves above the floor of the canyons.  I was umpire of a basketball 
game held one Friday night, and one of the Blanding girls came running over to me and said Alene 
Robertson, our captain, had bitten her when they were scuffling on the floor for the ball.  We all had some 
fun with Alene over this, but we won the game.  We were snowed in for several days before the road 
could be cleared and were gone about a week from school. 

Lew and Tom Pyne came down to Moab on government business, so we organized a basketball 
team.  It consisted of Lew, Tom, and me, my high school basketball center, Peterson, over six feet tall, 
and one of the married men on the Moab team.  Although we hadn’t played together as a team, the Moab 
people wanted us to beat Monticello.  They furnished the cars and expenses for an overnight trip.  When 
we got to Monticello, we found we were to play the championship team of south eastern Utah.  They 
hadn’t been beaten for a number of years.  We gave them the new system (5 men defense) and without 
even good signals or a practice together, gave them a good walloping.  As the game progressed, the lights 
were turned off.  There was much hostility and we were glad to leave early next morning.  “Anyway,” 
they said, “you had to bring the main BYU team to beat us.” 

Hikes down the Grand River where one could look up and see cliff dwellings and natural bridges 
were certainly worthwhile when not in school.  We also could climb up on the mesa and dig Indian relics 
from old graves and collect arrow heads.  We made several trips down the river where we had steaks 
cooked on sticks over hot coals, and Dutch oven biscuits. 

Six of us, including the town banker, filed or homesteaded on a section of oil sand land, where oil 
was oozing out of the sand.  Unfortunately, we didn’t keep up our homesteading of the property.  It would 
be very valuable today.  I still have my papers on it.  I was anxious to go to school so I didn’t sign up for a 
second year at Moab. 
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There had been so many interruptions, including the three years of teaching, that I scarcely knew 
how much college credit I had.  I found out that by taking some extra work and doing some summer work 
in chemistry, I could get a BS degree with a chemistry major and a minor in teaching credentials and art, 
and graduate in 1923.  During this school year, I became a staff member of the school year book, “The 
Banyan.”  I had to get advertising pages for money from town businessmen to help pay for the yearbook.  
Lucille Talmage was editor, and there were others on the staff.  We all had some good times together. 

Bill Oliver was business manager of the BYU basketball team this year, and I became assistant.  
We traveled with the BYU team, and a bottle of liniment and first aid kit, to the games in Salt Lake and 
Logan.  We had a good team.  In Logan we played at the BYC College where Lois’ father was President 
of the college, and at the Aggies or UAC Utah Agricultural College.  It was a fun year in school.  I helped 
white wash the Y on the mountain, went on Maple Flat moonlight hikes, was a charter member of the 
Bricker’s Club, ran in the cross country 5 mile race, went to matinee dances on Fridays, and had several 
nice girl friends. 

In the fall of 1923, I signed a contract to be principal of the Laketown Elementary Schools and 
teach manual training to the older boys.  Lois and Wanda Henderson were two of the teachers in the 
school.  Our salaries amounted to $1600.  Lois and I seemed to enjoy each others’ company.  Bear Lake 
was frozen over so a group of us went bob-sledding and skating on the ice.  Wagon loads of grain crossed 
Bear Lake in mid-winter.  We had other good times and at Christmas time, we traveled home for the 
holidays and I met her parents and family at their home on the BYC campus.  On June 25, we were 
married in the Logan Temple and had a big reception in the BYC gymnasium attended by many folks and 
friends from both our families.  We had an apartment in Logan for the remaining part of the summer 
where I did odd jobs repairing and construction work around the school. 

Teaching in Utah, at that time, didn’t seem to be a well paying job to support a family.  I had 
thought about studying dentistry even before graduating.  Professor Walter Cotterm counseled me that it 
was a coming profession.  We decided to try dentistry at University of Denver, but Uncle Dave 
Henderson said that USC was a better school, A-rated, so I applied for admission at USC and was 
accepted in the fall of 1924.  We had four years of real struggle to finance, make grades, work, and go to 
school.  Lois taught school two years of that time in Idaho, waiting on tables in a student boarding house, 
one year for our board and room.  She also worked for the Los Angeles Playground Department on 
Central Ave.  I worked as a gateman at the LA Coliseum, janitor of an apartment, and had jobs at the 
Shrine Auditorium.  One year on Thursdays, I had an all night job of changing signs and light globes at 
the Loew State Theater.  I had to go to school early the next morning. 

