The Writings and Poetry of Ella Lorraine Hawley Petty
A History of the Hawley Family
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Ella Lorraine and Acil Leon Petty

Married 17 September, 1917
Memories of her Grandparents:

Thomas Holiday and Harriet Church


I need to write some of the things that I remember of my grandparents; Thomas Holiday and Harriet Church.  I being the oldest in our family and about the only one that remembers very much about them.

Grandfather (1824-1917) was a handsome man, had a long beard and thick hair that was snow white.  Grandmother Church was a sweet little person, about 5 feet 2 inches and the kindest person I have ever known.  I spent many hours at her home and it was a home of hospitality and love and with a definite Southern dialect.  When I was young, really small, Mom and Dad used to go to all the social affairs of the small town and we children were all sent to Grandma’s to stay all night.  Early the next morning we all walked home cutting through a field called the Old English Place where one lone apple tree grew and then on through Sam and Annie Rutherfords’ place.

In those days, Grandfather used to talk of his home in Tennessee, of the great plantation he and his brothers owned with his father.  He talked of the Civil War that destroyed most of their stables where thoroughbred horses were kept.  He told me (at the time I was studying American History) that the South was mistreated en every way.  Their barns burned by Sherman’s army. As they marched one could hear horses screaming for miles away.  At this time Grandfather would grow very sad and I know very homesick for his old hose in Tennessee.

He often told me to marry someone with loads of money and take him back to see his old home.  I asked him once if he was sorry that he left Tennessee and his answer was “No, I couldn’t live there and belong to the Mormon Church, and that was more important.”

They came to Utah in a covered wagon.  (I think they had two wagons, but I am not sure.  If only I had known then what I know now I could have written their life history which was amazing.)
He and Grandmother must have had a strong testimony. They sacrificed so much, had courage beyond belief.  With two missionaries, two servants and five children (Mother only 6 months old). They left at a time when the South was so very prejudiced against the Mormons.  (The time when two Mormon missionaries were killed.  They must have left in the night.)
Their own family disowned them and had their names taken from all records as if they had never been born, and since the South in those days had no cities, only counties, we know only that they were from Williamson County and they were converted to Mormonism.

I know not how long a time they traveled, but were on their way to Arizona arriving in Utah, they decided to stay.  The journey had been rough and hard and they were too tired to go on.  They first settled in Deseret.  The home they lived in, I know so little about.  I know not if it was rented or if they built it, but I do know it was what they called the corner across the street from Gram and Grandfather Cahoon. Uncle Hyde’s people.  I do know that they cooked only over a fireplace--how long they lived there or when they moved to Oasis I do not know, but Grandfather must have had some money as they built the home they were living in.  They owned 40 acres of land and here raised a family of 11 children.  Uncle Will, Major, Robert, John, Henry, Aunt Laura, Mary, Mother (Zona), Hattie, Violetta, Della.
When I think there were eleven children in a 4 room house.  One part built of logs--but there was a small brick or adobe (I can’t quite remember) shanty.  Gram used to call it the shanty.  There was a wood stove in there and two beds, so I guess part of the family slept there.

The boys went to work during summer and went to school up to 8th grade in winter.  The school house was back of the old Huff Store in a field.  As a child I remember those fallen bricks were in heaps, but as I grew older I don’t remember seeing them.  My mother told me that was where the old school house had been.


Mom had very little formal education, but her grades did so much for her.  She could out spell anyone of us and constantly corrected our English.


The Church family was all good looking.  Uncle John and Uncle Rob were big, handsome men.  I am so sorry that the pictures of my mother when she was young were lost.  At the time she was warned--not such over 16--she was beautiful.  Aunt Hattie was so pretty, also.  I went, to her wedding.  I was only 11 years old, but I remember her wedding gown of white satin (I think).  Anyway, the yoke covered with beads and lace.  Aunt Pearl Hawley Brown made it for her.  The wedding was held at Uncle Hyde’s parent’s home.

Nina and I rode to Deseret with Gram Church in her buggy and old Babe.  When we arrived home we had a new baby brother, Paul Legrand had arrived Jan. 8, 1902, and were we happy!

Uncle Will was the oldest boy, then Jajor, Uncle Robert, Uncle Henry--Uncle John.  Five boys and six girls.  Aunt Laura, Mary, Mother, Violetta, Hattie, and Della.  Violett was injured when a very small baby.  I never knew who was at fault, but someone threw her up and failed to catch her.  She became partly paralyzed.  0ne side was badly crippled.  Gramma said that she sent her to school when she was 6, but the children made so much fun of her crippled hand that they had to take her out.  She came home crying every night, so she had no formal education other than what the family gave her.  She could read a little and write her names.

