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When we fill our hours




With regrets over the failures 




Of yesterday,




And with worries over the




Problems of tomorrow,




We have no today




In which to be thankful;
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-Anonymous-
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Hyrum Winterton 

About 1943
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Members of Nottingham Choir, in England  The 3 girls on the left are Ann Winterton, Ellen Widdison and Polly Squires.  About 1868

Old Home in Charleston, Utah, where Hyrum S. Winterton was born, Aug.  16,  1878.

Also born here were John Joseph, Ralph, Moroni and Melissa Winterton
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Mother Ellen Widdison Winterton, baby Moroni and Hyrum, age 4, in 1822  (There is a hand written correction changing the date to 1882)

[image: image12.jpg]


[image: image13.jpg]



            Sarah Van Wagoner about 1900


  L. to R.  Earl Carlyle, and Harold V.








                Winterton 1930
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The John Van Wagoner family  --- about 1912

Front Row L.  to R. ; Dean, Clara, Grace, Albert; middle row: Joh, Joh-the father, Margaret-the mother, Will and Sarah; back row:  Mary, Luella, Joseph, Nancy, David and Elizah  {Correction of typing mistake in the original  John, and John-the}
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Father’s first family

From left to right:  Malissa,  William H.,  Father William Winterton, and  T.  Fredrick

Winterton,  Back row:  Hyrum, Ralph, Sarah, Eliza, Moroni Winterton, and Fred Parker [a

Nephew to William, who lived with them.]
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Father’s second family:

Edward, Nettie, Valeo J., “Aunt” Jane, Father William, and Carry Winterton
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Family Group about 1916

Back row: Ralph, Van, Harold, mother-Sarah Van

Wagoner Winterton, and father-Hyrum W. Winterton.

Front row:  Omni, Clair, [on mother’s lap], Grace, and

Luella   {Corrected typing mistake in original Hyrum S.}
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Ralph Deloy, Omni Overton, Clair William, Harold

Vernon, and Van Delos Winterton, boys of H. S. and

Sarah Winterton.  About 1916
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Hyrum S. Winterton as a missionary to Eastern States

Hyrum S. Winterton and companion Harry 

Mission in 1900
Hardy in Loudoun County, Virginia, August 1900
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Missionary Group, 1902 in Baltimore, Maryland.

Left to right: Hyrum S. Winterton, Charleston, Utah; John Blair, Spring City, Utah;  Ira

A. Call, Bancroft, Idaho;  Gaskell Romney, Dublan, Mexico [father of George Romney,

Former governor of Michigan]; Ernest E. Cheney, Brigham City, Utah; James A. Loveless,

Provo, Utah; Thomas Freeman, Salt Lake City, Utah
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Gladys and Leo Winterton in front of the old home built by William

Winterton in about 1898.
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Hyrum S. Winterton’s good brick home in Charleston, Built in 1917.

Home has now been bought and restored by the Don Beuhner family

Who live there.
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Geneology Group in Charleston taken about 1940 in front of

Grandfather William Winterton’s home.
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Family group, includes entire posterity in 1943 before Hyrum S.  and Sarah went on their mission to Mississippi.
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Hyrum S. Winterton and Sarah, getting ready to leave

For home after mission in Winter Haven, Florida.1943
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Sarah Van Wagonen Winterton and daughters, Grace, Luella, Ruth, Eva

and Stella.  1943{Sarah Van Wagoner, I believe this to be a typing mistake,

uses of the name Van Wagonen in our family history pre dated Sarah}
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Hyrum Winterton and his second wife, Jessie.  1953
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In 1974 part of the family who attended the annual

picnic on July 24th in Strawberry Valley.  Front:

Hyrum S. Winterton, Ruth Huff and Omni O. 

Winterton.  Back:  Van D. Winterton, Stella Lewis,

Clair Winterton and Eva Kohkonnen
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Harold Winterton, holding the bull, and Clair kneeling in front.  The bull is Donal Panama III, many times grand champion bull on the Western show circuit, shown here at the Christmas Livestock show in Los Angeles in 1928.  Harold was 25.  We do not have many pictures of Harold, most of them having been burned in the fire when the home burned.
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Hyrum S. Winterton, and grandson, Jimmy Huff, greeting crowd from horseback at livestock tour in 1956.  Jimmy was later killed in a highway accident in Strawberry Valley
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Hyrum S. Winterton, Norman Winterton [son of Harold, deceased], Van Winterton, Grace Simmons, Ralph D. Winterton, Luella Walker, Omni O. Winterton, Clair Winterton, Ruth Huff, Eva Kohkonnen, and Stella Lewis.  1956
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    Hyrum S., Luella, Ruth, Van, Mont,

Don, Mont, Hyrum S. and Clair
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    and Omni
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             Hyrum S. and Vern




Hyrum S. and Luella
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         Van D., Omni, and Hyrum S.

         Luella, and Ruth with Hyrum S.
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Stella Lewis, Eva Kohkonnen, Ruth Huff, Luella Walker, Grace

Simmons, Omni O. Winterton and Van D. Winterton

[image: image40.jpg])7%;/&44/1%/ / //5/“‘ W’é;/;’ ;"










FIVE GENERATIONS




Front: baby, Brent Alexander, great-great grandson,





Julie Alexander, mother, Hyrum S. Winterton.

Back: Eldon Winterton, grandson; Van D.Winterton son. {date penciled in to our book 1976}

HYRUM S. WINTERTON AT HOME IN ROOSEVELT

Age 93, 1971


          Age 94, 1972 in Omni’s home at Roosevelt


Hyrum S. Winterton at his desk in his apartment in Omni Winterton’s home at Roosevelt.

Utah, about 1973, age 95.


Hyrum S. Winterton and family at reunion in Strawberry Valley 1966

PREFACE


In appreciation here I wish to thank my Heavenly Father for health and strength and for the inspiration that has come to me and strengthened my memory so I could tell of the more important experiences of my life.  Though I am 83 years of age, I still ride on the range on horseback with the  cattle in Strawberry Valley in the summer time and I enjoy putting in long hours with my books and writing at other times.


If the story is good, I wish to dedicate it to our pioneer parents who gave us our names at birth.


At this time I wish to speak of the patience of my wife, Jessie, who has suffered herself not to disturb me when she thought I was busy, even though she would have liked to talk to me; and not only while writing this story, but during the many other things I have had to do, and other writings I have made.  Yes, she has been good, and been very patient, and has done all in her power for my convenience and pleasure.


Each one of my family has tried to relieve me of all other work, as much as possible so that I could have time to write and do family research work, etc.  I wish to tell also of the great help rendered by my daughter-in-law H. Carma Wilson Winterton and my granddaughters, Marilyn and Diane, and also my grandson Lowell Walker.  Theirs has been the big job of doing all the typing, making the stencils, and making the reproductions.  And, little do people know how much work it is unless they have had experiences with it.  Still they say that they have been well repaid.  They knew they were pleasing me.  I appreciated all who have helped in any way.


If my relatives and friends will read and be able to appreciate what I have written, I will feel well paid for all my time and efforts.








Respectfully,



This is the second day of January, 1955.  I have been to Priesthood Meeting, to Sunday School and at eleven thirty, the Fast and Testimony Meeting commenced which I attended.  It has been a wonderful day to me.  The Bishopric also has asked that I accept a job as a ward teacher.  I feel glad that we are getting acquainted in this the First Ward in the Park Stake.


For many years my children and others have urged me to write the story of the most important experiences of my life.  I have always had it in mind and the desire to write, but have just put it off day by day hoping the time would come when I would have time and feel sufficiently humble that I might be worthy of the inspiration of the Lord to direct my thoughts and that I might put the same words that would be read with pleasure and satisfaction by my posterity, loved ones and friends.


This morning our Sunday School teacher spoke these words, “You may not think at the time that it is necessary to record the experiences of your life, but you owe it as a duty to your family and posterity who follow you.”  With this thought, I feel it my duty to write some of the things I feel important to write.  I here resolve to do my best.


In this important work I feel the need of the inspiration of the Spirit of the Lord to direct my mind and thoughts and ask my Heavenly Father in humility that I might be directed by His spirit in performing this, one of my most important obligations.


Some time before my wife Sarah’s death, she wrote a beautiful story, not a long story.   But in that story I read the words of a good sweet girl, a devoted wife and mother, my dear companion for forty-nine years.  If my children and their posterity can get the joy and satisfaction in reading my story as I have had in reading the story of Sarah Van Wagoner Winterton,  then I am sure my time in writing will be well spent.  Because her written story was not quite complete when she passed away, I have wondered if she may have purposely left it for me to finish that our life story  might  be  more closely tied together.     Yes,  if  I could  just tell one tenth of her many virtues,  of her love,  her patience,  her faith and devotion to duty, to her parents,  her brothers and sisters,  and especially her husband and children, to friends and neighbors, both home and abroad, where we spent many happy days together. Yes, perhaps never did we know each other better than in the trials, the sorrows and the joys of missionary life we shared together.  Together we gained many friends whom we could not forget.


In order that I may be able to tell my story better,   I feel I must first tell what I can of the lives of my ancestors, especially my parents, and their sacrifices and trials in coming to Zion, that we, their children, could be born here in the “Valleys of these Mountains.”  I wish I could tell the story so you, dear reader, could appreciate it as I did When listening to my parents as we sat by the fireside at night when they felt free to talk.  I appreciate so much the fact that they obeyed the Gospel message while yet in their youth and had courage to come to Zion.  I feel indebted to my brothers and sisters and here express my thanks to them and all others who have helped to gather some of this information.


My Grandfather, William Hubbard Winterton, was born June 26, 1816 at Nottingham, England.  My Grandmother, Sarah Marriot Winterton, was born

February 14, 1825 at Nottingham, England.  They were married October 24, 1842.  My Grandfather would then be twenty six years old, and my Grandmother, seventeen years of age.  Grandfather was baptized January 6, 1850 and Grandmother Winterton , June 3, 1850.  They were the parents of eight children, three of whom died in infancy, the other five children later came to Utah.


Grandfather was very active in the church in those early days and often filled appointments by going out among the people and helping to hold Cottage Meetings in company with the Mormon Missionaries.  I have often heard my father tell about his father, his brother, John and himself, walking three miles and then three miles on the return trip, in order to attend L.D.S. Meetings.


On account of Grandmother having young children, she was deprived of attendance at church very often, except when cottage meetings were held at, or near her home.  During those years, there were none of the children that lived so near to the mother as did my father.  He was constantly with her at work, from the time he was six years old, until the time when he had to break loose from her arms as she clung to him when the Captain of the ship shouted, “All Aboard!”  The ship John J. Boyd was setting sail for New York.


Yes, William had been her main help.  In the factory it was her job to knit stockings.  The yarn had to be put on the bobbins.  That was William’s job and Grandmother could keep on running the knitting machine.  I understand the mother and son became quite efficient in the knitting of stockings.  The steady work in the knitting factory is the main reason my father was deprived  of the privileges of school and education.  I say education, and yet he was a genius in many ways.  He had a good memory and his mind was alert.  By the time a load of grain had been sacked and weighed he had the value figured out mentally before most men could figure the value with pencil and paper.   He was an expert in estimating the acreage in a piece of land, by stepping around it.  Father was a good farmer and very particular in keeping his land clean of weeds.  People would come from far distances to buy seed grain from him.  My father was a lover of sheep and because of his careful selection during the many years, I think I am safe in saying he had the best quality sheep and the largest sheep of any herd in the surrounding country, but they were not registered sheep.  In those days, I remember, I knew of no registered sheep in our valley.  Sometimes father would buy more to his liking or to get new blood lines, but his herd was gradually improved by careful selection of his own herd, both for wool and for mutton type.    He weighed the wool and marked the ewes that produced the better fleeces so they would be kept in the herd to improve the quality of his sheep.  He wanted my brothers an I to go in the sheep business with him on a broader scale.  He said he would buy the sheep if we would herd and take care of them and take them to the winter range as did other sheep men.  I don’t know the answer my brothers gave him but I said, “Don’t buy any sheep for me to herd.  I would rather take care of cattle.”  There was no question in my mind as to whether or not the adventure would pay out financially, but I was tired of herding sheep.  Herding sheep had taken me from my home and loved ones too much in the past.  It did not give me the life I most desired.  I was not afraid of hard work on the farm.  I was happy when I could drive a team and walk behind a hand plow, run a mowing machine, or a grain binder.  I could pitch and stack hay and loved to do it.


How happy was I when I was able to own a good team and a saddle horse and knew they were my own.  Oh, why should I not live the life I loved the most?  But now, why should I let my mind wander so far from the things I started to tell?


I was talking about dear grandmother, Yes, very dear to me because I had often sat and listened to my father tell his story; the story of a dear mother who had worked hard to help support a large family, and on the side had laid away a nice little sum of money to help defray the expenses of the ones first to leave for Zion.


The husband and the two older sons, John and William, were the first of the family to leave for America.  It was the year 1863.  Yes, this was the story of a boy who had been almost constantly at her side until he had to break away from his mother’s arm and leave her weeping.


Time had not blotted out the memory of that sad parting.  He still thought and talked of his mother.  His love for her was deep and true.  None could sit and listen to his story without being affected by his words and emotions.  Often have I heard my father tell of those sad experiences.


The boy had grown older now.  He had raised a large family of his own.  He now knew better a father’s love, and was better able to understand his mother, her love for him and the sacrifices she had made that her family might come to Zion.  When he realized that he might never see his mother again, he sometimes bowed his head in sorrow.  I especially remember one night as I noticed that he sat as if in deep meditation; then I said, “Father, what are you thinking about?” I knew it was hard for him to control his emotions.  His reply was, “I am thinking of my mother.  I feel I should go to England and see her.  I would like to bring her here, to our home; her children are all here and she is left alone.”


The year 1869 was a great year for the Latter Day Saints; the time of the completion of the two greatest railroads of all time; the Union Pacific and the Southern Pacific, thus connecting California and Utah with the eastern part of the United States.  That year many emigrants came to Utah.  No more did they have to walk across the thousand miles of stretched-out prairies, the plains of Nebraska, Kansas, Wyoming, and the mountains of Utah.


That was the year two more of Grandmother’s children left her.  I speak of Aunt Ann and Uncle Tom.  She then was left with one child, the youngest daughter Sarah, whom we knew as Aunt Sarah Parker.  


Aunt Sarah raised three children in England, but was not happy with her husband who could not be persuaded to leave off the use of liquor.  Then after her son John Parker died, Father and Uncle John Winterton sent money to arrange for the emigration expenses of cousins Eliza and Fred Parker.  It was soon after that Aunt Sarah followed her children to America.


And thus Grandmother was left to do for herself and get along the best she could during her old and declining years.  Father sometimes wrote to her and pleaded with the hope that he might persuade her to come to Zion.  He would pay all her expenses.  Her answer was, “I am afraid I could not stand the long trip and especially the long voyage across the sea.”  I am wondering if my grandfather’s exaltation in the Kingdom of God might not have been greater had he have remained with his wife a little longer and helped her to take care of the growing children and until they all could see their way clear to come to Zion.  I think Grandmother 

would have come with him had she received a little help and encouragement.  What would we think of the Captain of a ship who would abandon his ship in time of peril and take to the life boat and thus leave the passengers to perish.  Let me ask:  was he not the head of the house?  Should he not have been interested, most of all in his families welfare?  Did he want salvation and forget family ties?  I am still left to wonder.  Yes, I am aware of prophecy, the predictions of both ancient and modern prophets which speak of the gathering of Israel.  I remember and have often quoted Jeremiah Third Chapter Fourth Verse, “Turn, O backsliding children, Saith the Lord; for I am married unto you; and I will take you one of a city, and two of a family, and bring you to Zion.”  This is only one of many promises of the Lord concerning Israel.  I am sure that in order to bring about that great gathering and the establishment of Zion in the “Tops of the Mountains,” it meant sacrifice, trials, hardships, heartaches and tears.  And still I am glad that my parents came to this good land which for a long time was hidden from the gentile nations and preserved until our day, to be a place of refuge and a gathering place for those who love the Lord and serve Him.  I will not complain; it is God’s plan.


I need only be brief in telling of the journey across the plains of the father and the two boys, John and William, because it is told in Father’s own words elsewhere.


The father, William Hubbard Winterton, stayed with the main Mormon train which was under the leadership of John R. Murdock as captain of the company and Abram Hatch as first assistant.  When this company of emigrants reached the Black Hills on the Sweetwater, they overtook Captain Creighton’s train which was held up because some of the drivers had left them and Captain Creighton asked for help.  Captain Creighton was freighting for Wells Fargo & Company.  That was when father and the two sons came to the parting of the ways.  Grandfather continued on with the Mormon train and arrived in Salt Lake City during the time of the October Conference of the L.D.S. Church.


Grandfather, soon after the time of his arrival in the city, obtained the job of Toll Gate keeper in Parley’s Canyon.  A road that was passable with wagons had been built, so the travelers no longer had to go through Emigration Canyon.  But the canyon still needed repairs and the people who traveled the road must pay the bill:  hence the necessity of a toll collector.


It was necessary that John and William do something to earn their own living.  They drifted on from place to place, finally to Utah County and Provo, and in 1865, they went up into Wasatch County where their homes were finally established.

Grandfather Winterton never did see Wasatch County.   I don’t know how long my grandfather lived in Parley’s Canyon, I do remember, however, that in the year 1883, my parents took the family to Salt Lake City.  We all went except Sister Sarah.  It was necessary that one stay at home to take care of the home and do the chores.  Sarah was then not quite thirteen years old.  She could be trusted to do the chores.  There were the pigs and chickens to feed and about four cows to milk; their names, Muggins, Lill, Brock and Boss.  Sarah was the only one that could successfully milk Muggins without having her kick over the bucket.  She would 

kick very hard; at least I thought so and Sister Eliza and Brother Will appeared to be afraid of her, though they sometimes had to milk her.


The high lights of the Salt Lake trip, as I remember, were as follows:  When we were traveling down through Snyderville, Father said, “Keep your eyes open children, you may soon see a railroad train.”  Sure enough we saw it.  What a wonderful sight it was; a steam engine, puffing along on wheels, and pulling several railroad cars.  What a thrill it was to hear its whistle blow.  Next, I remember being at Grandfather’s home.  His wife we called Aunt Bessie.  They treated us very nicely, but when Grandfather caught his children in the strawberry patch, we hardly knew what to do.  Of course, he told us what to do, to get out of the berry patch.  I do not think he even smiled.  It may be that Brother Ralph, being only three years old may have been stepping on the vines.  All I wanted was to eat the berries.  We decided to not get into the berry patch any more, so he never had another chance to feed us strawberries.  O that visit was the only time we ever saw Grandfather Winterton.  He was the only grandparent either of us children ever saw.


Then, I remember being down on Main Street.  What a thrill that was.  We could see men and boys riding high wheel bicycles, the front wheels higher than wagon wheels.  I wondered how they could make them go straight and not tip over or run into the crowds on the streets.  I was amazed at the crowds on the streets and everyone seemed to be in a hurry.


One of the purposes of our trip to Salt Lake was to have our pictures taken.  Little brother John had died and Mother has no picture by which to remember him.


Mother had made nice dresses for the girls and pretty suits of clothes for the boys.  How proud I was dressed in my pretty velvet trimmed suit with pretty brass buttons.  Mother took special pains in combing and curling my hair.  Then I stood by her side with my hand on her chair while our picture was taken.  Yes, it is true.  I was at her side, Moroni was on her knee.  I was five years old.  Moroni was a baby of about eleven months.  I have sometimes wondered if I was Mother’s favorite child.  I guess I only have felt that way because she was so good to me; so kind.  I sometimes heard my mother say, “:Hyrum has never been a strong child like other children.”  She said she had been afraid she would never be able to raise me.  Mother was so kind to me and I feel sure I loved her as much as any young child could love a mother.  When she would say, “Hyrum has always been a good baby,” it pleased me very much.  No word from her lips escaped my ears, if could help it.


On the way to Salt Lake City, I heard her say, “William. When we get to the city there is one thing I would like.”  “What is it Nellie?” said my father. She replied, “When we buy our dinner in the city, I would like some bread and cheese and a glass of beer.  I do want a glass of beer.”  I felt that I was on Mother’s side.  I did not think it would hurt just that once if she drank a glass of beer.  The people of England were great lovers of beer, tea, and coffee, but when my mother joined the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-Day Saints they were taught the Word of Wisdom and it is wonderful how well they obeyed that law.  I have heard my mother say, “ I crave tea and coffee, but I don’t want any of my children to ever see me drink it.”  I saw her drink that one glass of beer, but I feel sure I never did see her drink tea or coffee.  In those early days it was not considered wrong to drink a glass of beer if you left strong liquor alone.  My father was raised as was Mother, and they 

both were very careful of the example they set before their children.  Mother would often parch some barley or toast some bread and make a drink as if it were coffee.  Their example has had a wonderful influence with their posterity even down to the latter generation now living.  Very few break the Word of Wisdom and I think they all belong to the church.


That was Mother’s last visit to Salt Lake City.  I remember we visited at Fred Brewster’s home.  He was the husband of Aunt Mary Ann, my mother’s sister.  She had died in January 1880, at the age of thirty five.  She was the mother of Maggie Brewster Bachellot and Fred Brewster, Jr., who often visited t our home, and Fred was living with our family at the time of Mother’s death.


My mother’s name was Ellen Widdison, born May 9, 1849, in Nottingham, England.  She was the daughter of William Widdison and Ellen Stafford.  She had the following named sisters and one brother:  Jane Widdison, Born June 11, 1842;  Mary Ann Widdison, born May 1, 1844; Elizabeth Widdison, born December 11, 1846.  Ellen was next in order.  Thomas was born in1852, but died in infancy.  Heber William was born January 29, 1855 and just twelve days after his father’s death.  The Widdison family were friends and converts to the church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints.  The date for the father’s baptism was set and all arrangements for the same were made, but unfortunately, he was killed by accident, in a coal mine a few days before the day which was set for his baptism.  The untimely accidental death was a severe blow to the family who had hoped that all would soon be going to Zion.  The father was not quite forty two years old.  The mother, at the age of thirty six was left to take care of the children and direct the activities of the family alone.  Jane was the oldest child, just past twelve years of age when the father was killed.  If the children wanted to go to Zion, they must work and earn and save.  The desire to go to Zion was uppermost in their minds.  It was the subject talked about and sung about, in the home and at church or wherever some of the Saints would gather together.  A very popular hymn was “Ye Elders of Israel come join now with me and search out the righteous wherever they be.”


In the course of time, Ellen Stafford Widdison married Francis White.  I don’t know that date of their marriage, but their daughter Eliza Ann was born June 1, 1862.  Neither do I know the date of the death of Francis White.  When my mother, Ellen Widdison came to America In 1869, she brought with her the little sister, Eliza Ann, seven years of age.  I have before mentioned that with my mother on that tiresome trip was Father’s Sister Ann and my Uncle Thomas, also Polly Squires, a sister of Jos Squires.  My mother was twenty years old and just four months older than Aunt Ann.  Uncle Thomas was two years younger than Aunt Ann.


It is not hard to understand why strong hearts were drawn together by the ties of love when other former friends deserted them, because they had joined an unpopular church.  They were happy in knowing the true gospel of Jesus Christ and that it had been restored to earth again with its former gifts and blessings and that is what meant most to them.  To obtain the blessings, they must obey its teachings.  So there were three girls that could not be separated until they reached Zion and were married: My mother Ellen Widdison, Ann Winterton, who married Geo. W. Noakes and Polly Squires, who married Geo. Oler and lived in American Fork, she being the sister of Joseph Squires who married Mother’s sister Elizabeth.  

I must here explain that my mother’s three older sisters were the first of the Widdison family to come to Utah.  They came several years before my mother, and had all married.  Mary Ann, as mentioned before, had married Fred Brewster and lived in Salt Lake City.  Jane had married John Craddock, but had left the Church and returned east as far as Nebraska, where they made their home.  I don’t know if they had more than four children.  When I was on my mission in 1900, I saw Ralph and Lizzie in Omaha and I saw Sarah in Brooklyn in 1902 at the time I visited with Aunt Elizabeth Squires family.  John was the other child.  I don’t remember if I ever saw him.

After Jos Squires and Mother’s sister Elizabeth married, they also apostatized, left Utah and made their home in Brooklyn, New York.  They then joined the Reorganized Church of Jesus Christ of Latter Day Saints.  They were very bitter against our people and our church.  I visited the family when I arrived in Brooklyn on my first mission.  I again spent one week or more with them after my release and before returning home.  Aunt Lizzie expressed sorrow that Nellie’s children felt sorry for her, I said.  I told her that she and uncle Joe Squires would someday have to answer for the untruths they had told me and no doubt, had told thousands.  I said, “You know you are not telling the truth.”  How glad I was that I could understand and know the truth and could understand  the terrible condition of their mind.  O, how thankful I was that my parents had remained true to the faith, and that we, their children had been brought up under the influence of the true servants of God.


Other than when we were talking about or playing games, etc., they treated me just fine.  The children treated me just grand.  Violet and Marie were the nearest my age.  They took me wherever they thought I would have a good time.  Charles Mott was courting Marie and went with us.  We spent two or three days at Coney island and Rock-a-way beach and other places of amusement.  It was at those resort that we spent July 4, 1902.


I here mention the names of Aunt Lizzie’s children, John, Joseph, Ellen White, Violet and Marie.  It always grieved my mother to think that two of her own sisters had left the church and she would never see them again.  Then her own dear mother had gotten as far as Brooklyn on her journey west and had died there.  She had stopped at Brooklyn to visit Aunt Lizzie and family when she took sick and died.  All the children had preceded Grandmother to America, except Uncle Will Widdison.  He had remained in England with his mother until they came to America in 1873.  He was then eighteen years of age and was no doubt a great aid and comfort to his mother during her later years and especially in the preparation for the voyage and westward trip.  Grandmother Widdison was only fifty four years old when she died.  In looking at her picture you would think she was much older.  Years of sorrow had wrinkled her dimpled brow, but had not taken the beauty from that kind face.  When I look at the pictures of my two wonderful Grandmothers, I stop to longer reflect and I say to myself, “Why, oh  why, could we not have known them better.” 


Just now, let me pause and reflect.  I would like to take my children with me, in thought and imagination back to those happy days when mother would tell to us the beautiful story of a wonderful mother filled with the spirit of the Lord, trying to impress us with the thought that 

she was happy, because she was here in Zion with her husband and children.  I was young, but I never tired of listening to the words that came to my ears from her lips, if at all it concerned her past life.  And as I now sit and think, I seem to still remember her story, and I think I can almost see the city of Nottingham where there was a faithful branch of the church.  I see an industrious hard working people.  A people desirous of serving the Lord, a people who loved home and family, and who were willing, if needs be, to make a sacrifice that the Lord’s will might be done.


The gathering of Israel was in progress.  The prophets of old had long since foretold of this great day.  Now that day had come.  Moses had appeared to the boy prophet, Joseph Smith, and Oliver Cowdery and delivered to them the keys and authority of the Gathering of Israel .  Quite a number of converts to the new faith had already gone to Zion.  Among the numbers were William Winterton and his two sons John and William.  My mother’s sisters, Jane, Mary Ann and Elizabeth, also Joseph Squires and others.  We need not be surprised that these young people grew to be more anxious day by day.  Ellen (Nellie) Widdison, Ann Winterton and Polly Squires all had brothers or sisters who were already in Utah, Familiarly spoken of as Zion.  They also looked forward to the day when they could go and they wanted to go together.  They were very close friends, and could be found together, if possible, either at work, at church, or at play.


Mother and Aunt Ann worked together in the Nottingham lace factory.  That is where they earned money to pay for their transportation to Utah.  I never hear of those girls ever going out with a boy in England.  It seems they were not interested in boys unless they were Latter Day Saints.  My mother said she did not want to marry in England and be denied her greatest desire, a home in the land of Zion.   Such words were an inspiration to me.  I think Aunt Ann talked of my father.  I think she thought Nellie was the one for him and don’t you think that Mother prayed for divine guidance?  I think so.  I have always been so glad that my father and mother were brought together.  I am so thankful for my parents.  I have always believed that they were two choice spirits brought together and united through the inspiration of the Spirit of the Lord.  Nothing to me seems more important than to ask the Lord to direct us in all our acts and affairs of life.


My mind still takes me back to Nottingham.  I think of those girls as members of the Nottingham Choir.  They were beautiful singers.  When it was announced the girls were leaving, there would be sadness.  They would be missed and the girls were sad at the thoughts of leaving dear friends.  Before leaving, a picture of the members of the Choir was taken.  That picture was one of Mother’s choicest relics and it hung on the wall in our home until long after Mother had passed away.  That same picture I now have in my possession.  None other could treasure it more than I.  Another incident my mother sometimes related, I remember as follows:  She said that she and her girl friends heard that Spiritualist meetings were being held in their neighborhood, and that a certain man could and did make tables dance around the floor.  Mother said she and the other girls did not believe such things were manifestations of the Spirit of the Lord, but decided to go to one of the meetings.  After certain preliminaries the man commanded the table to dance.  Nothing moved.  He again commanded but everything remained quiet. Finally the man turned to the audience and said, “There are opposing spirits in this house and I can do nothing while they are here.  I wish they would leave.”  She and 

her girl friends left the house with a testimony In their hearts that the Spirit of the Lord was greater than the Spirit of the evil power.


It was the year 1869 when these last named young people left their native land for new adventure.


The Union Pacific Railroad was completed to Ogden and they did not have to walk across the lonely plains as so many others had done.  The next recordings we have of those  young people was when Father received a letter from his sister Ann.  It stated that she and her brother, Thomas, were at their father’s home in Parley’s canyon, and would he be able to come and get them?  Why, of course, Father would go and get them.  He wanted to see them.  Six long years had passed since he had left them and his dear mother in England.  He wanted to hear about his mother and the rest of his family.  He was glad to receive the letter, and glad that his brother and sister had arrived.  He enjoyed the trip to Salt Lake City, perhaps more than any trip he had ever before made and he had been over the road many times.  And yet, all the time, he was worried.  Why was he worried?  I will tell you.  I have heard the story many times.  He had no decent place to take a sister just fresh from the city where she had previously had a comfortable home.  He had no home of his own now.  He had worked hard but everybody was poor.  They could not help each other much.  Father and Uncle John had been given permission to move into the dirt roof house owned by the Walkers of Salt Lake City and afterwards purchased by John Fowers.  The house had no floor in it except the natural earth.  He would do his best to please his sister.  It would be nice to have her to cook for the two brothers, John and William.  I think Aunt Ann may have been a little shrewd in handling her brother, William.  He arrived at the Father’s home in Parley’s Canyon.  They had a good visit together.  She had talked to him of Mother and all the folks back home, and now they would soon be leaving on the return trip to Wasatch, a long day’s drive with a wagon.  But there was something else that grieved Ann, because she didn’t want to leave Nellie.  “William,” said Aunt Ann, “Will you do me one more favor?”  Nellie Widdison came with me from England.  She is now in the city at the home of her sister Mary Ann.  We have been together so long.  I don’t feel that I can leave her.  Will you please go and get her?  What could he say?  What should he do?  He wanted to please his sister.  He had known Nellie Widdison in England, then a little girl, fourteen years old. She was now a grown up young women, twenty years of age, cultured and refined.  I think they only had to see each other again to feel at home in each other’s presence, and I think it would not be hard for William to persuade Nellie to go with them to Charleston.  She, too, was homesick and she longed for home and friends and she didn’t want Ann, her closest friend, to leave her.    She was disappointed and very much grieved because two of her own dear sisters whom she expected to see when she arrived in Salt Lake City were not there to meet her.  They had become dissatisfied, apostatized, if you please.  Yes, had left the church, and retraced many a step over the long pioneer trail.  John Craddock and Jane stopped in Nebraska where they made their home.   Joseph and Elizabeth Squires continued on to Brooklyn, New York, where they afterwards made their home.  That, I think, was one of the most trying times of Mother’s life.  I have oft times sat and listened to the stories my mother and father told us.  My mother grieved because her sisters had apostatized, but she was full of faith and thankful for her testimony and faith in the church. After arriving in Salt Lake City, she felt as if almost alone, only one sister 

left to greet her.  I think she was pleased when Father asked her to go with him to Charleston.


However, let us try to imagine Father’s feelings on that first day’s trip to Charleston.  Would the girls be discouraged when they found that he had no comforts or conveniences to offer them?  They would be very tired after a long day’s trip.  They arrived at their destination about ten o’clock at night.  No fire, no light to greet them.


Father immediately started out to find his brother, John who would most likely be at the Noakes home, a distance of about one mile.  At the Noakes home, the boys borrowed a few tools and Geo. W. Noakes accompanied the boys to the old dirt roof house where the girls were waiting for them.  That night, before going to bed, the boys built a bedstead out of quaking asp poles so the girls would not have to sleep on the damp ground.  In the morning, they cooked breakfast on the campfire outside.  They had no stove.  It is easy to believe that my mother soon fell in love with my father, and even then figured in her own mind how she would like help to change his conditions and help to make a happy home.  It is also easy to understand how Uncle John Winterton and Aunt Ann fell in love and married     George W. and Emma Noakes.  It is quite reasonable to believe that the girls visited at the Noakes home often and I am sure they would be made welcome by Sister Noakes.  She was a wonderfull Woman. When October time came around, Brother and sister Noakes took Mother and Aunt Ann to Salt Lake City so they could attend the Semi’ Annual Conference of the Church.


From the life story of my father, written by Sister Sarah and Brother Moroni, I copy the Following,  “I made another trip to the city, met the girls:  Nellie and Ann, and they decided to go back to Charleston with me.”  (This was the girls’ second trip.)  “While going through Parley’s Canyon, I proposed to Nellie.  I said, “ ’If I would have you, would you have me?’  She answered, ‘Yes.’  I said, ‘We will consider we are engaged.’ ” I continued hauling coal to Salt Lake City.  I bought a little new step stove for $30.00, which was greatly appreciated.”  (This little stove is still in the upstairs of the last new home built for Mother. This date March 3, 1955.)  “I continued to haul coal until Christmas, then I returned home.  Nellie went to live with William and Hannah Bagley where she worked until we were Married in the Endowment House in Salt Lake City, Utah on February 21, 1870.  Nellie Widdison and Hannah Bagley made for William a suit of clothes.  The first good clothes he had worn since Leaving England.  While I was hauling coal in the fall of 1869, my brother John rented the farm owned by John Eldridge and build a little house on this place for Mr. Eldridge.”  (I remember the vacated old house across the road West of the school  house and the N.C. Murdock home.)  “After we were married we went to live in Mr. Eldredge’s house with two other families.  We lived there about a month or six weeks, when we became dissatisfied and Nellie refused to live there longer.  John Pollard and Emanual Richmond helped me build a dirt roof shed by Pollard’s house between them and Finity Daybell’s where Grandpa Price’s house now stands.  During this time, Pollard, Bancroft, Emenual Richmond and I became partners in homesteading the Richmond homestead.  During the summer, Pollard and I got logs out of Boomer in Daniels Canyon.  We built us each a one room house.  On December 10, 1870, our oldest child, Sarah, was born.  My little log room was built about where Frank Webster’s barn stands.  Later it was moved on what is well known as the Baker Lots.  I would judge about east of the railroad track.  It faced the east and had a

small window in the west and a little homemade door.  I got a man named Dave Love to make (by hand with a tool they called a draw knife) enough shingles to cover the roof.  This was the first shingled roof house in Charleston.  Here my oldest son, Will, was born.  Soon after that I purchased the homestead right of John Jordan.  My wife, Nellie, wasn’t very anxious to move to the ranch as it seemed so far away.  I told her I felt as though I should go.  She could stay where she wanted to.  She said, ‘If you are going to be up there all the time, I’ll go with you.’  I now moved my family in a little dirt roof house built by Dave Blizzard.  It was situated on the land later homesteaded by Isaac N. Brown.  The little room stood about where Isaac Brown later built his barn.  I started to  clear some land as every acre was covered with sagebrush.  At my convenience, I built a log room on my homestead.  I finished the room and we moved in.  My wife was a willing worker and our home was clean and homelike.  I later moved the long room from the ground in town to my homestead, making two rooms for us.  Our first child to be born in this home was my son, John Joseph.”  It is very interesting to read the rest of Father’s story as he dictated it.


