MEMORIES OP THE SAGE BRUSH KIDS

Joy Bèrtroch Mayne — Nov. 1991

Living in a one room cabin with a big Monarch Stove; coal oil lamp for light, deer meat and biscuits.

Four sage brush kids on a mattress pulled out from under Mom and Dad’s bed at night.  Snug as can be on a cold winter’s night.

Four sage brush kids playing around the cabin, running in the cedar and pinion pine trees.  And, oh lots of sagebrush, six feet high.

Four sage brush kids with the animals.  Turkeys that roosted on the little brown house out back, Coyotes running by to get a meal, if they could.

Four sage brush kids riding their horse named Rusty.  Rabbits jumping up, oops, all four off on the ground, find a big rock and back on again.

Four sage brush kids watching the wild horses run.  Cowboys catching them.  Popeye was one who Dad liked to ride.

Four sage brush kids playing with a gopher on the cabin floor.  Oh, so much fun.  Bull snakes to eat the mice, Lizards darting everywhere, even one in mother’s hair.

Four sage brush kids playing on the way to Grandma’s house.  Oh here comes a mountain lion so curious. Watches through the sage brush.  What kind of creatures are they?

Four sage brush kids, oh so much fun to fetch a little bucket of spring water to drink from the canyon out back of the cabin.

Four sage brush kids with a pet lamb.  To run and play in the sage brush.  Run lamb run.

Four sage brush kids with our Indian friend, Crazy Joe.  Some times he would scare us. Oh how we would run through the sage brush and home.
Four sage brush kids in the snow, oh so much fun.  On the sleigh going down the mountain behind the cabin.  Two horses and a sleigh going to grandmas, two miles away.

Four sage brush kids going with their family to the school to see the Christmas play.  One

is a wise man.  Oh, to see baby Jesus in the manger.  It is Jesus’ birthday.  All the children are there.  Oh the sweet spirit that is there.

Four sage brush kids getting a sack of candy, nuts and an orange from Santa.  Oh, it smells so good. The orange is so big and juicy and tastes so good.

Four sage brush kids going with Dad to get a Christmas tree.  Taking the horses and sleigh to get the prettiest pinion pine we could find.  Oh so cold and so much snow.

Four sage brush kids stringing cranberries on a string to put on the Christmas tree.  Candles, red ones.  Oh be so careful - watch them real close.

Four sage brush kids getting up on Christmas morning.  Oh boy one toy for me - a doll, a

truck, Santa must have been here. Oh, look at our new clothes.

Four sage brush kids getting ready for Christmas dinner at Grandma’s house.  Put your new clothes on so we can show Grandma.  Bring the yams and some goodies.

Four sage brush kids at Grandma’s for Christmas dinner.  One of Grandma’s turkeys and all the trimmings.  Aunts and uncles and cousins, oh such much fun.  Oh boy, Aunt Wanny has brought the divinity, yum, yum, yum.

Four sage brush kids with so many fond memories.  So much love and closeness with our family.  So thankful for all we have had and hard times to really appreciate all we have.  So thankful to our Father in Heaven for all our many blessings.

(Joy was born in a small cabin homesteaded by her family up near dry lake.  She married Carl Jay Mayne.  Her father Garland worked for Roy.  Joy went to school in Gypsum with Joyce.)