When I was about twelve years old, Grandfather built one more room on and after the floor was laid we were allowed to have a dancing party.  Aunt Della played the piano and Uncle Henry played the cornet.  I remember only that there was a crowd and Gram baked cookies and made lemonade.


Uncle Henry and Aunt Della could play very well. One piece they played, Aunt Della composed.  She called it her dream tune. She told me she dreamed it one night and got out of bed and wrote the notes down.  They both played by music.  I know not who taught them.  Aunt Della played the harmonica.  She had a metal frame that fit over the shoulders and held the harmonica in place while she played both piano and harmonica.
The Hawley Family
Have you met the Hawleys, my family?  I wish you had.  Anyway, I wish you had known them when I was young.  They were most interesting, all eight of them.  My older brother died when a very young child and so not any of us knew him.  Only pictures of our beautiful brother dressed in a blue dress hung in our front room.  Living rooms were not in vogue, not yet and at that time all babies wore dresses (boys and girls).

I was the oldest of the rest of the family and Nina next.  Golden, my oldest brother was born in October, making it just three years for the three of us and Mother only 20 years old.  Trouble had not come to our home then and we were a happy family.  We all were sent to church every Sunday, Dad going with us to Sunday school and we all going to Sacrament Meeting at 2 pm, where Dad and Mother both sang in the choir.  Choir was led by James Christensen, a dear old soul.  He held this position from the time I was very young until I was married, playing for dances and also custodian of our ward.

When Golden was three years old and I seven there was to be a new baby added.  This was quite an event.  Aunt Hattie was to be married and that very day (Jan. 8) Paul came to join our family.  Aunt Hattie was married in Deseret at Uncle Hyde’s father’s home.  Grandmother, Nina, and I went in the old buggy with Babe (Grandpa’s horse) to the wedding.  I thought Aunt Hattie was the prettiest girl I had ever seen.  Aunt Pearl Brown had made her wedding dress of cream colored satin all trimmed with lace and pearl beads.  The table was set for so many people.  Gifts were stacked throughout the house.  This was wonderful to me.  We started home kind of early since it took about one and one half hours to drive back to Oasis.  When we arrived, Dad was in the yard to meet us and to tell of our new baby brother.
When Paul was four, Dad (we called him Papa, as Dad was not the fashion) went to Pine Grove to work for a lumber company, and the entire family (4 of us) went with him.  We all went by train to Fresno, Utah South of Milford, Utah.  Some of our friends lived there and I remember we stayed over night and went by stage the next morning to Pine Grove.

Aunt Mary and Uncle Rob’s family were already there and so were four or five more families.  Also Hilda Styler from Oasis was hired as a cook at the camp.  We lived in what they called a shake.  Such fun we had that summer.  Daddie built us a refrig in an old tunnel where a beautiful spring of water ran.  This was a huge lumber box nailed on the side just above the water all wrapped in burlap and here all perishables, such as butter and milk were kept.  We gathered water cress.  About two miles from where we lived was the Burton Cattle ranch---a large ranch where they employed 11 cow hands.  Burton’s son, I remember, was about 15, (I imagine) was my first boyfriend.  He delivered milk to us each day and I made sure I was the one to empty the milk, wash the bucket, and return it to him.  Sometimes he stopped for awhile.  One day Mom allowed me to go to the ranch with him so he helped me on his horse and I visited that big beautiful ranch.  I remember I had never seen anything so large and wonderful.  I had only been in Oasis where people and only farms and this ranch stretched for miles any way.  I was only 10 and it probably was not as big as it seemed.  (Since coming to the Temple, I met Brother who had lived close to Burton’s Ranch and he said it was still at Pine Grove and the young Burtons still owned it.)
We gathered pine nuts and had bonfires to roast them.  The entire town gathered nuts and sang songs always on Saturday night.  Uncle Rob held Sunday school, but the Burton children were not allowed to come as they were Catholic.

It was time for school and we had to leave for home.  The day we left it was snowing and cold.  I remember we rode in a white-top buggy.  Father made us get out and run behind the buggy to circulate our blood.  Tom Reed and family had lived in our home while we were away caring for the cows and horses.  I was so happy to get back with my friends.