Only a brief account of the stories of early day life in Charleston have been written and for that reason I want to leave on record some things that my parents told me and some other things that I speak of by personal knowledge.

Very few, if any, could tell more than Father about the early days of Charleston, but it was at home by the fireside where he talked most freely.  In the winter time, father would be heard to say, “Children, which of you wants to go to the cellar and get a pan of apples and a jug of sweet cider?”  It was easy to get volunteers.  Father often said, “ An apple a day keeps the doctor away.”  And so in the long winter evenings we could sit and eat apples and prepare our school lessons, but also keep our ears open to the conversation of Father and Mother.  We learned that it was in the fall of 1865 that Father landed at Decker Ranch, the farm later owned by the Allen Brothers on the west side of the river.  Father had spent several days trying to find work.  He had been in his travels as far as Wanship, in Summit County.  When he found his Brother John at the Isaac Decker Ranch and was offered his board for the winter if he would stay there and work, he felt it would be best for him to accept the offer.  That was the beginning of Father’s experience with sheep and cattle.  In the spring of 1866 when the Indians were causing the people of Utah so much trouble, it being the time of the Blackhawk War, the people of the valley were instructed to move into the designated forts.  The people of Midway moved close together at the place they figured was midway between the upper and the lower settlements, thus the name  Midway.  The rest of the people of the whole valley and Wallsburg were instructed to move to the fort at Heber.  Isaac Decker moved his families consisting of four wives and children, to Heber.  He moved his cattle and sheep also, and Father herded them on the foot hills north of Heber, but they had been there only about a week when people complained about the Decker cattle and sheep taking so much of the feed, and so, to keep down trouble, Uncle John Winterton was told by Isaac Decker to help my father, William Winterton, move the sheep and cattle back to the Decker ranch.  My father was then left alone to take care of the sheep and cattle.


This was at the time when nobody was considered safe living alone outside of the forts of Midway and Heber.  That experience is sufficient to show that William Winterton was brave and very dependable to duty and true to his employer.


From the book entitled, Under Wasatch Skies on page 80, which comes under 

the story of Wallsburg, we read, “The Indian War of 1866 forced the people to move to Heber, but when the danger proved less than anticipated, the Wallsburg settlers moved back to their homes in the fall of the same year.”  This same thing happened to a few families in Charleston such as the Isaac Decker family, William Bagley, and the Noakes family and perhaps some others that I have no account of.  The fact still remains that during the summer of 1866 when the people of Wasatch County were having trouble with the Indians, William Winterton was the only person living in Charleston and at the time of his death, he had lived continuously in Charleston longer than any other person.


When I think of Father as a young man, being left alone for months, and in danger of being attacked any time by Indians, I am left to wonder what his thoughts must have been.  Father told us that one day as he was out around in the bushes with the sheep, all of a sudden three or four men, with hats off, rode rapidly into view.  He thought they were Indians but he had no time to hide.  He said it felt as if his hair stood straight up on his head.  He was much relieved when they were white men and stopped only enough to inquire if he had seen any Indians passing that way driving a bunch of cattle.  If the Indians had been aware of the whereabouts of the cattle and sheep Father were herding, it seems to me that that would have been a good place for the Indians to have picked up a nice bunch.  They could have had plenty of mutton or even the whole herd.  They could have even taken Father with them and escaped up through Wallsburg and over the mountain through Strawberry Valley.  Many things could have happened.  No wonder Father was glad when the Indian troubles were settled.


Father thought a lot about his dear mother, sisters and brothers back in England, but if they wrote to him, how would he have known?  Where would he have gone to get his letters?  Heber or Provo was the nearest post office.  In the spring of 1867, Father continued to herd sheep and later he and John C. Parcell together, took sheep to herd belonging to James Bean and John Turner of Provo, along with other sheep.  Because the mail carrier, James Herbert, was the stepson of John C. Parcell, each time he came along, he would stop for his dinner and feed and rest his horse.  Father said he made one or two trips each week.  One day as my father, Wm. Winterton and John C. Parcell were discussing their mail problems with James Herbert, the mail carrier, he said to them, “If you boys would give me a name for this place, I could bring your mail to you.”  Father said, “We mentioned several names but decided Charleston was the name we liked best.”  That was in the year 1867.  The post office was established at the old N.C. Murdock ranch with N.C. Murdock as postmaster.  The old post office was below the main road and almost straight below where Harry Watson’s home was later built.  N.C. Murdock later moved his store and post office up the valley about one mile to about the center of Charleston.


This may be interesting also.  It was Charles Decker and Faramour Little who tool the first mowing machine into Charleston.  William Begley later purchased the machine.  Prior to that time, they mowed their hay with a scythe.  Father was the first to bring into the community a grain reaper.  It was a mowing machine, but for cutting grain they put on a real attachment, similar to those on all grain binders, to pull the grain onto the table.  Then it had a dropper behind the cutting bar.  The dropper was worked by the man riding the machine so he could drop each time there was enough for a bundle.   About three good men could bind the 
grain with straw bands and throw it out of the way  so the machine could make the next round.  This was much easier than cutting grain the old way with a hand cradle.  Enoch Richins drove into our field with the first self binder machine I ever saw.


All threshing machines in use during my early life were run by horse-power.  About five or six teams were hooked together on the power machine and they went round and round, each team followed the team ahead and was tied solidly to the sweep ahead.  One man would sit with a long whip on the horse powered machine, so he could reach any horse with the whip if he was lagging behind.  It needed a man with good judgement and ability.  Much also depended on the grain pitchers who were expected to keep bundles going steady to the band cutter.  Then it needed a good grain feeder like Will Edwards, Bishop Ritchie, Geo. W. Noakes or Alma Wagstaff and others of early day threshing hands, to feed the grain regularly into the mouth of the separator.  No better grain pitcher could be found than my brother Wm. H. Winterton and if around the machine, he would be tabling bundles because they called for him and he loved to do it.  Sometimes feelings could arise because it was thought the driver of the horse power was favoring his own horse.


Threshing time was a hard time for the women.  At that time, they had to prepare three meals a day for about fifteen men; beginning with breakfast at daylight.


The farmer furnished all the meals and all hay and grain for the horses which furnished the power.  In those early days, threshing time was a great time for me, until I had to get in the grain bin with a shovel or bucket and throw the grain back so the grain carriers could empty their sacks easier.  However, I didn’t mind it so much when such men as Hyrum B. North would praise me and tell me I could have one of his daughters if I would do a good job keeping the grain back out of his way.  Be it sufficient to say, he beat me out of my pay!


Until now, I have told the stories as I remember them and as I listened to my Father and Mother tell them.  They loved to talk of the earlier life and experiences.  Those fireside chats had a profound influence upon my life.  We were free to ask questions if we wanted more enlightenment on any subject.  I wanted to know how Mother felt, and I asked her.  Was she al all discouraged?  Was she ever sorry she had ever left her comfortable and happy home in England never to see her mother and many loved ones again?  My mother’s answers were always so inspiring, so filled with faith and hope.  Above all, she was glad to be here in these latter days.  I tell you, it was my mother that played the greater part in planting in my heart a love for the Gospel and a desire to be a missionary to proclaim the glad tidings.  Why should I not want to go?  Was I not receiving the blessings of God, the Mormon missionaries had left their homes and families to carry the glad tidings of the Gospel and my home in this favored land because the servants of God, the missionaries had left their homes and families to carry the glad tidings to my parents?  My mother often said I was given the name Hyrum Shurtliff because Elder Shurtliff had done so much for her in making arrangements for her passage to America.  While I was in Oakland, California, in November 1953, I told this story to Mrs. Ruth Shurtliff, the mother of Sherrill Shurtliff.  Then I learned that her Grandfather Shurtliff was on a mission and in the city of Nottingham in 1869, the very 

year Mother came to America.  


I copy the following from the story of Brother Will and his wife, Lucy.  I especially like the way they speak an describe the characteristics of my mother.  “She was a beautiful girl with long black wavy hair and dark brown eyes.  She was talented and loved too entertain her friends, even as a girl in England, accompanied by her sisters Mary Ann, Elizabeth, Jane, Ann Winterton and other friends in Nottingham, by singing beautiful songs or Christmas Carols.  She was lively and full of fun and we can imagine how her beautiful voice would ring out in the clear evening air.  She was very devoted to her religion and was anxious that her children would do right.  She had a way of chastening her children with kindness.  When she spoke they knew they must obey her.   When she was going to have company, she would tell the children she expected them to be good.”  The following words I add, especially at the meal table we were told it was not polite for children to enter into conversation when the older people were talking unless they were asked.  She reminded us that we should always be thankful to our Heavenly Father for the blessings we received, and when we had finished our meals, but before leaving the table we remembered to say, “Thank the Lord for my good dinner,” or “supper,” or whatever the meal might be.  She taught us our evening prayers as we knelt around her chair or sometimes at our bedside.  Then she would see that we were tucked snugly into bed.  Often, if I had a bad cold, I would ask Mother if I could sleep at the foot of Mother and Father’s bed.  To me, that was a wonderful privilege.  I think it was my best remedy for a cold, sore throat, or any other ailment which I liked to have occasionally.  I could then expect special attention.  In the winter time, I liked to have an excuse to stay home from school when Mother could pay special attention to me.  I liked to wipe the dishes, sweep the floor, dust the furniture and chairs and place them in order.  I could always feel that I was pleasing Mother because she would tell me what a good job I had done.  I liked to help Mother card wool for quilt blocks, or to hold the skeins of  yarn so Mother could roll the yarn into balls, ready to knit into stockings or some other useful and warm wearing apparel.  I don’t remember if Mother ever whipped one of her children.  How proud I was to sing in Sunday School the first song that I remember my mother taught me.  I was so small that I was stood upon the pulpit so the audience could see me.  It is one of the highlights in my memory so I will here record the song:

I.
I’ll be a little Mormon



II.
With Jesus for our standard


And seek to know the ways



A sure and perfect guide


Which God has taught his people


And Joseph’s wise example


In these, the latter days.




What can I need beside?


I know that He has blessed me


I’ll strive from every evil


With mercies rich and kind



To keep my heart and tongue


And I will strive to serve Him



I’ll be a little Mormon


With all my might and mind.



And follow Brigham Young.


The following was one, and I think the first recitation Mother taught to my brother Will and which he recited in Sunday School.
I. 
A jovial farmer’s boy I’ll be

II.
No place for me the crowded town,


As free as birds that sing.


With pavements hard and dry,


I’ll carol forth my songs of glee,

With lengthened streets all dusty brown,


Among the flowers of spring.

And gloomy houses nigh.


With hoop-a-hay to drive my team
I go and come a farmer’s boy


Before the morning’s sun,


From city perils free,


To drink and lave in the silvery stream
I’ll crack my whip and whoop-ahoy,


Will be my morning’s fun.


A farmer’s boy I’ll be.


Yes, my brother Will was just that, a jovial farmer, a good one, who loved his work.  Out early in the morning, his work was the most important thing on his mind, except his home and family.  No place for him in the crowded town.


I wish here to record here a song I learned as Mother taught it to 

sister Sarah and Eliza:

CHILDHOOD DAYS





Though Father and Mother were unable to go to Sunday School, we could expect them to go to Sacrament Meeting if Mother felt able to go.  If there, I always listened that I might hear my mother’s voice, a beautiful alto.


At this time, I wish to mention the popularity of my mother and Aunt Ann Winterton after they arrived in Charleston.  Father said, “They were sent for from far and near to sing at different parties and gatherings of the people of Wasatch County.”  He said he had hooked up his team many times to take them to Heber to sing.  Sometimes someone else would furnish the conveyance.


I remember that Sister Sophia Noakes was my first Sunday School Teacher.  She taught my class our A.B.C.’s.  My father and mother loved Sis-

ter Noakes and I loved to hear her testimony when she would tell us how, after the Saints had been driven from their homes and her children were near starvation, she had taken from her store of provisions the last morsel of flour, and baked it into bread for her hungry children.  When they had used up all the bread and they were hungry again, their only chance of relief was to trust in the Lord.  Many times she had gone back to that same flour sack and found sufficient flour for another baking of bread.  Also, she often told of the time when the Saints who had been driven from their homes were camped on the banks of the river, and so many of the saints were sick and starving, unable to obtain food and the quail came into the camp in such number that even the sick could reach out from their beds and catch the quail.  In that way, the saints were saved from starvation.


Uncle John Winterton was my second Sunday School teacher, who taught us to read from one of the small Sunday School books.


It was the custom in those early days to give tickets each Sunday to all children in attendance.  After a student had accumulated sufficient tickets, they could be traded for pictures of different sizes according to the number of tickets.  The story I am to tell may sound childish to some, but to me it is a sacred memory.  I am thinking of two pictures given Brother Will and Brother John in Sunday School.  They were framed and hung upon the wall in our home.  After little John died, Mother said I could have his picture.  As time rolled on, I cherished it more and more.  But, alas, it was burned in the Woodland fire.


During the fall and winter of 1888 and 1889, Father and Uncle Will Widdison built a new room to be used as a living room for Mother, with a nice upstairs room to be used as a bedroom for the boys.  It was joined onto the kitchen of the old house.  Oh, how we loved that new bedroom in the winter time.  It was always warm when there was a fire downstairs.  However, it was too warm in the summer time and we boys would take our beds out to the shed or hay barn.  This practice we never changed while at Father’s home.  The original two room house had not been enough for a family of ten, including parents, besides, we often had others I the home to stay with us.


Mother was proud of her newly added rooms and she was very happy.  How comfortable her new home would be soon.  But, said she, why not have a dinner and a dance before moving much furniture into the new room?  The upstairs room can be fixed up first for the boy’s bedroom.  “You know, William,”  she said, “February 21 will be our wedding anniversary:  I would like to invite to our home our friends and neighbors and give them a dinner on that day.”  Her suggestions pleased Father very much.  He was always glad to see her happy.  If she would be happy, she must be the one to entertain.  Mother prepared a grand dinner and the home was crowded for the dance at night.  Edward Buys was there with his violin, Wm. Edward, his son, with a guitar as I remember, and Wm. Bancroft with his dulcimer.  It was a wonderful day of pleasure and mirth, but I feel sure that Mother must have been very tired.  Father said, “Nellie worked too hard, she overdone her strength, and never seemed to feel the same again.”


March eighth was a beautiful sun shining day.  The snow was nearly all gone.  Mother seemed especially interested that day.  She went with Father out around the yards among the cattle and sheep.  Yes, life seemed more beautiful than ever.  She now had a comfortable home.  Things would be better for the family.  The home was being better arranged, and what could be nicer than a good organ, and music in the home?  Fred Brewster

could play the organ, at least he could play cords and accompany the singers.  Father arranged with Taylor Brothers of Provo to deliver an organ.  Our cousin, Fred Brewster was living with us when Mother died.  He and Brother Will were out hitching up the horses to take most of us children to a show.  The show as I remember was put on by a traveling troop.  Brother Will was left with the team.  After getting tired, he also went to the house only to learn the sad news of his mother’s death.  Sisters Sarah and Eliza were ready to go to the show.  Sarah was to go with Alfred Wilson.  Alfred, on entering the room and seeing that Mother had passed away, rushed back to Charleston, so he said, as fast as his horse could carry him, to report the sad news to  Bishop N.C. Murdock.  Father was still out doing chores.  He was called for, but Mother was gone before the time he reached the house.  When Mother started to choke, she cried, “William.”  That was all she could say.  The goiter in her throat had choked her. The experience of that night I can never forget.   It was a happy house so quickly changed to sadness.


The organ that Father ordered arrived in Charleston the day after Mother’s death, so that one was sold to Geo. T. Baker and another organ was delivered to our home about one week later.  When it came, it was delivered in the evening near chore time.  The salesman sat down at the organ and began to play.  I think that was the first time I had ever heard the sound of an organ.  How thrilled I was at the sound of that music, but my heart was soon turned to sadness when Brother Will turned to me and said, “Hyrum, we must now go and milk the cows.”  I plead with him to wait a little longer, I so longed to hear the music.  To me it was so inspiring.  Brother Will said, “If we hurry and do our chores, we can listen to the music the rest of the night.”  On the way out to do the chores, I did not walk very fast until I could no longer hear the strains of the music.  We hurried and did the chores and returned to the house, but the organ was silent.  The sun had gone behind the western hills and the musician had left our home.


The next three years were sad and trying years, especially for Father and our two older sisters.  The girls seemed to realize their responsibility.  Uncle Will and Aunt Julia Widdison stayed with us for a few months so Sister Malissa, seven months of age could be nursed along with little Nellie Widdison.  It was wonderful how much sunshine seemed to come into our home by the young boys and girls that flocked to our home and the long evenings would be spent in singing, reciting, or playing games, etc.  As I have said, Fred Brewster could play cords to harmonize with most any song and he loved to do it.  Father,  though not taking much part, was always interested.  He liked the young people to visit us. They were not boisterous.


In my younger days the main road from Provo Canyon to Heber passed our home.  The road to Midway separated from the Heber-Provo Canyon road on the line between the Edwards and Fower’s farms, then went due west and crossed the Provo River, then turned northward and around the foot of the mountains past the white slide and continued northward through Stringtown to Midway.  I understand that in early days and especially during high-water time, the people of Midway traveling to Provo transferred over the west Midway bench (southwest) to the low pass at the head of Deckers Canyon, thence down Decker Canyon past them, Bagley, George Brown and Enoch Richins ranches, and thus connecting up with the Heber road near what is now known as the Wallsburg Switch.  In high water time, Provo Canyon was
very dangerous to travel.  One time my father and mother and Billy Hartle were driving up Provo Canyon.  The water was so deep in the road it ran into the wagon box.  It was hard to tell where the road was.  Billy Hartle nearly drowned.  Father could not swim, but he pulled Hartle back into the wagon.  Mother had her baby in her arms.  Father tried to get mother to walk around the side of the mountain,  and avoid riding through the worst places.  This Mother refused to do.  She said, “If you are drowned, I would rather go with you.  I would be left helpless with out you.”

MIDWAY CHARLESTON ROAD


The road which now runs on the line between Charleston and Midway was not built before the year 1895.  For years we herded cows on the Midway side and Father bought ten acres of land from John Watkins which we farmed many years before the main road was built; so we had to ford the river.  Father kept good horses and he was expert in handling a team in the water.  Father learned how to drive across the river and the river seldom got so high that he was afraid to cross it if he had work to do on the opposite side.   He would start in the river at a reasonable distance above where he would land on the opposite side.  When he got out into the deep swift water, he would be going down stream.  The water pushed the wagon and team downstream, but the horses kept their footing and made for the landing point.  When near the landing point, Father would speed up the horses sot he water would not swing the wagon around too fast.  We children often went down to the river to watch Father drive across.  Mother was glad to let us go so we could report that he had crossed in safety.  The river was not so high at night as in the morning.  As I remember, Father would tie down the wagon box to the bolsters or axles so the box would not float off the wagon.


Now back with my story to the main road, and back to the Edward and Fowers corner.  Leaving that point, the road to Heber gradually turned a little eastward and passed the old dirt roof Walkers (Fowers) house where Mother and Aunt Ann spent their first night in Charleston.  Then the road ran nearly east and up past the old Calvin Murdock home, continuing on past the old William Winterton home and just a few rods north of where the new home still stands.  It crossed Daniels Creek just past the big cottonwood tree which still stands.  In early days the people of Wasatch built a pole worm 
fence from Charleston to Heber, and it was built along about one fourth miles south of where George T. Giles built his home out southwest of Heber.  I remember traveling that road when it entered the Heber-Daniels road about where Bill Mangum’s service station now stands.


The road I have here explained was discontinued after the new road between Charleston and Heber, which we called the country road, was opened up to travel.   Part of the fence which traversed the old road remained standing for many years until it rotted away.  That fence had been built so the cattle and horses of the valley might run at large in the summer time south of the fence, but kept out of the fields northward while crops were growing.
THE DANIELS CREEK WATER STORY


In those early days, all the waters of Daniels Creek were used by Charleston residents as I will later explain.


The settlers of Charleston were the first to use the water of Daniels Creek and they claimed most all of it.  Daniel Creek Stream divided at, or near, the lower end of the old Henry Nelson farm.  The one stream that went almost straight west ran down through Charleston, running through the lands owned by John Pollard, William Bancroft,

 William Winterton and Samuel Richmond, it being homesteaded by Emanuel Richmond, later known as the Simmons, Smith and Price farm.  This stream was called Dry Creek.  The Other stream always kept the name of Daniels Creek.  After its division from Dry Creek it ran in a north westerly direction going down through what was later the George Simmons farm and near where he built his house and barn.  It went through the edge of Isaac Brown’s farm, then through the William Winterton homestead.  The old channel had been filled in and now instead of Daniel Creek, there stands sheds and corrals of Heber R. Winterton built by Moroni Winterton, the barns and corrals of Valeo J. Winterton built by William Winterton his father.  After the old channel reaches where the old main road crossed Daniels creek just about six or eight rods north of the William Winterton last home, the route is still marked by the stumps of many large cottonwood trees and the old channel has never all been filled.  It was from this stream that father first irrigated when he moved to his homestead land.  When the Charleston upper canal was built there was a large waste gate put in to allow the overflow waters to pass through it if the canal would not carry it all.  I speak of this waste water gate because of my personal knowledge of conditions at that time and I have personally irrigated with the over-flow water of Daniel Creek, and I have done my share to help fill up the old channel when it was no longer needed.  I have seen large streams of water in Daniel Creek, in the springtime.  When people started to homestead land higher up on Daniel Creek then known as Buysville, they wanted the waters of Daniel Creek.  So, in order to procure the right to the use of the waters of Daniel Creek, some of the Daniel people helped to build the Charleston Upper Canal.   The old gentlemen, George Noakes, Sr. was the engineer on this project and he surveyed the route and got his grade by pouring water in a gun barrel.  The canal was very crooked because there is no cut or fill which will be found in all later built canals.


In the late published book entitled “Under Wasatch Skies” p. 25, we read, “Edward Buys was the first settler on the creek (Daniel Creek) where the present settlement now is.”  It was Edward Buys that purchased from my father, William Winterton, his right to the use of the waters of Daniel Creek.  He paid for it by working on the Charleston Upper Canal.  The old Walker farm, but later known as the Fowers farm where Uncle John and father farmed the year of 1869, was irrigated by water from Daniels Creek.  My father, William Winterton was one of the most interested parties in building the Charleston Upper Canal and he did much work with pick and shovel.
HERDING SHEEP


Nobody fenced their individual fields.  Cattle and horses roamed at will until about April 15th of each year, according to the season when growing crops would be damaged if livestock was allowed to run loose any longer.


At Sacrament meetings and other public gatherings each year, about April 1st to 15th, notice would be given out to the people just when the fields would be declared closed and owners must take care of their livestock.   It meant that our sheep which had grazed over the fields west and north and even as far as Nephi Caspers home, must now be taken care of.  Brother Will must stay out of school and herd them.  It was lonesome for Will to go with the sheep alone, so why not let Hyrum go with him?  So I went with Brother Will and holding to his hand much of the time, and especially did I need the help if there was a ditch to cross such as Spring Creek Ditch which often carried a good stream.  He would jump over the ditch, then he would reach my hand and say, “Jump.”  I had to jump or land in the ditch.  He was four years older than I and quite stout.  We had free range for our sheep, about 250 to 300 head not including lambs.  We could graze them anywhere south of the old Heber-Charleston road and west of the Heber-Daniel road.  The Daniel Creek fields were far enough south that we need not worry about them.  As time went on each year, a few people gradually began closing in on us.  Shall I say, trespassing on our rights? Well, anyway, they began breaking up more land and sowing crops and we had to herd the sheep closer.  It was during the spring months of 1884 and 1885 that I helped brother Will to herd the sheep.  Those two seasons Uncle Will Widdison helped father to take care of the farm.  In the Spring of 1886 Uncle Will Widdison went to work for   P.H. McGuire at his sawmill in Lake Creek.  Father must have more help on the farm.  Brother Will was 11 ½ years old.  He could drive a team and help put in the crops.  Hyrum was seven years and eight months old.  Ralph was two years younger.  Hyrum knew how to herd sheep.  Ralph could go with Hyrum.  Ralph could see over the tops of the sagebrush most of the time, but he must stay close to Hyrum and not get lost.  Hyrum knows where the lucern patches are, where the sheep might do damage.  The herders must keep careful watch.  If the sheep get close to the alfalfa patches they will smell it and then will start off on the run for the better feed which they liked.  A good thing we had a dog.  Mother would put up good lunches for us, and we would hunt for the sage hen nests.  If we could find the nest before the hens started setting on the eggs they were sure good to eat.  We liked eggs, but did not know the taste of eggs in the winter time.  We did not know that chickens would lay eggs in the wintertime.  We spent many a day out with the sheep when it was stormy and cold but we would decide where we could best hold the sheep that certain day and then would build up a large sage brush fire.  Sometimes we would pull a lot of green sagebrush and build us a seat by the fire.


In those early days I remember the sheep contracted skab diseases.  Some sheep would loose a lot of wool on the sage brush.  The first days Ralph and I        started herding the sheep, we would get tired and we let the sheep go home in the middle of the afternoon.  Then father said, “Boys if you will keep the sheep out until sundown each night until they are sent to the summer range, I will give each of you one dollar.
Besides, if you will be diligent in gathering the loose bunches of wool that you see hanging on the sage I will pay for all that you can gather.”  We liked Father’s plan so we each gathered wool and would go home with our pockets full.  The wool we gathered brought us more money than our dollar wage.  However the time for shearing soon came around and our gatherings of wool soon became harder to find.  I don’t remember that anybody told us we smelled like sheep.  Now-a-days people are so funny.   What does it hurt if you carry wool in your pockets and smell like sheep?  Now that we were to be paid for keeping the sheep out until sundown we were sure that the sheep did not cross the canal until the sun had settled behind Timpanogas.  When the canal was full of water it was sure fun to see the lambs jump into the water and have to swim.  If the herd had not had such good leaders that had been trained year after year, we would not have been able to get them to cross such deep water.

OUR WORRIES

Being so young we had plenty of worries.  What would happen if farmers came and learned that our sheep had been in the edge of their hay field?  What would happen if we missed finding a lamb that had laid down in the sage brush?  We didn’t know that the mother would be able to find the lamb so we had many a hard chase trying to drive the lamb back to the herd.  I went home at night feeling happy that one more day was gone.  In the morning I arose with a sad heart.  I liked the time when shearing came or for any reason we could work with the sheep in the corral.  During those early days we never had a horse to ride while with the sheep.

OUR FIRST PONIES


One of the horses father used in his team was a wonderful, easy riding, fast pacer.  We called her Lace.  She could pace almost as fast as many horses could run.  She must have been well bred.


One spring she had a colt and then she died.  Father said we children could have the colt if we could save it.  It really became a great pet.  When it was about 18 months old, I thought it old enough to ride.  I would get on its back, but it would not leave the yard so I would lead it about one half mile from home, then climb on its back and ride home.  It seemed to me my pony was almost flying, but I stayed on its back.  I thought it was going to be just like its mother.  But, alas, it was gored by a bull and we were unable to save its life.  I will always remember our first good work horses and saddle ponies.  Oh, happy days.
FIRST EXPERIENCE AWAY FROM HOME


In the spring of 1891 when I was less than 13 years old I was sent to

live with Gilbert and Marry Gammett whose home was on Maple Creek and about four miles above Wallsburg.  I thought I would like it there.  All I had to do was to herd about 600 head of sheep on those rolling hills.  Uncle Will Widdison helped me to drive our sheep to Maple Creek which took a good day for the drive.  When Uncle Will left me, it seemed I had been away from home for a long time.  I had been there about two weeks when Father drove up into the yard.  I was so glad to see him!  But when he started to leave the next morning, I cried as if my heart would break.  I wanted to go home.  Father said, “If you can stay another week, I will send Will to herd the sheep for a while.  As father had promised, Brother Will went to my relief.  While I was home I helped haul hay.  The hay was unloaded with a hay fork.  I stacked it in the old hay shed alone.  When I went to bed I could hardly sleep.  Yet I would rather work that way than to herd sheep.  When father said I must go back to the sheep herd, I cried again.  I felt I could not stand to go.  I was willing to work, to rake hay and stack it, to milk and to help irrigate.  Brother Will was only four years older than I.  Why couldn’t I take his place?  Why should he be father’s pet?  Father said I couldn’t do the work as good as Brother Will.  I stayed with sheep the rest of the season and herded them the best I could, but the feed on the open ridges soon dried up.  Gilbert said,  “You must let the sheep stay in the timber more” and I could not take them back to the home at night.  It was a long walk each day to the top of the mountain.  I must go to the sheep each day and observe conditions generally, see if they have been molested by coyotes, wolves, or bear.  I would feel a little safer if I had a horse.  What could I do if attacked by a wild animal?  Such were my thoughts.  Gilbert said that wild animals would not tackle me.  However, when the coyotes got into the herd of sheep it seemed as if my hair stiffened and raised up my hat.  I still wasn’t sure about bears and lions after hearing the stories of such men as Isaac Brown, William Wright, Jos. R. Murdock and others.  They really must have been brave men.  How be it, they had a gun and I had none.  I am older now and can tell bear stories as well as some others.

LATER YEARS


During the later years that Ralph and I herded sheep on the Charleston prarie, we had a horse to ride and we herded both sheep and our milk cows.  When we herded cows in the Snake Creek meadow in the fall of the year, the Casper boys herded near us and we visited together.  Also, others of our young boy friends visited with us

quite often on Sundays.  Sometimes we would go in swimming together.  If the Midway boys came down while the other friends were there it might spell  trouble.  Some of the boys that visited with us were older and had learned to smoke.  They were generally good to us and rolled the smokes for us.  We tried to roll some ourselves, but do you know, it takes experience to roll a cigarette properly.  Well, we got along quite nicely until one morning when Brother Ralph approached me.  “Hyrum,” said he, “I am going to throw away my tobacco.”


“What for?”  said I.


Said he, “Mother came to me last night and plead with me to quite using tobacco.”


Then I remembered the teaching and example of our mother.  Then I said, “I am going to throw my tobacco away also.”  Since that time neither of us has ever used tobacco.  I have always thought it was through the influence of that dear mother, though we could not see her that we quit the use of tobacco.


Temptations were many.  Here again I thank the Lord for a wonderful mother who taught me to pray.  Often, when I was out and hunting for horses and cattle, I would kneel and ask the Lord to help me find them.  When my pet pony would get sick, as he often did, I did not forget to pray.


Now I ask, “Do you think I could continue to pray with faith, if my prayers were never answered?”  I had faith that the Lord would grant my request if it was right that I should have the thing I asked for.  The words of Alma 34:18-24 have always been a comfort and a guide to my life.  “Yea, cry unto him for mercy for he is mighty to save.  Yea, humble yourselves and continue in prayer unto Him.  Cry unto Him when ye are in your fields.  Yea, over all your flocks.  Cry unto Him in your houses.  Yea, over all your household, both morning, noonday and evening.”

FATHER’S COURTSHIP AND SECOND MARRIAGE


In the year 1892, a wonderful stepmother came into our home.  No one could have a better and kinder step-mother than I had.  It all came about as I will here explain.


During the dark days of polygamy practice, there came to our valley a Mr. John W. Price, traveling under the assumed name of John Jones.  He, with one wife and family, was seeking a place of refuge.  He was trying to hide from the United States marshalls.  He went to father’s home and told his story.  Father succeeded in securing the old Eli Gordon home, just above the Charleston Upper Canal, for them to live in.  The house was about one half mile from our home.  A strong friendship grew up between those two men and their families.  In the course of time, Brother Price moved back to his own home in Mill Creek, and our family always had a place to stay while in Salt Lake Valley.


One day Brother Price said to father.  “William, I would like you to meet a young woman.  She is a good girl 28 years of age.  She has a good mother, also brothers and sisters. They are all fine people.  The mother would like the children to marry, but the father is strongly opposed to them marrying at the present time.  The father would not allow you to their home but I think I can persuade the girl to steal away and come over to my place to meet you.  Her mother will help me in making such 

arrangements.


Accordingly, arrangements were made and the two met each other without the knowledge of Father Steadman.  Father promised that he would make another trip, pick her up, and take her to Charleston.  She could see the home and meet all the family. She could then make up her mind if she wanted to make such a venture as marriage, and assume the responsibility and care of a large family.   So, Aunt Jane visited us in our home.


We liked her and were as good as we could be while she visited with us.  Would that all could be as good as we were those few days.  Sisters Sarah and Eliza agreed to help her all they could.  Well, we son.  As things turned out, Jane had gone away from the Steadman home with out the father’s consent.  She was not welcome at the father’s home any longer.  The father would not speak to her anymore.  He was mad at the mother, his own wife and would not talk with her anymore.  Little did he say to others of the family.  Thus, he lived in almost seclusion for years.


Father and Aunt Jane helped the other girls, one by one, to find husbands and the following young men all found wives.  John C. Hartle, William H. North, and Albert North.


Mother Steadman was a fine woman.  She stayed at our home long enough that we became intimately acquainted with her.  To know her was to love her.  When father and Aunt Jane went to the Manti Temple to get married, he drove the two horse buggy to Provo, then took the train to Manti.  I stayed at Provo and took care of the team.  I enjoyed that visit very much.  Each day I went to town and could look in at the show windows.  In one window were some beautiful watches.  How I would have liked to have had one.  At a grocery store I saw a bunch of bananas hanging from the ceiling and I wondered what they were.  I thought I would rather have an orange.  We always had oranges for Christmas.

THE FIRST CHRISTMAS AFTER MOTHER DIED


I remember the first Christmas after mother died.  I hung up my stockings on Christmas eve as was our custom, but mother was not there.  I arose early in the morning and found a long stick in my stocking, nothing else.  I cried, but I still thought it only a joke.  I went to my father, thinking he could tell me where Santa had left something for me.  Father replied, “Never mind my boy, you can have some of my candy.”  Thus passed the first Christmas after my mother’s death, disappointed and in sorrow.  I didn’t know I was such a bad boy.  I really wanted to be good.  I wanted to grow up to be respected by the ones I loved.  I think that few people loved their home and family more than I.

