
Donald L. Mabey
(In his own words. . .)
I was born June 5, 1919; in a old stockade house located on what we know as the Briggs Place.  It is located 1 - ½ miles west and 4 - 3/4 mile north of Oakley, on what they call Marion Road.  The house had a lean-to built on the back.  (Stockade is made of logs hewn with an ax on 4 sides.  They are usually 6 to 8 inches wide and 4 inches thick.)  It was located on the Northwest corner of the farm.  It had 2 orchards on it, with the corrals out back by the old  Goose Creek Channel.  There were 4 families that lived on the east side of the street within ½ mile.  Our place, the Session’s.  Grandmother Mabey, and the Marion Smith place.  

I was 1 of 6 brothers and 2 sisters.  Our parents were Daniel L. Mabey and Vernie Fewkes.  Dr. Nielson was our Dr.  Latter on we moved in the Session’s house, where Floyd Pickett used to live.  The old stockade house was torn down.  We then moved in the house owned by Uncle Acil, which is the one he got from Grandmother.  It was a big 2 story house, which was later demolished.  The house on the North was latter lived in by the Melvin Warr family.

My Grandfather first came to Oakley in 1880, then moved his family here in 1881.  His name was John James Mabey, my Grandmother was Danieletta Wood the daughter of Daniel Wood the founder of Woods Cross.  Grandfather died at the age of 49.  (He contracted putting up hay.)  The Mabey family was haying west of Rogerson at a place called Three Creek, when they got word that Grandmother was very ill.  After work he rode the horse back to Oakley and never got over that ride.  Mother told me I was on of the last ones to see Grandmother Mabey alive.

I can just remember Grandfather Fewkes.  He died when I was about 6 years old.  My Grandmother Fewkes died during the flue epidemic in 1918.  I didn’t get to go to Grandfather’s funeral because I came down with the measles.  Some of the deseases we had as kids were scarlet fever, chicken pox, measles of all kinds, hooping cough, and others.

One of the first Halloweens that I can remember, we were living in the Session’s house.  We were late doing the chores.  Derald and I were milking with no lights to see by, my cousin Lena Mabey (Gee) and Wanona Tolman painted their faces and came out to the barn, cows mild buckets and everything went flying, and off to the house we ran.

I guess it was inevitable that it would be for me to grow up wanting to work with livestock, eve since I was small I spent a lot of time with horses.  Whenever we went anywhere as kids it was on a horse.  One of the first horses I rode was old Browney.  He was a smart one, if he didn’t want to go anywhere he would rear and kick up.  However he never did kick me off.  He and I had many interesting experiences, badger holes, snakes, canals, fences, and etc.  We ran our milk cows out on the flat, and I would ride him to bring the cows in at night; and take them out in the morning.

   
One such experience, I don’t remember the year; but the west canal broke just south of where the 3 canals divide.  The water masters name was Mr. Green.  (His house set this side of the west canal just North of the cemetery).  I was sent out to get the milk cows, and I stopped to watch as they were fixing the canal.  I left to get the cows at a pretty fast pace when old Browney hit a badger hole.  Down we went, I don’t know how long I laid there; but when I woke up Mr. Green was picking me up.

When I was 4 years old I drove 4 head of horses on a harrow.  There was a plank across the harrow, and had an old car bucket seat; orange in color that I sat on.  Grandpa would tie me into the seat so I wouldn’t fall out.  It was tall enough if the harrow tipped over I wouldn’t go under the harrow.  The harrow was large enough with it’s 3 sections that it would travel outside the width of all 4 horses.

I used to run away to the neighbors, it was where Picketts have their potato cellars.  Mother would come and get me, and tie me up to the clothes line with a chain.  We used to take matches and go out on the flats and make fires.  Grandma would catch me and burn my fingers with the match.  Ennis Pickett, Gene Martin, and myself were playing at the corrals by the old creek.  I threw a pitchfork and it stuck in Gene Martin’s head.  He was all right.