That winter I refused to go to school.  The Indians came to town and I was such a coward.  The same tribes came each fall with the pine nuts.  Dad knew the old chief and he came to our home.  I don’t know what tribe they were.  The Old Chief, I remember, loved to sing.  With his buckskin jacket and great large hat, he was quite nice, but I was still afraid.  They stayed several weeks, sometimes most of the winter, camping in a lot just west of the railroad tracks on Main and Oasis Desert Road.

On the Old Miller place at that time there was a log cabin and a pond in back.  In winter this was our skating pond.  The Indians came in to sell their pine nuts and get supplies.  Many of their pine nuts were shipped by rail in large bags.  Some were sold here at home.  No one could gather and cook pine nuts like the Indians.  Dad would buy 100 pounds each fall and then for Christmas we gave bags of pine nuts to Aunts and Uncles.  There were quite a few relatives then. Uncle Jake (Dad’s brother) and Grandma Hawley nearly always spent Christmas with us.  Aunt Hattie, Aunt Della, Uncle Henry, Uncle John and Aunt Mary, Uncle Rob and Aunt Mary and sometimes Uncle Will and Aunt Mary usually spent Christmas with us.  Since three of my uncles (Mom’s brothers) married Marys, we told them apart by calling them Aunt Mary’s John, Aunt Mary’s Will, and Aunt Mary’s Rob.  I loved to have these folks come.  Nina and I could sleep on the folding bed.  It was in the living room and quite beautiful in its day.  There were two hand painted pictures for decoration (I wonder what became of them).

Nina and I both had scarlet fever.  Nina nearly died since she had diphtheria too.  Dr. Hamilton came each day and Mother stayed in the room with us since the other children were not to come near.  Aunt Della stayed with the family, also cooking for us---that were quarantined.  I don’t remember how old we were, but I do remember that one night Dr. Hamilton stayed all night watching and working with Nina.  Diphtheria closed her throat and there were times when they were afraid they would lose her.  The high fever left me with ear impairment and now that I am old it has become steadily worse.  Aunt Della was part of our household.  She came to help whenever she was needed.

I don’t quite remember, but I feel quite sure that the three boys, Golden, Paul, and Armand did not take the disease at that time anyway.

In our field where our new home was built, there was an old adobe house.  I never knew if it had been Gramma Hawley’s home or not, but it was used for an ice house.  Father had it filled with straw and sawdust and in mid-winter he and Sam Rutherford would go to the old reservoir and cut great chunks of ice for both Sam’s and our ice cellars.  This would keep most of the summer. I remember that most every Sunday we would have ice cream.  Dad did the freezing until the boys were older and they grumbled and turned the crank.

Around this icehouse, Dad had a garden, mostly corn and potatoes.  Every fall when the corn was gathered we could have a bonfire of the stalks and invite all our friends.  We could roast potatoes and Mom always baked a cake for us.  All our friends would have the same and we were invited all the way to Jensen’s (Inga and Axel).
The Williams lived close by us in the old Noyce place.  Uncle Lucian and Aunt LaVina had lived there, then Aunt Pearl and Uncle Harry.  I remember when Aunt Pearl lived there.  There were Lilian and Hearold.  Lillian was my age.  Aunt Pearl was a pretty woman and so smart looking.  She was very talented.  She ran a dress shop, millinery shop and also sold homemade candies.  She was very artistic.  Her shop was really her living room and it was very pretty, with satin drapes, pink table covers with pretty dishes filled with her homemade candy.  Mamie Damrow told me once that Aunt Pearl was the most stylish, attractive woman she had ever seen (smart-looking was not used then).
Mother and Aunt Pearl were very dear friends even before Mom and Dad were married.  Maybe that is how Dad met Mom.  I never knew.  Aunt Pearl died of cancer, also Aunt LaVina and Aunt Minnie.  Uncle Henry Hawley had leukemia.  Two of Aunt Pearl’s girls, Lillian and Ruth, were killed in a plane crash.  They had an exclusive dress shop and were on their way to a style show.

We were a poor family, but I did not know it because all of our friends had as little as we had.  My mother was a good manager.  She kept us dressed well by sewing.  All materials and patterns were sent for.  I remember one dress that I loved most of all--red organdy.  Nina and I were dressed alike and some people thought we were twins.