MORE HERDING SHEEP


In the spring of 1894, Thomas Murdock and father decided to mix herds of sheep.  The sheep Thomas Murdock had in his possession were owned by A.M. Murdock of Heber.  It was decided that Johnie Murdock and either Ralph or I were to take the sheep and herd them on the Wallsburg ridges southeast of the Harry Watson ranch.  We got along nicely when Johnie stayed with me, but when A.M. Murdock furnished horses with which to move camp and carry water, it was then feelings rose up in my heart.


Johnie said the horses were there for him to use as he pleased, so

he left me alone there with the sheep.  Sometimes he would go to Wallsburg, sometimes to Charleston or Heber.  He would stop at the camp long enough to change horses.  He said his father knew what he was doing, that there was no use for him to stay with the rest of the herd of sheep; That if I took care of my sheep, then his sheep would be alright, because his sheep had no lambs as mine did, etc.  I didn’t mind so much the staying alone at night, but the lonesomeness in the day time with nothing but the sound of the crickets seemed to me almost unbearable.  Then I wondered if I would have to herd alone all summer.  Could I bear to stay alone?  I thought very seriously of the things that were most upon my mind.  The more I thought of it, the more I thought that this was not the life for me.  Why should I be deprived of the things most dear to me, my home and loved ones, and the pleasure of working on the farm?  Then another thought came into my mind.  Why not pray?  My prayers had been answered many times before.


The next morning I arose early as was my usual custom, to follow the sheep to graze but before leaving my bedside, I asked the Lord to open up the way so that Father would come and get the sheep so I could go home.  I knew it was not customary for sheep to be taken off the range and back to the farm that time of year, but still I felt the Lord would answer my prayer.  Two or three times during the day I offered prayers similar to the one I had first uttered.  Late in the afternoon, I walked to the brow of the hill and then sat down where I could see far ahead down the trail which I expected my father to travel on.  I had been there but a short time when I saw some object moving in the distance.  I had come around the trail over the low pass just below the Daybell homes.  Oh, how I prayed that moving object was father.  I sat there until I could tell that the object I saw was a team of horses hooked to a vehicle.  Then, I saw another horse with a boy upon the back.  Sure enough it was father!  My brother Will was with him.  Down the mountain side I ran to meet them.  “What have you come for, Father?”  I said.


“We have come to get the sheep,” was his reply.  “We are taking them to separate them.  Al Murdock is going to put his sheep in his other herd.  We will do something with ours so you boys will not have to herd them.”


Father told me to get the sheep and start moving them home.  It was getting late.  He and Brother Will would gather up the camp outfit.  We were soon on our way.  By the time we reached the main wagon road below Daybells it was very dark.  It was there my lost companion sheepherder met me.  He was very angry, but we pushed on.  His loud angry words helped to keep the sheep moving.  About two more weeks and then the end of my sheep herding days were realized.
GROWING POTATOES


For a number of years we grew lots of potatoes and hauled them to Park City and sold them.  Sometimes for as much as 35¢ a bushel.  Sometimes someone else would underbid us and we would have to lower the price or lose the sale.  Each time we delivered potatoes we would solicit orders for the next load.  We often delivered two loads in one day.  We had a team each.


If we had to carry the potatoes on our shoulders very far up the mountain side, a sack at a time, it was tiresome work.  Sometimes we did not get out of the city until dark and we would have a 20 mile drive home.  A long day after leaving home about 2:00 A.M. in the morning.  Father always let us have a few rows of potatoes of our own to sell.  That is the way we obtained our spending money.


One day I offered father $4.00 for a heifer calf.  It seemed to please him.  He sold me that calf then gave back to me part of the money. Father advised us to buy more calves with the balance of our money but recommended that $4.00 per head be our top price.


I spent considerable time before I could find calves I could buy at that price.  Bishop John Watkins offered me two calves.  He wanted more money than I offered. I told him of father’s instructions to me and so he let me have the calves.  I let Brother Will have one of the calves, inasmuch as he had been doing the work at home while I was out buying the calves.  I nearly bought a calf from William Van Wagoner, but he argued he must have $5.00, enough to buy a suit of clothes.  Surely he was a trader, a hard boy to deal with, but I quite liked him.  Before he had been a stranger to me.  I didn’t know he had two sweet little sisters.  If I had known that I would have bought his calf.


Those two calves I had bought started me out into the cattle business and I soon began to realize the fulfillment of my dreams.  By the time I was 21 years of age, I had more than 30 head of cattle.  Brother Will and father sent me out to buy more cattle for them.  Brother Ralph was a shrewd buyer also.  In all, we had a nice herd of cattle, the largest herd in Charleston.  It appeared that we could not increase the herd very much and would be obligated to sell most of the increase.  I thought how nice it would be to have some cattle to sell and pay my expenses in the mission field.  We were not limited on the amount of cattle we wished to turn on the forest.  The forest service was not organized until the year 1905.
At that time, the Charleston Creamery was buying milk.  We built more cow pastures and started milking more cows which came to be one of our better sources of revenue.  At that time, milk was being sold to the Charleston Creamery from Midway, Heber, Center, Daniel and Wallsburg.  We increased the amount of production of hay and grain on father’s farm.

In January 1898, I commenced school at the Brigham Young Academy, and took a commercial course in Commercial Arithmetic and Bookkeeping.  In religion class, we studied Church History and Book of Mormon.


That winter, father and Brother Will hauled sand rocks from the Crook Rock Quarry in Lake Creek for the foundation of the new home to be built.  Brick was purchased from the Van Wagoner brick yard which was located on the bench back of Midway.  The next summer the house was nearly completed.  Sye Bullock and Harry Bircumshaw layed the brick.  Cleggs from Heber layed the foundation.  Elisha Webster was the carpenter.  The above named did most of the work.  About all the Winterton boys had to do was to haul the brick and sand, to mix the brick mortar, and carry the brick and mud to the ones on top doing the work.


That fall I helped Parley Edwards and George Bagley to shock and haul grain.  Then I went to help Uncle Will Widdison at the Charleston saw mill.  There also I had quite a snap.  All I had to do was take from the saw the lumber and the slabs and place them in neat piles and to help roll the logs on the saw carriage.  Uncle Will did all the hard work.  While I was working at the mill yard one afternoon, little Frank Daybell came running towards me.  He said Roy North had drowned in the river down at the forks, below the main road.  He was much excited and nearly out of breath.  I did not wait for more explanation but hurried to the scene.  I located him at the bottom in a hole about nine or ten feet deep.  I had him nearly to the edge of the water when other help arrived.  He was dead before I could reach him.


February 15, 1899, my brother Will and Agnes Webster were married.  They boarded the train at Park City as it pulled out for Salt Lake City.  My job was to drive the team back from Park City and again return to Park City with the team and sleigh the day they returned there after their marriage.  On each trip we loaded the sleigh with oats to sell.

WORK ON RAILROAD


In the spring of 1899, I took father’s best team, Pat and Barney and worked on the Railroad grade being built in Provo Canyon.  I worked about one week just opposite where the wagon bridge crosses the river a short way below Bridal Veil Falls.  I next worked near the

Utah and Wasatch County lines.  After that job was completed I worked at Deer Creek for David Huffaker and David Van Wagoner.  Mine was the best team on the job so they took me off the scraper and gave me a plow.  My job was to keep plenty of dirt loose for the scrapers.  I sure liked to build railroad grade.  But alas!  My job did not last.  Even though I was getting $4.00 per day, father would not listen.  He insisted I go home and help to put up the hay.

FIRST HOME AND LAND PURCHASE


The spring of 1899 brother Will and I purchased from J.R. Murdock, the home and 26 acres of land formerly owned by Louise Murdock and I went to live with Will and Agnes so that I might be able to take care of my milk cows better.


In earlier days when Ralph and I had complained to brother Will because he always left the chores for us to do while he went courting, he insisted that the time was coming when our younger brothers would do our chores, and we could do as we pleased on Sunday.  I sure looked forward for that time; it came when my own children were able to do the chores for me!


Feeding cattle and milking cows tied me up very closely.  Each night, seven days a week, I had to milk and do my other chores, regardless of what entertainment was going on, unless I especially arranged with brother Will to do my work.  Other boys and girls were having a good time.  They were going out together.  Some were getting married.  What about me? Was I losing out?  Those were my thoughts, yet I can only say I was too busy to worry about the girls or marriage, except that I had taken my troubles to the Lord, and I felt that when the proper time for marriage came, some sweet girl would still be waiting for me.  I did not want to deceive a girl by making her believe I loved her and then disappoint her.  My thoughts were that I must first go into the world and fill a mission.  I must pay the debt of gratitude I owed because the Mormon missionaries had carried the gospel message to far off England to my parents.


For years I had prayed that some day I might be able to go on a mission.  I was really anxxious to go.  One night a cottage meeting was held in Father’s home.  I was there.  Bishop Daybell related some of his missionary experiences.  I went to my room, said my prayers and asked the Lord to open the way that I might go on a  mission.  I went to Heber to the home of Patriarch John Duke.  He gave me a blessing.  Among the promises he gave me was the following:  “Your spirit has been held back for 6,000 years to come forth in this day and age of the world.  And the Lord has a great work for you to do.  You shall be a swift messenger to the nations of the earth.”

A letter from Box “B” soon followed closely which read about as follows:


“Dear Brother:



Your name has been selected and accepted as a missionary to the Eastern States and if you have no reasonable excuse, we would like you to be ready to leave Salt Lake City for you mission on June 21.”


I was thrilled to know how soon my prayers had been answered.

OTHER PROMISES


I had worried much about how I would be able to meet successfully the ministers of other churches who had been to college and made a study of the Bible and were well versed in scripture.  When Apostle Teasdale set me apart for my mission, he ordained me a Seventy, and in the blessing he gave me were these words:  “Think not in you heart that you are not qualified, because the Lord chooses the weak things of the world to confound the wisdom of the mighty, and he can loose thy tongue and fill thee with words of eternal life and thou shalt never be confounded by the wisdom of the wise and learned, but will always have an answer for the hope that is within thee.”  I felt sure that Apostle was inspired to give me that blessing.  It gave me strength, fortitude and courage.


For years I had been active in the deacons quorum and other priesthood activities.  For years I had been a member of the Ward Choir and was a teacher in Sunday School.  During the week before leaving on my mission there were two home parties arranged and held in my honor.  The first one was arranged by my Sunday School class and held at the home of Mr. And Mrs.   H.J. Wagstaff.  Those young people presented me with a beautiful leather Bible.  The other was a surprise party arranged by Mima and Josie Murdock and held at their home.  A large croud of boys and girls were present.  After Sunday School the following Sunday, Mima and Josie took me home to dinner.  They were wonderful girls.  They wanted me to be happy when I left for my mission.

MY CONFESSION


I think that no young person’s story is quite complete without a little romance, telling of the joys and the heart-aches of courtship.  So far I have told but little about my courtships.  In fact, I have not much to tell except to say I have patted myself on the back many times and said to myself, “Hyrum, you sure were very shrewd in the way you

worked things around so as to win Sarah Van Wagoner.”


It was in November 1897 that I first met Sarah Van Wagoner.  She was at a dance in the Midway Hall.  I had gone to Midway with George Smith, Jr.  He had been going out with Clara, the older sister of Sarah.  George coaxed me to ask Sarah to go home with me.  I did not have courage to ask her until the dancing was over and people were putting on their raps.  Then I walked over to Sarah and said, “May I take you home tonight?”  Her reply was, “I don’t usually go home with strangers, but I’ll go home with you tonight.”


I really thought that both Clara and Sarah were really nice.  The four of us walked home together.  The girls did not invite us into the house, but we stood out on the side of the house and talked for nearly an hour.  By that time, we had gotten the best information available as to when the next dance would be, and we gave them assurance we would be back to take them to the dance.


The next morning at school, Dan Wilson walked over to Sarah and said, “I don’t go home with strangers, but I’ll go home with you tonight.”  Mary Hamilton said to her, “I go home with all strangers, therefore, I’ll go home with you.”  Those remarks caused a lot of laughter.  It was more than Sarah could take without feeling offended.  She wondered if I had been talking, not realizing that Dan Wilson had overheard our remarks.


When George Smith and I went back to take the girls to the next dance, we rode our horses as usual to Midway.  We then tied them in the Van Wagoner yard and went to the house.  The girls were not ready to go so we told them we would soon be back that we would just go down to the dance hall and see who was there.  It is possible we had stayed at the dance hall longer than we had thought.  However, the dance had not commenced when the girls entered the ball room.  When the dance commenced, we went over to the girls and apologized and asked them for the first dance.  I was of the opinion that my explanation and apology was satisfactory, so I was surprised when I went to her at the close of the dance and asked if she was going home with me, to hear her reply: “I came alone and I can go home alone.”  I don’t remember what else I said, but I felt quite humiliated.  Some of the boys flocked around me and asked what she said to me.


I supposed that all was off with us as far as Sarah and I were concerned.  It did not hurt me so much, except that I hated to be turned down in front of so many people.  I thought she was barking up the wrong tree at my expense and I made up my mind to be more sure of myself next time.  I learned the girls were sometimes easily offended.  I did not see her again before I went to Provo to school.


I knew I stood in well with Sarah’s brothers, John and Will.  Her brother Will went to school and was in some classes with me.  A short time later, her brother John and Ben Hair went to Provo also to attend the Winter Semester.  They were accompanied by their wives, and Sarah Van Wagoner was with them just for a visit.  In Sunday School, I saw her looking

At me and saw her smile.  I decided she was not still mad at me.


After Sunday School, we met and she walked with me about two miles out on the Springville Road where I lived with Tom and Aunt Fanny Winterton.  We were together all afternoon and until about eight p.m.  and before leaving her, I had promised to take her to the dance at Charleston on the night of Washington’s birthday.  That night, I was not late in calling to take her to the dance.


I had not been at the dance long when some of the Charleston girls approached me and said, Hyrum, do you know that Josie Murdock is up on the stage crying because you brought another girl to the dance?  You had better go up there and talk to her.”  I then remembered how close Josie and I had been to each other so long at school and dances, etc.  But I had been so bashful that I had failed to ask her to go many places with me.  I tried to tell her I had done nothing to intentionally hurt her feelings and wanted her to forgive me for what I had done.  Josie said I had been talking about her.  That she had learned from good authority that I was using her just for a foot mop.  I think it was the same boy that told Sarah Van Wagoner the same kind of story in almost the same words.


The story told did not affect Sarah Van Wagoner the same as it did Josie Murdock and Sarah was always so sociable and kind to me even though I was not often with her, even to the time I left for my mission.  In after years, I often said, “God bless the girl that had such faith in me trusted in me, and would not give her hand to anyone else until she was sure I would not come back to her.”  I pray the Lord that she and her children may be blessed through time and eternity because she waited for me.  May I be worthy to be her husband and the father of her children.


At my farewell dance the night before leaving, I avoided paying special attention to any girl.  I tried to have a good time and treat them all the same.  Sarah Van Wagoner was at my farewell party.  In later years she told me that after that dance she cried all the way home.  Then next  morning nothing would do, but that her brother Will would hook up the horses and take her to the Charleston depot, to be there when I left.  He is reported to have said, “Get yourself ready and I’ll take you down to see the little bowlegged Englishman off.”


At the depot a large crowd was there gathered to wish me well on my mission.  I don’t especially remember many who were there.  I was too confused and deep in thought.


How glad I was when brother Ralph boarded the train with me when it left.  I was surprised.  He stayed close to me until I left Salt Lake City, Utah.  It was very hard for me to leave Ralph.  We had been so close together so many years with the sheep, with the cattle and in the home.  We slept together; together we owned a light one horse buggy and we went to the dances and parties together.  I had prayed for him and helped nurse him when he was nigh unto death.  (We had since believed he had a bad case of appendicitis.  Dr. Aird told Ralph in later years it was possible the appendix may have ruptured.  I feel it was a miracle that his life was preserved.   The family

fasted and prayed.  Dr. Green pronounced his case inflamation of the bowels.  (Appendicitis was not heard of at that time.)

CATTLE TO CANADA

            In the spring of 1901, Father and Ralph loaded all our range cattle on railroad cars and shipped them to Canada.  The news came to me as quite a shock.  My life’s earnings all gone to Canada.  Maybe things will turn out well.  I hope so.  I must not worry about those things now.  When I return home maybe, I can get some more cattle.

IN THE MISSION FIELD

            To tell much of my missionary experience would be too burdensome for this record, and yet I want to tell of a few things of special interest.

            I have before mentioned visiting my relatives in Brooklyn, New York.   It was July second, when I took train for Charlestown, West Virginia.  There I was met by Elder E.M. Orme at the Maryland Conference office.  The next morning, without much breakfast, I boarded the train to ride about ten miles to where I would be met by my companion, Elder Broadhead.  His companion, Elder Busby, having been released from his mission, boarded the train as I got off from it.  He was going home.

            Before leaving the Mission Home in Brooklyn, my traveling grip had been loaded with books to sell and tracts to distribute, clothing, etc. until it would weigh about twenty-five pounds.  With my load we left the railroad station about ten a.m. on July 3, 1900.

            It was a very hot sultry day.  We were headed toward Clark County, Va.  By one o’clock, I was very thirsty, hungry and fatigued, sweat was dripping off my chin, nose, ears and face.  I asked my companion about dinner.  He replied we would get

some soon.  What about water?   I must have a drink.  I asked a kind lady for water and she gave me a drink at a good well.   We continued our journey until near dark, when Elder Broadhead asked a gentleman if they would be kind enough to give us a bed for the night.  He had forgotten that I was hungry and we had traveled all day without dinner.  Maybe that is the way to initiate new elders who have just arrived in the mission.  I don’t know.

            To our bed, we were sent up a ladder from the outside of the house.   We found at the top our bed over the kitchen stove and close to the stove smoke pipe.  Very little air ventilation.  The bed consisted mostly of old torn rags.  I wondered if that was missionary life or just some new experience.  I felt the family was being kind to us and doing for us the best they could.   How much better we were being treated than thousands of others had been under similar circumstances.  When I arose in the morning, I did not have a dry rag on my body.

            They gave us breakfast consisting of corn pone and fat bacon.  Oh, how good it was.  That was the Fourth of July.  My 

thoughts took me back to home where everybody would be having a good time.  Who would be out with my best girl?  When we found a nice place in a shady grove of trees where we could kneel in humble prayer, I could have slept longer if Elder Broadhead had not shaken me and said “We must be on our way.”  That night we slept in a grain field with bundles of grain for a bed.  Not bad, the air was fresh and balmy.

            During that summer until November Conference, I labored with Elder Horsley in Loudoun County, Virginia.  He was a wonderful companion.  I loved him and he was a good singer.  Crowds gathered to hear us sing and talk.  Often, some one would say, “Sing to us the song you sang before.”

            Today as I write, many are my thoughts.  If I were young I would like to return to Loudoun County.   I understand there are some members of the church there now.   It was while laboring with Elder Broadhead in Loudoun County that the Smoot Investigation took place.  We sat up late night after night to talk to people.  Much prejudice in those days.  I wonder if our work helped much to soften the hearts of some of the people.   We did have friends.

            I spent 14 months in Virginia and West Virginia, three months in Bucks County, Pennsylvania, where I slept out twenty-five nights.  I spent seven months in Baltimore, Maryland.  At Baltimore, I received my release.

            I had a desire to then visit again Aunt Elizabeth Squires and her family in Brooklyn.  Also, my good friend Wm. L. Van Wagoner was at Boston.  I would like to visit Boston and see some of the noted scenes of early day history.  Perhaps Wm. Would send a message by me to his wife and sister Sarah.  Surely they would be glad to see me if I had a message from their husband and brother.  I am sure all the family would want me to tell them how Elder Van Wagoner was getting along.  I had to have an excuse for going to the Van Wagoner home besides wanting to see Sarah.  By taking those extra trips, I did not arrive home until July 23rd.

            July 24th, I spent in my dear home town of Charleston.  The next day I went to Heber to report to my Stake President, Wm. H. Smart, who was the President of the Eastern States Mission when I received my call (But I had not seen him.)  While visiting with President Smart, he said, “Now I have another mission for you.”  He said he wanted me to get married.  Said he, “You can get most any girl you want now if you will ask her right away.”  He suggested that the young lady with him in the office would like to marry such a young fellow as I.   Even though the young lady mentioned by President Smart followed me out to where I had left my horse and buggy, I still felt I should go to Midway and deliver my message as I agreed.

            Lucky for me that I hadn’t put off my visit longer.  I hadn’t shown up at Midway on July 24th and Sarah knew I was home.  John Riche had become well acquainted with Sarah while working at the Hawkeye mine; she being one of the cooks.  He had asked the privilege of spending the 24th of July with her at her home.  It seems that that was not enough to satisfy him.  He was bold enough to ask her for her company.  I suppose he 

didn’t know she was to be my wife.  Sarah says she told him she would give him an answer later.   She said she knew I would come to her home.   Her brother Will had written home to her.   If I wanted her company, I would tell her so.

            You can probably guess what Sarah’s answer was to John Riche.  She had great respect for him.  She hated to have him feel bad because of her, but she must send her answer.   (It would no doubt be quite a shock when she told him she was soon to be married.  We were married in the Salt Lake Temple, September 3, 1902.)  Sarah often inquired about her former friend.  She wished he would marry some good girl, but he apparently failed to find another girl he loved before we lost track of him.  My sympathy went out to him.  He had not been unfair.  He had the right to love a girl.

            The way she waited for me is one of the strong testimonies I have of the power of prayer.  She was a wonderful companion, religious, full of faith and ambition, a good housekeeper, a good cook, a good mother, attractive, a good entertainer.  She was sympathetic and kind.  If I made a mistake in business, she did not chastize me.  If she did not quite agree she would tell me why, but was cooperative in all things, tried to make a better home and play her part.  When times were hard and money scarce, she worked without complaint.  There was no jealousy in her heart.  She trusted me and I trusted her.  I loved to hear her friendly chats with others the young boys and girls or older men and women.  They liked to be around with her.

HARD WORK

            After our marriage, we both worked hard.  Night and day we worked.  When I was out working hours after dark, night after night, Sarah would busy herself knitting our doing some other kind of work.  She hated to go to bed while I was still out working.

            In the summer of 1903, I turned in the best examination papers, so I became the first R.F.D. Mail Carrier to carry mail from the Charleston Post Office and distribute it out through Midway and Charleston. I started to carry the mail with a salary of $50.00 per month.  I furnished my own conveyance.  I used two horses and did extra work on the farm.  I soon learned I needed more horses.

            I had rented the old Kinney house and farm of 28 acres.  Only 6 or 7 acres had been farmed before, but I soon cleared the land of sage and planted grain on the land.

            When I returned from my mission, I learned father had turned to my account sufficient hay and grain, etc. so my mission expenses were all paid that way by my father.   Also, when I was married, father gave me five acres of farm land.  I then sold to brother Will all my interest in the Louise Murdock 26 acres.  I bought other pieces of land until I had in my possession about 80 acres of farm land at the time I quit carrying mail on April 1, 1910.  While I was still carrying mail, I raised as much as 150 tons of hay and 3,000 bushels 

of oats in one year.  I put in most of the crops and did most of the irrigating myself.  I kept two teams and one saddle horse to use.  I hired men to help haul the hay and grain.

            Very few days I missed carrying the mail during those six and one half years.  At the end of those years my brother Moroni and Fred and I were handling quite a nice bunch of cattle.   Moroni and Fred had taken over Father’s farm to take care of.  At that time my salary for carrying mail had raised to $72.00 per month but I knew I was working too hard, and if I kept going with such speed and long hours, I would ruin my health.  I must quit one job or the other, and I felt I preferred to stay with the farm and cattle.

            Carrying the mail in the day time, leaving the Post Office about 11 a.m. and returning to the Post Office about 3 p.m. after going around the mailroute, a distance of 22 miles, allowed me to have the cool hours of the day, both morning and night, in which to work on the farm.  I would arise at the break of day, midnight often found me still at work.  Often, I stayed out irrigating all night.  I would take my bed out to the field so I could lay down between water changes.   My alarm clock gave notice when it was about time to make another change.  My children all liked to go out to the field to sleep with me, both the boys and the little girls, but they would only go in their turn about two at a time.  They would carry my meals out to the field.  Mother would put in extra lunch for the children.

            When I moved over the river on the Henderson place, as we called it, the family moved over there to be with me.  The old Henderson house was still there.  After I quit carrying mail it was not uncommon for Sarah and the children to hitch the horse to the buggy and take my dinner to me, a distance of about three miles.  Sarah would stay with the children all afternoon so they could roam the fields, ride horses or fall in the ditch trying to catch a fish.  Sarah would busy herself with something she had taken with her to work at, some kind of fancy work, knitting or mending.  It was not uncommon for her to say, “Hyrum, let me run the mowing machine.”

            Perhaps Luella made Grace tend the baby because she wanted to rake hay.

            As I sit and ponder, and think of those happy days; the days when our children were all with us, when they loved to work and play with mother and I, I can only say:  “Thank God for the memory of those days.”  Then, I must turn my thoughts to other happy moments lest the tears flow too freely down my more aged face.  Many have been the times when the children have asked me to get down on the floor and play horse with them.   I was supposed to be a bucking horse.  They must all learn to ride and stick on my back.  Every child had to have their turn.  A time finally came when the older children were too large to ride such a small horse.  Only the younger ones could ride.  Again, I say:   Oh, happy days.

            After I quit carrying the mail, we had cattle upon the range and we generally figured out a week vacation for the family. 

We took our team and wagon with sufficient hay and grain, food, bed quilts and blankets.  The older children could ride the extra saddle horses.  We generally went via Daniels Canyon, then left the main road at the head of the canyon (near Ace Bethers station) then we drove as near as we could to Strawberry Peak before we stopped to camp.  The next day, on the range, the horses would all be pressed into service.  Sarah and I would take the smaller children on a horse with us.  Sometimes, we would wind up the trip by going fishing in Strawberry River.  Such trips helped the family to like the mountains and especially Strawberry Valley. I have been very surprised at times to see how far and how easy Sarah could ride a horse in one day’s time.

JULY 16, 1911 - HAROLD’S BAPTISM
            The Sunday that Harold was eight years old, I had obtained permission from Bishop Ritchie to baptize him.  We first went to Sunday School with the family.  After Sunday School we took our lunch to eat down by the old saw mill.  We held a little

meeting with the children and then I led little Harold into the water and baptized him.  I baptized all my own children, most of them on their 8th birthday, and also little Stella Gardner.

            I likewise had the privilege of baptizing Elmer Kohkonen.  We tried to teach our children so that each would look forward to the time when they could be baptized.

            Most always our family could be seen at Sunday School and Sacrament Meeting.  Sarah would always see to it that the children would get a bath and clean underwear the night before.   Most likely my shoes would be cleaned and polished.  I had much work to do.  Nearly always a stream of water to take care of before going to Sunday School.  The most help I gave my wife on Sunday morning was to tell her to not prepare any breakfast for me, and the children soon became accustomed to going without breakfast.  If the youngest ones were hungry they were satisfied with something easily prepared.  I used to be proud to drive a nice team hooked to a white top buggy and take all the family with us.

            Sarah taught a class in Sunday School.  In Relief Society she was one of the counselors.  Often she would ask me to take the children with me when I went to the post office to get the mail, when I was to distribute on my route.  I was to leave them with my sister, Sarah Price.  Sarah would pick them up there at sister Sarahs.  It was not easy to carry little Van and lead Harold by the hand and walk that one and one third mile to Charleston.  Of course, that was before she got the baby buggy and could put both children in and push the buggy.

            After I discontinued carrying mail, my brothers, Moroni, Fred and I concentrated our efforts in farming and raising cattle.  Harold, our oldest child, was then nearly seven years old.  While I held and farmed my private owned land, Moroni and Fred farmed together.  Our cattle we owned conjointly as 

a partnership arrangement.  According to the percentage of cattle we each owned, we furnished feed on the same percentage basis.

            It was in the year 1909 that we purchased some Hereford cattle from John E. Dooley, the owner of Antelope Island.  In June of 1909, J.M. Ritchie, Jamos Wright and Brother Moroni went to that Island to select some bulls and while there they made arrangements for us to select about 150 head of cows to be delivered in October.  As I remember, my brothers and I purchased about sixty head of that number.  I helped to gather and select the cattle.  As I remember, I was over on the Island about one week.  At the edge of the lake the cattle were loaded in a barge which was pulled by a tug boat.  The tug pulled the barge as near as possible to the shore on the Farmington side; then the cattle were turned out of the barge and made to swim to shore.  Small row boats were used to turn the cattle if they tried to swim in the wrong direction.  We were three days driving the cattle to Charleston after we left Farmington.  In driving those cattle through Salt Lake City we traveled on second West Street, as I remember, in order to avoid the heavy traffic on Main Street.  We went through Murray on Main Street and from there followed the main highway all the way.  In those days we did not have much trouble with automobiles. 

MY SAFETY QUESTIONED

            The year 1910 was the first year for those white faced cattle on the mountain range.  One day Moroni and I decided to ride the range to see how the cows and calves were doing.  Nearly every cow we had turned out with a calf.  On our inspection tour we learned that nearly one half of the cows were not being nursed.  We knew something was wrong.

            We went home for more food and a pack horse.  J.M. Casper went with us on the return trip.  We went via Daniels Canyon and traveled the main ridge between Wallsburg and Daniels Canyon to avoid going through Wallsburg.  We camped over night in the mouth of Second Set Canyon.

            The next day, while viewing with spy glasses from a high point, I could see two men leading their horses off Strawberry Peak and traveling towards Glen Cabin Springs.  We hurriedly saddled our horses and loaded our pack horse and headed for the same country where many of our cattle would be ranging.  J.N. Casper advised it was not wise for us to abruptly ride in where men might be killing calves.  We met many of the cattle leaving the bed ground as if they had been scared.  We decided to ride down the canyon to where we thought we could know if anyone went down through the canyon.  No one passed us so on our way down through the upper part of Wallsburg, we inquired if they knew who might be riding in the hills at that time.  We learned nothing by inquiry.

            One day as I was stacking grain, George Edwards rode up on his horse to where I was.  Then he said to me, “Hyrum, don’t 

you go to the mountains anymore this summer.  Bub Meeks says he will kill you if he runs across you.”   George had been out on the range and had heard of the talk that was going around.  I learned that Meeks had a nephew living in Wallsburg who hauled veal and beef to Park City.   Enough said.  It was only a few weeks later when we learned that Bub Meeks had died with Pneumonia while up in the mountains.  He did not see me.

ANOTHER EXPERIENCE
            One afternoon a neighbor came to our well for a drink of water as was his custom.  After drinking the water he said to me.  “Hyrum, I have made up my mind, that before I commit suicide I am going to kill all my enemies.”   I said, “Do you think you have any enemies?”  He replied, “You damn right I have enemies, and I know who they are.”  Our family had always tried to be good to that man, but we knew he thought we had not been fair with him.

            Only a few days after his threat to kill his enemies he got in a shovel and pitch fork fight with another man.  He soon died as a result of an injury he received.  Again I was relieved of worry because someone had threatened me or others.  I was sure he wanted me to know what he had contemplated doing.

            I remember when automobiles first came into Wasatch County, we were afraid in passing them for fear of our horses getting scared, especially if we were driving a team of colts.  I traded for a good gentle horse for Sarah to drive.  (He later became scared of an automobile on the Midway road and she could not drive him in the buggy anymore.)

            We learned that the cattle we brought from Antelope Island were the best cattle we had ever run on the mountain ranges, and we decided we must still have better bulls.  So accordingly, in February, 1913, J.H. Ritchie and I boarded a railroad car headed for Missouri to buy bulls.  I had gone prepared to buy me a few heifers also.

            After visiting a few purebred herds, including the herd of Gudgell and Simpson, at Independence, Mo., we finally stopped at the home of Overton Harris, Harris, Mo.

            The first day there we selected 8 head of bulls.  Four were for the Ritchies and four for Wintertons.  Overton Harris kept saying it was foolish for us to pay freight for a full car of cattle and only take about 12 head.  He wanted us to buy more heifers. When the Bishop and I went to bed at night I said, “If Mr. Harris keeps urging us to take more calves, I’ll soon tell him my reason for not taking more.  I have not the money.  If he wants to trust me, I’ll take more heifers.”  The Bishop replied to my remarks, “You’ll keep still.   We don’t want him to know we are poor men.  Besides he don’t know us and he would not trust us with the heifers without paying for them.”   To his remarks I again answered, “I don’t care who knows I am a poor man.  And because I am a poor man, that is no evidence that you don’t have money.” 

 However, he again cautioned me to keep still on the question of money.

            The next morning when we went out to the corral, Mr. Harris again said, “Why don’t you load up your car?  After the first four heifers which Winterton has selected at $150.00 each, you can have the balance at $125.00 each.”

            In reply to Mr. Harris’s offer I said, “Mr. Harris, I would like more of these heifers but I have not the money to pay for them.”  Mr. Harris replied, “My boy, your face looks good to me, and you can have all the heifers you want.  You can sign a note for them.”

            Before leaving home, Moroni and Fred had said they did not want to buy any registered heifers, so I dared not to buy too many.  But I said, “Mr. Harris, at your offer I will take a total of ten head of heifers.”  Bishop Ritchie then spoke up and said, “I will take eight heifers.”  When we arrived home with the heifers the Bishop contended that we should divide the heifers taking 9 head each.  I asked him why he did not make up his mind while in Missouri that he wanted more heifers and not ask me for one of mine.  Also on arriving at home, Moroni and Fred insisted that they should have part of my heifers so our partnership business would be more easy to figure. 

            Bishop Ritchie and I drew cuts to see who would have first pick of the bulls. He won.  I was then to have the first pick of the heifers.  I used my best judgment and strategy in selecting the heifers I most wanted.

            The next June, my son, Omni Overton was born.  We named him Overton because of great respect I had for Overton Harris.   

            In the fall of 1914 when our first crop of calves were about six months old, we sold to John C. Whiting four heifer calves and then sold the balance of the heifer calves to Flint Dixon of Payson.

            John C. Whiting also purchased the first bull calf born, at the price of $500.00.  He was sired by Beau Morton and out of dam Princess G. by Repeater.  He being the Grand Champion Bull of America.

            That same fall of 1914,  I went back to Nebraska and bought 20 head of yearling heifers from Thos. Mortimer of Madison Nebraska which afterwards were declared the Grand Champion car load of the show at Denver.

            My reason for going to Thos. Mortimers ranch to buy I will here explain:   At the Utah State Fair in Oct. 1914, we bought the Grand Champion Bull, Beau Morton, from Bill Henn, a bull dealer.  He was bred by Q.E. Green of  Genoa, Nebraska.  Thos.

Mortimer was the judge at the fair.

            Before I bought the bull I questioned Thos. Mortimer about the breeding of the bull, Beau Morton, and also asked where I might get some good heifers.  He recommended to me a number of breeders.  I asked him if he was a breeder and he replied that he was.   I asked him what he would sell me some heifers for.

            He replied, “I will sell you yearling heifers better than these heifers shown at this State Fair for $150.00 per head.  I told him I would go to Nebraska and call on him.  

November found me at Mr. Mortimers ranch and I saw his $150.00 heifers.   They did not quite please me.  Then Mr. Mortimer told Mr. Pchisner, his son-in-law to show me the heifers they were feeding to show at Denver. 

