
Barbara J Petty
( in her own words)
I was born September 8, 1918 in the hospital in Salt Lake City, Utah.  My mother is Lorraine Hawley and my father is Acil Leon Petty.  I am the oldest of three children, my brother Leon, and the youngest, my sister Pat.  My dad was a railroad man, a depot agent for the Union Pacific Railroad.  We were transferred from place to place and never lived very long in any home or town.  At the time of my birth we lived at Stockton, Utah.  I lived there only a short time when we moved to Mammoth, Utah.  

I was given the name Barbara by my Granpa and Gram Hawley in Oasis, Utah, where they lived.  My mother chose the name of Jacklyn, but granpa like the name Barbara and so he blessed me Barbara, much to mother’s surprise.

I have a lot of good memories of Mammoth.  It was a mining town in the mountains.  There was a lower town, middle town, and upper town as you would go up the mountain.  Since dad worked for the Union Pacific, we lived in the lower town where the railroad came in all the time. 

I loved to hear the train whistle.  We rode the train where ever we went, to grandmother’s house in Oasis, to see a lot of relatives and to Salt Lake to Grandmother Petty’s house to see our other relatives.  She lived with aunt and uncle.

We got to be in all parts of the train.  Leon, my brother, got to ride in the engine a lot.  I stayed back in the caboose most of the time.  We had a lot of fun climbing and playing house in the train car that was parked by our house, and in the bread boxes that was there.  We got ice from them and had homemade ice cream.  We also had an ice house to get ice from.

The winters had lots of snow and the school was in the upper town.  We pulled a number five sleigh to school and then would ride it home.  We had a lot of fun.  There would be as many kids on it that it would hold, and then some.  We sometimes ended up in the ditch, when we turned the corner.  Dad made some bumps and then we would really fly over them.  Leon would usually coax me into pulling the sleigh, by saying, “I will let you drive home.”  But every time I did we ended up in the ditch.  No one ever got hurt because there was a lot of snow in it.  He always said that I was going to fast.  

Dad had cousins that lived there.  We would get together on weekends and really sleigh ride until we were wet and tired.  Mother’s brothers, Ed and Med, the twins, would come up with Aunt Nina and they would go on the sleigh, over the bumps.  Once I remember Aunt Nina coming into the house telling Dad that she would not ride on the back any more because Acil, my Dad, would go over the bumps and loose her off.

I had a lot of friends and family there.  We got together for wiener roasts, and dad and his cousins would go rabbit hunting and we would have a feast.  I remember going hunting for pine nuts in the mountains. We had a large box and it was usually full.  We would roast them at night after school.  They were so good.

I started school in Mammoth.   We lived there until I was in the fifth grade.  I felt bad when we had to move to Provo.  It was so large.  I was in the sixth grade.  I soon learned everywhere to go.  We moved a lot until Dad and Mom found a house and bought it.  It was on the corner of fifth north and sixth east.  I soon made lots of friends.  I went to a new school, Farr Junior High, which was only five blocks from home.  One of my friends lived next door.  Her name was Norma and another friend, Helen, lived only one block away.  The three of us were really good friends.  We sewed doll clothes together, and slept outside on the lawn in the summer. I still write to Helen, she lives by San Francisco.  I don’t know where Norma is.  Helen came to our house when we had our fortieth anniversary party.  

When I was in the ninth grade, the last year of Junior High School, the depression hit.  Dad lost his job and had to go to the extra board.  He traveled a lot on the railroad. We moved a block from Brigham Young University where mother took students for board and room to make ends meet.  We had a large house. The girls lived upstairs and the boys down.  Uncle Ed lived with us and went to school.  I had to walk ten blocks to school and had friends there, Helen and Thelma that lived across the street.  We got so we could walk it in 15 minutes.  We all graduated in the spring and we had the exercise outside in front of the school.  I had a pretty white dress and it felt so good.

After graduation I worked in the summer in the café.  The next spring I was called on a mission to Western States in Denver.


While in Salt Lake in the mission home I meet a new Elder from Idaho, Donald Mabey.  At first I didn’t even like him, but our paths crossed a lot and eventually he came to Omaha, NE where I was working.

After my mission I worked in a café.  Donald of course wrote and asked me to marry him.  He came home in April.  I met him in Salt Lake.  He came to Nephi and I finally went to Oakley to see his folks and family.  We were married June 10.

We had a lot of ups and downs as most couples do.  We lived near his parents.  When we finally moved to our home it was a happy day.  Debbie was 2 years old.  The home was old.  Now after three remodeling jobs we have a nice home and lots of grandchildren and lots of ups and downs, but I still love my husband very much.
EULOGY

Barbara Jean Mabey was born September 8, 1918 to Acil Leon and Ella Lorraine Petty in Salt Lake City, UT.  She spent her early life in Mammoth, UT and graduated from Juab High School.

Barbara served a mission for The Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day in the Western States Mission, where she met Donald L. Mabey.  They were married on June 5, 1941.  Throughout her life she was an active church member and served in many capacities.

She avidly pursued crafts, sewing and gardening.  She made dolls and stuffed animals for her grandchildren.  Her most priced dolls were shown at doll shows.  She was a charter member of the riding group, the Lady Vigilantes.  Yet, above all she was a homemaker and loving mother.  Joy in her life came from her children, grandchildren, and great-grandchildren.


Survivors include a son, Laroy Mabey of Oakley; two daughters, Charie Hulse of Idaho Falls, and Debbie Mayne of Weatherby, MO; and one brother, Leon Petty of West Covina, CA; and 18 grandchildren and 28 great-grandchildren.