Father was always called “papa” and Mother “mama”.  Papa was good to help.  I remember each winter we always wore long underwear and long stockings that Grandmother Church knit for us.  She must have knitted all through the summer because when the first snow fell we would put on these long-legged underwear and knitted stockings.  The winters were much colder then.  We had deep snow always for Christmas and most always for Thanksgiving.  Father would get out early in the morning with scraper and horses and make a trail through the snow and sometimes all over town.

We all went to Sunday school and to meeting each Sunday.  Mother and Father both sang in the choir.  About the time I was 14 years old, Father was sent on a Mission to the Western States.  We were all so proud of him.  
Father was called on a mission when I was 13 years old.  Being the eldest in the family, Dad made me promise I would work hard helping Mother while he was away.  We were all to go as far as Salt Lake City with Dadie and there go through the Temple to be sealed to our parents.  That was a wonderful day for me.  Aunt Della went with us to care for we children.  We all stayed in the hotel until late in the afternoon and then we were taken to the Temple.  We were seated in the long hallway and when I looked up and saw Mother coming down the long stairway all dressed in white, I thought she was the most beautiful (person) mother in the world.

Now we were all taken up to the sealing room, Nina, Golden, Paul, Armond, and I.  We knelt around that alter and were sealed to our parents.  I shall never forget that day and my promise to myself that I would some day return to that beautiful temple to be married.  That promise was kept---but years later.  How much happier I could have been had I kept my promise I made to myself that day.

Since Daddy was to go into the mission home, Mother stayed in Salt Lake to see him off and we children were sent home with Aunt Della.

The next two years were hard ones for Mom. Lots of hard work! The family milked cows.  As I remember there were 7 or 8 of them.  I can still remember how terribly cold it was.  Mother kept the home fires.  Golden, Paul and Nina all milked cows, Armand (only 5 years old) and I did the feeding.  I was too big a coward to take my turn at milking so I was head of the haystack.  That old pitchfork handle covered with frost.  Some times Uncle Henry would help in the early morning since three of us were in school.

I was so thrilled when Mom enlisted my help that first Christmas Daddy was away.  I helped put out the gifts and decorate the tree that Uncle Henry had brought from Oak City Cedars.  Dad and Mom had purchased the gifts while in Salt Lake.  It was lonely without Dad.  I know I hurried home from school so I could get the mail.  Dad sent picture post cards of Seattle, Washington where he was first stationed and later to Vancouver, B.C.  Our Heavenly Father blessed our family abundantly those two years.  The crops were perfect.  We had a farm about 2 miles north of us called “The Ide Farm” and the farm of 40 acres by our home and both years the alfalfa was loaded with seeds.  Prices were good.

I don’t remember how many cows we had, but enough to pay Father’s way on his Mission and keep our family of five children.  Father was gone two years and those two years Uncle Henry Church put up the hay.  I tromped hay and rode the derrick with Nina’s help.  The Lord was so kind to us.  We were so blessed.  Mother had saved enough money to build our new home.  The home was partly furnished when our twin brothers Edd and Medd arrived.  One bedroom finished with a new rug for the arrival of the twin brothers.  I was fifteen now and must care for the family and cook for the carpenters that were there to complete our home, and attend school.  A Mr. Peterson and son from Meadow or maybe Fillmore, I can’t remember.

We always had family prayer, placing the chairs with back to the table; we would kneel down in a circle.  I remember the prayer that morning.  Father thanked our Heavenly Father for our new babies and my mother and asked Him to protect and keep them safe.  I remember that prayer more than any others. Father cried so hard.  Mother had been in labor all through the night.  He had stayed with her and Dr. Harris (a lady doctor) and he was so grateful.

I remember those were peaceful days.  Now Father was counselor to Bishop Skeems and Ward Teacher.  Not any of us knew or ever dreamed that in a very few years, about five of them, Father would become ill.

In 1910 the twins were born and our new home was almost finished.  Mother had saved enough to build it.  Out crops had been been bountiful. The Lord had blessed us with all the blessing possible to give one family.  And now there was to be a new babe.  Uncle Will Hawley had come to Oasis to help build.  The Pedersons from Kanosh also came to help and they had rushed building so we could be in our home for the blessed event.  One bedroom (that was later to become the kitchen) was finished and a new carpet (rug) put down and Dr. Harris, a lady doctor, came to spend the night. Feb. 17. Early morning our twins were born 20 minutes apart.  They looked so much alike the nurse could not tell them apart. The Doctor had placed a ribbon on Melvin since he was the oldest.  They were so very cute, but did we wash diapers twice a day!  Mrs. Stansworth took care of Mother and the two little ones and carried meals from the old house to the new.  Those days Mother stayed in bed 10 days, but Mother was ordered to stay in 2 weeks.