            Those heifers pleased me but Mr. Mortimer asked me $225.00 per head for them.  Said I, “Mr. Mortimer, you offered to sell me heifers for $150.00, better than the heifers shown at Utah State Fair.”  To the last remark he replied, “When I was in Utah, I felt the need of some missionary work being done in that state in cattle improvement.  So if you want these best heifers I will deliver them to you at Denver after the Denver show for $200.00 per head.  You can visit as many herds as you please while you are visiting around.  If you make up your mind to buy my heifers, you can send me a small payment on them so I will know you want them.”

            After visiting several herds in Nebraska and Missouri, I returned home and sent some money to Mr. Mortimer.

            Brother Moroni went to Denver in January and received the heifers and the Grand Champion ribbons and also paid to Herbert Chandler $1000.00 for Debonair 61st.  At that show Herbert Chandler had the Grand Champion Load of Bulls.

            In all, including later shipments, we bought from Thos. Mortimer about 75 head of heifers.  He was a good friend of the Winterton boys; but few heifers did we ever buy from other people.

            In the year 1916 the cattle and sheep men of Wasatch County leased from the Government Reclamation Service, the Strawberry Valley.  At that time, J.M. Ritchie and we Winterton boys were allotted all the area west of the reservoir and south of Mud Creek.  So, we got busy and soon had a fence around the area that did not border on the water.   Moroni, Fred and I were allowed to graze in the inclosure 100 head and Ritchie was allowed in the inclosure with 65 head.

            John C. Whiting had been to Baker, Oregon on two different trips and purchased from Herbert Chandler about 30 head of heifers.  When we learned the opportunity for good grazing on the forest west of our reclamation pasture was open, we did not rest until we had persuaded the Forest Supervisor, A.W. Jensen, to transfer part of our forest permit on the Wallsburg Range to Mud Creek.   Thus came to an end our ranging cattle on the Wallsburg and Daniel Range.

            The extra cattle permit that was not transferred we sold to Earl Stringfellow and Cannon.

            As time went on and John C. Whiting and my brothers, Moroni and Fred, preferred to quit running cattle on the range, my sons and I took over their cattle and forest permit.

            This was after John C. Whiting and I had traded ranches.  He moved his family to my home in Charleston and I moved my family to his ranch at the lower end of the valley where the Wallsburg Creek enters the Provo River.

            After taking over all of the Whiting cattle and the cattle belonging to Moroni and Fred, then the immediate depression in the price of cattle (after the drouth of 1922) 

created for me a problem that I could hardly overcome.  Many a night I could not sleep, the strain on my mind was so great.  But my family and I kept on working very hard and paid out but little for labor.

            Brother Fred was very fine with me and he offered to take his cattle back if I preferred him to do so.  (This was at a time when most everybody wanted the money which I was oweing them.)

            In the January of 1925, we took 150 head of bulls and heifers to the Ogden show for sale.  After the sale we were able to take home $5,000.00 after expenses of sale were paid.

            (I was not long, however, in getting a Federal Land Bank Loan on land and getting money to pay off the note to Knight Trust and Savings Bank.)  

            Later I sold to Boyce Wells the farm I secured from John C. Whiting.   The sales price about $12,000.00.  He paid me about 4 or 5 thousand dollars, and gave me a mortgage on the property to secure the balance of the debt.

            There was a previous mortgage on this property to the State of Utah Land Board and I immediately sold my mortgage to Dr. Wherritt for face value.  This I did to pay off my indebtedness at the Heber Bank.

            I supposed everything was going along OK when one night, Dr. Wherritt approached me.  Said he, “Boyce Wells has never paid one dollar in interest on the mortgage you sold to me and he has gone broke.  I am holding you responsible for my money. You have endorsed the note he gave you, when you signed it over to me.”  I was sure in a mixup.

            He said, “The farm is no good to him.  He cannot now pay off the note.  If you will go to him I think he would deed the ranch back to you.  If you will get it back I will be lenient with you.  You are a good farmer and I can trust you.”

            I could see, as it then seemed, my only chance was to follow his advice.   I talked to Geo. B. Stanley his attorney.   It was his opinion I had better get Wells to turn the farm back to me.  In the course of a short time I again had the deeds for the place and had paid to the State Land Board all the interest past due.

            A short time later, Geo. B. Stanley said to me, “Hyrum, do you know that the Chipman Bank has $17,000 mortgage on all the Boyce Wells property.  Your ranch is included in that mortgage.”   (I had trusted him, knowing he was the County abstractor and was aware of every mortgage entered.)

            Well, I could see I had more trouble.  No use for me to pay off all the debts and leave the land free for the Chipman Bank and their assigns.  I had to do something however, to keep Dr. Wherritt from entering suit against me.  The Chipman Bank had gone into the hands of the receivers.

            I went to American Fork and consulted the receiver in change.  I asked him how much the Boyce Wells ranch was worth to them.   There was the State Land Board Mortgage and the Mortgage of $7,000 and the interest due Dr. Wherritt, taxes, etc. which they must pay.   He thought a moment, then asked me what I

would give to have the farm released from their mortgage.  I told him $ 300.00. He told me he would take up the matter with the rest of the board.

     
Several days after, I received word they would accept my offer.  I paid the $300.00. Merlin Simmons and Grace went to the ranch and took care of it.

   
 A few years later when the Deer Creek Reservoir builders had taken over the property, I paid all indebtedness on the land and had between eight and nine thousand dollars in the clear.  That year I owed $1,000 for tithing.

    
My motto?  It does not pay to become discouraged and give up.  Keep on trying.

    
 It was through trying to keep up with the Joneses (as we often hear the phrase) that we really ran into financial difficulties.

    
Moroni, Fred and I had all built homes between the years 1908 and 1917.  We had also bought land and cattle.  So, we conjointly owed quite a sum of money.

   
 When I took over Moroni's interest in 1922, I was foolish enough to take over his cattle at prices per head equal to the prices we had paid for them.   (Cattle prices had then slumped materially.)  I told him the cattle could not then be sold for that money.  But I did not want him to lose money and I thought that by holding on to them a short time the prices would come back and I would not have to lose.

     
In order to please Brother Fred, I let him have all Moroni's interests in land, except 10 acres over the river. I also let him assume all Moroni's obligations in long time loans while I assumed the short time loans, such as the Knights Bank loan of $10,000, the money we were still owing to Thos. Mortimer for cattle, also a personal loan he had from his Mother-in-law, Mrs. Susie Giles.

    
Because I lost a lot of money in the cattle, I bought from Brother Moroni and Fred, I did not blame them in any way.  They both had been perfectly kind and good.  I don't think that any brothers ever got along together better than we did.  I am sure that I always tried to be fair with them and when my children grew up and did quite a lot of work while Fred and Moroni were spending more time in milking cows and taking care of chickens, I was sure that my family were doing more than our share.  So when Moroni and Fred offered to sell to me their cattle, I thought it best to dissolve our partnership that way.  It was evident our children would not get along as well together as we had done.

    
Sometime after I had signed a note with Susie Giles to liberate Moroni from his obligation to her, she called me over the telephone.  She said it was a sin the way Fred and I had beat Moroni out of all his property and we should be ashamed of ourselves.

    
She placed my note in A.C. Hatch's hands for collection, so I had to borrow money to pay off her note.

    
Fred and I had let Moroni have what money we could scare up and then Moroni borrowed more money from father to start him off in the grocery business in Salt Lake City.  That business 

did not prove profitable for Moroni, so it was not long before he was living over in Magna.

    
Later Moroni had a desire to move back to Charleston so I turned to him my equity in the Robert Daybell home and farm to settle with him for my indebtedness to him.  Father paid off the mortgage to the Bank of Utah.

    
Moroni did not live to move back to Charleston, but his family moved and lived on the farm until the Deer Creek Reservoir dam was built and Mabel received $10,000 for the property.

    
Brother Fred lived in Charleston until his death.  The family sold the farm and moved to Arizona.  Brother Fred suffered much during the last years of his life.

    
When he could no longer take care of his registered hereford cattle and I drove them up the road from his home, I was told it caused him to weep as he sat by the window and watched them leave.  That was a sad day for me also. No more would we try to iron out our troubles together.  No more to build fences and gather and drive cattle together. As I write this, I do it while tears run down my cheeks.

     
I am always glad to see the children of Moroni and Fred and hear them call me Uncle Hyrum.  I love them.

    
After Moroni, Fred, and I divided up our interests and split up the lands, it was impossible to get such a good set up for registered cattle again without going far away. We prospered as long as we hung together, until the depression which lasted from 1920 to 1925, and which was very severe on livestock men and especially the breeders of registered cattle.

     
If Moroni, Fred and I, and our families had continued to work unitedly together, we could have gone through the depression easier together, because the work would have been divided up more and we could have taken care of the business better.  I do not advocate that people should stay in a business they do not like, but I am convinced that there is no better place than the farm for children because the parents can have closer companionship with the children on the farm that they can in most any other business.

    
When the children are old enough, and go to college, it is nice then for them to try to figure out the business they like best and where they can lead the most useful life.

    
The Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints strongly advocates people being able to work together, and as I understand, that is one of the reasons that the Church Welfare plan has been established, so people will learn to work together and some time we will be prepared for greater things.

     
It was in the years 1918 and 1919 that the dreaded disease called flu invaded our beautiful valley and took from us many of our friends and loved ones.

    
Within a few months, Sarah's sisters, Eliza Hair, Grace, and her brother Joseph, were all taken by death, as were several 

cousins and other relatives. 

     
At that time we owned one of the few automobiles that were in the town.  It was a 4 cylinder Buick and Sarah had learned to drive it.  It was not an uncommon thing seeing that car going from home to home to learn what medicine the sick were in need of and Sarah would soon be on her way to Heber.  Often Aunt Julia Widdson or Agnes Winterton would be with her.

    
Brother Moroni's and Fred's families were struck by the flu in the fall of 1918 and much of their work fell to my lot to take care of, especially the gathering of the cattle that came off the range.

     
It was in the latter part of the year 1918 when Harold, Van and Willie Whiting returned home from school at B.Y.U. in Provo that the flu struck.  (At that time, the Whiting family were among our closest friends and Willie Whiting and Harold were close buddies and loved to be together.  We heard of Willie's death but were unable to go to the funeral.)  

     
As soon as we learned that Harold and Van had the flu, we followed the doctor's instructions the best we could to try and give them the best care possible.

    
In a few days, the rest of the children, one by one, were all put to bed and Sarah and I stayed with them night and day without any rest or sleep.  Some of the children began to show improvement, but Ralph Deloy and Clair took pneumonia. By that time, neighbors and friends came into our home to help us.  I especially mention Frank and Carrie Webster, Stacy Wright and Blanche Van Wagoner.  Oh.  What a blessing they were to us.

    
When Sarah came down with the flu she had the best of care.  She was so badly affected that she could hardly be aroused to take her medicine.

    
Those days were among the most trying days of my life and how thankful I was that I could go to my Heavenly Father for comfort and divine guidance.

   
I was so thankful that although I had been going almost steadily, night and day, for a full week or more, I still had no desire for sleep, and did not seem to tire.  I just kept going from one room to another, giving what help I could.

    
Never before did I ever see my wife Sarah in a condition when she did not show anxiety for her family when they were sick or in trouble in anyway.

    
Little Deloy and Clair were very sick with pneumonia but when we offered them whiskey as the doctor had directed, they refused to take it.  We did not insist that they take the whiskey if they had the faith they would get along better without it.

     
Time went on and the boys improved, yet it was weeks before one of Deloy's lungs seemed to start to clear up, but his mother continued to use olive oil and rub his chest and get him to practice breathing exercises, etc.

    
As for myself, I have always felt that I was especially blessed.  One night I could tell I had a rising temperature.  

I took a hot mustard bath.  I put a quilt over the bath tub and stayed in the water until I was in a good sweat.  Then I went to bed, but was so anxious about the welfare of wife and children I had no desire for sleep.  In the morning I said I was well but our nurses would not allow me to get out of bed.  I felt no sickness in any way.  Thanks, I say again, to those good nurses.  I shall never forget them.

OUR EDISON PHONOGRAPH

     It was about the year 1905, as I made my daily rounds delivering mail, I noticed a large gathering of people at Andrew Luke's Hot pots resort, so I stopped to investigate. I found a gentleman there demonstrating an Edison phonograph. I don't know whenever I had heard anything more pleasing to my ears up to that time in my life.  I invited the gentleman to visit me at my home.  He did and I purchased a "talking machine" and a large number of records.  Thereafter on each visit to our valley he made our home a stopping place for the night and I was able to look over his whole collection of records and purchase the ones I desired to keep.  Sometimes I would play music until long after midnight.  I was his best customer in Wasatch County.

    
That phonograph with the records I purchased seemed to satisfy my longing for music more than anything that had come into my life up to that time.  It was one of those early Edison models with the big sound horn up over the top.  The voices of many of the best singers of the nation were recorded on those records.  Today we have television and radio, but formerly we didn't have to listen to so much whiskey, beer and tobacco advertising to hear a good song or other music.

    
Because of my opportunity, I soon accumulated more than 200 of two or four minute records.  Also, with that machine was a recording device by which we could and did make many recordings of voices of our friends and neighbors, both song and speech.  Yes, it was fun.  Many were the nights when we entertained with that phonograph, either at our home or the homes of friends.  Yes, time seems to change almost everything.  We soon had in our home a piano and other musical instruments, and the children learned to sing and play.  Yes, we had quite a collection of valuable instruments which all burned in the fire, except that favorite phonograph. Now I must tell why it did not burn.

    
When my brother Edward was not well and before his death, he begged me to let him have that phonograph and my collection of records.  I did not refuse him his desires. Several years after his death. Aunt Jane gave the phonograph to my son Omni.  He has cherished that as I did.  The parts that were broken, or weak he has repaired.  He could not buy new parts.  Yes, what genius is Omni.  If he takes on a task to do, he does not easily give up until he has accomplished his purpose.  A few nights ago, while I was at his home working towards the completing of my life story that favorite instrument 

again burst into those old familiar sounds and I was able to hear several of those old favorite songs I had so often loved to hear.  I think they had never sounded better to me.  It was then I remembered I had never in my story made mention of that Edison phonograph which had played such a part in our lives.

    
So, these pages are inserted.

    
Also several experiences with extra cold weather have been brought to my mind which I would like to mention.  One time Harold and I with our herd of cattle passed Con O’ Driscoll and company with a herd of horses near the head of Strawberry Valley after a severe snow storm.  The weather turned so cold that night that two horses and one large calf froze to death.  It was 48 degrees below zero.  We were in an old canvas covered sheep camp.  Before daylight we got up and turned our horses loose so they wouldn't freeze.  At daylight I started after them.  When I didn't come back within an hour. Harold got worried about me.  He knelt down and prayed that he could start the truck.  The truck took right off, and he soon met me with the horses.  However, the next morning it was all we could do to get the truck started with the team pulling it.

    
Another time, Van and I went to Vernal to sell bulls, about December 10, 1922.  The ruts were so deep that it took us 2 days to reach Vernal in our car.  With the help of Louis Freestone and H.E. Seeley, we traded our bulls, getting 75 head of cattle in exchange, plus cash and notes.  We made arrangements for them to drive the 75 head to meet us and we would get the bulls and meet them.  We hurried home, got the bulls, and with Wallace Casper and Arthur Duke, started on the long drive with them.  The two herds met on Dead Ox Mt.  We traded herds and started back.  All was well until it started to snow.  We stayed at Red Creek two nights, thinking the storm would let up.  Then we pushed on.  Meanwhile, the storm had been even worse in Charleston.  My brother Moroni and Wayne C. Whiting, being worried about us, started out from there to come to help us with 4 horses and a sleigh.  They spent 2 1/2 days plowing through deep snow trying to get to us before we finally met in Strawberry.  There was 4 feet of snow at Ace Bethers station then.  We had 2 wagons and plenty of feed, and gradually broke a trail and the cattle followed.  Those who came to meet us in the sleigh really had more trouble than we did.

    
Another time we were moving cattle through Weber Canyon. Clair and Vern Huff were driving them under the R.R. overpass and Merlin Simmons and I were following.  Suddenly, about 30 head of cattle broke away, and climbed up onto the railroad track just as a passenger train came around the mountain.  Twenty-two head of cattle were killed.  They were thrown several rods to the bottom of the grade.  The boys were nearly hit by the cattle as they were thrown through the air by the fast locomotive.

    
After we started purchasing purebred cattle, we continued 

purchasing until we found it necessary or advisable to sell all our grade or unregistered cattle.  This we did in the year 1917.  Then we transferred all our interests on the forest to Strawberry Valley except the interests we had sold.  J.C. Whiting became interested in running his pure bred cattle with us.

    
The first few years that we ran cattle on the Reclamation in Strawberry Valley, it was either Moroni or Fred and their families that went out there to take care of the cattle.  Later on, one or two of my boys and Willie Whiting went out there to herd the cattle.  After Willie Whiting died, the Whiting family lost interest in the cattle and the range.  Then my boys did most all the herding of the cattle after that time. Sometimes I would go out there and stay with part of the children.  The girls liked to go out there and ride the horses as much as the boys.

    
On Sunday afternoons, while I was very busy all other days, except Sunday, Sarah and I could be seen on the road and headed towards Strawberry Valley with the rest of the children.  Sarah would take fresh bread and other cooked or uncooked dainties and other supplies that she thought the children would like.  I don't think the children ever got homesick staying out with the cattle as I did staying with sheep when I was a boy.

    
Sarah and I felt that we should always see the children, at least once a week.  Years passed and conditions changed.  The boys and the girls married.  Yet I don't think the time ever came when they did not like to go to the home on the range.

    
I think it quite fitting that I mention in this story, that Harold was only seventeen years old when it was his desire to go out to different stock shows to exhibit cattle.  I quite liked his ideas he expressed and his reasons why he should take our cattle to exhibit them.

    
He was young and needed some experience before he took our herd out, so we arranged to let him go out the following year on the show circuit with the John H. Seeley Short Horn Cattle from Mt. Pleasant.  Harold enjoyed his trip that year very much.  The next year, he felt that he should take our cattle.

    
From that time on and up to the year of his death Harold always had a car or two of cattle out on exhibition during the summer show season.  Most generally one or two of his brothers would be with him.  (Oftimes, they had hogs to exhibit as well as cattle).  Sometimes he took with him such boys as Joe Muir, Howard Brown, Hyrum Turnbow, Neil Winterton Earl Carlile, and others.

    
 I remember his saying to me one day:  "Father, I am not going out into the world to show cattle only.  I want to also be a good representative of the State of Utah and the Mormon people.  I don't want a boy with me that uses profane language or uses tea, coffee, whiskey or tobacco.  I want them to set an example worthy of the name of Latter-day Saints. "Harold really meant what he said, because it was only a

few years later when he found one of the boys with him had broken the promise that he had made to Harold to not touch tobacco while on the trip if he be allowed to go with Harold.  They were on the North West circuit and when Harold wrote home, he asked that we meet the train at Ogden and that we have another boy to go with him to California.

    
Since Harold's death, we have sometimes slipped a little and have not always lived up to the high ideals that Harold followed.  I hope we will never forget the example of that boy who was so dear to me.  I am still glad I have other boys I love.  I think they are wonderful.

    
Neil Winterton related to me the following story.  He said that he was in the Temple.  When the brother officiating heard the name "Winterton" he said, "Are you related to Harold Winterton?"  Neil replied, "He was my cousin."  Then the brother took time to relate to him his experience and remembrance of Harold Winterton.

    
He said, "It was after dark one night, when I went into the show grounds.  I noticed a large crowd of men gathered together.  I went over to investigate the reason for the gathering.  There I saw Harold Winterton in the center of the crowd talking to them about the Book of Mormon."  (Harold always liked to have with him a Bible and a Book of Mormon.)

    
A short time after Harold's death, I received a letter from a lady in California.  She had read of Harold's death and wanted to tell us her story.  In short, it was about as follows:

    
She had met Harold at the show and though it was the first time in meeting her, he had recognized she had a good heifer to be shown but she was not educated in the art of curling and trimming up the heifer, so the heifer would look the best.  Harold volunteered to help her dress up the heifer.  This he did, and thus made it possible to get the heifer placed in line where she rightfully belonged.  Thus the lady wrote, "He helped me to win a championship.  He lost a championship, but gained a friend."  She spoke very highly of his unselfish attitude and said she would never forget him.

    
Harold never lost for us any money on the show circuit and he and the others of my boys and girls have made for Winterton Brothers many friends and done much to make the name of Winterton a popular name.

     
I have always thought that one of the greatest aspirations we should have as breeders of purebred livestock is a good name:  To be a man that is thought to be honest, truthful and reliable; a man of good judgment who knows good cattle; a man that can be depended upon; a man that will deal fairly with his neighbors.  No man can please everybody and there are many people who through jealousy will give you a bad name.  I think it should be our motto:  "To do unto others as we would have them do unto us."  Sometimes we can be more fair with people than the law would demand of us.  As an example, I tell the following:

It was in the year 1922 that a man by the name of D. M. Parker from Wolf Hole, Arizona visited us, and I sold him 20 head of yearling heifers and one young bull.  The price of total sale was $4,000.00.  The deal was made in August and the heifers were selected.  I was to ship the cattle in the November following.  Mr. Parker gave me a check for $1,500.00 and signed a note for the balance of $2,500.00, the note to be paid when the heifers were delivered.

    
A short time before the time for delivery of the heifers, I received a letter from Mr. D.M. Parker telling me of his great disappointment.  There had been no rain in Arizona and their water reservoirs were dry.  He asked me if I would keep the heifers another year for him and he would pay for the feed.  The following year I received another letter asking if there was any way he could get out of paying the $2,500.00 note he had signed.  He stated that if I crowded him for the money it would ruin him financially.

    
I immediately enclosed his note in a letter and mailed it to him.  I told him in my letter I could not return to him the $1,500.00 he had paid me.  I did not have it, but I told him he could have $1,500.00 worth of cattle at the former price whenever he wished to send for them.  In reply, I received one of the most appreciative letters I have ever had.  He said he had never before been treated with such fairness as I had treated him.

    
About two years later I delivered his cattle to Enterprize, Utah, according to his request.  He had sent to me the money to pay the transportation on the train.  There was a 20 mile drive for those cattle from Modena to Enterprize.  I failed to get in touch by telephone with the man at Enterprize who was to receive the cattle, so I followed them on foot that 20 miles, arriving at Enterprize about 8:00 p.m.

    
That night I slept in a room with three men from Wolf Hob, Arizona who knew Mr. Parker.  I told them my business in being there.  Said one of those men, " I have heard all about that deal.  Mr. Parker has told me all about that."  Said he, "The man who sent those cattle to Mr. Parker is very foolish.  He did not have to do it.  Mr. Parker is the one who broke his contract, etc."  Yes.  I knew Mr. Parker was the one who failed in his contract, and it hurt me very much.  I needed that money.  But I felt sorry for him also.  I have never felt sorry that I sent to Mr. Parker those cattle.

     
It was April 25, 1955 when I wrote the above story.  This morning, April 26, 1955, I again remember that on the same train that we loaded the 7 heifers and one bull to send to Mr. Parker, we loaded Harold's show string of cattle and three young steers to be exhibited at the First Los Angeles Fat Stock Show ever held at Los Angeles.  Omni went with Harold to the stock show.  They left me at Modena.

   
Harold had only a few days previously returned home from a trip to California and Arizona where he had been exhibiting cattle.  Almost immediately after arriving home, Harold said, "Father I feel strongly impressed that we should take to 

Los Angeles those three young steers we have.  I think they will pay out.  I am so anxious to be at the First Los Angeles stock Show.  There is to be a stock show down at Brawley in the Imperial Valley, California just before the Los Angeles show.  Will you let us take the show herd to Brawley and then return them to Los Angeles and let people see our herd even though there will be no regular show for breeding cattle?"  Seldom did I ever refuse to grant to Harold his request.  I had confidence in him.

    
At the show, Omni won with his steer, the Grand Champion prize of the show.  The steer weighed 800 lbs. and sold for $1,000.00.  As I remember, the other steers stood high in their class and they sold for $700.00.  Never before had we received such prizes for steers or fat cattle.

    
For many years thereafter our herd never missed being at the Los Angeles show and for many years it was a good market for bulls.   I am impressed with the thought, I may not have sent the show cattle back to California had we not have had those Parker cattle to deliver.

    
As I come to this part of my story, my thoughts are still crowded with memories of the past.  They take me back even to the time before I went on my first mission when I was a member of the Charleston Theatrical Troupe, under the direction of Wm. E. Bate.  We took our plays to Heber, Midway, and Wallsburg after presenting them at home.

    
The cast of characters would generally include John and Maude Simmons, John, Rulon and Edith Bate, Jos. B. Turner, Brother Ralph and myself.   (A wonder that I didn't try to take either from Joseph B. Turner or John Bate, their girl).

    
After my marriage to Sarah, I still continued to sing in the choir for special occasions.   I always liked to sing with a good chorus.

    
When the Seventies and the Relief Society Sisters fixed up the basement in the old town hall so it would be a respectable place in which to hold Relief Society Meetings and our Seventies Classes, I took part in a play.  It was then I fell in love with Jennie Noakes.     She was my sweetheart in the play.   I was quite a desperate character.   In fact, I shot a big hole in the outside basement door which still showed the big scar at the time the meeting house burned.

    
One of the most pleasant winters, I ever remember was when my wife and I were appointed to work with other members of the ward to raise funds with which to repair and decorate our ward chapel.   Our main source of revenue came through shows, dinners, and dances that we arranged for.  Most every week a committee meeting was held at one of our homes where we would talk over the things of most importance.  The rest of the evening we spent as best pleased us, besides having refreshments.   (I must here admit there was something about, that the others liked to laugh at.   I guess they might just as well laugh at me as anyone else.  They were out for a good time, and so was I.)   Members of that committee were: bishop and Mrs. J.M. Ritchis; Harry and Ella Watson; John and

Tom Allen and their wives; Mr. and Mrs. John W. Hoover; my wife Sarah and I.

    
The happiest time in all people's lives should be when they are raising their family and the children are all home; When the children are happy, full of life and glee, continually striving to improve their time and talent, each one striving for success and dreaming of still brighter days ahead. That was generally our kind of life, regardless of how hard we and the children worked.

    
However, we had enough trouble and sickness in the family to remind us we must not forget the Lord.  Several times we had one of the children struck with severe sickness, sometimes pneumonia. (I remember that Deloy had Pneumonia several times besides the time he had the flu and pneumonia.)  On those occasions we remembered that we had the privilege to call into our homes the servants of the Lord holding the priesthood and to ask them to administer to our children.

    
My wife Sarah had lots of faith, and especially did she have faith that if her father and brothers administered to her children that they would be healed.  Accordingly it was not uncommon to hear Dr. Wherritt remark when he made his second trip to our home statements similar to the following: "What has happened to this child?  I am surprised.  He is so much better.  Yesterday he was very sick.  Now he seems to be almost well.  His fever is nearly gone."

    
Surely the Lord blessed us and we raised our family and kept them near us until Harold was suddenly taken away from us.  Of that tragedy I must tell later.

MY FATHER'S SICKNESS

     
It was in the year 1926 that father grew ill and became very sick.  It was thought that nothing but an operation could save his life, so, accordingly, everything was made ready for the trip to the L.D.S. Hospital.

    
My father desired that before he leave for the hospital, that his sons administer to him.  Brother Ralph was not at home.  We other four were there.  Before administering to him, all the family present at that time, knelt by his bedside and we had family prayer.

     
I felt the presence of the Spirit of the Lord.  As I remember. Brother Moroni anointed him with oil and I was asked to seal the anointing.  I remember some of the words I uttered.  When the following words came into my mind:  “You shall yet live to enjoy life.”  I hesitated.  I thought, should I give him the promise of enjoyment of life?  Is it the Holy Ghost that is directing my thoughts and utterances, or is it through my great desire for his recovery?  As we stood there in silence with our hands upon our dear father's head, those were the only words that I could utter or think of until I had made him that promise.  "You shall yet live to enjoy life."  Oh, how I prayed that I had made that promise through the inspiration of the Spirit of the Lord.  

Father was taken to the hospital, but soon sent back home, because they said they could do nothing for him.  After 

Father was home, his family, wife and children, carefully nursed him.  He soon began to improve and it was not long until he seemed almost perfectly well again.

    
And oh, how I loved to go into his home and talk to him and to hear him joke with the grandchildren.  How often have I heard him say, "Jane, what about having one of these children go to the cellar and get a bottle of beer?"  (How I loved Aunt Jane's herb beer.)  Father lived and enjoyed life for four more years.

OUR NEW HOME

     
It was in the year 1917 that we built our new home in Charleston.  It was the first home in Charleston fully equipped with hot water heater system.

    
The water for the house and yards was furnished by the installment of an air pressure pump.  We had hot water for cooking, dish washing, and the bathroom, etc.  And we pumped water to the cattle and horses in the yard.  It was really up to date for those years and a country home.

SARAH AND I IN STRAWBERRY VALLEY TAKING CARE OF THE CATTLE

    
During the years of the Second World War, 1941 to 1945, Sarah and I went to Strawberry Valley to take care of the cattle. Nearly always we went home for Sunday and she would do her washing on Monday morning.

    
 Sarah liked to ride with me, and sometimes helped me to repair fence.

ADJUDICATION OF THE WATERS OF PROVO RIVER

    
Before I tell my story of our move to Woodland I think it proper that I tell about the part I took in the adjudication and protection of the water rights of the people of Wasatch County.

Background

     
It was the year 1914 when all the people of Summit, Wasatch and Utah Counties who used waters of Provo River or its tributaries were summoned into court to prove their right to the use of such water.

    
At that time my family and I, either individually or together, were involved with interests in the Spring Creek Ditch Irrigation Co., the Sage Brush Irrigation Co., and the Charleston Irrigation Co., (both Upper and Lower Canals), and the Midway Irrigation Company.  Also, in private water rights flowing through the Island Ditch of the Midway Irrigation Co., and private interest in springs and ditches along the river bottoms.

    
It was plainly told to us as water users that this was to be a friendly suit.  The Provo Reservoir Co. did not want any water that belonged to the then present water users, but

the suit was necessary that all the rights of the people 

would be placed on record so as to avoid trouble in the future.

     
I felt quite pleased that Joseph R. Murdock, the President of the Wasatch Stake of Zion, the man who had done so much in developing the water rights of the people of Wasatch County (both in building and enlarging canals) should be the one to instigate this pending suit because he had always been so interested in Wasatch County,  As I then believed, he would do nothing to hurt the people of Wasatch County.

     
I remembered when, during the early days of the Charleston Lower Canal, when people of Provo came up to Charleston with the intention of shutting off the Lower Canal, it was Joseph R. Murdock who took those men along the lower benches of the valley where hundreds of springs were flowing large streams as a result of waters having been turned out from the river on the benches above, during the early season and high water time.  Thus water had been held back for later flow down Provo Canyon.  Joseph R. Murdock convinced those Provo men that the canals in Wasatch County, carrying water out onto the upper benches had proven to be a good thing for the people of Utah County because the water was held back in the underground flow for later use for the lower valley people.

     
It would appear that the people of Provo were so convinced of the value of lots of water being used in Summit and Wasatch County that I never heard of any of the old users of the water in Utah County ever giving the people of the upper valleys any trouble thereafter.

    
Times had changed.  President Murdock was continually telling us that the old users in Provo would not stand for it if we claimed too much water.  Joseph R. Murdock never changes his mind as to the value of lots of water being used as long as there was a surplus of high water.  However, he wished the water to be so controlled that the receding waters would hold out as long as possible for the Provo Reservoir Co. Canal so the stored reservoir water could be held for later use.

    
As you should understand, the Provo Reservoir Company owned storage reservoirs near the head of Provo River, but they were not large enough to hold sufficient water for all needs of late summer use.  For the above mentioned reasons he did all he could to get the people in the upper valleys to settle on a lower duty of water than they really needed.

    
I heard him say at Heber City one day, "When this water suit gets well started, all those old companies will be fighting each other and all the Provo Reservoir Company will have to do will be to sit back and look on."  My reply to his statement was, "President Murdock! As long as I can do anything to keep them from fighting each other I will do it!"

    
His statement that day came to me almost as a revelation. I watched his tactics, and when I saw him trying to get one company of people to feel that they were being wronged by

another class, I could understand his motives.  The time had then come when his interest in Wasatch county had faded away.

     
It seems that all his schemes in the past had been quite well planned and successful.  No one should say that his early development schemes in Wasatch County had not resulted in great benefits to the people of the county and no one else had been hurt.  It was only, when he wanted to take from them the benefits he had formerly worked for, after having received his pay, that things didn't look just right to me.

     
I was well aware that he had been called and set apart by the authorities of the church to develop the water resources of Provo River and work to put to use all the surplus water that then ran to waste.  I never did believe that his mission was to take from the people that which rightfully belonged to them and which they needed.  It hurt my feelings very much when at church meetings, Stake conferences, etc., in Wasatch Stake, we would be told that anyone who opposed President Murdock in the settlement of our rights was wrong.  The sentiment of many was very strong against me.

    
At that time, I held the office of one of the Seven Presidents of the 96 Quorum of Seventy.  There is no question but what my name came up often before the High Council of the Stake and several times, members of the High Council and from my Seventies quorum were sent to visit me and try and persuade me to get back in the line of my duties.  The fact was, I did not know that I was out of the line of my duty. That is what I told the visiting brethren.

     
I had spent much time in the court room year after year.  I knew what was being said and done in the court room. These were the things that counted and not the things that were unanimously agreed upon in public meetings held at Heber on Saturdays, unless those agreements were made record of in court.  Too many things were agreed to in public meetings just to keep the people contented and thinking all was going along smoothly.  But very few ever attended court.  I think I am safe in saying: none of the counselors of the Stake President; none of the High Council; none of the Presidents of Seventy, except myself.

    
The duty to represent the people of Wasatch County largely fell upon John Clegg who represented the interests of the Wasatch Canal and the North Field, the Timpanogo
s and the Wasatch Extension.  Wilford Van Wagoner was president of the Midway Irrigation Co.

    
Clegg and Van Wagoner did not worry about the lower interests such as the Spring Creek Ditch, the Sage Brush Canal, the Charleston Canals,  (Upper and Lower)  the Island Ditch, as part of the Midway Irrigation system and the many private interests below the Island ditch.  I soon learned they were my babies if they were taken care of properly in the suit.

    
 It was from those lower interests and especially the 

meadow bottoms, as we called them, that President Murdock hoped to get a lot of water.

     
Early in the case as proposed, stipulations were gradually written up and agreed to.  President Murdock had succeeded in convincing his old time friends in Charleston that they would be well taken care of with a second foot of water to sixty acres, without any extra high water.  All other interests above had stood solid together for a duty of one second foot to forty acres during high water time and up to August 10th.

    
When he had already succeeded in getting the people of Charleston to agree to accept a lower duty of water for their lands than had the upper river people, it took me a long time and much experience to understand what he meant one day when he said to me, "Before this water suit is settled, I am going to get a lot more water from the lower part of the valley."