Lois couldn’t get away from her job to come to my graduation exercises at the Coliseum, but 
Mother came from Provo, Utah.  After school was out, I took a week of State Board exams for California 
and the next week went to Utah to take the Utah Board Examinations at the Utah State Prison.  I did work 
on prisoners for the examining dentists.  I stayed with Lew and Jean on 13th East.  Lois stayed in 
California.  After the State board exams, it was wonderful to relax with Lew and Jean on several days of 
traveling and fishing in eastern Utah and Colorado.  I’ll never forget it, as I had had a hectic year. 

When we were going through Spanish Fork after our fishing trip, we stopped at Jean’s home and 
Dr. Hughes came out and congratulated me on passing the Utah Board.  He was on the Medical Board.  I 
knew at least I could practice in Utah.  When I returned to California, Lois wanted to wait and get results 
of the California exams.  About two weeks later we received word that I had passed the California Board, 
and we decided on some California location. 

I looked the office locations over with the help of the dental supply houses, and finally decided on 
a corner location, Glenoaks Blvd. and Irving, in Glendale.  It was an office upstairs over the Howard Beal 
Drug Store in a large apartment for living quarters, and office where I took my first patients.  This was the 
depression year of 1928 and, to get some income, I took a job with the County examining school children 
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at all the public schools in Whittier.  I left each morning in our $40 Model A Ford for Whittier, and 
returned for office hours 1 to 9pm in my office with Lois as my assistant.  My salary at the schools was 
$75 a month. 

Later, new office buildings were built on the corner of Western and Glenoaks.  Dr. Mundall and I 
moved our offices there.  Lois and I moved into an apartment on Raymond Ave. where, on December 7, 
1929, Bill was born at Glendale Sanitarium.  We lived in several locations in Glendale, and moved the 
office again across the street on Glenoaks to the Alsberg Building, and from there to my present location 
at 229 North Central Ave. 

Thayer was born when we lived in a house on Cedar Str. in Burbank, on May 28, 1933, at St. 
Vincent’s Hospital.  Ronald was born when we had a house on Winchester Ave. on September 22, 1934, 
at St. Vincent’s.  Sylvia was born in our first home that we built ourselves on Grandview, September 17, 
1935, at St. Vincent’s.  Rosemary was born at St. Vincent’s Hospital when we lived in our Grandview 
home (1640), on February 3, 1942. 

We enjoyed our family to the utmost, as we had waited until I was through dental school to have 
them.  We lived where they could attend good schools, and encouraged them in school activities.  When 
we first moved to Glendale there was one ward on Chevy Chase.  Later on we were in the Sunset Ward on 
Olive Ave. in Burbank, at the mouth of the Sunset Canyon.  I was in the Sunday School Superintendency 
for several years.  Lois organized a Junior Sunday School, and may be responsible for starting the trend 
throughout the church.  She had a wonderful singing voice, and sang many times in ward services and at 
funerals in many churches in Glendale and at Forest Lawn.  Later on as I started singing tenor in the choir, 
we enjoyed many good times together singing in various organizations such as the Liahona Chorus, 
Glendale Choral Society, Fred Peterson’s group, and in ward choirs. 

Sylvia was born with a spinal defect from which she never recovered, and passed away at our 
home on Ard Eevin at age 8, August 15, 1944.  She was a wonderful little girl who was probably never 
without pain.  But she was patient and happy, and loved a ride in the car or some little thing we would 
bring her in bed.  She was very intelligent and always looked forward to the day when she would get her 
walking shoes. 

When the Sunset Ward was divided, we were in the west Glendale division.  Bill was called on a 
two year mission to Great Britain.  At the conclusion of his mission, Lois, Rosemary, and I went to 
Europe on a trip (1952) where I attended the International Dental Congress held in London, and met Bill 
for a reunion in Newcastle. 