It was more than a month before the home was finished and we had moved.  The old house was used for storage and the milk separator.  At that time we were milking cows and shipping cream to Salt Lake City.  I missed one year of school, so now we were to go to Millard Academy.  Golden, Nina and I batched in a one room upstairs apartment in Uncle Lee Cropper’s home.  Lyle, Edda, and Mary were all home.  Lyle just about moved in with us as she thought Golden belonged to her.  Uncle Lee and Aunt Harina were really relatives since Uncle Lee was Grandma Hawley’s half brother.  They were so good to us.

The nest year Golden went to Provo, BYU, and Nina stayed at home to help since our new sister came to stay, named Manon.  She was darling.  Nina kind of claimed her since Mother was so slow in getting her strength back.  I went back to Millard and Nina was promised schooling at BYU to pay her for missing this year.  And this she did living with Jean Noyce, our cousin, and studied vocal under Brother Lund.  Nina had a beautiful voice, but her self consciousness, that she made no effort to overcome, kept her from success.  She could have gone far had she not been so utterly petrified every time she sang.  She did sing at funerals and later studied under a teacher at Millard Academy and which she had the lead in the operetta “Pinnafore”.

Soon there was trouble in our home. Father’s illness had changed his disposition.  He had Parkinson’s disease.  It was slowly paralyzing him including his thinking.  Things were not explained in those days as they are now.  Mother could not understand Dad being so impatient and sometimes hateful, so they grew apart.  Manon was only two.  Nina and I both married.  Doctor bills mounted and Mother became ill from worry.  The home was mortgaged and cattle sold to keep things going.  I know now that Dad was really too ill to have taken the mail and passenger contract, that caused all this debts.  This disease (Parkinson’s) creeps so slowly but surely.  I understand much can be done for it now, but then only sadness as Father slowly died for 10 long years.  Manon was 13 years old, and they were left to help themselves and each other.  The twins were Mother’s salvation.  They worked every place they could in summer and drove the school bus in the winter.  Edd told me once, “If I could be a manager as Mother had been, I would be rich.”

A Mother’s Prayer

On bended knees

     I pray.

God help my family.

Give them the courage,

     the understanding

     they so need.
Give them the faith

     that they

The way of Jesus heed.

God give them forgiveness,

     humbleness, and faith.
Please let them know

     You will never them forsake.

In this house of trouble

     teach them to unite

And closely knit with

     faith, The Right.

Written the day after Mother left for Utah

I didn’t cut any rose

     this morning.

There was no one to take

     them to.

The bed so empty, the couch

     so bare

seemed so lonely with

     you not there.

The roses seemed to know

     you had gone away.

They burst their blooms

     half way and with

determined firmness

     that way.

It may have been the

     weather, the wind

blows from the snow,

but I would think

     they stopped their

blooming because

     they miss you so.
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My Mother---Questions Unanswered

Why didn’t I tell her that I love her?

Why was I so shy?

How could she know I thought her beautiful?

Far more beautiful than the girls or I.

I even failed in the little things

I showed no appreciation.

For the Mom I loved so much,

But I practiced hesitation.

Why didn’t I spend more time

writing the things of her youth?

Now she has gone away and

I can never know all of the truth.

But I must write of her sacrifices

she made for all of us.

The care she gave, the prayers she taught,

Modesty was a plus.

Why, oh, why do we all procrastinate?

And leave the things we want the most until it is too late?

Mother---why didn’t I tell her that I loved her---that I appreciated all?
Mother was very young when she got married.  Only seventeen and was not a strong girl.  Very beautiful.  I saw pictures of her taken as a girl and she was beautiful.  Those pictures were left in the loft of our old home in Oasis and later destroyed by the people that bought the home.

Oral, the brother that died, was the firstborn.  He was only 16 months old when he died and I (Lorraine) only two months old.  Nina May was 18 months younger than I and Golden arrived 18 months later.  Mother was only 21 years old had, lost one baby, had three children all under the age of three and with no modern conveniences.   It was late in life before the water was in the house.  The so called toilet was outdoors and so was the water in a deep well when I was little, but a new well, one with a pump was made just before Father left for his mission.  This was closer to the house.