    
The scheme he tried to work out, to change the whole set of stipulations and agreements that everybody else thought was permanently agreed upon and settled, must have been upon his mind for a long time as we can believe by his statement to me as written above.

    
 In order to make his scheme work, it would be necessary that none should be at the last court hearing, who understood the situation, the agreements and stipulations, etc. Winterton and the attorney, J.H. McDonald must be disposed of.  I will later show how he worked his scheme and what were the results.

     
President Murdock had succeeded in getting the people having water rights under the Lower of 3rd Division of the Wasatch Division to hire W.S. Willis as their attorney.  I soon learned the reason.  W. S. Willis would never do anything for his clients until he had first consulted Joseph R. Murdock.

    
One day, attorney Willis approached me.  Said he, “You have made President Murdock mad at you.  You have been talking too much.  It is reported you have called him a thief and a liar.  Because of your actions you have made him very angry.  He has been over your personal owned lands and the lands of your brothers.  He is going to take from you much of your water rights, or in other words, the waters you have been using, if you do not apologize and make right the wrongs you have done him.  I have written up a proposal for settlement. President Murdock has agreed to my proposal if you are willing.” He gave it to me.  I commenced and read about as follows:

AGREEMENT:

This is to certify that I, Hyrum S. Winterton, has, on different occasions, made the assertion that Joseph R. Murdock is a liar and a thief.

I now declare that those statements were false and without foundation and that I am sorry that I made such  statements.

Now in order that I might right the wrongs I have  done to the said Joseph R. Murdock, I agree to select a man, Joseph R. Murdock shall select a man.  These two men selected shall select a third man.  The three men selected shall decide what I, Hyrum S. Winterton, shall do to make right the wrongs I have done to the name and character of Joseph R. Murdock.

Place for my signature.

    
The rest of the proposals I do not remember.  After I read the paper handed to me, he said, "Now Hyrum, for your best good you had better sign that agreement, or Murdock will repudiate the stipulations he has signed with you.  Murdock says you have fraudulently gotten him to sign those stipulations."

    
By that time, I was as angry as I ever get, I said to him, "Willis, you dirty, low-down, sneaking son-of-a-_ _ _ _ _. You are fired as far as being my attorney.  You're not fit to represent or give advice to anybody."  I'm not as angry now as I was when talking to Judge Willis and I think it not advisable to repeat all I said to him.  However, I made it plain to him that he and I were no longer working together.  I told him to go and help President Murdock take my water rights from me.  I said, "Take from me everything I have, if you can.  I will still fight to retain the good name my parents gave to me.  That you cannot take from me, unless I comply with your request and sign my name to a lie."

     
President Murdock was quite confident he could humble me.  I have often heard him say he had never been beaten in court.  He summoned me to appear in court.  I hired Harvey Cluff of Provo to plead my case.  President Murdock went on the witness stand to testify to my fraud.  John Van Wagoner was his next witness.  He understood well what our dealings together had been and J.R. Murdock's attorneys could not make him deny or change any of his testimony.

    
When John Van Wagoner left the witness chair the judge asked; "Has the defendant any more evidence to offer?" Harvey Cluff replied,  "The defense has not offered any evidence yet.  The last witness on the stand was put there by the prosecution."  Laughter followed!

     
It was not hard for me that day to prove that President Murdock did not know what he was talking about, and up to that time, I had never seen him show more nervousness. After the trial was over, he said to me,  "Hyrum, if I had understood, we would not have had that trial today." I replied, "I would have told you the facts had you have asked me."

THE STOCKHOLDER’S MEETING

     
One day President Joseph C. Jensen, the first counselor in the First Presidency of Wasatch Stake called me over the telephone and asked if I would meet him in his office.  I met him, as he had requested.

     
Said he to me,  "Your name has been presented by President Murdock, and you have been counted worthy to be set apart as one of the High Council of the Wasatch Stake of Zion.  There is only one thing that stands in your way of being set apart for that position.  You have in the past said things detrimental to the character of President Murdock.  President Murdock has spent his life for the benefit of the people of Wasatch County.  I knew he would do nothing to hurt these people.  His whole heart and soul is with them and for them. I know that President Murdock is right.  I know he loves you, and you must ask forgiveness of President Murdock for the things you have said.  He wants you in the High Council but there must be harmony and all bad feelings dropped." 

     
My reply was, "If I could be convinced that I was in the wrong in whatever I have said or done, I would ask forgiveness.  Until then, I cannot be a hypocrite.  I cannot and will not yield to your commands."  Thus, because of my convictions that I must do my duty and stand for truth and right, I was not considered a fit candidate for the position of High Councilman in the Wasatch Stake of Zion. But thus I was left, free to go unto my Heavenly Father in prayer and ask for divine guidance, that I might be enlightened to act wisely.

    
The Lord heard and answered my prayers, and President Murdock sometimes said in my hearing, "Hyrum, knows more about the water of Provo River and the rights of the people, than any other man, except myself."

    
Time passed and the water users of Provo River had received notice that one more day was set to give anybody who wished any changes in the proposed decree should be present on that day.  Changes in the proposed decree could be made if by common consent and there were no objections to the change. People who wished no changes saw no reason that they need be there.  Accordingly, at the last hearing there were no representatives there from Summit County; none from Midway, or Heber.  This was as President Murdock wished, but how to keep Wm. P. Edwards, John Simmons and Hyrum S. Winterton from being there with their attorney, J.H. McDonald, was his problem.

    
We had met with the people of Charleston and recommended that a more understandable agreement be written up as between the Charleston Irrigation Co. and the Sage Brush Irrigation Co. and have it approved by the court that was to convene. That there might be no objection by President Murdock to our proposed more clarified agreement, we went to his office in Provo and asked him if there was anything in our proposed agreement that he might, for any reason, object to.  He replied that he had no objections if the Charleston people did not object.

     
However, our going to his office worried him.   We would be at the court session that he thought would mean so much to him.  If the people of the upper valleys were not represented it would give him no trouble.  By all means he must do something to stop Winterton from being there.

    
Accordingly, he called Bishop J.M. Ritchie over the telephone. He reported our having been to his office, that something must be done to stop us from doing things that would be of great injury to the Charleston Irrigation Co. When we returned to Charleston the next day, the people of the town were very much excited.  Everybody knew we had committed a crime.  We gave out notice of a meeting that we might explain our action and explain to the people we had done nothing except that which we had before received their approval to do.

    
John Simmons was chairman of the meeting, inasmuch as he was president of the Charleston Irrigation Company.  Immediately after the house was called to order, President Murdock asked for the floor.  His request was granted and he immediately started on a tirade talking of the terrible thing we had done in having written up papers, that if approved, would take many of the rights of the Charleston people away from them. He pictured me (Winterton) as a man that could not be trusted, one that was always causing trouble for someone. A man that should be asked to resign his position as director and secretary of the Charleston Irrigation Co.  He said I had shown by my actions that I was not worthy to hold office. He said that the attorney, J.H. McDonald, should be released and not allowed to work for the company anymore, that another attorney should be hired to represent and defend the company's interests.  I think he talked not less than one-half hour. To me, it seemed, that his main worry was, how could he get Hyrum Winterton and attorney McDonald out of the way?

    
I asked for the floor that I might speak in defense of our actions, but had said only a few words when President Murdock called me a liar.  I answered, "So are you."  From parts of the house I heard shouts, "Here, here."  But Sylvester Broadbent’s voice I could hear above all the rest. It seemed useless for me to try to say anything or make any explanation because of the feeling and influence that was in that meeting.

    
The two men that had worked with me and knew we had been sincere in trying to do our best to create a better understanding of each canal company’s rights so as to avoid future trouble, and also know that what we had done should not be President Murdock’s worries; and yet when President Murdock asked all the people who were on his side to stand, to my surprise, everybody in the house arose to their feet, except my father and my three brothers.  They alone stood in my defense.

    
Then President Murdock exclaimed as in triumph, "See he has no friends, except those of his own family." 

    
After that triumph, he asked that all who were in favor of discharging attorney McDonald and hiring another attorney 

to represent the Charleston Irrigation company to stand. The voting stood the same as in the previous voting.

     
The meeting approved of the attorney when President Murdock suggested that they hire to represent them in the future and a letter was to be sent immediately to Attorney J.H. McDonald to inform him of their action and his discharge.

    
Nobody knows, except those who have had such sad experience, the feelings of a person who has spent days and months, during many years time, to protect the interest of a people he has lived with all his life and whom he had learned to love.  A people who had sustained him in the past and through their votes had given him responsibility. He then suddenly learns that all are turned against him. That none trust him.  Are you surprised when I tell you I went to bed that night but could not sleep and that I bathed my pillow with tears?  Yes, tears of sorrow.

     
I could not understand why President Murdock had so viciously attacked me and I could not understand why the towns people had been so influenced by his tirade when we had done what we had received permission and instructions to do at a previous stockholders meeting.  That was none of President Murdock's business.  Why had President Murdock made such a vicious attack on me and so scandalized my character?  Under what influence did he have such power to make the people believe a lie?  What had I done to deserve such treatment?  Why did he interfere at our meeting when he had previously told us he had no objections to our proposed corrections?

THE LORD SHOWS THE WAY

    
Shall I now tell you, that though I did not understand President Murdock's motives and what he was preparing to do, the Lord knew all his plans and was not pleased with him. I had felt for some time that the Lord approved of the things I was doing to protect the interest of my people.  Would the Lord forsake me now when I was so much in need of divine guidance?

     
In humility and sorrow but with faith in my heart that the Lord would give me light and understanding, I still trusted and prayed. I felt sure the truth would be made known to me in time to thwart his evil designs and purposes.

     
It was in the still hours of the night and I lay on my bed wide awake, still in meditation and thought.  I had no desire for sleep but my pillow was made moist by the tears I had shed.  It was then a voice spoke to me.  It was not a loud voice, but it was clear and distinct.  The words spoken were very clear to my understanding and they thrilled me as I think only the Spirit of the Lord could do.

    
The words spoken gave me comfort and a feeling of assurance that the Lord was watching over me and directing me in the task that lay ahead of me.  As I remember the words spoken, which I think I shall never forget, they were as 

follows:  "Go to Provo in the morning and you shall learn the reason for the fight that was made against you." 

    
Then after a brief pause the same words were repeated.

    
I was sure they were the words of a heavenly messenger sent to me, to instruct me, that I might know what to do.

     
I arose early in the morning and explained to my wife that I had been told by a heavenly messenger to go to Provo. I told to her just what the messenger had said.  I was very happy but I told no one else until I had been to Provo and uncovered President Murdock's scheme.

     
I soon learned I must get busy.  Thought I, it would be a terrible blow to the people of Wasatch, especially the people of Charleston who had stood firmly together to support him, if he succeeded in his plot.  For he wanted to deprive them of the rights he had made them believe he was protecting.  He had represented himself, at the meeting in Charleston, as having done something wonderful by exposing our plans before we were able to go through with our plot.

    
After looking over the records and learning of the things that were to come up in court, I immediately went to the office of attorney J.H. McDonald.  I had often been there before.  I told him why I was there.

    
He told me he was through; that he had been fired from his job of protecting the interest of the people of Wasatch County.  I told him he must help me.  That my father and brothers had not fired him and that we had interests to protect.  I told him what the Provo Reservoir Company had planned to do when the court convened.  When I explained to him the plans of the Provo Reservoir Co., (Jos. R. Murdock, Pres.) he willingly consented to be on the job when the court convened, which would be in just a few days following my visit.

     
I then immediately set out for Salt Lake City and I hired attorney W.W. Ray, a man well informed on water laws in the State of Utah.  Attorney Ray agreed to be at the next session of court to help attorney McDonald head off the plaintiffs bold attempt.

    
I was then ready to return to Charleston.  By the time I had finished explaining to W.P. Edwards and John Simmons, the directors of the Charleston Irrigation Co., the plans of the Provo Reservoir Company's President, they were ready to again join me in the protection of the water interest of the people of Wasatch County.

    
Accordingly as planned, my attorneys, Edwards, Simmons and myself were in the court room when that session began.

THE COURT SESSION


After a few preliminaries, Judge A. C. Hatch, acting attorney for the Provo Reservoir Company, stood up and introduced the first article, explaining the change they desired in the proposed decree.


It was then that words flew.  My attorneys were both upon their feet objecting to the proposal of Attorney A. C. Hatch


Joseph R. Murdock could not hold his seat and he stood upon his feet and plead with Judge C. W. Morse to grant the request of the Attorney A. C. Hatch.  He said, “These things have all been agreed to by the people of Wasatch County.”  He pointed to me and said, “I have the signature of this man to those agreements.”


My attorneys told the judge that Murdock was lying and had no signed papers or agreements and that those resolutions were being introduced without the knowledge of the people of Wasatch County.


The judge sustained our objections.  Morning Session was adjourned.


There were some angry men in the room.  Galeb Tanner, a one time water commissioner of the State of Utah, but then an advisor to Joseph R. Murdock stepped over to me and said, “Winterton, you are the biggest water hog I ever saw, but we are going to fight you to a finish.  We are going to have that water.”


I replied, “You are going to hell first.”


The new attorney which the Charleston Irrigation Company hired to protect their interests, sat in silence, not understanding what the trouble was all about.  He was watching over one of President Murdock’s pet schemes intended to pacify J. M. Ritchie and Harry Watson so they would not get acquainted with his big scheme.


We Charleston men all went home happy, feeling we had won a victory and thinking the water troubles were all settled.  No one had objected to Ritchie and Watson having their water delivered at the end of the ditch with no loss.


The decree of the court was signed by Judge C. W. Morse, dated May 2, 1921.  But still more trouble!

(AN ADDITIONAL EXPLANATION)


It is very easy to understand that Joseph R. Murdock, President of Provo Reservoir Co. desired that all Provo Reservoir rights have a priority over all rights in the Wasatch Division except 1st class rights.


Through some scheme, without apparent opposition, he had succeeded in getting approval for 50 second feet of Class A water in the Provo Division.  This was because of their Blue Cliff claim to the Pony Steele Springs, approximately not more than 5 or 6 feet.


It is now very clear why he wanted the Class A rights 

in the Provo Division to be equal to the 1st Class in Wasatch.  He wanted the Wasatch Valley people to divide with the Provo District and thus help them to supply the Provo Reservoir with the 50 second feet of water they had never used or claimed before.


His other desired changes in the proposed decree, that the Sage Brush 

 Co. be supplied with water only so long as it can be furnished from the Provo River (not to be allowed to use water from Hatch springs and London Springs) that Hatch Springs and London Springs not be included in this suit and decree.  In other words, he wished it to be so worded that the suit and decree when rendered, would allow him to take those waters past the gates of the Spring Creek and Sage Brush Canal.


Since that memorable night in April, 1921, when, during the quiet hours of the night I received such a wonderful testimony, those words of instruction, spoken so plainly and again repeated, I was no longer left in doubt or in sorrow.  I was sure the Lord knew of my past experiences and was anxious that the truth should be made known and right should prevail.  Without His help, I knew not what to do!


Many experiences of the past again came into my memory and I realized and knew the Lord had been good to me.  The main story I have told in previous and near coming pages.


The experiences of that memorable night I can never forget.  I often think of the words of Jesus as he instructed His disciples.  (See St. John 14-26).  “But the Comforter, which is the Holy Ghost, whom the Father will send in my name, he shall teach you all things, and bring all things to your remembrance, whatsoever I have said unto you.”


Again I read St. Luke 12: 11-12; “And when they bring you unto the synagogues and unto magistrates, and powers, take no thought how or what things ye shall answer, or what ye shall say:  For the Holy Ghost shall teach you in the same hour what ye ought to say.”


To those who read my story, let me bear to you, this, my testimony:


The Lord has again established His Church and Kingdom here upon the earth and He talks to His authorized servants and gives to them instructions like as He did in days of old.

TRIAL BEFORE THE HIGH COUNCIL


It was really a great surprise to me when, a few weeks after Judge C. W. Morse had officially signed the decree setting forth the rights of all the users of the waters of Provo River and its tributaries, that I received notice from the High Council of the Wasatch Stake of Zion that President Joseph R. Murdock had preferred charges against me.  The charges were, “That I had called him a thief and a liar, etc.”


I was asked to appear before the High Council for 

trial, to give reasons why I should not be excommunicated from the Church, as President Murdock requested.


Yes!  I really was surprised!!  I did not think he really dared to do it after the terrible defeat he had received at the last court hearing.


I had decided to say very little about what had happened except to my close friends.  But if all that had happened in the past was just hushed up and dropped, I would forever have been the offender in the eyes and thought of many people.  Because of that fact and that I had never had a chance to tell my side of our trouble, I really was glad that President Murdock had preferred charges against me.


President Murdock must have thought that all he would have to do was to tell his story, as he had done at Charleston a short time before, and that all people would believe him.  He really wanted to humble me.  He thought I would not be able to secure witnesses for my defense.


I have often wondered, had President Murdock strayed so far from the path of truth and right that he had entirely deprived himself of the Spirit of the Lord to direct his thoughts and actions?  Again, was he listening to the cunning devices of that evil one who was trying hard to ensnare him more and more and to destroy his usefulness here upon the earth?


The Lord has said, (Doctrine and Covenants, Section 121: 34-40).  “Behold, there are many called, but few are chosen.  And why are they not chosen?  Because their hearts are set so much upon the things of this world, and aspire to the honors of men, that they do not learn this one lesson. . . That the rights of the priesthood are inseparably connected with the powers of heaven, and that the powers of heaven cannot be controlled nor handled only upon the principles of righteousness. 


That they may be conferred upon us, it is true; but when we undertake to cover our sins; or to gratify our pride, our vain ambition, or to exercise control or dominion or compulsion upon the souls of the children of men, in any degree of unrighteousness, behold the heavens withdraw themselves; the Spirit of the Lord is grieved; and when it is withdrawn, Amen to the priesthood or the authority of that man.


Behold, ere he is aware; he is left unto himself, to kick against the pricks, to persecute the saints, and to fight against God.”


We have learned by sad experience that it is the nature and disposition of almost all men, as soon as they get a little authority, as they suppose, they will immediately begin to exercise unrighteous dominion.  Hence, “many are called, but few are chosen.”


It must have been a terrible shock to President Murdock and, I could tell he was affected, when he saw me appear at the High Council hearing with court records in my possession.  


I did not need any other witness, except those records to defend my past actions.  I could prove that everything he claimed that I had said about him was true.

At that hearing, besides the Stake Presidency, and the twelve who were acting in the capacity of the High Councilmen, there was present George B. Stanley as clerk.  I had asked my son Harold to be there also, and if necessary, to record in shorthand the proceedings.  I am sorry that no minutes of the trial were recorded.

My wife and my sisters, Sarah and Eliza, were there; also William P. Edwards and John N? Simmons, who could no longer be scared by President Murdock.

William L. Van Wagoner, my wife’s brother was a member of the High Council at that time.  He asked to be excused from being present at that trial.  He had heard so much against me and he did not want to have to voice in the case if it became necessary to deal harshly with me.

I must confess, that even though President Murdock seemed so anxious to crush me, yet my sympathy went out to him.  He seemed so put out when he saw me with the court records.

President Murdock spent most of two days talking and relating incidents of the past, and he was continually telling things that hurt himself.  He told many things that I would have told.  It was good evidence for me.

I sat there those two days, and said but little.  I took notes occasionally.  I thought President Murdock was doing a very good job for me.

Near the end of the second day session on Saturday afternoon, President Murdock announced he had said all he cared to say and wished to be excused from the hearing if I had anything to say.  He said he didn’t feel well.  I think he was then telling the truth.  I don’t think I ever saw him when he looked more worried and tired.

I had avoided saying ver much during those two days.  I wanted to give President Murdock a chance to talk on and say all he would.

Then the time was turned to me and I commenced telling of what he had tried to do in the last court session; he was bold enough to deny having anything to do with those petitions they tried to get approved in court.  Thus, by his own words, he again showed that he was a liar.  He said Judge Hatch was responsible for what was done.  (I don’t think that Judge Hatch was responsible for Murdock getting upon his feet in court and lying by saying all those changes in the water decree which they asked for had been agreed to by the people of Wasatch County and that he had my signature to the agreements, etc.)

After that session for the day was ended, and I had gone outside; it was then that Brother A. Y. Duke, Joseph Rasband, and George R. Carlile approached me and said with tears in their eyes, “Brother Winterton, can we persuade you to drop this charge against President Murdock?  If this hearing is continued, someone is going to be hurt.  We promise you, that if you will drop your charge and not tell any more about it, you will be blessed; you will be blessed 

both spiritually and temporally,” said one of them.

I told them I was not to blame.  President Murdock was the one responsible.  He had preferred charges against me, and asked for a hearing before the High Council and had asked that I be excommunicated from the Church.  And yet I did not want to crush him.  All I wanted to do was to clear my name and the good name of my parents and family.

The next morning was Sunday and Fast Day.  I remember that morning; my family was fasting and we had our family prayer as usual, before we went to Heber City.  (I think that Van may have taken the younger children to Sunday School.)  I do feel thankful that during all our troubles about water, we as a family tried to do our duty in the church.

My wife wished to avoid all the trouble possible, but she was firm and steadfast in her sympathy and support in my defense.

That Sunday morning when we again reconvened at the Stake House in Heber, I was again surprised when President J. C. Jensen arose and said:  “He was glad to hear that Brother Hyrum had consented to ask forgiveness.”  I was not long in rising to my feet and telling the brethren that I was not there for that purpose.

As I talked I think that I was so filled with the Spirit of the Lord that it was easy for me to express my thoughts.  Sarah, my wife, said she never had heard me talk so fluently and with such force as I did that morning.

After I sat down, one of the brethren made a suggestion that President Murdock be asked to go to Charleston and ask forgiveness of the things he had said and done.  The suggestion seemed to please the others of the brethren and when President Murdock was asked if he was willing to go, he replied that he was willing and would like to go that afternoon.

Bishop J. M. Ritchie also agreed to ask forgiveness for the part he had played in causing the trouble at Charleston.

I said, I did not know that I had done anything except that which was my duty to do.  If I had done anyone an injustice, I was sorry and would ask forgiveness.

President Murdock went to Church at Charleston that afternoon.  He seemed very humble and he told the people assembled that Hyrum had done nothing but that which he had a right to do.

Since that time, I have felt that the people of Wasatch Stake respected me and seemed to act as if they felt I was their friend.

Those three days with the High Council of the Wasatch Stake, in my opinion, were of more value to me than anything else that could have happened at that time.  I was glad that it was through President Murdock’s own words that members of the High Council were convinced as to who was in the wrong.  That was better than for me to have to say so much.

During all my younger life, I had thought there was no place like Charleston for me.  It was the home of my parents and the place where I was born,  The home of my early school 

days, the home of my young friends, the place where my wife Sarah and I were so happy and raised our family.  We loved it there.  We worked hard and tried to do our duty.  Were we successful or did we fail?

After doing our best, as I thought, and those whom I thought were my friends had once turned against me, I never could feel quite the same.  I wondered if ever another time of testing should come, if I would again be turned down in sorrow. 

Yet, at this time, as I write, my heart still goes back to the dear old home.  In the cemetery in quiet rest, there reposes most of my loved ones, now departed.  When the trump shall sound and the command be given on the resurrection morn for all to arise from their graves, I hope to be there with my loved ones.

And as my closing sentiments of this chapter, may I enclose the words of the last verse of one of mother’s favorite songs:

What, though years have rolled before me


Though mid fairer scenes I roam,


Yet I ne’er shall cease to love thee,


Childhoods dear and happy home.


And when life’s long day is closing,


Oh, how happy I would be


On some faithful heart reposing


In the cottage by the sea.

Salt Lake City, May 2, 1961, I write the following:

To Whom It May Concern:


It is 40 years today since C. W. Morse signed the decree setting forth the rights of the water users involved in the case then in the Fourth District Court.  Provo Reservoir Co. plaintiff, versus Provo City et. Al. Defendants.


At the beginning, the Provo Reservoir Co. did their best to make all people who used or claimed an interest in the waters of Provo River and its tributaries to file in the Fourth District Court a statement of their claims.  That case was in Court seven years, from 1914 to 1921.


As attorneys for the plaintiff appeared A. C. Hatch, A. J. Evans, Jacob Evans, A. L. Booth, and Thurman, Wedgwood and Irvine.  Never do I remember of there being less than four attorneys for the plaintiff present whenever court was in session.


As I now ponder over those days of anxiety and trouble, I am filled with awe and with praise and thanksgiving to my Heavenly Father for the help which came through inspiration from Him.


I am filled with awe to think of the wonderful stipulations that were written up and signed by both the plaintiff and defendants, and which were written into the decree of the court giving to the people of Summit and Wasatch Counties the first right to the waters of the Provo River and its 

tributaries, to the amount of their stipulated needs as against all interests in Utah County.  Now I say:  was that not right and fair?


Back in the early days, the flow of Provo River in low water was very low, and even before any court decrees to settle the water rights of the people in the upper districts, they had maintained solid dams in the river in low water time so they could use all the water available.


In the high water season, they had freely poured the water on their high and gravely bench lands, and thus held water to increase the flow of springs to flow and find its way to Provo and vicinity after high water time.


Through that means, a better water right was created for the old users in the Provo District than they had ever had before in the low water season.


I am satisfied that a time of shortage of water came to the Provo District, when by some hook or crook, or crook or hook, the Provo Reservoir Co. secured in the C. W. Morse decree, 50 second feet of water which they had never before owned or used.  That extra amount of water to be supplied on equal basis with all other Class A water rights.


That extra amount of water being decreed to the Provo Reservoir Co. undoubtedly hurt the old users very much, especially in dry years and before the building of the Deer Creek Reservoir.  They even dug wells to supplement the remaining flow of the river.


President Murdock anticipated those conditions of water shortage and that is why he figured on, not stealing the water, but just getting some radical changes made in the proposed decree without the knowledge or consent of the people of Summit and Wasatch Counties.  In that way, he would take from them their priority rights and nearly all the water.


President Murdock had undoubtedly planned for a long time on what to do.  I was suspicious, when he had said to me a short time previous, “I expect to get a lot of water out of Wasatch County.”


When he learned just a short time before the last session of court was to be held, that the directors of the Charleston Irrigation Co. expected to appear at Court that day, it caused him to worry.  He didn’t want either us or our attorney to be at the last hearing in court, which he thought would mean so much to the Provo Reservoir Company, if no one was there to oppose the granting of their petitions.


That is why he appeared at the water meeting at Charleston, which had been scheduled by the directors of the Irrigation Companies, and where on that fateful day in April, 1921, he so abused me, my name, my character and reputation, that he succeeded in winning an unanimous standing vote of every man in the house for his support and a pledge to oppose me.  Only my father and three brothers stood in my defense.  Even the men who had been working with me and had been unanimous with me in all we had done to take care of the interests which had been entrusted to us.  Yes, even those men voted to 

oppose me.


President Murdock thought that he had disposed of me when he had obtained the almost unanimous decision of the meeting to discharge their attorney, J. N. McDonald, (because of the dirty work he had helped me to do) and also to hire another attorney of his (Murdock’s) choice to represent them (a man who knew nothing about the water rights of the people and cared less).  Yet it would be wonderful to have an attorney of the Charleston Irrigation Co. to be in Court and sanction, in behalf of the Charleston Irrigation Co., all the proposals and petitions of the Provo Reservoir Co.


President Murdock appeared to the people that day, a great man, and protector of all their water rights.  They thought he was the man they could most trust.  There was only one thing that President Murdock did not seem to realize and figure on.  Namely” that the Lord was on our side, and would tell me what to do.


It was through the instructions and inspiration of the Lord that we were prepared and able to successfully defend the signed stipulations which we had spent seven years in securing and to expose those who would fraudulently, if possible, steal away our rights.


Had the Provo Reservoir Co. President, with his attorneys, been successful that day, they would have succeeded in securing the first right to another large amount of water from the Wasatch County to take care of his newly acquired 50 second feet of water.  He would rather that Wasatch County furnish the 50 second feet than to divide with the old users in the Provo District.


Following are additional demands which they hoped to be their big haul:


The Provo Reservoir, together with a few other small land owners, had filings in the State Water Commissioner’s office for a large amount of water.  Those filings of appropriation were classified according to priority of date of filing, and classified Class B, Class C, Class D, Class E, Class F, Class G, Class H, Class I, and Class J.


The Class B filing was dated August 22, 1905.  The last filings for irrigation water and denominated Class I was dated August 6, 1909.  The total of all filings was 25,914 acre feet of storage water.  273.93 second feet of the natural flow of Provo River to be used or stored as the appropriators of the water desired to do.


It was a demand of the judge that any person or groups of people wishing any change in the proposed decree must file with the clerk of the court the changes to be posted in the clerks office and other public places for the inspection of any and all who wished to see those records.


Just as the Provo Reservoir Co. President and directors had believed, hoped and planned, there were no representatives from Summit and Wasatch Counties watching the maneuvers of the Provo Reservoir Company.  The people thought their water troubles were 

all settled by stipulation.  Nobody dreamed or thought that their best friend would try to sell them down the river.  If they asked no changes, who appear?  Hence, no person from Summit or Wasatch Counties were present at the last session of court which convened for the purpose of correcting any mistakes in the proposed decree except the three former directors of the Charleston Irrigation Co. with the two attorneys they had personally engaged; namely J. N. McDonald and W. W. Ray of Salt Lake City.


Also present were J. H. Ritchie and Harry Watson initiating the newly engaged Charleston Irrigation Company attorney.  They were there herding a pet scheme suggested by President Murdock, by knowing nothing of the real issues to be considered that day, namely, the changing of the proposed decree.


It was at the Clerks office that I obtained a copy of the petition for desired changes as asked by the Provo Reservoir Co.


Their first request was that the Class A rights in the Provo Division by equal to the First Class rights in the Wasatch Division.


The Class B rights in the Provo Division be equal to the Second Class Rights in the Wasatch Division.


They asked that the rights be so classified and so denominated so as to make the Class S water and all the Provo Reservoir filings which are in number 10, classes equal in their order, with the first to tenth classes in the Wasatch Division.


Those 10 classes in the Wasatch Division I identify by copying from Findings of Facts and Conclusions of Law, page 55 under title “Wasatch Division”.


The second paragraph reads as follows:


It is hereby stipulated by and between the parties hereto by their respective counsels whose names are subscribed to this stipulation that when the decree is entered in this cause the waters of Provo River and its tributaries awarded to the parties to this stipulation shall be as hereinafter stated.

That as to priority of rights the findings and decree of the Fourth District Court in and for Wasatch County, State of Utah in the case of the Wasatch Irrigation Co. et al. Verses Edward M. Fulton, et al. Entered May 6, 1899, be adopted as defining the rights of the parties to this action, named in said decree from 1st to 10th class rights inclusive, said waters to be measured at the head of the laterals.


The waters at the foregoing quantities constitute the first, second, third, fourth, fifth, sixth, seventh, eighth, ninth, and tenth classes of water of the parties to this cause that avert and appropriate the waters of Provo River and its tributaries in Wasatch and Summit Counties.


11th Class:




That whenever the water flowing in said river and 

the canals of the parties heretofore stated exceed in volume the aggregate of the quantities hereinbefore specified (10 classes) the parties to said findings and decree referred to in paragraph 1 hereof, are entitled to one second foot of water for each sixty acres of irrigated land.



The foregoing amount is denominated as the 11th class.


(Now that the first 11 classes have been so well defined in the Wasatch Division, let us see what are the rights of Classes B to J in the Provo Division.  That we learn on page 47 of the decree(

That the plaintiff and the defendants that appropriate water under applications approved by the State Engineer of the State of Utah, and that appropriate water under certificates of completion of appropriation issued by the said State Engineer, are hereafter denominated, and the waters to which each of said parties are entitled is as follows:


That the plaintiff and the defendants in this cause having reservoirs in Wasatch and Summit counties, that appropriate and store water under applications approved by the State Engineer of the State of Utah, and that appropriate and store water under certificate of completion of appropriation issued by the said State Engineer, have the right and are entitled, as set out and agreed to between plaintiff and defendants in a stipulation filed and entered herein, to store in said reservoirs all the water that can be stored in them between September 15 and April 15 of the succeeding year.

What do you think about the Provo Reservoir Co. President and attorneys being caught red handed?  All their decreed right later than Class A rights were later in date of appropriation than all the Wasatch Division rights.

If the plaintiff had succeeded in changing the proposed decree of the court that fateful day, to meet their wishes, what would the people of the upper districts have done, and especially, those last few years of great shortages in water?

I will here specify the more particular ones, I have in mind, that would have no right to any water until all the claims of the Provo Reservoir Co. be satisfied with the full amount of their filings of appropriation.

After the 11th Class Water Rights which was just previously explained, comes the Sage Brush Irrigation C. with 500 acres in the 12th class.  Next the Midway Irrigation Co, with 12 17/100 second feet in the 13th class.

In the 14th class we have:

1. The Stewart Ranch with 16 67/100 sec. Feet

2. The Timpanogas Irrigation Co. with 33 33/100 sec. Feet

3. The Extension Irrigation Co. with 13 33/100 sec. Feet

4. The Sunrise Irrigation Co. with 2 4/10 sec. Feet

In the 15th  Class we have:

Midway Irrigation Co. with 20 sec. Feet

In the 16th Class we have:

Charleston Irrigation Co. (upper canal) 1 2/3 sec. Feet

Abram Hatch Estate 90 acres 1.5 sec. Feet

George B. Jordan 25 acres 0.412 sec. Feet

Now after the mention of the above specified classes and amount of water specified for the Wasatch Division, I wish to explain the 17th class water by entering here the following clauses from page 57 of the final decree.

Verse 13:


That to control and distribute the waters of the Provo River and to insure the full measure of service from the waters of said river to all the parties to the above entitled cause the water Commissioner shall have the reasonable discretion, but such authority shall not interfere with the rights specified in the 1st to 16th classes inclusive, as hereinafter stated.

That whenever the water flowing in said river and the canals of the parties heretofore stated exceeds in volume the aggregate of the quantities hereinbefore specified as belonging to the parties above named, the said parties and each of them are entitled in proportion to their respective quantities before specified, of such excess in any and all irrigation seasons from May 1st to August 10th, (except as provided in section 33 herein) to an amount which when added to the quantities hereinbefore specified will amount to one second foot for 40 acres of such specified land; and when the volume of flow is insufficient to supply one second foot for 40 acres of such specified land, but is more than sufficient to supply the 16 classes aforesaid, such amount is to be distributed to the said parties and each of them in proportion to the quantities heretofore designated, each of them receiving the same amount of water per acres of said specified land; that is, the duty shall range uniformly from 40 acres to 60 acres per second foot of water.  The foregoing is denominated as the 17th class.


I have no excuse to offer personally because of the fight that was made to protect the water users in the upper valleys.  By starting the use of the water in the upper valleys, the water was used over and over again before it reached the lower valleys.

And now, see what has happened.


Look at the beautiful country we call Orem, with its beautiful homes and orchards.  Look at the big build-up along the east foot hills in Salt Lake Valley.


There would be no excuse for me writing the foregoing story now, except for the fact that the people of Duchesne and Uintah Counties are confronted with a quite similar problem, because of the filings and contentions of men interest in promoting the Central Utah project.


Personally, I am interested in allowing outside people to come in and develop ways and means which the surplus waters of the state can be put to beneficial use.