 
I started school in 1925 in the yellow brick school house at Marion.  It was located just south on the Marion Church House.  Miss Thora Woodhouse was my teacher, she in Traffords sister.  We lived in the Session’s place at that time.  We moved uptown on the old Worthington place on Water Street in 1928.  It was close to the canal, and we didn’t have any water in the house.  The house was brown, and had eleven rooms.  We filled up a big pond for the livestock.  To water during the winter we would drive them to Birch Creek, there we would but holes in the ice with axes.  Robert was born while we were there.  Derald was born at the Briggs house, and Charles at the Sessions place.  I think Paul and Roxey were born at Uncle Aces house.  We spent 3 years here and moved back to Marion.  Gib Lee moved in, latter the house burned down.

Derald, Charles, and I rode from Oakley to Marion to school from Sept. to Christmas on horseback.  Going to school one morning Derald and Charles were thrown off and Derald broke his arm.  We went on to school and told the teacher about it, but he wouldn’t believe us and made Derald stay in school all day with a broke arm.  While we were living there I broke my first horse.  We took them to Bakers for water.  I climbed on and he threw me on top of Derald, while he was walking.  It was a bay mustang that I called Pete.  I didn’t last very long on him.

 
We were working ground one spring, and Charles was riding the harrow.  The team ran away wit him, and he got caught under the harrow.  He was just bouncing under the harrow until it broke loose.  Grandpa pulled Charles from the harrow.  When the team got to the house Grandma chased them around the yard.  While haying one summer, Charles was hauling hay on a slip, (the slips we used were mad of poles about 12 to 18 inches apart) the team he was driving ran away.  He fell under the slip with his head over one pole, his bottom under one, and his legs over another.  There was a row of tree stump up the road a ways.  The slip would hit one and bounce to another.  When the team finely came loose you couldn’t see him for the mud.  There was nothing wrong with Charles.

At 8 years old we were still at the Worthington house, and I was baptized at the old tabernacle.  I was blessed and given a name by my Uncle Thomas Mabey.  ON the 4th of Feb. 1924.  I was baptized by McClayne Barrus.  Confirmed on the 5th of Feb. 1924 by John R. Butler.  Ordained a Deacon 7th day of June 1931 by John E. Franks.  Ordained a Teacher on 2 Dec. 1934. And a Priest on 7 June 1936, both done by my father Daniel L. Mabey.

When I was 9 or 10 years old I was taking the horses to the mountains for the summer.  I was riding a horse named Rusty.  I was herding about 6 horses by myself.  Where Laroy live now across the street was a yellow house belonging to John McMurray.  They were just running water line to Oakley, and had dug a big trench.  Rusty and I hit it, and went head over heels.  I finished taking the horses to the mountains, and turned them loose on Mahogoney flats, went down big cotton wood and home.  Several time we went that same route at Easter time for a picnic.  We moved back to the old place, but still traveled to Water Street, and back because we farmed 80 acres there.

One Sunday we were going somewhere, and mom and dad went into the church house.  I kicked the gear shift into reverse and away we went.  We had a man, named Eldon Durfee, who worked for us.  He was sent to the flat after the dairy cows, he couldn’t find them.  I had to go back with him to get the cows.  There was about 10 of them.  Freeman Bates, Dad, and I went down to the field.  A cow just had a calf and I went down to see how she was.  The cow took after me, Freeman had a big black dog named Bob.  Bob grabbed the cow by the nose and probably saved my life.

We moved to the old place around Christmas in 1930..  There was just the one house there then.  In 1928 I graduated from Oakley High School.  I was ordained an Elder by J. Earl Whitely 18 Aug. 1938.

In 1939 I went on a mission to the Western States.  Colorado, Wyoming, South Dakota, Iowa, New Mexico, and Nebraska.  I was set apart for my mission by George Q. Cannon.  My mission Pres. was William W. Seegmiller.  He was from Kanab, Utah.  William J. Ballard visited the mission field and the mission field when mom (Barbara) and I got there.  We were in the mission field and the mission home together.  I spent till the 20th of April in Fort Collins, Colorado, until Nov. in Omaha, and the rest of the time in Nebraska.