Lorraine’s Obituary

Lorraine Hawley Petty was born to Sims M. Hawley and Zona Church Hawley on O
ctober 6, 1895 in Oasis, Utah.  She attended elementary school at Oasis, and then attended Millard Academy, University of Utah in Salt Lake City, and Brigham Young University Provo, Utah.  She married to Acil L. Petty in Salt Lake City, Utah in October, 1917.  She lived in Salt Lake City, Provo, Nephi, Delta, and Ogden, Utah.  She moved to Los Angeles in 1940.  

Born to her family were three children:  Barbara Jean Mabey, Oakley, Idaho; Acil Leon Petty, West Covina, California; Patricia Armstrong, Salem, Oregon.  Her husband passed away in 1962.  She leaves one sister, Mrs. Ben Robes, Delta, Utah, and four brothers; Paul L. Hawley, Joshua Tree, Calif.; Eldon B. Hawley, Maryvale, Calif; Armond V. Hawley, Redding, California; Melvin J. Hawley, Delta, Utah.  She leaves 10 grandchildren and 20 great grandchildren.

The Poetry of Lorraine

The Broadcast
You shall hear their lightest tone

     stealing through your wall of stone

Til your loneliest valleys hear

     the far cathedral’s whispered prayer.
It’s queer how one you’d never miss, 
     it seems can always stay,
and one you love and want so much 
     must always go away.

Doesn’t seem right to me, you know.

     I guess, it’s cause I love you so.


It’s Twilight Hour
It’s twilight hour and you have gone away.
Oh, it just can’t seem real somehow

Only yesterday you were here to say

I’ll be back and well in awhile.
Just when I know how true are,
learned your depth, your worth.
Your work and love is completed here

and you’ve been taken from this earth.
Growing more lovely as you grew old,
you taught as great teachers did.
Not by wrong or right retold,
but by the life you chose to live.
Your haven’t painted pictures

or carved in the halls of fame,
but you built a character that will crumble not

when death did take its claim.

Fearless and faithful you battled life

and over a rocky way.
Through trials and sorrows you reigned supreme

And found the dawn of day.

To know you well was to love you more.
Though I know you are happy beyond

I hate to see tomorrow dawn, with you,

my friend and neighbor gone.

Fear not that your life will soon come to an end, but fear it shall never have had a beginning.

A good thing to remember and a better thing to do, is work with the construction gang and not with the wrecking crew.

And that I shall always know the wrong from the right.  Bless me with quick thinking, so I may always be a girl poised and fine as girls can be.

Even though I search all the corridors of my memory, I find no one I would rather call friend than you, Elder Hattie.  Your achievements have been many and God has given you a sublime gift, the love and understanding of your fellow man.

May the happiness and contentment you have given others reflect back into your own life, keeping you always “Elder Hattie, the Missionary.”

Be courteous to all, but intimate with few and let those few be well tried before you give them your confidence.

True friendship is a plant of slow growth and must undergo and withstand the shock of adversity before it is entitled to be called friendship.

     A Mother’s Fear in the Night
A horrid nightmare had made it all whirl

     and darkness had smothered this missionary girl.

I saw her give up and listen to him

     the promptings of Satan, that promoter of Sin.

The one spirit that whispers, “Be not afraid,

     do as you please, you can be saved,

God did bless you, but what if he did,
     need you be in his debt as long as you live?

Need you always do right and pray in your heart,
     why not let your lips just play the part.

Be young, don’t tie yourself down 
     to the ideals, the truths, in the mission you found?
Have fun; forget that God pulled you through

     a death-dealing illness and gave health back to you.”

She listened - and pondered - and wondered, why not?”
My missionary girl, that to the world had taught, 
     be God-fearing and kind, be faithful and true, 
     have joy sublime, but honor too.

She forgot all this and indulged just awhile, 

     with company not good, who gave liquor a trial. 
The slogan she learned, “Lips that touch liquor can

     never touch mine,”

Was fortotten now, in so short a time. 
The air was filled with a smoke that whirled 
      into the clean body of my missionary girl.
She leaned and kissed the boy that had 
     the cigarette that made her senses bad. 
Satan laughed and danced

     once more he had won .
In six short months, religion 
     traded for fun.

Humility gone, soft voices now loud, 
     modesty forgotten, no longer proud.

A missionary boy who still taught the truth

     had been scratched off her record and left to his youth.

Slowly and surely she would try back,
      the path, she had climbed on its narrow track.

She did not go forward,
     she could not stand still.
So she must slip backward on life’s steep hill.