However, I am very much opposed to allowing the intruding of the new comers upon the rights of the old established water users and the ones who labored for 50 years to establish good homes in the Uintah Basin.  It is now their home; the only home they can call their own.


If the representatives of the water interests are able to defend those interest, they have got to be alert.  They must keep their ears open and their eyes alert to all that is happening.  They will be dealing with shrewd men.


To the above I respectfully sign my name.






Hyrum S. Winterton

OUR MOVE TO WOODLAND


My main reason for leaving Charleston was the fact that we were unable to secure enough land in one place so that we could properly take care of the cattle we had in our possession.


Our cattle were nearly all purebred registered herefords.   (It was through the encouragement I received from John Van Wagoner Jr. that I went up into the Kamas and Woodland districts to look around.  I was shown the Riley Fitzgerald ranch upon Bench Creek.  There was not enough form land to suit me but I figured I could buy more farm land.


I was especially interested in the mountain range land of about 1300 acres.  I figured that would be good range land for the cattle to pasture during the month of May before we went to Strawberry Valley on June 1st.  In that I was mistaken because the Woodland range was not much earlier than the Strawberry range.


I paid $18,000.00 for the Fitzgerald ranch.  Later I paid George Watkins $4,000.00 for the Van Tassel 160 acres.  I paid later $9,000.00 to Ole Larsen for 228 acres of land across the Provo River and south of the James Knight ranch.


It was in the year 1922 that we first bought property at Woodland.  It was in the year 1928 when the family moved up to Woodland and we rented the old Moon home to live in.  Our home on the Fitzgerald ranch on Bench Creek had burned in the fall of 1924 (?).


We had not lived in the Moon home long until D. A. Bisel 

purchased the Moon home with the farm.  It was then that D. A. Bisel offered to sell to us his store with the home located at the back, but tied to the store.  We accepted his offer and soon we were  in the mercantile business and selling dry goods, groceries, gas and oil, etc.


My children were fast growing up to manhood and womanhood.  Harold and Susie Duke were married.  Harold and Susie then moved to Woodland from Charleston and he took over most all the buying and freighting business in connection with his mother, who watched very closely the buying of all dry goods and groceries.


Harold was in the truck much of the time between Salt Lake City and Woodland or out on the road somewhere selling bulls or other cattle; sometimes selling oil at wholesale prices.

THE FIRE


During the years 1929 and 1930 (until the fire) our business prospered.  


We purchased the home and farm of 73 acres from Charlie Fraughton, also the home of Mrs. Pace with 35 acres of land.  The Fraughton home was purchased for Harold and Susie.


Sarah, my wife, and daughters were good clerks and we were having good returns through sales.


We were no satisfied with the old store in the shape it was in, so we decided to remodel and enlarge by extending it out in front.  By the 25th of July, 1930, the work was nearing completion.  To do all this I borrowed money from my brother Ralph.


I had in the store new wire to completely rewire the whole building.  The evening before the fire, Fred Haueter and I were up in the top of the building and I noticed the workmen had been careless in loosening some of the electric wires and let them sag and touch each other.  Fred and I straightened them out the best we could hurriedly, but I instructed him to get right into the job immediately the next day and get all the rewiring done.


The morning before the fire occurred, Sarah and Ralph had gone to Salt Lake City for another load of goods.  They had already recently stocked the store with several thousand dollars worth of store supplies.  Fifteen to twenty barrels of car engine oil was out in the oil room and on the front steps.


Most of the boys and I were out at the Fitzgerald farm when the fire broke out.  We saw the smoke but was not alarmed, thinking it was the result of someone burning brush out and away from the store.  It was not long, however, until Luella came rushing towards us in the car and called for us.  We hurried home but the fire had then nearly completed its damaging work.  Crowds of people were at the fire by that time.


When the folks told me how near that Little Stella and Little LaVon (Grace’s baby) came to being burned, but had been saved, my heart was filled with joy to learn that no lives had been lost.  Yes, it was a big property loss, but nothing mattered 

like losing a loved one.


A telephone message was sent to Sarah and Ralph at Salt Lake City advising them of the fire so they would load no more merchandise.


I felt so weak and I sat down to listen to the stories the people had to tell.  Harold came and sat by my side.  He wished to speak a word of cheer.  He said to me, “Father, don’t feel too bad about what has happened.  No lives have been lost.  We can build another store.  Maybe someday we may feel that this fire has become a blessing to us.”  Harold was always very optimistic.


It was a hard financial blow to us.  Our store and everything inside was gone.  Our home was destroyed.  Our furniture and fixtures, our clothing, our beds, our piano and other musical instruments, our books and records, our life savings of treasures.  All of Ralph's and Elma’s wedding presents were gone.  They had many grand things with which to commence housekeeping.


What shall we do now?  I wouldn’t want to get discouraged as long as my wife and family were so optimistic about things.  Maybe too optimistic; inasmuch as everybody was feeling the effects of the hard depression!


There were several families at Woodland that we had let have groceries to keep them from starving.  (However, we felt bad when a father would head his list of necessary wants with tobacco, tea and coffee.)  We had let the men work for us on the ranch, hauling rock, cutting trees or brush or doing other kinds of work.


At that time, I recomposed the poem “The Ant and the Cricket”.  I gave it the title “That Silly Jack Ricketts”.

Oh, that silly Jack Ricketts, accustomed to shirk

Thru the long sunny months instead of going to work.

Then began to complain when he found up at home,

His cupboard was empty, and tobacco all gone.

Not a crumb could he find, and he looked all around.

No tobacco had he, neither coffee or tea.

“Oh, what will become” said Jack Ricketts, “of me?”

At last by starvation and famine made bold,

So sad and forlorn, so hungry and cold.

Away he set off to see brother-in-law Dick.

To see if to keep him alive we would give him

An armful of wood and a sack of tobacco;

He wished only to borrow,

Would be after more tomorrow;

If not, he’d sure die without any tobacco.

Said Dick to Jack Ricketts, 

“I’m your brother-in-law tis true

But seldom do we meet such fellows as you.

But tell me dear Jack,

Did you lay nothing by

When the weather was warm?”

Quoth Jack Ricketts: “Not I.”

My heart was so light that I smoked night and day,

And all neighbors looked gay.

“You just smoked, Jack you say?

Go then,” said Dick, “just smoke winter away.”

Thus ending, Dick lifted the wicket 

And out in the cold, turned poor Jack Ricketts.

Some folks think this a fable 

I tell you, it’s true.

Real crickets have four legs,

Jack Ricketts had but two.

No more groceries did we have to let out for work!  But what should we do?  All the groceries and dry goods, oil, etc. we had just recently purchased on 30 day credit had all gone up in smoke.  Our losses would easily run to 15 or 16 thousand dollars.

Our creditors advised us to rebuild our store.  Said we had made good in the past until we had the fire.  We were owing to Z.C.M.I. the most money, about six to seven thousand dollars!

We purchased from Fred Peterson a more suitable site on which to build and we built the store now owned by LaMont and Luella Walker.  The store building was completed and ready to be furnished by Christmas time of 1930.

My wife had run a little store out in the car shed during the fall, and when the cold weather came, she really suffered with the cold.

It was the 8th of April, the following spring of 1931, when Harold was killed in the terrible train and car collision at the Springville crossing when we were on our way to the Stock Show being held at Spanish Fork.

No one can realize or understand our feelings and sorrow.  Only those who have gone through a similar experience.  No one knows how much we loved that boy.  No one knows how much we missed him.  No one realized how hard it was for his mother and I to try to take over the work and the responsibility that he had before carried on his shoulders.  No!  I could not do it.  I tried my best.  Van was in the mission field in New Zealand and was not as well acquainted with the kind of work Harold had been carrying on and neither were Ralph, Deloy, Omni or Clair.  They had been kept closer with the ranch work and with the cattle.

Harold had gone out each year on the show circuit and had had wide experience and acquaintances.  He had better learned the art of salesmanship.  The other boys had been with him only part of the time.  No one could be better than my other boys.  It was only that Harold was the older and had the broader experience.  

After those many years, things have changed, the other boys have had much experience.  No others could take their places 

now at what they set their minds to do on our particular ranches.  Such are my sentiments as a father.  It is wonderful to be the father of a large family if he can retain his children’s love.  But he must not get tired or discouraged.

Work that I have been able to do has never seemed too hard for me when I thought my family appreciated what I was doing.  So it is in life.  The things we do ourselves we appreciate more than we could do if it had been done by someone else.

None other can quite do our work as we would do it.  No others can take our place.  And so it was with Harold.  And just so I feel about all my children.  There is a feeling in my heart for all of them.  My greatest desire is that each of them will grow up to be good men or women, raise good families and love and serve the Lord.

It is hard for me now to change my thoughts or control my feelings now that I have been writing as I have.

If our children and their posterity only understand how much their mother and I have loved them, they will not be offended at us even though we have made mistakes.

HAROLD’S EXPERIENCES AS BISHOP

Before I go on with my story, I think it appropriate that I should turn back again in my story and tell of how the inhabitants of Woodland received our family as members of the ward and as neighbors.


Generally speaking, no community of people could have treated us better.  We soon became as one with them in their church activities and community socials, etc.  We furnished work for quite a number of poor people through our building and farm improvement program.  This help we gave seemed to be appreciated.


However, there were a few who seemed a little jealous of us having obtained as much property as we had in the close vicinity.  The area of Woodland was small and not many could secure as much property in the neighborhood as we had done.


It was in the summer of 1930 that Harold was set apart as Bishop of the Woodland Ward with Merlin D. Simmons as first counselor and Dee Clark as second counselor.


Harold’s reason for selecting Merlin to be the First Counselor was the fact that Harold expected to be gone on the show circuit several months and lots of work would be left for the counselors to take care of.  Harold felt that, inasmuch as Merlin was working with our family, we would not complain if Merlin had to spend extra time with his church work.


Harold worked hard to try to do his duty as a Bishop and to get inactive members of the ward to take part in church activities; no longer should they be distinguished as Upper Enders and Lower Enders.  Those living on the lower end should be called into service in the wards.


As Harold had visited such wards as he found at Phoenix, Arizona, and other places and could see the activity, he hoped 

that in some way to get Woodland to pattern after those wards.


He hoped to establish a budget system whereby the ward expenses could be more easily taken care of and also to be able to create more amusement for the young and old.


The old ward orchestra seemed to have gotten tired of playing often in the ward, so some of the young people got together with those of the original players, who were willing to still carry on.  I speak of Harold, Luella, Elma, John Lufler and others, and for some time we had some good entertainments and dances.


It was not until the early spring of 1931 when we began to realize how strong was the feeling in the ward against Harold and our whole family.


The M.I.A. of the ward had decided they would like to have a piano in the church house and decided to put on entertainments and to raise money to pay for the piano.  Mrs. Lucy Peterson had offered to sell them one of her pianos and would wait a reasonable time for the money.  Accordingly, the piano was purchased and moved to the church house.


Donations were made by members of the ward for the first payment.  Then there was a dance to raise more funds.  A dance, ice cream was donated and sold to help raise funds.  A few of the boys purposely threw ice cream on the floor.  Harold saw what had happened, but thinking it was just an accident, took the dust pan and gathered up the mess on the floor as best he could, then took it to the furnace room to throw it away.


The boys followed, thinking Harold had gone outside and thus missed Harold until he had returned to the main hall.  Thus Harold avoided a bodily attack by them.


While the dance was still going on, Harold was then on the alert.  He had learned the boys motive.  He went over to me and whispered, telling me to go to the telephone and call Harold Bothorpe, the deputy county sheriff.


My son, Clair, then quite small, did not want me to be outside alone, so he followed.  On our return to the dance hall, two boys were near the front gate to stop us.


We darted by them but they got near enough to Clair to hit him a couple of times.  I stopped at the steps in the front.  I made a call for help and was doing the best I could with my fists to keep those two boys back when out rushed my daughter Luella, who was playing in the orchestra, but had heard my call.  She hit those boys so hard that it overbalanced them and caused them to stagger.  By that time, ex-bishop Carlile was out there to see what was going on.


No doubt, it was a good thing I called for the sheriff.


Through our investigations the next few days, as we tried to secure witnesses and evidence, we learned that an attack on our family had been planned to take place that night.  Several had been told to be there if they wished to see some fun.  There were people whom we thought were our friends, who told us they did not blame the boys because it was all our fault.


That was the last dance that Harold ever attended.


Harold was very much interested in the Boy Scout movements and personally went with the boys to their meetings and practices.  He was so interested that he was taking the tests himself along with the boys.


One night a bunch of boys were taking the time speed test.  One boy thought he should do his part to help put the Wintertons in their place, so when he saw his chance while with his friends, he started hitting Omni in the face.


Omni wondered what was the matter and made no resistance at first, until Clair cried, “Whip him, Omni!”  Omni gave the young man what he deserved, a good whipping.


When the above incident occurred, Harold was down at the starting point, starting the boys out for the tests.  (As I understand, the boys were trying to travel a certain distance in a certain specified time.)


One of Harold’s troubles was to try to satisfy the Relief Society sisters of the ward.


They had made up their mind to build a Relief Society building separate and apart from the main church building.  Harold had listened to the demands of the Relief Society Presidency and had made three different trips down to Henefer to confer with President Orion Stevens.  The Stake Presidency were all opposed to the Relief Society building any privately owned buildings on the Church Property.  And without the consent of the Stake Presidency, Harold (the Bishop) could not consent to their demands.


It was on April 7, the day before Harold was killed, that Harold learned that the Relief Society had met and voted to put Dee Clark in as chairman of the building committee, and to proceed with the work and complete the building as soon as possible.


I don’t know what they could have done to hurt Harold more.  On the way down Provo Canyon, as he and I were on our way to the Spanish Fork Show, he told me of the actions of the Relief Society sisters while the tears ran down his cheeks.  Never before had I ever seen that boy when he seemed to feel so heart-broken as he did at that time.  Nothing else could occupy his mind.


He could not understand why, when he had been doing all he could to help them, who they had turned against him and why they were so impatient and so determined to commence building without the consent of the Stake Presidency.


Harold asked me to keep out of the trouble and to say nothing because they would not listen to me.  Said he, “I am their Bishop.  I have got to try and get along with them if I can.”  Harold would not have been able to keep such troubles tied up in his own heart without saying something to me.  He always had before come to me for encouragement and advice.


I don’t remember that I said much to him that morning.  I was so deep in thought and sympathy for the boy, who seemed to be weighed down with grief and sorrow.

HAROLD’S DEATH


I did not know the time was running so short when I could speak to him and give him a word of comfort.  I was not conscious of the dangers ahead when I heard the last words Harold ever uttered, “There comes a train.”


I think Harold, also, was so deep in thought that he was hardly able to be his former self.  He had always been such a good driver that I had never worried if by his side.


At that time, I am sure he could have passed ahead of the train without trouble.  It was so sudden, he was confused.  He did not want to take any chances, but did not think of the heavy weight in the back of our truck, which tipped the truck as he stepped on the brake, which grabbed as he turned the front wheels.


As I could tell our truck was tipping over, it appeared to me as if we were going to both be crushed under the wheels, when the big locomotive reached us.  My only thoughts were:  This will be terrible news to our loved ones when they learn we have both been killed.


Harold had turned the truck far enough to the left that the train caught the backend of the truck first, but the bed of the truck was built so strong that it did not tear loose from the truck and as the different cars passed by and grabbed the projecting bed frame, the front of the truck was swung towards the train until the front of our truck was struck a terrible blow which broke Harold’s back and neck.


I think I felt every jar that our car received, but I knew nothing after the terrible blow from the front until I found myself lying out on the ground.  The train had stopped after about seven cars had passed us.


When I gained consciousness and could remember what had happened, I arose and went in search of Harold.  He was still gasping when I went to him, still behind the steering wheel.  There was a crowd there.  I called for help and we hurried him to a doctor’s office.


When the doctor told us Harold was gone, the pains immediately struck me in the back and I had to gasp for my breath.  The pain was so severe I could hardly stand it.  It seemed to me so strange that I could stand to help carry Harold, and then just to hear the words, “He is gone”, I would be so affected with pain.  My son Ralph soon appeared on the scene at the railroad crossing.


I instructed that Joseph Olpin, at Heber, should be notified and to come and take care of Harold’s body.  I was then taken to my brother Ralph’s home in Provo.

 
Dr. Stan Clark examined me and found that one or two ribs next to my back bone were splintered or broken.


Oh, how I prayed and how wonderfully did the Lord bless me so that I was able to attend Harold’s funeral.

THE FUNERAL


We received much consolation through the kind words spoken and beautiful songs rendered and the presence of so many friends.  We were informed that it was the largest funeral that had ever been held in the Heber Stake House.


There was a large turnout from the Summit Stake.  All of the Stake Presidency were present and all the Bishops of the wards of the Stake.


It was an evidence that Harold, in a short time, had endeared himself in the hearts of the people who knew him, both in Summit Stake as well as in his old home people of Wasatch.


I wish here to enclose part of the words of the song “Sometime We’ll Understand”.  They seem to best express our feelings:

Not now but in the coming years,

It may be in the better land,

We’ll read the meaning of our tears

And there sometime, we’ll understand.

We’ll catch the broken threads again 

And finish what we here began;

Heaven will the mystery explain,

And then, oh, then we’ll understand.

We’ll know why clouds instead of sun

Were over many a cherished plan,

Why song has ceased when scarce begun

‘Tis there sometime we’ll understand.

God knows the way; he holds the key;

He guides us with unerring hand;

Sometimes with tearless eyes we’ll see,

Yes, there, up there we’ll understand.

Then trust in God, through all thy days;

Fear not, for he doth hold thy hand.

Though dark thy way, still sing and praise,

Sometime, sometime we’ll understand.

The passing of Harold was the greatest sorrow that ever came into my life.  Much because of the conditions under which he was taken.  I could hardly help but feel that I missed him more than did anyone else.  He was so close to me.

I try to understand, that he had a dear wife he loved and that she loved him dearly.  They I try to understand, “There is no love more deep and pure than a mother’s love.”  He had a dear mother, and Susie Duke was the mother of his three sweet children.  Could anyone miss him more than she?

Twenty four years have now passed since that fateful 

day of April 8, 1931.  I am thankful that our family is still carrying on and not discouraged.

I sometimes say to my children, “Remember the example of your brother Harold.”  I have often wondered, have trials come to us to make us stronger?  As we are now better able to talk to people who become discouraged, and who say, “I am through with the church.  The Bishop has not treated me right.”  The people do no appreciate anything you do.

To tell of my experience, has been one of my best arguments, when talking to such people, to show to them the falacy of becoming discouraged and quitting the church because someone else had been unjust and unkind.  I have been so glad that I have had a testimony of the Gospel, during the many years of my life.

I don’t want to fail because others may fail.  I hope I will never be to blame for other people’s failures.  If others weaken, the more need is there that I should be strong.

How foolish it is for one to say,  “I am going to quit.  No one can drive me.”  They hurt themselves more than anyone else.  

I feel impressed to copy here a few verses I have taken from Golden Nuggets of Thought.  I like these verses very much.


COURAGE

They are slaves who fear to speak

For the fallen and the weak,

They are slaves who will not choose

Hatred, scoffing and abuse

Rather than in silence shrink

From the truths their needs must think.

They are slaves who dare not be

In the right with two or three.


THE TEST

The test of a man is the fight he makes

The grit that he daily shows; 

The way he stands on his feet and takes

Fate’s numerous bumps and blows.

A coward can smile when there’s naught to fear,

When nothing his progress bars

But it takes a man to stand up and cheer

While some other fellow stars.

It isn’t the victory after all 

But the fight that a brother makes.

The man, who, driven against the wall,

Still stands up erect and takes

The blows of fate with his head held high

Bleeding, and bruised and pale.

He’s the man who’ll win in the by and by

For he isn’t afraid to fail.

It’s the bumps you get and the jolts you get

And the shocks that your courage stand,

The hours of sorrow and vain regret,

The prize that escapes your hands.

That test your nettle and prove your worth;

It isn’t the blows you deal.

But the blows you take on this good old earth

That shows if your stuff is real

When things go wrong as they sometimes will.

And the road you’re traveling seems all uphill;

When funds are low and debts are high,

And you want to laugh but you have to sign;

When cares are pressing you down a bit,

Rest, if you must—but don’t you quit.
I know the above poems to contain good advise.  Discouragement is perhaps the devil’s greatest tool.  This tool I have tried hard to avoid, and to warn my family and friends of it’s terrible grip once it gets hold of its victims.

While Harold’s body lay at the mortuary in Heber and I was confined to my bed in Provo, I feel that my thoughts and feelings could be described as a continuous prayer that His spirit might lead and guide us on until we might be as worthy and prepared as was the one whose mission here was ended.

Continually, hour after hour, the following words seemed most impressed upon my mind.  “We live for those who love us, whose hearts are kind and true.”  It seemed to me that the rest of the years ahead would be more sad and lonely.  Again, I am thankful that I could go to my Heavenly Father and ask for comfort and consolation.

During the times of sadness, I loved the green fields, the trees and the mountains, and I got comfort in riding among the cattle we turned upon the hills.

In remembrance of those occasions, now sacred to memory, I have written the following poem entitled, “Call of the Mountains.”

I love to ride o’er the mountains

On a quiet summer day,

For the breezes seem to whisper

As I ride along my way:

Be strong, be true;

“Tis the mountains call to you,

See in majesty they stand,

See how tall, and , oh how grand!

Then as I stand and gaze

With rapture in my eyes;

I dare to ask the mountains why,

Though you stand so firm and tall

In full view unto us all,

Why does there now appear those broken 

Seams and cracks upon thy walls?

Then again I hear a sigh

And the breeze makes this reply,

That as you view those mountains grand.

They show the change wrought by God’s hands

At that great triumphant stand

As His body hung at Calvary upon the cross,

Thus they shall ever stand

As a witness on the land of the agonizing

Throes of nature and convulsions of the earth.

Remember the words that Samuel spoke?

“They shall be rent in twain,

In seams and cracks they shall remain.”

You can read it if you look 

In the book that Mormon wrote.

There he hears his testimony unto all the world.

How majestic and how grand

They bear witness of God’s hand

In testimony as He died upon the cross.

Father, now I am so glad that I’ve knelt

Down to pray for Thy guidance day by day.

I feel that Thou art near

For Thy Spirit gives me cheer

As nothing else could do.

Wilt Thou still help me to be true

To my loved ones and to you;

May I understand what still that I can do?

Dear Lord!  May I still love to ride 

With loved ones at my side?

While on my pony, may I feel that Thou art near:

May my family love the way

I have led them day by day;  May they still

Remember I have loved them so.

It sure would break my heart,

If from truth they would depart,

And go with others

Down that broad most traveled way.

As they climb the mountains high,

May they love them as have I.

May they kneel in secret prayer and thank the Lord

For the beauties of this land which to us now

Seems so grand, and for a home where here is peace,

And a chance to still carry on.

Still happy with a desire to do Thy will.
In a story entitled “Discouragement”, it spoke of the tools used by the “Father of Sin”.  One of those tools was “Jealousy”.  I have reasons to believe it was jealousy that caused much of the feeling in Woodland when Harold Winterton was Bishop of the Woodland Ward.

Harold Winterton was a young man, 27 years of age.  He had recently moved into the Ward from Charleston Ward of the Wasatch Stake of Zion.

In the Woodland Ward lived many older people and many of whom had been born there.  They had grown up with certain customs and ideas.

They may have felt that they were being let down when a young man from another district was placed in as Bishop of the ward.

I heard President Stevens say, “Harold Winterton had, in his travels and experience, picked up ideas and thoughts superior to the ideas and practices of the older people of the ward and they were not prepared to listen to Harold.  Harold wanted to see progress in the church.”

Harold may have been a little untactful in trying to put over some of his ideas.  He may have been a little outspoken to people with selfish motives.  As I have before mentioned, there had not been the cooperation as there should have been between the people living above the church house and those living below.  Harold wanted to bring them closer together.  He wanted them to work together.

During all the years that had passed, there had never been a convenient and sanitary culinary water system.  People began talking about ways and means to install a water system.  Some of those living in the upper end of the valley said it would be better for them to build their own private water line to accommodate those living above the church house.  Those living farther down wanted to benefit also from the springs flowing out of the mountain side opposite the home of Alma Carlile.  As I remember, the springs were on the land owned by Heber Butters.

Harold became very much interested in trying to unite the people in building a system that would benefit all.  He made special trips to Salt Lake City to learn all he could about the price of pipe and the kind and size of pipe needed, what the people must do in order to get long time loans, etc.

At one time, when Harold was trying to persuade the upper end people that they should allow all to come in on their property, it was reported that Harold had said, “It looked too much like a dog in the manger proposition if the upper residents tried to keep from the lower people the benefit of the water.”  One of those men said to me, “I have resolved, that as long as Harold Winterton tries to promote a water system, I will oppose him.”  He was a man of influence in the ward.

After Harold’s death, he and other old residents picked it up where Harold had left off, except they wanted something with less red tape, so they bought some old used pipe that had long before been discarded by the Lehi Sugar Company.  (If new pipe had been installed, we would have had a better water line with less leaks, and less water shortages.)

All the trench line was dug with pick and shovel at an agreed price of $2.00 per rod.  It was hard for a man

to dig more than two rods each day.  Some men who dug more trench line than their allotted amount never did get all the pay for their extra work.

My family had to pay for four homes or connections, meaning four times that of others.  We could not do all our own assessment work, so others were glad to sell us some of their credits and take groceries for their pay.

Dee Clark, whom the Relief Society sisters voted for to direct the work on the Relief Society Building was appointed Bishop of the Woodland Ward.

Harold Winterton no longer stood in their way.  They started to build a Relief Society Building.  They succeeded in putting up the studding for the outside walls and the rafters were laid.  In that condition things stood still for several years and no more work was done on the building.

When I learned the old frame was to be torn down, I desired a picture.  One of the children took a picture for me.  Then said I, “We will inscribe at the top of the picture, ‘Monument to Disobedience’.”

Dee Clark was a good bishop and tried to do his duty.

OUR AFFAIR WITH ZCMI


We, as a family were having our financial difficulties.  We were owing a lot of money for the things that had burned in the fire.  We borrowed from Susie the $1,000.00 of Harold’s insurance money and turned it to ZCMI for our indebtedness to them.


Our neighbors had but little money with which to buy groceries.  Everybody was really feeling the effects of the depression.


One day the manager of ZCMI came to me and said, “Mr. Winterton, we are not afraid of you.  We know you will do your best to pay your debts.  You are owing to us more than to anyone else and if you would give us a note and mortgage on your store, it would give us some security and we would be better able to extend to you more credit.  If you don’t give us the mortgage, then others may ask for me.  We just want to help you.”  I agreed to his wishes.  I thought he wanted to be fair.  


He brought to us the mortgage papers to be signed by Sarah and I for $1,650.00, the amount we were owing the ZCMI grocery department.


I thought it strange that he did not write up the mortgage to cover the full amount of indebtedness to ZCMI so I questioned him.  His excuse was that they did not want to mix their grocer store accounts with their dry good store accounts.


We signed the note payable in 90 days.  He said that was their custom but we would have no trouble in getting extension of time because they understood our troubles and were going to help us.


As soon as the note became due, the ACMI commenced foreclosure proceedings.  We plainly saw they had deceived us, and really caught us napping.


The only thing to do then was to get $1,650.00 to save a building worth $6,000.00.


I told ZCMI to not proceed with the foreclosure proceedings; that we would give them a deed for the property providing they would give us six months in which to redeem the property.  That privilege we would have if they foreclosed.  That would save extra expense.  To that request they could not well refuse.  


LaMont and Luella Walker were able to secure the money.  They paid ZCMI the $1,650.00 and obtained the deeds.  They gave me back the 10 heifers I had given Luella besides other help.  We did not feel so bad over the loss of the store when it fell into the hands of member of the family.


It was the scheme of XCMI to get the store for the $1,650.00 and then to take judgment against us for the balance we owed them amounting to about $3,000.00.


That they commenced to do, but we borrowed money from the Federal Land Bank and mortgaged our farms to get money to save our farm property (and stop judgment proceedings I have learned).


You don’t know who your friends are until you have dealings with them.  If people take advantage of you, I think it not too wrong to beat them at their own game.


ZCMI deceived me in leading me to believe they did not want to foreclose.  It was only through good judgment on my part that stopped them from getting the store which was worth as much or more than the total amount I owed them, and still I would be owing them $3,000.00.


When they proceeded to get judgment against me for $3,000.00 balance, I thought there was no harm in making them believe that $1,000.00 in cash would be worth more to them than a judgment which might never do them any good.


They were the only outfit that did not get all the money we owed them and the only people who did not give us a chance to work things out as we were able.


Years passed by.  Bishop Clark had moved out of the ward.  Leslie E. Moon was then Bishop of the Ward.  John Lefler was still the Superintendent of the Sunday School and my wife and I were still teaching the parent’s class in Sunday School, besides, we had nearly always been called upon if there was any canvassing of the ward to be done, such as soliciting for ward donations or donations for seminary maintenance, etc.  We could generally get about what we went after.  Especially was that true as to my wife’s ability to get what she went out after.


My family were quite regular attenders at Church, Sunday School, and M.I.A., etc.  My son Van was the Ward Clerk.  


The boys who had given us trouble seemed to be quite sociable.


There was still a very small attendance at the Sunday afternoon Sacrament Meetings.


One day I addressed the Bishop about as follows:  “Bishop, I have been coming to church quite regularly for year.  Not many attend church.  Once you told me I could have ten minutes that I might bear my testimony.


“I know that”, he said, “but it is for your own benefit 

that you have not been asked to take part.  You don’t know the prejudice there is against you in this ward.  We have talked it over in our Bishop’s meetings.  Your son Van knows all about it.”


I said, “If you will tell me who are prejudiced, maybe I can go and talk to them.  Maybe I can do something to make them feel better towards me.”


“No,” said he, “I will not tell you who they are.  I don’t want any trouble.”


I said, “Are they members of the Bishopric?”  He answered, “No.”


“Are they other members of the ward who sometimes come to church?  I can generally count the number of male members in attendance at Sacrament meeting on the fingers of one hand.”  I said.


He answered, “I am not telling you.”


“Well, Bishop,” said I, “My duty is to be at church on the Sabbath Day.  I have a right to partake of the Sacrament so long as I am trying to do my duty.  You can’t stop me from coming to church.”  I continued to attend church and other ward meetings.


I asked Van if my name had ever been discussed in the Bishop’s meetings for the purpose the Bishop had told me.  Van said my name, in that way, had not been mentioned in his presence.


As time rolled on, my family was called to act in Stake positions.  Luella for a long time was second counselor in the Stake Relief Society.  She was the Stake President of the Relief Society from 1951 to 1954.


Ruth was appointed Stake Magazine Director.  Grace was on the Stake Primary Board.  Eva was appointed to act on the Stake Primary Board.


Ralph was set apart as one of the Seven Presidents of Seventies in the Stake.  He is now the Senior President of the Quorum.  For several years he acted as Stake Mission President.  He has now been called to act as Church Farm Manager and Director.


When Merlin Simmons and my daughter Grace moved to Charleston, besides other work she was asked to do, she was the Music Director of the Ward and was a member of the Ladies Adeline Chorus of the Wasatch Stake.


It was in the year 1939 that I had a presentment of part of my boys moving out to the Uintah Basin.  I seemed that I could see them out there, that the people bid them welcome.  It seemed that the church authorities said they needed their help in the church.  It seemed that farmers and stockmen said to them, “We are glad you came out here in this country.  We have confidence in you.  We will watch how you farm.  If you can make a success out here, then we will know better what to do.”  Said they, “We have been discouraged.”


Then it seemed that the people showed a more optimistic attitude and they started to work and began to prosper more.


At this time, February 14, 1958, I am happy to say that everything I seemed to see has come to pass.  The boys are out there doing the best they can and have good positions in the church.


It was the Spring of 1939 when Van and family and Omni moved to Roosevelt.  Van served as counselor to the Bishop of the 1st Ward of the Roosevelt Stake; Omni, the President of the Indian Branch at Randlett.


Clair divides his time in places most needed.  He has spent much time in work on the new ward building being erected at Woodland.  After moving to Ioka, he and Beatrice were first appointed Ward Amusement and Dance Directors.  They then later were appointed M.I.A. Dance Directors of the Stake.


My wife Sarah was always quite busy in the Relief Society, the Sunday School and M.I.A. and often the Primary in the wards in which she lived.  She loved to teach a Sunday School Class or a Class in M.I.A.  At Woodland, for years, she was chairman of the Ward Genealogical Committee.


Stella Gardner was always active in the church and church organizations, giving her time wherever needed.


Some of my activities have been:


June 21, 1900, I was ordained a Seventy by Elder George Teasdale.  I filled a mission in the Eastern States, leaving home June 19, 1900 and returned to my home in Charleston, June 23, 1902.


Some time after my return home, I was set apart as one of the Seven Presidents of the 97 Quorum of Seventy.  I held that position until I moved my family to Woodland in the year 1928.


When I moved to Woodland there was no active Quorum in the Summit Stake that I was able to contact.  When the South Summit Stake was organized, I became a member of the Quorum of that Stake.


I was asked if I did not wish to be ordained a High Priest.  My reply was, “I like to take part with the Seventies.”  I was afraid I would be laid on the shelf if a High Priest in Woodland.


When Brother Joseph Andrus of Marion was called to be President of the High Priests Quorum of South Summit Stake, he chose me to act as his first counselor and Clyde Marchant as second counselor.  It was then I was ordained a High Priest by President Winter.  I acted in that position until Brother Andrus and I were released.  (Brother Wagstaff was set apart as President of the Quorum and Brother Clyde Marchant was selected as one of his counselors.)


It was while I was a member of the Presidency of that Quorum that my wife Sarah and I filled two short term missions in the Southern States:  One winter at Booneville, Mississippi, and one winter at Winter Haven, Florida.  In those Branches I acted as Branch President each time.  Sarah was President of the Relief Society.


Under the leadership of Lee Potts as Bishop and later with Grant Thomson, the Woodland Ward was a place I liked to live.  The saints were sociable and friendly.  Our meetings and Sunday 

School and other organizations increased in activity and numbers.


LaMont Walker, my son-in-law, is now the Bishop of the Ward with Rex Glines and Everett Moon as counselors.  They are building a grand new Ward house there now, with ample amount of room for every necessary convenience and a grand amusement hall and chapel.


In that beautiful building will be two beautiful pianos and a beautiful electric organ, all donated by our good friends, Brother Ike Stewart and wife.


At this place in my story, I feel impressed to say, is the place to enclose the story written by my dear wife, Sarah.  What more I have to say, I desire that it be of our lives as spent together, during the evening time of her life.  I want to tell some of her story she was unable to finish.  I will do the best I can, with my heart still full of love which she gave to me.


I would not wish anyone else to finish this story.  I feel it is my sacred duty and privilege.

LIFE STORY OF SARAH VAN WAGONER WINTERTON








By Sarah Van Wagoner Winterton


I was born in Midway, Wasatch County, Utah.  My father bought a lot where he build our home from B. Mark Smith for $2.50.  There were five homes in the block when I was old enough to remember.  The house where I was born was a large brick room one half block south of the school house.  Later there were five brick rooms added to it.  There were beautiful shrubs, roses and flowers.