She was preceded in death by her husband; her parents; a sister, Patricia; and a son, Barry.     

(The following was written by grandma.  I think that everyone would like hearing about her early life in her own words.)

I was born September 8, 1918 in the hospital in Salt Lake City, Utah.  My mother is Lorraine Hawley and my father Acil Leon Petty.  I am the oldest of three children.  My dad was a railroad man, a depot agent for the Union Pacific Railroad.  We were transferred from place to place and never lived very long in any home or town.  At the time of my birth we lived at Stockton, Utah.  I lived there only a short time when we moved to Mammoth, Utah.  

I was given the name Barbara by my Granpa and Gram Hawley in Oasis, Utah, where they lived.  My mother chose the name of Jacklyn, but granpa like the name Barbara and so he blessed me Barbara, much to mother’s surprise.

I have a lot of good memories of Mammoth.  It was a mining town in the mountains.  There was a lower town, middle town, and upper town as you would go up the mountain.  Since dad worked for the Union Pacific, we lived in the lower town where the railroad came in all the time. 

I loved to hear the train whistle.  We rode the train where ever we went, to grandmother’s house in Oasis, to see a lot of relatives and to Salt Lake to Grandmother Petty’s house to see our other relatives.  She lived with aunt and uncle.

We got to be in all parts of the train.  Leon, my brother, got to ride in the engine a lot.  I stayed back in the caboose most of the time.  We had a lot of fun climbing and playing house in the train car that was parked by our house, and in the bread boxes that was there.  We got ice from them and had homemade ice cream.  We also had an ice house to get ice from.

The winters had lots of snow and the school was in the upper town.  We pulled a number five sleigh to school and then would ride it home.  We had a lot of fun.  There would be as many kids on it that it would hold, and then some.  We sometimes ended up in the ditch, when we turned the corner.  Dad made some bumps and then we would really fly over them.  Leon would usually coax me into pulling the sleigh, by saying, “I will let you drive home.”  But every time I did we ended up in the ditch.  No one ever got hurt because there was a lot of snow in it.  He always said that I was going to fast.  

We would get together for wiener roasts, and dad and his cousins would go rabbit hunting and we would have a feast.  I remember going hunting for pine nuts in the mountains. We had a large box and it was usually full.  We would roast them at night after school.  They were so good.

I started school in Mammoth.   We lived there until I was in the fifth grade.  I felt bad when we had to move to Provo.  It was so large.  I was in the sixth grade.  I soon learned everywhere to go.  We moved a lot until Dad and Mom found a house and bought it.  It was on the corner of fifth north and sixth east.  I soon made lots of friends.  I went to a new school, Farr Junior High, which was only five blocks from home.  One of my friends lived next door.  Her name was Norma and another friend, Helen, lived only one block away.  The three of us were really good friends.  We sewed doll clothes together, and slept outside on the lawn in the summer.

When I was in the ninth grade, the last year of Junior High School, the depression hit.  Dad lost his job and had travel a lot on the railroad.  We moved a block from Brigham Young University where mother took students for board and room to make ends meet.  We had a large house. The girls lived upstairs and the boys down.  Uncle Ed lived with us and went to school.  I had to walk ten blocks to school.  My friends and I got so we could walk it in 15 minutes.  We all graduated in the spring and we had the exercise outside in front of the school.  I had a pretty white dress and it felt so good.

After graduation I worked in the summer at a café.  The next spring I was called on a mission to Western States in Denver.

While in Salt Lake in the mission home I meet a new Elder from Idaho, Donald Mabey.  At first I didn’t even like him, but our paths crossed a lot and eventually he came to Omaha, NE where I was working.

After my mission I worked in a café.  Donald of course wrote and asked me to marry him.  He came home in April.  I met him in Salt Lake.  He came to Nephi and I finally went to Oakley to see his folks and family.  We were married June 10.

We had lots of ups and downs as most couples do.  We lived near his parents.  When we finally moved to our home it was a happy day.  Debbie was 2 years old.  The home was old.  Now after three remodeling jobs we have a nice home and lots of grandchildren and lots of ups and downs, but I still love my husband very much. 

 (The following are some short excerpts from the journal grandpa kept during and after his mission.)

“I met Sister Barbara Petty this morning and Sister Lovell her companion.  She is very pretty”

(Speaking of grandma)

“I bought my first box of candy for a girl.  It sure cheered her up to think that someone was interested in her.  She sure looked swell.”

“Boy oh Boy, did I ever get the sweetest letter from Barbara this morning.  She is really one of the best girls there is.  She will always be my choice and nothing will ever change it”  

“Boy oh Boy, I got the loveliest letter from Barbara this morning.  I didn’t expect one from her, but I was surely glad to hear from her.  From what she says, she still loves me and more all the time.  I sure hope so, because I want so much to have all our plans to turn out as we want them to.  I surely won’t make any mistakes by marrying her.”

This was very evident when you look at the last couple of years of their lives together.  Both grandma’s and grandpa’s health had deteriorated.  Yet, grandma’s mental health had got to a point that she needed constant care in a nursing home.  Grandpa at this time, although his health wasn’t the best, did not need the care in a nursing home.  Grandpa did not have to give up his personal freedom and be placed in the home.  I don’t think that it would have been that big of a deal if he would have lived somewhere else, say at my parent’s house for the last months of his life, instead of the nursing home.  Still, it was a big deal to him.  He wasn’t going to leave his wife.  He was going to stay by her side no matter what or where he had to go.