(Continued:  A Mother’s Fear of the Night)
I cried in my sleep and offered

     a prayer for my missionary girl just standing there.
Then I awakened from that horrid dream and knew

     this was not real.
Things were not as they seemed.

     she lay in her bed peacefully asleep.
And in God’s environment He would forever keep

      my missionary girl.

I knelt beside her and offered a prayer,
     and thanked my Master that is only a ‘nightmare’.


I Resolve This Day

I resolve, this day to speak only kind things to everyone.

To keep my inner thoughts until day is done.
And then to guard them through the long night,

keep them, my thoughts only, until day is bright.

I resolve this day to keep my troubles sealed within my own home life,
no one shall know them, they are mine through happiness and strife.

What I feel, what I say or what the other one may say,
will be my secret until the close of day.
I resolve to think before I act or speak,
and never let my actions show I’m weak.

But rather show the world the poise and common sense

I have and always knowledge and wisdom seek.

I shall never talk about one to the other,

But rather comment, “Oh, he’s a swell feller.”

All my life my tongue has been my enemy

and never quite my friend.
And now it’s got to stop its wagging

and not one message send.
I shall prove I’m not weak, but strong and clever,
I won’t need sympathy or be afraid someone will tell.
Because my friends shall not know but what things are going well.

No comment shall I make--unless they are kind.
My dearest friends shall ask the questions, 
but not answers will they find

“Cuz” from now on, I resolve to stop,
this being just a baby.
Keep my secrets as real secrets and be a grown-up lady.

Be courteous to all, but intimate with few and let those few be well tried before you give them your confidence.

True friendship is a plant of slow growth and must undergo and withstand the shock of adversity before it is entitled to be called Friendship.


Announcement of a Dupe

I thought before I died, I’d dye, 
     and so, I.went about it.

But now I know (when it’s too late)
     I could have lived without it.

However could I think I’d care 
     to dye myself some nut brown hair,
but old grey heads make one so blue 
     and so I dyed, as most folks do.

I’m sorta red, sorta brown, 
      I fear, I must stay hid.

Or cover up this cap of mine

     until I do get rid

Of brown and red around my face,
     I actually am a darn disgrace.

It makes my wrinkler deep and furrowed,
     it makes my crow’s feet craw.
My skin looks like an old, old turtle,
     I even shocked my Pa.

My neck looks like a turkey’s neck,
     It’s a reflection from my dye.
I think I must have lost my mind,
     For who could be as dumb as I?

But I’ll be brave and wear my sin,
     Cause nothing can I do about it.

But the next time my head grows old 

     I’ll let my grey hair shout it!

Why I Mourn

Safety pins in brand new slips 
     tear tiny holes and great long rips.
Unwashed hose not put to dry,
     or dried too fast means rips and sighs. 
Wadded clothes are in a heap,
     to clear the mess would take a Jeep.
Safety pins in two
     cost way too much, so no more I fear.
Fifty dollar suits hang idly by

     while cute brown hats sit home to sigh.
Shoes not cleaned and heels run down

     with a little brushing and a little care
     could keep back all frowns

No more stamps and no more money,
     if no more care, you will sure look funny

So a little patience and a little care

     will keep all things in good repair.

Most of All I Miss Your Smile

I miss the welcome you gave me 
     each morn

I miss Phil’s “Hi”or”Hello, Mom” 
I miss the hash browns on 

     the breakfast tray.
The news from the hospital 

     and what they say.
The magazines you brought home 
     each day.
The lunch and breakfast we

     had at Phil’s and Trish’s.
The little Juniors what greets us 
     with a kiss.
Those two darlings I shall

     surely miss.
The handsome little boy

     and the pretty little miss.
The pictures we saw--some

     taken long ago.
When Dad and Rick stole

      the show with “Home on the Range”.

Those beautiful memories

      are now ready to file.
Along with the memory

      of your smile.


To My Mother

Mother, how I wished I lived near and could 
     come in and chat for awhile.
We would talk of the things of the day and 
     start each day with a smile.
It’s easy to smile when I have you near.
My tasks are not burdens to do.
I can see they are light ones

     by the side of yours and yet

     no grumbling you do.
I just can’t grumble when I know you don’t,
     it would not be fair don’t you see.
You taught life’s lessons not by

     word of mouth, but by example to me.
You are always making the best of things 
     and know it’s just as well.
Living in hope and praying for faith 
     and some day you never can tell just 
     what will happen to make you say

     “Today, all is well”.