Sister Watkins, the midwife and first wife of Bishop John Watkins, and Martha Hamilton were with my mother at the time I was born.  I was the seventh child in a family of 14 children.  I was born on the 29th day of June, 1881.  I had three living grandparents and many aunts and uncles living nearby.


My health was good.  I had several playmates who lived near.  My sister, Clara, not quite two years older than myself, and our two cousins about our age played together very much.  They were Mary and Clara Bronson.  We enjoyed very much going on fishing trips with our parents and brothers and sisters on the river between Charleston and Midway.  Sometimes we would spend the night.


We also knit our own stockings and spent hours trying to see who was the fastest.  We used to have large crowds of young people come to our home, some were the age of older brothers and sisters and some were lots older than I but we held spelling matches, and I was always pleased when I could win out.


My grandmother Fausett used to go up above Midway about seven miles, up in the mountains, in the summer time.  She made her living selling butter, milk and eggs and other things to 

the men who were getting out timber for the miners in Park City, after grandfather’s death.  I remember what good times we had jumping from one big rock to the other in the creek and of going to pick wild berries.  There were several log cabins up there.  In the evening to climb up on the big log corral and watch the boys milk the cows, and hear them sing was very interesting.  This place is the Bonanza flat and now there is a girls summer home there. 


Father and the boys burned lime and made brick, and we used to carry their dinner to them, then we would climb all over the mound which was called “Jesse’s mound”.  Later the Memorial for World War One was erected there.  We used to gather wild flowers and we tried to make stems for the prickley pears but we always came home with the prickels in our feet and hands.


We made brick in different places and at night while they were burning the brick, it was light for quite a distance, and we sure had fun.  I worked on the brickyard with my brothers and they couldn’t tell my brother William and myself apart.  We used to have lots of house parties where we played games and sang songs.


We always had family prayer in our home where we all took part in praying, and also in asking the blessing on the food.  We were always taught to go to Primary and Sunday School.  We were asked in the Primary to speak a sentiment when the roll was called such as “Truth crushed to earth shall rise again” or “Honesty is the best policy” or “A word fittly spoken is like apples of gold in baskets of silver.”  I received a Primary Hymn Book for a present.  It burned in the fire we had here in 1930.  We were taught to pay our tithing on any money we made.  We also like to take fast offerings to the Bishop’s store house.  We were always told to never refuse to do anything in the Church when we were asked to, no matter how small the task.  We were taught to have faith in the Priesthood and when we were ill we could ask for a blessing.  I don’t remember a time in my life when we didn’t have plenty to eat and to wear, but not such a variety as we have today.  When I was small, we didn’t try to outdo our neighbor.


I had six school teachers in my life; William Wootton, Attawell Wooton, Mr. George Child, Brother Attawell Wootton Sr., and T. B. Miller.  They didn’t graduate us from the 8th grade but kept us coming till we quit.  My schooling was limited and what education I had, I received through reading good books, study, and from my teachers in various organizations.  One of the best helps was through prayer.


My work in the home was general house work, and helping to care for the children.  We had lots of hard work as we didn’t have any modern conveniences.  We had a large family.  The washing had to be done with a tub and washboard.  Our big dining room floor was bare and we scrubbed porches and floors on our hands and knees but I always remember how white they were and the stoves shown till we could see our faces in them.  We bought a new Home Comfort range and we took it down Provo Canyon to cook for the men who were working on the railroad 

when they were bringing it to Wasatch County in 1899.   I went and helped my oldest sister and her husband for a while to do the cooking.


I always attended church and Sunday School and Mutual.  I was assistant Secretary in Relief Society to Sister Elizabeth Wintch when I was 17 years old.  I helped Sister Stella Rasmusson, the school teacher, teach religion class.  I also taught in the Sunday School both in the Primary and 2nd  Intermediate classes up until the time I was married.


When I was a girl, I worked out some for some of my neighbors, but only received $1.50 and $2.00 a week.


When my parents went to the temple to be sealed, they took us all to Salt Lake with them.


My cousin’s family OffRobey went at the same time.  We had light spring wagons with good teams of horses.  How we enjoyed the ride through Parley’s Canyon.  We made pretty good time.  We stayed in a house on the tithing lot where the Hotel Utah and Bishop’s Building and other office buildings stand.  There was a high wall around it and there was a watchman there at night.  The gate was locked at night about 10 o’clock p.m.  We had our first ride on the street car.


After the work was done in the temple, they took us through all the rooms.  We climbed steps up into the top tower and let us look down on the streets below.  The people and wagons looked very small.  That was a privilege not many people have today, to go up so high in the temple.  I had a very happy childhood life.


There were crowds of the young folks come to our house at night and they would play the organ and sing.  There were boys and girls from all over the county and the McEwan boys and girls from Provo.  We learned many of their songs.


My grandparents came to Utah for the Gospel and my father was young, three years old, when he came.  He was born in Pottawatomi County, Iowa.  Mother was born in Provo.  I was born in the church.  I don’t know when I received a testimony of the Gospel as it was always with me.  My father and mother had great faith in prayer, and taught us the value of prayer.


For our amusements when I was young, dancing was the main thing, and there was some very good home talent and there were shows put on for entertainment.  There was a marshall band and a very good brass band in our town.  Andre Burgener was the leader of the brass band.  He was considered one of the best in the state.  His son Arnold is now a very good band leader.


Baseball games were also a great sport between the neighboring towns.  We always had good celebrations on the 4th and the 24th of July.  There was always lemonade and popcorn.  We always looked forward to the Children’s dances in the day time and the adult dance at night.  At Christmas time we always had a community Christmas tree and a children’s dance.  The Sunday School would put on celebrations sometimes to the hot pots or up to Heber’s Grove in Snake Creek Canyon.  What 

fun we had—programs, jumping the rope, large swings in the trees, playing pomp and other games, bathing in the hot pots, and a good picnic and picking wild flowers, etc.


Abbenglens had a bathing house up on a little mound about ¾ mile from our home.  They would rent to some families a seasons ticket so we could go anytime and bathe.


It was fine for we didn’t have any modern conveniences in our home.  Sometimes our mother’s and older sisters would go with us.  We always went at night because the water was very warm.  We had great sport coming and going.  I have many wonderful memories of my girlhood days.


Our work in the Mutual was very interesting.  I had one girlhood friend that was outstanding.  She was very beautiful and we spent many happy evenings together.  Her name was Birdean Huffacker.  We planned so we and our boy friends could go together.  She married a returned missionary and moved to Wyoming, had two children and died very young.


We used to go to the different towns to dances in sleighs and when the storms were bad, the boys would put on a cover over the wagon bows.  We enjoyed many sleigh rides, the sleigh bells ringing and we singing from the time we left home from one town to the other.


The snow was so much deeper in those days, sometimes the roads would drift full and the horses had to break the roads.  I had different boy friends but didn’t go very steady with boys.


I didn’t care to go with boys just to have them spend money on me and show me a good time.  If they were free with their money, I thought they just tried to show off.  I was always very homesick; to be away over night was about all I could do.


The summer I was 19 years old, I went to the Hawsey mine to help Mrs. Sharp, my sister-in-law’s mother (Lottie Van Wagoner) do the cooking for the miners as the lady who was working there had to go to the hospital.  I worked 19 days and received $19.00 which was very good pay at that time.  I enjoyed it very much but was anxious to get through.


The mine was then shut down.  There were some very nice boys working there and the engineer, Jack Riche, was a fine fellow and very good looking, a very light blond and very black eyes.  He asked me to keep company with him but I just made an excuse.  I phoned home for my folks to come for me and when I thought it was about time for them to come, I walked out on the cump so I could see a ways down the canyon.  My father and brother Joe came for me, my brother who died with the flu.  How happy I was to see them.  This was in July.  I arrived home just a few days before the 24th of July.  I learned Hyrum had returned home from his mission.


John Riche wanted to come and spend the 24th and I told him to come.  He hired a horse from the liver stable in Park City and arrived home quite early in the morning of the 24th.  There was a celebration and ball game and a dance at night.  He stayed until the afternoon of the 25th and had only been gone a short time when Hyrum came to see the family.  He had gone up to Boston to see my brother Will, who was also filling a 

mission.  He had left a wife and baby three months old.  They were glad to meet and Will sent a kiss home to his wife.  Will thought a great deal of Hyrum.  Hyrum stayed and spent the evening and we were engaged that night, July 25th.   We were married the 3rd of September in the Salt Lake Temple.  I hadn’t ever gone very steady with Hyrum, but when he left for the mission, it seemed like I could hear the words—“He will be yours for time and all eternity.”  I attended his farewell dance.


I stood one night out by our front gate and Father knew how bad I felt, he was always very kind and understanding.  He said, “Never mind Sarah.  Everything will work out for the best.”


He was very understanding with his children and we liked to confide in him and also Mother.  I only received two or three letters from Hyrum while he was in the mission field.  We had both asked our Heavenly Father to direct us in choosing a companion in life.  He has been a very good mate.  He has never chastised me for going places and has never said one word if I didn’t have meals on time.  No matter what I bought or gave away, he has never said a word about it.


If people or my relatives have needed help, he would say, “Sarah, you will just have to go help” on many occasions.  He has given many people work and has been free in helping and giving to many.  All my people love him and I don’t believe any one of them have ever said one word against him.


He loved my Mother and she passes away while we were in Denver to the Stock Show.  He shed many tears coming home and finding her gone.  I came home ahead of him as he stopped to come home with a bull he had bought.  I arrived home the evening mother passed away.


What sorrow filled my heart when Harold met me at the train with a sleigh and told me Mother had had a stroke.  He felt too bad to tell me she had dropped dead.  So I didn’t learn just how it was until I returned home and called my brother, John, on the phone.  Then we went to Midway.


I sure lost a loving Mother, so kind to everyone who knew her.


We had nine children, of which we are very proud.  We have been to the Temple with them all.  All were married in the Temple but Eva and she and Elmer went on the 29th of March, 1945, and were sealed, and had Kent sealed to them.  Our children were Harold, Van, Grace, DeLoy, Luella, Omni, Clair, Ruth and Eva.


My niece died and left Stella Gardner only 26 hours old and when she was five days old, we brought her home and have had her ever since.  She will be 18 on the 3rd of May, which will be next Thursday.  She has been an inspiration in our home.  We all love her and treat her as our own.  We have also had Norman most of his life.


After we were married, we lived in two rooms of Brother Winterton’s house.  Hyrum was the first missionary to leave Charleston on the train.  Mother went to Salt Lake to the Temple 

with us when we went to be married.  We went in a white top, and we sure enjoyed our day in the Temple.

That night we went out to Mill Creek to sister Price’s and stayed all night. Sister Schofield got all the little children in the neighborhood and got some old tin cans and shivereed us.  After this was over, one of the little girls looked up at Sister Schofield and said, “What’s it all for?”


When we started home the next day the soldiers from Fort Douglas were marching up Parley’s canyon and we had to stay behind them till they stopped to camp.  So we had to stay at Roaches, the half way house till morning.  But, we were happy.  Mother did work in the temple for Sister Gilmer, who had come to her in her dreams several times asking her to go to the temple to do her work.


When we arrived home, my sisters tried to play pranks on us, and when we went to Charleston, Hyrum’s sister-in-law and Aunt Julia Middison had sewed the bedding together so we couldn’t get into bed till we cut all the stitches.  We lived in two rooms of Brother Winterton’s home.


Harold must have been nearly a year old when we rented an old house where our new home we later built stands.   We lived there six years before we could build the place.


We had many good times there.  We cleaned and fixed it all up and lived there till we had all our children but Eva.  She was the only one born in our new brick house.  It cost us between seven and eight thousand dollars to build.  We had many large crowds come to see us in the old home.  Sometimes they would come in sleigh loads to visit and after they got cars they came.


We worked on many committees and such good times we had.  We spent the evenings at each other’s homes and planned what to do.  We had to raise money to pay for the church piano and remodeling the church.  How busy we all were as Bishop Ritchie said, we had enjoyment as well as work.  We had quite a lot of chances to raise money and there were plays put on.  We had some very good home talent.


One night there was a crowd of people came to our home.  Hyrum was away and I was phoning to my brother-in-law.  They were masked, the men were dressed for women and the women for men.  I was so startled all I could say was, “Fred, you just ought to see what’s coming in.”  They were only waiting for the crowd to come.  These people were from Midway, Heber and Charleston.  I guess around 50 in all and what a lot of fun we had.


I gave missionary showers for some of our boys who were going away on three occasions.  Vern Wright, Heber Winterton, and Merlin Simmons.  We invited the whole town and I served refreshments.  We had a program and there were about 100 people at a time.  The missionaries received many useful presents to help them out.  Gloves, sox, shirts, tire, books, kits of different kinds and money.  Each one received around $80.00 a piece.


I helped the M-Men and Gleaner Girls with many parties and made large freezers of ice cream for them.


We put on dances and sold punch and made enough money to take the Beehive Girls to the temple to be baptized for the dead, several times, and stayed at the hotel all night.


I loved to work with the young people.  We had the first phonograph in Charleston and often had large crowds come to hear it.  We had a recorder to make records and a great many came and sang, recited or played so we could record it.  We sure had a lot of pleasure from it.  We still have some of the old records we recorded and also the old phonograph.


Our new home was made of brick.  It was a large home and very beautiful inside.  The rooms were all finished with the natural fur.  We had a fire place with pale green and cream tyling, a large fire place with a beautiful mantel and a large mirror and book cases on both sides, beautiful chandeliers, hardwood floors, rugs, built in china closet with a large mirror in it.  We had a furnace and electric pump which pumped the water.  


We had four nice rooms upstairs, two bedrooms, kitchen, dining room and parlor, screen porch, bath room and nice convenient closets, a basement fruit room, furnace rooms, coal and wood room.


We only lived  in our new home for about six years and then traded it for the old Whiting place which was down by Wallsburg and which the Deer Creek Reservoir now covers.  We thought it was better for cattle conditions.  Ruth was 15 months old when we moved into the new house.  We moved up to town one winter and lived in the big frame home where President Murdock lived.  Then we bought the brick home where Rob Daybell lived and stayed there until we moved to Woodland which is now 18 years the 1st day of June since we moved up here.


I helped in the two liberty bond drives for World War One.  I was President of the Ladies Republican Committee for sometime and also chairman of the Ladies Council of Defense.


I had hard work while raising my family, so many men to cook for in building our homes and out-buildings.  One summer we couldn’t get help.  I mowed over 100 acres of hay.


We bought the Fitzgerald and Van Tassel ranches about seven years before we moved to Woodland.  We moved in the old white house and only loved there from June 1st until fall, when D. A. Bisnel bought the old house and to keep from moving back to Wasatch, we bought their home and store.


We had a fire in 1930 and our home and store burned to the ground.  We lost between $14,000.00 and $15,000.00 without any insurance.  But, Stell and Grace’s baby, LaVon, came to near being burned.  We felt thankful to our Heavenly Father that their lives were spared.  Grace went through the flames to get her baby and Mr. Franson broke my bedroom window and called Stella to him and got her out the window.  I then stayed in the garage and kept store and we built a new store which Mont and Luella now own.


We moved in the new store about Christmas time.  Harold thought we could help to get something back by the girls working and he doing the hauling.  The next spring, April 8, 1931, Harold and his father, in going to Spanish Fork to the Stock Show, a train hit the truck and Harold was instantly killed, and his father was almost taken at the same time.  Oh what sorrow filled our home.  Harold’s wife Susie Duke Winterton was left with three children, a baby four weeks old the day he was taken.  Harold was taken to Heber to the Undertakers and Hyrum to his brother Ralph’s in Provo.


As we were going to Provo the hearse passed us in Provo Canyon and as we didn’t see it, it seemed that Providence had a hand in it.  There was Van, Grace, Susie and myself in the car.  My brother, John Van Wagoner, and Hyrum’s brother Ralph followed the hearse.  Hyrum was so afraid he wouldn’t be able to attend the funeral, but we know our prayers were answered in his behalf.


Harold’s funeral was held at the Heber City Tabernacle.  Over 1,000 people were there to attend his funeral.  Many people weren’t able to get in the building.  There were lots of flowers.


Harold had been Bishop of the Woodland Ward for 10 months.  There were 14 Bishops in the Summit Stake.  They were all to the funeral, including Harold.  He was buried in the Charleston Cemetery.  We thought our fire had been terrible but after Harold was taken, we felt that loss wasn’t anything.


Van went on a mission to New Zealand and was there nearly three years.  He was released after Harold was taken and married Nida Willoughby.  Omni filled a mission to the North Central States.  Merlin, my son-in-law, filled a mission.  We had four seventies and one elder in our family at one time—Hyrum, Van, Deloy and Omn8I and Clair, elder.  Hyrum is now a counselor in the High Priests.  Our children have always taken part in family prayers and held responsible positions in the church and paid their tithing.  I pray my faith will continue to be strong.


We have lived in eleven different homes.  After the fire and Harold’s death, we moved in Harold’s home as his wife married Ivan Andrus who had lost his wife and was left with three children.


I took some surveyors to board and room for two summers and made money to buy furniture for our home.  I have taken boarders several times which has helped me a great deal.  My girls were good and helped me out with my work.


I went to the dedication of the Mesa Temple with Brother Albert and his wife and three children.  I surely enjoyed it very much.  I went through the Temple the day the Lamanites did, which was very interesting.   I sure enjoyed hearing President Grant’s dedicatory prayer, and to meet so many wonderful people.


My sister-in-law had many brothers and sisters down there, 

some of them came from Mexico to be present.  The programs were wonderful that were held on the top of the annex of the Temple.  I have read the Book of Mormon, Doctrine and Covenants and many books, but I have never read the Bible through, but hope to.  

I have always loved music but have never been very musical, although our children are very good singers.  A great many of the Van Wagoners, my people, are musical and Hyrum’s people also.


My hobbies have been making quilts and also cooking.  I have traveled quite a lot.  I went to Elko, Nevada to meet Harold.  Susie, two children, Stella, Hyrum and myself went to the stock show.  I have been to Sacrament to shows, coming back by Lake Tahoe.  I went with Elma, Deloy, Hyrum, Stella to Great Falls, Montana and Billings, Montana to stock shows.


Hyrum, Grace, Stella, Fred Winterton (Hyrum’s brother) and I went to Canada on a trip to buy cattle.  We stayed to his sister Malissa’s in Magrath.  We traveled quite a distance there; went to McCloud, Raymond, to Cardston to see the temple.  The temple was closed but the Patriarch took us through.  It was beautiful.  We visited the Meninite colony which was very interesting to see how they live and their customs and hear of their beliefs.


Luella took her car and Mrs. Walker, her mother-in-law, Ruth, Stella, Lowell and myself went to California while Elieen was there on her mission.  We attended a street meeting and Sunday School at Santa Anna.  We took Elieen and went to Los Angeles and to San Diego to the World’s Fair.  We went by way of St. George and came back up the coast and went to San Francisco, crossed the bay and came back by Sacramento and over the Sierra Nevada mountains.  


We traveled bout 2300 miles and Luella drove most of the way.  We had a swell time.  When we crossed the bay on the boat, Lowell was very small and he said we were crossing the ditch in a tub.


I went to San Francisco to a stock show when Mont and Luella went on their honeymoon.


Dad, Carma, Omni, Clair, Beatrice and I went to Los Angeles to a stock show on the 6th of December.  We went to Tijuana, Mexico.  We went through San Diego and we visited quite a number of places of interest.  We went through one of the old missions and visited Capistrana and saw many beautiful places.  We went to the race track which is the largest in the world and on our return to Los Angeles we went through Hollywood and saw many of the star’s homes.   The Christmas decorations were beautiful through all of the towns and cities on the way.


The next night, December 7, while we were watching the Rodeo, the officers came through ordering all the service men back to their camps, as Pearl Harbor had been bombed, and the next day we started home.  There were no more Christmas lights as everything had been blacked out.  It was Luella’s birthday when Pearl Harbor was bombed.


Hyrum, Stella and myself went to Manti to the Temple, 

then on to Arizona by way of the Kiabab Forest and Flagstaff.  We visited Holbrook, Springville, and went to Mesa.  We worked in the temple for about two weeks and stayed most of the time at Shelia’s.


Niel took us to a great many places of interest.  We visited the church welfare there.  The citrus fruit show was on.  The Indians were in the parade and also took part in the show.  Their dancing was very interesting.  We, with Velda, Aunt Jane and Gladys went to Nogales, Mexico.  We took lunch and had a fine day.  We also attended a negro meeting.  Niel’s wife had a baby when we got back, Niel, Jr.


We came home by way of St. George and worked in the Temple there.  Hyrum stayed a few days and Stella and I stayed for sometime.  I worked in the Temple.  In the three temples, Manti, Mesa and St. George, Stella was baptized for 100 people.


Stella had rheumatic fever when she was 9 years old and was in bed for five months.  We took her to St. George the following winter.  The Temple was being remodeled but we spent a pleasant winter.  Brother and Sister Murphy were there and we sure visited a lot of people we knew.  We were there three and a half months and Stella went back to school.  


Dr. Robison wanted me to take Stella away for winters so we went again next winter.  We worked in the Temple.  I have done work for several hundred people in the different Temples.  Stella has been baptized for over three hundred people.


January 10, 1944, we entered the mission home to prepare for a short term mission to the Southern States.  President Taylor took us to Salt Lake City.  We were interviewed by Apostle Charles A. Callas.  We were set apart by Apostle John A. Widsoe and left Salt Lake January 19, about 11 p.m.  We went by way of Chicago and arrived in Atlanta, Georgia Saturday night.  We were met by some of the Elders and taken to the mission home and remained there until Wednesday night.  We met President and Sister Meeks.  We went to Sunday School and at meeting met two brother Yarns whom Hyrum’s brother, Moroni, baptized 38 years before.  Very wonderful men.


We were assigned to go to the North Mission Branch.  Hyrum was to be the branch president and I his companion to labor together.  We rented room in Booneville and tracted what we could.  There weren’t any Latter-day Saints in Booneville.  What saints or members there were lived out in the country about six miles where they have a nice little chapel.  They are very kind and hospitable.  We met President Peterson and Elder Rawlins, and later Stanley Pickett, also some local missionaries.


We went up to Corinth and stayed over night at Sister Kings and the next day we went to Shiloh National Park in Tennessee.  From the many graves and monuments it shows what the war must have been.  We enjoyed our work very much but it was hard to get around.  We secured a car from Sister Ashcraft, a member of the church, and her daughter Jewel, came 

to Booneville two days a week and took us to the country.  We were released to come home on the 17th day of May and arrived home on the morning of the 20th.  Luella, Ruth, Stella, Carma, Beatrice and Clair met as at Echo.


We made some very dear friends while we were away.  Brother Dean lost his life in a train wreck and we arrived home the day he was buried.  Sister Lucy Jones, our Relief Society President , down there, passed away April 18, 1945 and was buried April 19th in the Chapel cemetery.  I wrote and got permission to do her work in the Temple although her husband wasn’t a member of the church, he gave his consent and Eva and I went to Salt Lake and I did her work for her.


When Harold, Van and Deloy were young, we left them in Strawberry very much in the summer time to look after the cattle.  We went almost every week to see how they were and to take food to them.  I baked very much to help them out.


We let Harold and Van go to Provo one year to High School and they boarded themselves.  They received many testimonies.


Our family learned to love Strawberry and they and ourselves have had many friends come out there.  When Grace was only a month or so old I was put in Counselor in the Relief Society.  Our neighbor girls took care of Grace so I could go.  Mrs. Wright said if I would take the work, the girls could help me with Grace.


I was a teacher in Sunday School and Mutual most of my married life till I moved to Woodland,  I was Relief Society Teacher; I enjoyed my work very much.  I have had some wonderful neighbors.  I have taught in Mutual in Woodland and have been a teacher here many years.  I was president of Primary for some time and Eva Director three years, a member of the Genealogy Committee.


Being short of help, I have gone to Strawberry most of the last three summers to stay with Hyrum.  The girls and children come out there and we ride horses and travel to the tops of the mountains.  Van, Omni and Clair have their homes at Roosevelt and Ioka now.







This is the end of Sarah’s story.


It was in the fall of 1943 during the time of the Second World War when the younger missionaries of the church were continually being released in the mission field and only the older people being sent on missions, that Sarah and I had a desire to go on a six month mission.  I was then a counselor to Brother Joseph Andrus in the Presidency of the High Priests Quorum of the South Summit Stake.  Sarah was chairman of the Ward Genealogical Committee and Sunday School Teacher in parent’s class.


We accordingly made our desires known to our Bishop and Stake President and it was not long before we received our call through President George Albert Smith.  We spent the better part of two weeks in the mission home receiving instructions preparatory to our leaving.

We were sent to the office of Elder Charles A. Callis for further instructions and to receive our appointment which was to the Southern States Mission.

    
 It was in the Southern States Mission where President Callis had spent so much of his life, and we, knowing that Brother Callis loved the Saints in the Southern States, felt it an honor and privilege to be sent to that mission.

    
I remember we had to have satisfactory health certificates. That was one thing that worried us.  We knew that I had low blood pressure and Sarah had high blood pressure.

    
We went to Dr. Wherritt for our physical examination and certificates.  He wrote satisfactory in the space for the blood pressure test for he knew we would be denied the privilege of going if he reported exactly the condition of our blood pressure.

It was after we returned from our mission that Dr. Wherritt asked us if we knew, at the time, how high was Sarah's blood pressure and how low mine was.  He told us.  When Brother Callis saw the report of Dr. Wherritt he said, "We cannot accept that report."  He then sent us to the Church Physician, Dr. Cannon, as I remember, for examination.  There must have been a great change in our blood pressure condition in order to be allowed to go on that mission, and we felt that the Lord was watching over us.

    
As I remember, it was on Christmas Day, 1943, that everyone of our children and grand children together with son-in-laws and daughter-in-laws met at our home for a dinner and a family group picture.  The total number of that group was 43. That number included 24 grandchildren.  Since that time, to that number has been added six grandchildren and nine great grandchildren.

     
We were set apart for our mission by Elder (Apostle) Widtsoe.  I remember, that after he had given to us our missionary blessings and instructions, he turned to me and said, "Brother Winterton, you know what is troubling you." I answered, "Yes."  Then he said, "You are going to be better." It was January 19, 1944, when we boarded the train in company with eight other missionaries, including Brother and Sister Charles Gilbert of Preston, Idaho; Brother and Sister Matthew of Liberty, Utah; Brother and Sister Chard Joseph S. Bailey of Rupert, Idaho, and one lady missionary.  We traveled over the D & RGW route via Chicago and landed at Atlanta, Georgia the night of January 22, 1944.

    
All that day as cur train rolled along, we passed through rolling hills, covered with timber with openings where we could see scattered homes, here and there small villages, etc. I thought of the stories I had heard of missionary life in the Southern States.  The thoughts of my Brother Moroni were continually upon my mind.  I could not help but feel that his spirit was accompanying me and I wondered if we would meet any of his friends.


It was at Sunday School the next morning that we met

Elder Homer Yarn and his brother, whom my brother Moroni had baptized in the year 1905.  We also met a lady who said she still kept Moroni's picture on her piano.  Thirty nine years has elapsed, so Brother Yarn said, "Since your brother Moroni had baptized four little freckle faced barefoot boys."  He being one of them.

     
He said he often wondered if Elder Winterton ever wondered what had become of those four boys.  Both of the little Yarn boys have been wonderful Church workers.  At that time, Brother Homer Yarn was the Supervisor of all the home missionary work in the Southern States Mission.  (He afterwards became the 1st Counselor to the President of the Southern States Mission.)

I learned that Brother Yarn had lived for some time in Provo and had worked for the Taylor Furniture Company.  I then said to him, "Brother Yarn, what was your reaction when you went to Utah and met the men whom you had known as Mormon Missionaries.  Those who had spent many nights in your widow mother's home.  Those whom you had loved to go around with and help to hold meetings, etc.?"  He said, "It was the hardest time in my life.  It was then I came nearest to apostasy, but when I got to thinking, I said to myself, why blame the church for the weakness of men?  The Gospel has not changed, but some people cannot be strong enough to live the Gospel." 

Sarah and I received our appointment to go to Booneville, Mississippi.  I to preside over the Booneville Branch and Sarah to be President of the Relief Society.  I here copy from my diary the following:

Leave Atlanta 7:25 A.M. 

Arrive at Tupelo 5:25 P.M.

Leave Tupelo at 10:15 P.M. 

Arrive at Booneville 11:30 P.M.

Elder Peterson, the District President to meet us. 

Elder Peterson not there to meet us.

    
We started off through the darkness and found our way to a hotel where we stayed that night.  In the morning we learned by inquiry that there was a "Mormon" church out in the country about five miles.  We hired a taxi to drive us out to where the church was located.

     Close by the church we found the home of Sister Vester Fugitt who directed us the way to the home of Brother and Sister Lee Floyd and family.  We found them to be wonderful people. That night Elder Peterson and Rawlings arrived on the scene.

    We were then out in the neighborhood of where the Saints lived, but five miles from Booneville where we may be able to rent an apartment.  Elder Peterson and Rawlings took us back to Booneville.  After we got located at Booneville, how were we going to go out to the church about twice a week to meet with the saints?

     We spent most of one day trying to locate an apartment we could rent.  There were vacant apartments but none would rent to us as we were "Mormons".


Finally, we went back to Mrs. Beanland’s home.  She had 

for years made the Elders welcome in her home and it appeared that she was the only person in the town that had ever, in years, allowed the Mormon Elders a place of refuge for the night.

    
Mrs. Beanland said we could sleep on the porch with a canvas hung around our bed until a vancancy inside occured. It was not many days until she arranged for us a room inside.

     
Sister Mattie Ashcraft, a widow, and her daughter, Jewel, were the only family among the L.D.S. of the Booneville Branch that owned a car.  They were so generous, so .kind and accomodating as to offer to take us to and from our meetings twice

a week.  This offer they faithfully carried out as long as we were in the missionfield.  When spring work came on and they were crowded with work, they just turned over the car to us.  If they had to go places then, it was up to us to take them.

     I was able, as a minister of the gospel, to get the necessary stamps so we could buy gasoline.

    
I don't know what we would ever have done in doing missionary work in Booneville had it not been for Sister Ashcraft and her daughter.  Jewel had two children, Ramon and Ray.  Jewel had no husband so she had to do most of the farm work alone.

     
The first Sunday we attended church at Booneville, we learned of the severe sickness of Sister Ruby Weatherbee who was at the Booneville Hospital.  She was suffering from a ruptured appendix.

     
I copy from my diary the following:  Brother Lee Floyd and I went with the Ashcrafts to the hospital and administered to Sister Weatherbee.  She is a very sick woman with very much faith and it is through her faith and the faith of her family and the saints that she will be restored to health. Her husband is friendly but not a member of the church.

   
 Never in my life have I ever seen a person manifest more faith than she.  It was when she was suffering great pain and could speak in only a whisper when she said to us, "I am going to get better.   I must live to raise my children and to work to bring my husband into the church."  I was sure that it was the inspiration of the Spirit of the Lord when we administered to her and we promised her health that the desires of her heart might be granted.

    
Sister Ruby and her husband, Oscar, now have four beautiful children.  Oscar is now the President of the Booneville Branch, Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints.  She has, for a long time, also, been the President of the Relief Society. They are wonderful people.

    
When we were not busy out among the members of the branch, which we tried to visit often, we spent what time we could in visiting homes in Booneville.  For a time we were quite successful in getting into people's homes, until the people learned we were Mormons and it was not long then before the people closed their doors against us.

   
 After several days of unsuccessful tracting, as we returned 

to our apartment one afternoon, Sarah seemed as if a little discouraged and she said to me, "I think all the Seed of Israel has been gathered out of this city."

     
Not much did we discuss the subject, but nearly all night, whether asleep or awake, she seemed to see the words before her eyes in large letters, ISAIAH 17.  Early in the morning she asked that I turn on the light, then take the Bible and turn to Isaiah and Chapter 17.  I did so, and we were convinced that the verses 4, 5, and 6 were an answer to her statement of the afternoon before.  The passages are as follows:

     
"And in that day it shall come to pass that the glory of Jacob shall be made thin, and the fatness of his flesh shall wax lean."

     
"And it shall be as when the harvestman gathereth corn, and reapeth the ears with his arm; and it shall be as he that gathereeth ears in the valley of Rephaim. "

     
"Yet gleaming grapes shall be left in it, as the shaking of an olive tree, two or three berries in the top of the uppermost bough, four or five in the outmost fruitful branches, thereof, said the Lord God of Israel."

    
When I read these verses to Sarah, she exclaimed, "Guess there are some yet to be gathered.  It will take work to reach them.  Some are on the top of the uppermost boughs and on the outmost fruitful branches.  It will be good fruit but hard to gather. "

    
Forever after that time, Sarah was much interest in the saints and friends at Booneville and many were the letters of encouragement and love she wrote to them.

     
It was a wonderful experience for both she and I.  Never before had we known each other so well.  We had never before been together so close when we could help each other with all the detail work, even to washing and wiping the dishes, making the bed and sweeping the floor.

    
Yes, I know she was pleased with the little I could help her.  Never did I go anywhere without her, except to the Post Office.

     
She was a wonderful pal, and oh, how the saints loved her, as also did many who were not members of the church.

    
We arrived at our home May 21.  Several of our children and in-laws were at Echo to meet us when we got off the car, even though it was just getting daylight.

    
We had come home hurriedly, hoping to be able to attend the funeral of Dean Van Wagoner, Sarah's brother.  He had been buried, however, the day before we arrived.

 
President Meeks realized that Booneville was a place where it was hard to do successful missionary work.  He had offered to transfer us to Alabama but we told him we wished to stay at Booneville until we were released.  He told us he would send us to Florida if we would go back to the South again.

OUR SECOND MISSION

    
In December, 1946, we returned to the Southern States under more favorable circumstances.  The war was over and we could buy the gasoline we needed, so we took our car and we were able to travel and visit the members of the Branch over which we presided, even in the small towns some distance out from Winter Haven.

    
We left home November 18, 1946, accompanied by our daughter Luella and her husband, LaMont Walker.

    
The morning we left home we received word of the death of John Van Wagoner, Jr., my wife's oldest brother.  We were very sorry to have to leave that morning and not be able to attend the funeral but we were scheduled to leave according to instructions from President Callis who had sanctioned us going back to the Southern States.

     
(This seemed to me a test of Sarah's faith.  We were in the missionfield when her brother Dean died and she could not go to his funeral, then her brother John died the morning we were leaving for a second time.)

    
That the reader might know of our travels while LaMont and Luella were in Mississippi, a distance of 117 miles.  It was at Senatobia where we met President Meeks and Anton R. lrvins and there we received our appointment to go to Winter Haven, Florida, but would receive further instructions at the District Conference to be held at Tampa, Florida, December 2nd and 3rd.

    
According to the instructions given to us, we would still have a few days yet to visit.   (President lrvins told me to be sure and visit the Moore Herd of Polled Herefored at Senatobia before leaving there.)

    At Conference, Sarah and I saw many of our former friends of the North Mississippi District.