I returned home in 1941, and Patriarch William T. Harper gave me my patriarchal blessing.  I was put into the Elders Quorum Presidency, and Supt. of Marion Sunday School.  I had 2 terms as Sunday School Supt. and 1 time as Young Mens President.

When the ward was moved to Oakley, both myself and Barbara were put in as young men and young women Presidents.  I was ordained a Seventy by Apostle Joseph F. Merrill on 11 May 1947, and a High Priest by Pres. Wade Baker 19 Feb. 1961.  When were released from the young men and women we were made Genealogy Chairman.  I was released from that and again was put in as young mens President, and mom was beehive teacher along with Erma Lowry.  In 1961 was put in the 2nd Ward Bishopric with Ray C. Bedke, and Joel Rassmusen as Bishop.  When they were changing the 70's we went to Salt Lake and visited with Levi Edgar Young, who was Pres. of 70's Quorums.  I was released from the bishopric, and again was made young mens President.  I was released from that, and made Genealogical Chairman again.  We went to mutual at the high school for a while, and then I was put the Stake Mutual Presidency.

After we were married I joined the Oakley mens glee club.  The glee club helped build the View, and Unity ward church houses.  We sang on radio and went to Twin Falls to be on TV.  We were going to Burley on day and hit some ice, and flipped over across a ditch.  Paul, Quinton Hunter and I were in the car.  Mom and I were married 10 June 1841 in the Salt Lake Temple. 

When the posse was organized I was elected to the Board of Directors.  I chose the name Vigilanties.  I was director until 1952, and them was made President.  I was elected Vice President of the state organization in 1952, also the judges association.  We traveled Southern Idaho, and Utah posseeing.  In 1952 I judged Idaho State Riding Association in Rigby by myself.  At the show in Blackfoot I was riding the relay race.  I changed from 1 horse to the other, and the horse threw me off.  I crawled under his neck and got right back on.  In the posse we had 4 black horses.  Ennis Pickett, and I rode together.  Jess Bedke, and Thee Robinson rode together.  We were the flag carriers.  In Aberdeen we rode in mud up to our knees.  We went to Grouse Creek, and rode in the dust and dirt.  I rode barrel races, pole bending races, wild cow milking, and got trophies in all of them.  I also jockeyed.  

While I was on my mission they moved our house down from Churchill along withe the old milkhouse.  I rode the mountains from Gamble on the south, it was south of Ray C. Bedke’s place up Goosecreek, to Artesian on the North.  From Deadline ridge on the West to City of Rocks on the East.  I chased wild horses.  I chased one stallion down Lone Cedar.   When we got to the mouth of Lone Cedar he jumped into the dam, and swam all the way across it.  I chased another stallion down Lone Cedar, came down to Trapper Creek.  He jumped a ledge to get away from me.  He jumped it going uphill.  The Forest Service hired people to go shoot horses, and the stallion was killed.  I spent part of one winter with Harold Marin chasing wild horses.  We branded the colts and let them go back out.  That is where we got old Midnight.  I caught a sorrel one at the same time, but he finally escaped.

Mom and I herded cows fro about 3 years in Oakley Valley District, up Bostetter and in Trapper Creek.  I went into Trapper Creek to Warm Correl one day.  Coming back that night my horse gave out on me.  I got to Wilson Spring, and hung my saddle in a tree, and turned the horse loose in the pasture.  I walked from Wilson Spring to Warm Correl that night, about 2 miles uphill.  Another time I trained some cows out of Bostetter, down Rock Creek, and down to the meadows in Rock Creek.  Corraled them there, and went back after them the next morning.

When Willard Cranney was pasturing cattle in Nevada, went over and helped him trail back in the fall.  We went up Trapper Creek in the car one day, and found a herd of wild horses, just up from South Cottonwood.  We herded them down by foot and corralled them at the ranch in Trapper Creek.  That’s where we got the bay stallion we called Trigger.  I went somewhere with him, and he got loose and went back to the mountains.  I got him back, and all he wanted to do was buck.  So I sold him to a rodeo string, before that I could rope or do anything on him, but after that we couldn’t do anything with him.   