As I Visit Memory’s Garden
As I visited memory’s garden

     with mental camera.
I probably found only the beauty,

     the love, and nice things.
I skipped the unhappy and sad things,
     the illness of my father

     and the struggles of my younger

     brothers and sister.

But thanks to my mother

     all are good citizens.

     Med, Edd, and Manon.


What Was So Different?
What was so different about you,
     A perfect stranger to me?
It was some physical attraction 
     that thrills all the way through, 
     where I chance to be

There were other friends that were fine,

     They wore a uniform, too.

Some officers in khaki, 
     and Bob was navy blue.

Arland offered me his wings,
     but I declined the nomination.
Because he had to know

     my heart could make no reservation.

There are letters here all interesting 
     that come from lands afar.

But not often do I get the one-
     I am really wishing for.

Why are you so different from others, 
     that I cannot forget.
The ten short days we saw each other,
     the place where we first met?

The evening at the Rendezvous 
     and the memory of your first kiss.
The only person I ever knew 
     that I can truly say, ”I miss”.

My whole life must now be

     readjusted, I find no peace at all 
One day I want to fly to you,
     next day I wish you would call.
I have no right to expect so much

     just because I wear your wings.
I only wish I knew the truth and

     the answers to some things. 
Have you forgotten the Utah Miss

     who had her course all change.
Her ambitions and plans all misconstrued

     by one Lieutenant’s kiss.
You never seem to think of me or 
     even letters send.
Nothing to indicate that I can ever be 
     more than just your friend.

Tonight I can seem to think things out,
     so I shall keep on praying.
And quietly listen to my inner thoughts
     that quietly keep on saying

“I am happy I wear his wings”.


A Mother’s Prayer

Dear God, I pray with faith and thanks for thy 
     blessings within the hour--
For the miracle I just saw and know to be of

     thine own power.

For the kind friends I met and knew in

     my dark hours of need.
For the Elders and the Sisters that were

     brothers to me indeed.

For a conscientious doctor.
For a daughter so full of faith.
Oh, God, I pray I shall always go thy way.

The faith I’ve gained shall always be an outstanding lesson in prayer to me.
I’ve learned the power of prayer when said on bended knee---beside a bed.

I saw mere boys and girls with strength of men ask you in humility to give back life and health again.
Holding Your priesthood and being worthy of such.
They accomplished the work, no doctor could touch.
Nurses and doctors gave me no hope, but you in your mercy have taught me to know all things can be done---if in prayer and faith we keep tuned to our God and stay in His grace.

Now she is completely recovered, able to work again to carry on her calling to preach your gospel among men.
And as I left her tonight, saw her standing there, defiant of things to come, I offer up this prayer.

Oh, God I give thanks this day to you.
Who has been so kind and in your own appointed way gave back life and strength to one of mine.

Prayer is the soul’s sincere desire uttered or unexpressed.

The motion of a hidden fire that trembles in the breast.

Prayer is the simplest form of speech that infant lips can try.
Prayer, the sublimest strains that reach The Majesty on high.

Prayer to me has always been an outlet for my emotions, whether happy or sad.  I have always been taught that consolation and contentment come to those who pray.  Our church doctrine teaches us that mountains have been moved, people brought back from the dead and tempest tossed ships found calmness through prayer.


Why I Cry

I stood it as long as I could

     The baby being gone

The room seemed so empty—

     The day so long

          No baby to cry

          No mother’s song.

Finger marks here

      on the windows and doors.
Checkers and marbles

      scattered on floors.

          Empty rooms--vacant beds

          The vision of “a little brown head”.

The black and white panda

     sat on a chair.
No one to rock it,
     No one to care.
The little bunny seemed

     lonesome too.
All lay on the floor.


Mother Darling

I started out to buy a blouse to fit your figure cute,

     but any blouse I found to buy, just didn’t seem to suit.

So I’m turning this task over to you and hope you’ll find the right one.
It can be white, pink, or blue, just so it fits my loved one.


Only a Dog

Only a dog with two brown spots

     but he had almost learned

     to read our thoughts.
Affectionate and kind, but forgot to mind

     And into a motorcar shot.

Poor little Jasper, we will

     miss you most

When night shadows fall

     and you can’t clamor close
     to the old kitchen range
     for a sleep through the night.

Your sleep is now permanent

     though it doesn’t seem right.

Thomas Holiday Church
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