After leaving Senatobia, we traveled the route as follows:

To Tupelo                                     


97 miles 

From Tupelo to Birmingham, Alabama
         
149 miles 

From Birmingham to Columbus, Ga.            
155 miles 

From Columbus to Albany                    

101 miles 

From Albany to Jacksonville, Fla.           

195 miles 

From Jacksonville to Miami                   

249 miles 

From Miami back to Vera Beach, Fla.          
160 miles 

From Very Beach to Winter Haven       
  about 100 miles 

The total distance we traveled             

3,481 miles

I again quote from my diary:

     
November 28.  Started for Flori.da.  At Birmingham blew out head gasket.  Was delayed about two hours.  Thursday was Thanksgiving Day.  We drove about 400 miles and stopped for night just over the Florida line and about 43 miles from Jacksonville.  Friday, Saturday, and Sunday we visited down the East Coast of Florida.  Traveled through Jacksonville, St. Augustine, the oldest city in the United States, with quaint old houses and narrow streets.  This city has been preserved as much as possible in its primitive condition.

    
We visited Daytona Beach, Melbourne, Vera Beach, West Palm Beach, and Miami.  The above mentioned are all great resorts where thousands of tourists visit and stop.

     
It was at Vera Beach where LaMont and Luella left us. They returned home on the Railroad Train by way of Chicago. It was after dark when they left us.  It was a wonderful trip and experience for us all.  But oh, how lonely and homesick did Sarah and I feel when they left us.

     
I know it was hard for LaMont and Luella to leave us. As I write this, l can hardly hold back my tears, and there seems to be a lump in my throat.  Luella was to have the first ride of her life on a passenger railroad train.

    
Monday we drove about 100 miles to Winter Haven and then located a former President Jamison who resided at Lake Charles and according to his advice, we were soon on our way to Tampa, a distance of 50 miles.  That day we traveled from the East Coast to the West Coast of Florida.

    
We there attended the District Conference and again met President Meeks and President Ivins and their wives and also many of the saints and Elders and Lady Missionaries residing and laboring in the North Florida District.

    
Wednesday we had dinner with Brother and Sister Howard from Sacramento.  He is President of the Winter Haven Branch of the Church.

    
That night we attended the Aaronic Priesthood Banquet.  About 150 persons in attendance and most all were members of the church. A wonderful program and a delicious chicken supper was offered. The banquet was held at the beautiful Cyprus Gardens.

     
Before leaving, President Meeks gave us our appointments. I was to take over the duties of Branch President of the Winter Haven Branch.  Sarah was to be the Relief Society President. Brother and Sister Howard would be released to return home.

     
From the time we arrived at Winter Haven, we were kept quite busy.  The one thing that caused us much annoyance was getting a permanent apartment.  Winter Haven is very crowded with tourists that time of year.  We moved four times before we could get located permanently.  (Several weeks we lived at Lake Hamilton about 8 or 10 miles out.  Each day we would drive to Winter Haven to take care of our duties.) 

On Christmas eve there was a nice party at the Church and then Brother and Sister Moore took us to the Bok Tower to hear the bells chime the Christmas Carols.  The bells commenced chiming at midnight.  Again we went to the Bok Tower on New Years Day.  This time Sister Mathie and Sister Johnson were with us.

    
The Bok Tower is located by the beautiful Cyrus Gardens Resort, which is very noted as a grand place for beauty, boating, etc.

    
We soon were settled down to work and learned to know and love the people.  The attendance at Sunday School and Sacrament Meetings continually increased and before we left 

there, it was not uncommon to see more in attendance than the membership of the branch, on account of the visitors.

     
The members were generally extra good tithe payers, and paid regularly as they received their wages each week, or twice each month.  I would spend nearly one day each week working on records.

    
As I understand, Florida is the largest citrus fruit area of any place in the United States and a large percentage of the saints are busy all winter and spring packing and canning fruit.  (Mostly oranges and grapefruit.)  It is interesting to go into the canning factories and watch the people working.  The factory hands are paid according to the amount of fruit they prepare for the canning process, so they learn to work very fast.

    
In the neighborhood of Winter Haven, there are about 100 small lakes, and whenever the orchards need water, it is pumped from those lakes and the sprinkling system is used entirely.

     
The land is almost straight sand and is very loose and uneven so it would be hard to irrigate except by sprinkling. A person driving a car has to be careful if he drives off the main road or he may get his car stalled in the sand.

    
On days that we were not too busy, we did quite a lot of visiting and we became quite well acquainted with the roads and country round about Winter Haven and for miles out. 

From my Diary of January 16, I copy the following:

     
"Received telegram from President Meeks inviting us to attend the funeral services of President Callis but it was time for the funeral when we received the telegram.

    
Wednesday night we went to the Boy Scout Court of Honor at Lake Alfred; there are about 180 Scouts in the Lakes district.  The Scout work here takes in the girls also. These scouts are members of many churches including the L.D.S. Church. " 

I take from the January 25 entry:

    
Went to Winter Haven on Saturday expecting to go to the 7th Day Adventist Church Meeting, as we previously agreed to do, but the Minister gave us the slip and drove away. 

January 26 entry:

    
We are holding meetings as follows:  On Sundays:  Sunday School and Priesthood Meeting and Sacrament Meeting in the evening.  MIA on Tuesday evening; Relief Society on Wednesday; Friday, Primary at Dundee at 3 P.M., Study Class at 7:30 at the Church House.

     
In the afternoon of January 25, had a nice visit with a Mr. Jameson over across Lake Howard and loaned him a book on Church Welfare.

Events of following week of note:

     
Sunday morning:  held Sunday School at church.  Drove 50 miles to Orlando to Union Meeting.  Held Sacrament Meeting at night.   (At this time we were living at Lake Hamilton.)

On Monday morning, my second counselor, appeared at our apartment at about 8 a.m., he having walked most of the way, a 

distance of about nine or ten miles.  He had gotten a ride part of the way in a wagon but was afraid to get in a car for fear of a wreck.  He seemed very much disturbed.

    He related to us his experience in administering to his little child.  He had whipped her and. then attempted to quiet her by the power of the priesthood.  He said that while attempting to administer to the child, he lost his strength and was struck with a pain in the chest.  He declared he had lost his priesthood by using it at time of unworthiness. I was unable to convince him differently.

    We took him back to his home and had prayer with him and his wife.   We administered to him and rebuked the power of the adversary.  I told him to humble himself and to pray to the Lord for forgiveness of his sins and for faith that the power of the adversary would trouble him no more.

    During the week following, he seemed unable to regain his strength or power of understanding.  He searched the scriptures and he said the scriptures seemed to condemn him.

    He said, "I awake in the night and hear voices saying, "You talk to him,' 'I've got him,' 'You talk to him,'  'He won't listen to me,' etc."  He said he heard a voice say when administering, "You have no priesthood."

    On Sunday following, in fast meeing, he bore his testimony and said he had lost his priesthood and asked forgiveness of the saints assembled and asked for the prayers of the saints that he might be restored to membership in the church and be able to become a humble servant.  He said he felt all his power and priesthood raise from his body and his body fell helpless to the floor and a pain struck his chest.

    He wrote a letter to President Meeks.  I told him not to mail that letter, but to wait a few days and I would take him to Conference at Tampa.  There he would see President Meeks.  Then he wanted to go to Atlanta, Georgia to see the President but I convinced him that was not the proper thing for him to do either.

  My wife and I spent much time with Brother Green, trying to reconcile him and to make him feel better and to persuade him that he must not give way to the power of Satan.

  February 5 Brother Green said, "I hope I can live to go to conference at Tampa on February 8.

   
 On Saturday, February 8, we took to Conference Brother Green Charles Darby, Sister Worton and Sister Johnson, the Lady Missionaries.  While at Conference, Brother Green talked to President Meeks.

   
President Meeks and I placed our hands upon the head of Brother Green  and gave him a blessing.  President Meeks instructed him similar as my wife and I had done and told him he must not give way to the power of the adversary.  He must be humble and prayerful and do his duty.  He was told not to try to delve into mysteries he did not understand. 

Brother Green returned home feeling much better.

The Saturday evening program at Conference was given mostly by Winter Haven Branch members, MIA and Boy Scouts. 

   Sunday morning we held testimony meeting from 8 A.M. to 12 noon.  We listened to some humble testimonies and some wonderful advice and testimony from Brother and Sister Meeks.

    Brother Meeks related some of his experiences while at Jacksonville one week or more helping to organize the New Stake of Zion.  He spoke of how near to the Lord Brother Callis had lived.  If anything was not quite clear in his mind, he would ask for a little time to pray about the subject. President Meeks said, one day they were undecided as to whether or not to include a certain little branch about 100 miles away in the new stake to be.  After the presiding Elder of the little branch had been called in to give his ideas and the way he felt and all the other brethren in counsel had given their view on the subject, then Brother Callis asked that he might have time to go to the Lord for counsel.

    That night he stayed alone in the little room he and his wife used to occupy while there as President of the Mission.

    The next morning he said, "Brethren, I talked to the Lord last night and we won't include the little branch of the church we had in question in the Jacksonville Stake." 

 President Meeks also related another experience which happened at Brother Callis's funeral services at Jacksonville. He said, "When Sister Callis was alive, she and Sister Lee often sat together at church and council meetings.  At the funeral there was a vacant seat by Sister Lee and she felt impressed that Sister Callis wanted to occupy that seat during the services, so accordingly, she opened up the seat as she felt impressed to do.

    Just at that time, Elder Lee arose to read a telegram from the First Presidency of the church, but as he looked over the audience and saw the vacant (?) chair, he was unable to speak he was so overcome.  Brother Meeks said, "Shall I read the telegram?"  Brother Lee nodded ascent." 

 The Sister of the Tampa Branch served a wonderful dinner in Cafeteria style.  After the evening meeting, we drove 50 miles to our home via Winter Haven where we left our company and then Sarah and I drove out to where we lived at Lake Hamilton.

     The Winter of 1946 and 1947 seemed to pass very rapidly with us, and we had many friends.

    The Gold and Green Ball was held at Orlando in May at the time of our District Conference.  We had previously understood that we would receive our release at that time. Accordingly we sent messages home and Vern and Ruth Huff, Elmer and Eva Kohkonen and Malin and Stella Lewis loaded themselves into Vern's new car and were soon on their way to Florida, arriving there a day or so before the Gold and Green Ball.

     After Conference, we started for home, but visited the Saints at Booneville and saw nearly all the saints and friends there.

    Vern and Elmer, being anxious to see a good baseball 

game, persuaded us to go to St. Louis, Missouri, where we saw a real ball game.  It was a chance to see lots of pretty country on our way home.

    We arrived home May 21, 1947 just three years to the day that we arrived home from our mission in Mississippi.

    Sarah continued writing to many of our dear friends in Mississippi and Florida as long as she was able to write.

THE BRIGHAM YOUNG MEMORIAL TOUR

    One of the most interesting and enjoyable times of our life we spent with a company of 38 people on what was known as the "Brigham Young Memorial Tour" which took place May 20 to June 8, 1950.

    A Grey Hound Bus was chartered for the trip and all arrangements were made for hotel accommodations for the whole trip, so we traveled according to schedule the whole trip.

     Brother John D. .Giles, Secretary of the Utah Pioneer Land Marks Association, was our conductor of tour.  He. is said to be one of the best versed in Mormon Pioneer History and has traveled much to gather information concerning the work and movements of the Mormon people.

    Brother Giles said, "Never before had any company of tourists ever visited on one trip so many points of interest in early day Church History as did we on that trip." 

  It may be interesting to others who wish to visit points of interest in early church history to learn just the route we traveled and where we stopped each night.

    We started the morning of May 20, 1950.  We went up Emigration Canyon, passed "This is the place monument".  It was erected at a cost of more than $400,000.00.  It was dedicated July 24, 1927, one hundred years after the entrance of Brigham Young and the Pioneers into the Great Salt Lake Valley.  We were told there is 40 tons of bronze in the monument. (My wife Sarah and I were there the day of the dedication and also the day when the place was dedicated for the erection of the monument.)

    We followed the Pioneer Trail through Emigration Canyon to Little Mountain, the last climb on the 1,000 mile trek from Winter Quarters.  The old Pioneer Trail dropped off Big Mountain down on Parley's Canyon side, then turned north again and climbed Little Mountain.

    At that time, we could not go over the old trail from Henefer to the top of Big Mountain, but we followed up Parley's Canyon and down Silver Creek, which road was first built in 1862 by Parley P. Pratt.

     In Echo Canyon, we were shown Echo Rocks, Pioneer Bastians erected in the cliffs as defenses against Johnson's Army.

    We followed the Pioneer trail to beyond Castle Rock where the present highway swings north to Evanston and into Wyoming. The old Pioneer Trail crossed the Bear River several miles up the river above Evanston.

    We visited Fort Bridger, purchased by the Church from 

Jim Bridger and his partner, Louis Vasquez, for a sum said to have been  $8,000.00.    It was abandoned and burned in 1857 upon the approach of Johnson's Army.

    We passed Granger, the junction of the "Mormon Pioneer Trail" and the Old Oregon Trail.  Of interest to us was Church Buttes, its peculiar formation, and gray peaks resemble church spires.

     At Green River, the trail swings north towards the Big Sandy Creek, Little Sandy, where Samuel Brannon met Brigham Young and the Pioneers.  We passed Pacific Springs, South Pass and Sweetwater river.

    As we traveled along the names and places interested us because we had heard them talked of so much by our parents and other early pioneers.

     In my father's short history, we read (page 2) "We traveled with this train almost to the Black Hills on the Sweet Water. There Captain Creighton's train drivers had left him to go to California where there was a gold rush, so Captain Creightor came to Captain Murdock for help."  Father's story of the occasion and his experience with oxen is interesting.

    Our first night's stop was at Rawlings.  After leaving Rawlings, we left Highway 30 and traveled north to rejoin the Old Pioneer Trail at Muddy Gap, thence to Martin's Cove Monument where occurred the tragedy of the Edward Martin Handcart Company where 135 emigrants died.  (The Willie Handcart Company was at the same time about 100 miles ahead when they were caught in the same storm on September, 1856.) 

 We passed Devil's Gate before arriving at Independence Rock.  Our general route was along the Sweetwater and the North Platte Rivers, passing by Scoffs Bluff, Fort Larime, Chimney Rock, Court House Rock, and Ask Hollow.

    Again I quote from my father's sotry:  "Needless to say, we traveled slowly.  On arriving at Devil's Gate, we turned our cattle out for the night.  Next morning, we found some of them dead, having drunk too much saleratus water.  Among the dead were two of mine."

     Independence Rock is rich in history, carrying a number of bronze tablets including one commemorating the Pioneer Trail.

    The tracks of the Union Pacific Railroad follow the same route with variations.  The site of Old Fort Kearney which is now the objects of efforts to preserve its history is on the same highway.

   We continued following the Platte River to Grand Island.

    At Freemont, Nebraska, we took part where a marker was unveiled on the Pioneer Trail.  Funds were provided by Mrs. Dan V. Stephens whose husband, a Fremont Banker, had suggested to President Heber J. Grant that the marker be placed.  It was in this area, on April 17, 1847, that the Pioneer Company was organized with Brigham Young as Lt. General and a complete list of officers.

     After leaving Fremont, the course traveled led us to Winter Quarters, now the Florence section of Omaha, where 600 

of Nebraska's first white settlers (Mormon Pioneers) were buried.  We visited the beautiful, monument in the old cemetery in the old park.

    Several times Sarah had said while en route, "I want to go to Winter Quarters where my great grandparents are buried." On the beautiful bronze plaque by the monument we soon located the names of Halmah I. Van Wagoner, 58, and Mary Ann Van Houten Van Wagoner, 53.

    Monday night, May 22, we stayed in Omaha.  The next morning we crossed the Missouri River and soon arrived at Council Bluffs.  Originally it was known as Miller's Hollow; then Kanesville, and after our people left, it became Council Bluffs.  At one time, practically all the white settlers, who shared the area with the Indians, were members of the church.

     Council Bluffs, no doubt, would not be far from the birth place of Sarah's father, John Van Wagoner, as he was born in Pottawattome County, Iowa, September 13, 1849.  The Van Wagoner family, it would seem, must have then been in Iowa more than three years after leaving Nauvoo in 1846.  Nearly three more years would pass before they were able to equip themselves with ox teams and wagons and food with which to cross the plains in 1852.

    No doubt they were among the hundreds who were instructed to remain for a time at Mt. Pisgah or Garden Grove and help plant crops for those who followed.

    During the dav we passed bv those old historical points and near evening we arrived at Montrose, on the banks of the Mississippi River, where we could look across and see Nauvoo.

     It seemed that we were on sacred ground, a place where the Prophet Joseph often visited, and where he made the prophetic utterances that the saints would continue to suffer persecution, that many would apostatize, while others would go and assist in building homes and there become a mighty people in the midst of the Rocky Mountains.

    We stopped for the night in Keokuk.  In the morning we crossed the river below the large Electric Power Plant Dam.

NAUVOO

    After a glorious ride up the river road, we visited Nauvoo and many places of interest, including the temple block, and the site where the temple once stood, the only piece of property then owned by the Church.

    We saw the Icarian Building, the office of the Catholic Church, built of stones taken from the L.D.S. temple.

     On the site of the Parley P. Pratt home now stands the home of the Nunns of Catholic Teachers.  The population of Nauvoo is now about 2000, mostly Catholic.

    We visited the Nauvoo house, the Mansion house and the old home of Joseph Smith.  We visited the graves of Joseph and Hyrum Smith and the grave of Joseph's wife Emma.

    We saw the Moon Stones that had been gathered from the 

temple site.  We drank water from the original well at the Joseph Smith old home.

    We visited the old homes of Sidney Rigdon and Brigham Young, the John Taylor home and the Times and Seasons Office whose Editor was John Taylor.

    We visited the Old Masonic Hall, built about 1843. Likewise we saw the old homes of Orson Hyde, Erastus Snow, Wilford Woodruff and Lorin Farr who was a President of the First Quorum of Seventy.

    The guides of the Reorganized church watched for every opportunity for argument.  Our company was not there to argue but to observe and bow our heads in reverence to the martyred prophets and loyal saints and the leaders who triumphantly carried on.  Yes, we were treading on sacred ground.  And forever may the words be heard: 

  "Praise to the man who communed with Jehovah 

  Jesus anointed that prophet and Seer,  

  Blessed to open the last dispensation, 

  Kings shall extol him and Nations revere.”

  I felt reluctant to leave, but to follow our outlined schedule, it was necessary that we travel on.

CARTHAGE

    Our next ride was to Carthage where we visited the old jail where the prophet Joseph and his brother Hyrum were martyred.  We spent about two hours at the Carthage jail.

    The old door through which the mob shot is still there, showing the bullet hole in the door, also where a bullet went through the edge of the door and split off a piece from the door.

    There is a glass over the floor showing the blood stains from Hyrum Smith's body when he was killed by assassins.

    Traveling on, we passed through Cochester where descendants of Joseph Smith resided for many years after the main body of the church moved westward.  We stopped at Peoria for the night.  Next we crossed Indiana into Ohio.

     The great work and movements of Sidney Rigdon and Parley P. Pratt reminds me of the saying "God moves in a mysterious way. His wonders to perform."  It was in this wilderness country and through their teachings and preaching that hundreds of people were in readiness to receive the greater light, the restored gospel. 

     The following I wish to record:

     Parly P. Pratt was born in April 12, 1807, in Burlington, New York.  He joined the Baptist Church in 1826.  He moved to a wilderness home west of Cleveland, Ohio.

    About 18 months later, Sidney Rigdon came into his neighborhood.  He liked Parley P. Pratt and joined the Baptist Church and for some time had been a Baptist minister but had quit because he did not believe all the doctrines 

taught by the Baptist Church.  That was in the year 1824. He soon thereafter formed the acquaintance of Alexander Campbell, a resident of Pittsburg, Pa. a Scotchman by birth; also Walter Scott.

    These three gentlemen often met and discussed the subject of religion, and the necessity of a universal reformation among the churches, the abandonment of their creeds, etc.

    The consultations they held led ultimately to the establishment of the "Church of the Disciples" best known to us as the Campbellete Church.

    In 1826, Sidney Rigdon left Pittsburg and went to Bainbridge, Geauga County, Ohio, where the people urged him to speak.  He did so, following in his teaching the line of doctrine which in his consultations with Messrs. Campbell and Scott, they had considered were essential to Christian spiritual life, viz., faith in God, repentance of sin, baptism by immersion in water for the remission of sins.

    Rigdon continued to labor in Bainbridge for about one year when the people of Mentor, in the same county, but some 30 miles distance from Bainbridge invited him to reside among them and preach.  This he consented to do, and notwithstanding, he at first met with some opposition, he prevailed against it and extended his labors into surrounding townships and counties until he had, in a number of places, a large following.

     It was the year 1828 that Sidney Rigdon went into Parley P. Pratt's neighborhood and Parley P. Pratt was converted and he also became a minister and worked with Rigdon preaching the doctrine of faith, repentance and baptism.  Together they had a large following and many friends.

    In the summer of 1830, Pratt started off to convert his own relatives in New York.  On his way he stopped off at Newark, New York.  And it was there that Parley P. Pratt first heard of and saw a Book of Mormon.  He hastened to Palmira to investigate the story of its coming forth.

    At the home of the Smith's near Manchester, New York, he met Hyrum Smith, and from him, learned the particulars. He then went with Hyrum Smith to Fayette where he met Oliver Cowdery and about the 1st of September, he was baptized by him in Seneca Lake and straightway was ordained an Elder in the Church.

    He then went to the home of his kindred in Columbia County, New York, where he baptized his brother Orson Pratt, then 19 years of age.  Parley then returned to Fayette to attend conference.

    While at conference he was called by revelation to accompany Oliver Cowdery, Peter Whitmer and Zeba Peterson on a mission among the Lamanites.

The missionaries commenced the journey, preaching by the way, and leaving a sealing testimony behind them.

They continued their journey until they came to Kirtland, Ohio, where they tarried some time, there being quite a number in that place and vicinity who believed their testimony and came forward and obeyed the gospel.  Among the number was Sidney Rigdon and a large portion of the Church over which he presided.

    Among the other early stalwart converts to the church at that time appears the names of Frederick G. Williams and Edward Partridge.

     It was not long before Kirtland, Ohio, became the headquarters of the church and there the first temple was build, in this, the Dispensation of the Fullness of Times.

I now return to my story of our travels:

    At Tiffin, Ohio, we visited the place where Oliver Cowdery maintained an office as a lawyer during most of the years he was out of the church.

    At Akron, the route of Zions Camp was intersected and followed a short distance.

    We went through Mantau to the birthplace of President Lorenzo Snow, near Hiram, Portage County, also the home of John Johnson.

    At Kirtland we visited the temple, Joseph Smith's home, and the homes of Hyrum Smith, Sidney Rigdon and others; also the cemetery.

     I doubt if there are as many people living at Kirtland today as there were in the early days.  I was interested in the temple and country because of what had happened there in the great progress of the church.

     It was at Mentor where Sidney Rigdon, the great Campbellite preacher joined the church through the preaching of Parley P. Pratt, the story I have just previously told.

    We spent several hours at Niagara Falls, then an afternoon drive took us to Rochester for the night.

    A short morning drive took us to Mendon where Brigham Young and Heber C. Kimball heard the gospel and joined the church.  It was there also that Mirian Yorks Young, youthful sweetheart and first wife of Brigham Young died.

    We went through Manchester to the Palmyra area.  Our first stop was at the Hill Cumorah.

    Three miles more took us to the Joseph Smith farm and the Sacred Grove.  We were served lunch near the entrance to the Sacred Grove and then held an impressive meeting in the Grove.

     In Palmyra we visited the grave of Alvin Smith; the old Exchange Building where the Book of Mormon was first published; and the Martin Harris farm which was mortgaged for $3,000.00 to print the first 5,000 copies of the Book of Mormon.  We also visited the Peter Whitmer home where the church was organized.

We went to another area connected with Brigham Young in his youth and to where he learned the carpenter trade, and 

the house in which he was married.  We saw buildings that showed Brigham Young had been an expert carpenter.

    Our night stop was at Utica in the Mohawk Valley.  The next morning we followed the Mohawk River and the Mohawk Valley eastward.

    At Albany, the State Capitol of New York, we crossed the Hudson River and headed for the Berkshire Hills.  At North Adams, Massachusetts, our route veered to the north and we were soon in the Green Mountains of Vermont.

    At Whitingham, the birthplace of Brigham Young, was appropriate exercises.  It was dedicated by President George Albert Smith.  A large crowd of people were there assembled, including Elder John A. Widtsoe, Marion G. Romney, S. Dilworth Young and George Q. Morris.  (The last two mentioned being the presidents of the New England and the Eastern States Missions.)  A box lunch was served near the site of the monument.

     Leaving Whitingham, we traveled via Brattleboro on the Connecticut River, north to South Royalton and the Joseph Smith Memorial Cottage and monument.  There again we held services.

    The Memorial Cottage is on the side of the Solomon Mack cottage in which Joseph Smith was born.  Lucy Mack, the prophet's mother, was in the home of her parents at the time.  The Smith family lived in a house a short distance away, at the foot of Patriarch Hill.

     After leaving the Memorial Cottage, we returned to White River Junction and to Hanover, New Hampsire, home of Dartsmouth' University.

    At the time of Joseph Smith's severe sickness, Hyrum Smith attended school at Dartsmouth Academy and now University. 

   The night of May28, 1950, we stayed at the Hanover Inn.

    Again we returned to White River Junction and to South Royalton, then to Tunbridge and Tunbridge Gore where the Smith Family once lived and where Alvin and Hyrum were born.  We visited Bether where Joseph Smith, Senior, once taught school.

    The next place of interest was Rutland, an early Vermont town, and Wells in Rutland County where Oliver Cowdery was born.  He received a good education, for those days, then he went to Manchester, New York, where he taught school for the winter, and lived with the Joseph Smith family, and during that time, he learned of the Book of Mormon plates and other manifestations.

     In the spring, Oliver went to Harmony where he met Joseph Smith and thereafter devoted his time to the work of the church until the year 1838 when he became disaffected.  The account of his return to the church is very interesting and inspirational.

     John D. Giles reported to us that he had looked up the records at Tiffin, Ohio, where Oliver Cowdery practiced law for about eight years and had learned that while there, he was well respected and trusted.

     He told of the wonderful tribute his partner in business 

paid to him, which had been recorded.  "He spoke of his honesty and intelligence and of the many wonderful characteristics.  Yet he said there was something strange about the man's actions that he could not understand."

    He wrote, "He would sit at times as if his mind was in some far away place, and he seemed not to notice anybody." What a wonderful statement coming from a man not understanding why Oliver was so affected, that he could not forget his past experiences, of his writing the words of the Book of Mormon as they fell from the lips of the young roan, Joseph, and had later been able to view the plates as they had been shown by the Angel Moroni and had heard the voice of God declaring unto them that the records had been translated correctly.

    He had been with Joseph when they together had prayed and had asked about baptism and then John the Baptist had visited them and had laid his hands upon their heads and said, "Upon you my fellow servants, in the name of the Messiah, I confer the priesthood of Aaron, which holds the keys of the ministering of Angels, and of the gospel of repentance, and of Baptism by Immersion for the remission of sin, and this shall never be taken again from the earth, until the Sons of Levi do again offer unto the Lord an offering in righteousness." 

   Also, with Joseph Smith, he had received the Melchizedek priesthood under the hands of Peter, James and John.

    After so many wonderful experiences we need not wonder why he could not content himself longer at Tiffin, even though the people of that neighborhood tried hard to persuade him to remain with them and continue his practice as a lawyer.

    With hundreds of others, he had left the church but he now had had time to study and reflect and he realized his great mistake and longed to be with the saints again.

    He had forsaken and turned against the greatest friends he ever had, Joseph and Hyrum who had been martyred in cold blood, and the saints had been driven out upon the open and cold bleak prairies to starve unless the Lord protected and lead them on.  Many had died of starvation and exposure.

    Oliver Cowdery could stand it no longer.  It was the year 1846 when he set out to find the saints.  It was at Winter Quarters where he introduced himself when he entered their place of worship.  He asked that he might talk to them.  He said, "My name is Oliver Cowdery," and then in a very humble way he related to them some of his past experiences and bore a strong testimony to the truth of the things he told them, and bore testimony that Joseph Smith was a prophet of God.

    He said he could not ask to be restored to his former position in the church, but he begged them to allow him to come back and be rebaptized a member of the church again.  He only asked to be a humble member.  He could not ask for more.  He wanted to spend the rest of his life with the people he loved.

    The saints voted that his request be granted.  He was rebaptized and confirmed a member of the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter Day Saints.  He returned to Missouri where he had left his family with the avowed intent of getting them, that they might all go westward with the saints but his health 

failed.  He took sick and died of tuberculosis. 

    Our next travel route led us across the Hudson River to Saratogo Spring, thence to Oneonta for the night stop.  Oneonta is on the Susquehanna River, one of the most important streams in Church History.  We followed it from Oneonta to Harmony (McKune) Pennsylvania.

    Our fist stop was at Afton, the South Bainbridge of Joseph Smith's time.  It was there Joseph and Emma Hale were married in the house of Squire Tarbill, Justice of the Peace.  The Colesville of Church History is a township, called a "town in New York State."

    The village nearest to Joseph Knight's home, where the first branch of the Church was organized, is Nineveh; across the Susquehanna were the homes of Joseph Knight, his son Newell and others who formed the branch.

    Joseph Stowel, (Stoal) one of the Prophet's early friends, lived across the line north a short distance in Chenango County.  Colesville (Nineveh) is in Broome County.

     (Joseph Smith indicated that the Melchizedek Priesthood was restored in "the Wilderness between Harmony, Susquehanna County, PA. and Colesville, Broome County, New York.)  We followed the river the entire 30 miles of this "wilderness".

    At Harmony, the center of interest was the old McKune settlement.  There we visited the sites of the homes of Joseph Smith, in which a considerable part of the Book of Mormon was translated, and the home of Isaac Hale, Joseph's Father-in-law. It was there the Aaronic Priesthood was restored and Sections 3, 4, to 13 inclusive and 24 to 27 were given.   It was there that Joseph Smith and Oliver Cowdery were baptized, also Samuel Smith, the Prophet's younger brother.  We visited the old cemetery and the graves of Isaac Hale and wife and the infant child of Joseph and Emma Smith.

     After leaving Harmony we took the nearest route to New York City.   We crossed the Hudson river over the famed George Washington Bridge.  We spent one night and part of the next day in New York City.  Sarah and I visited the mission home and Arlan Winterton.

    May 31, the bus left Times Square Hotel at 1:00 p.m. for Philadelphia, Baltimore and Washington.

     It was after midnight when we arrived in Washington but would have arrived much earlier had not our chauffer gotten lost and taken us a long way off the main route.

    In going through Baltimore, I tried to see if any thing looked familiar to me.  I was unable to locate familiar streets and buildings.  I think we went through a different part of the city than where I had been more familiar.

    What a change had come to Washington D.C. forty nine years before, I had visited Elder Gaskell Romney and the scattered Saints in the Maryland Conference.  In the city of Washington, we visited one family.

     One of the highlights of this trip was to attend the ceremonies of the unveiling of the statue of Brigham Young in the rotunda of the Capitol.  The rotunda of the building is quite 

spacious but it was filled to capacity and no one was allowed in unless they had passes.  Many were refused entrance because they had not obtained the passes.

    At night, a meeting was held in the beautiful L.D.S. chapel which was crowded to capacity.  Oh, what a change in 49 years.

    Nahonri M. Young, a grandson of Brigham Young, had carved the monument out of Italian marble.

    At those dedicatory services, we found our old friends, Brother and Sister Green.  (William E. Green was formerly one of my counselors in the Winter Haven, Florida, Branch of the Church, the winter of 1946 and 47.)

    June 2, we started on our journey westward and while traveling through Virginia, I could see the Blue Ridge Mountains in the distance, and how I longed to visit again many of the places I had tramped over 50 years before.

     The night of June 3 we arrived at St. Louis, Mo.  June 4 we traveled from St. Louis to Kansas City.  We then went by local bus to Independence, Mo. for church services in the L.D.S. Chapel at 302 South Pleasant Street.

    June 5, our first visit was on the banks of the Big Blue River.  It was there that the "foundations of Zion" were laid by the Colesville Saints under the direction of church leaders.

    At Independence, Mo., the following places were visited: The old Court House which was in use when the church moved to Missouri; the Temple site; the Auditorium of the Reorganized Church; the mission office and Zion's Printing and Publishing Co.

    Going north, we crossed the Missouri River near the point where Sections 61 and 62 of the Doctrine and Covenants were revealed.  The route took us through Fishing River Township.

    At Liberty, Clay County, we visited the old Liberty Jail, which is now owned by the Church.  In the Cemetery at Liberty is the grave of General Alexander W. Doniphan, the man who defied the orders of his superior officers and refused to execute Joseph Smith.  His grave is marked by a beautiful shaft.

    At Richmond, Ray County, we visited the Doniphan Statue; the site of the old Richmond Prison; the Site of the David Whitmore home in which both David and Oliver Cowdery died; the old cemetery in which are buried Oliver Cowdery and Peter Whitmer, in whose house at Fayette, New York, the church was organized; also Jacob Whitmer and others of the Whitmer family.   (David Whitmer and wife were buried in the present City Cemetery.) 

   We visited Far West in Caldwell County.  The four stones laid at the corners of the Temple Site, according to prophecy are still in place.

    The Temple Site had an 80 acre farm, of which it is a part, are owned by the Church.  It was there President Joseph F. Smith was born.  There also, David W. Patten, early martyr to the cause was buried.  He was killed in the battle of Crooked River which is eight or ten miles west.

    On account of bad roads, we were unable to drive to Adam-ondi-Ahman, although we were quite near.  At any rate, we were in the area in which important events have occured and where others are to occur.  These events were talked of by 

our leader, Brother John D. Giles.  Also see Section 116.

    After leaving the vicinity of Adam-Ondi-Ahman, we went to St. Joseph, Missouri, the eastern beginning point of the pony Express.  We were much interested in the old barns and the beautiful monument which had been erected commorating the Pony Express.

     St. Joseph is now an important industrial City on the Missouri River.

     Down the river towards Kansas City is old Leavenworth where the "Mormon Battalion" was outfitted for the historic march to California in 1846.  Part of the old fort is still standing. Ft. Leavenworth is now an important military post.

    Tuesday June 6, 1950, we saw the old Pony Express Trail. It started from St. Joseph, westward and from Sacramento eastward, on April 3, 1860.  It ran for a little over eighteen months and then after losses running into the hundreds of thousands of dollars, was discontinued with the completion of the Overland Telegraph in October of 1861.

    Nearly two more days and our never to be forgotten 20 day Brigham Young Memorial Tour came to an end.  We were happy, but not tired.

     I will forever, while I live, be thankful that Sarah and I were able to go together on that grand Brigham Young Memorial Tour of 20 days duration.

SARAH'S ILLNESS AND DEATH

    Sarah had undergone an operation in the early spring of 1950 which we hoped would restore her to health again, but the help she received by the operation was only temporary.  Yet while on that trip, I was so proud of her.  It seemed to me she was the life of the party.  She was called upon to give more readings while on the bus than was any other person.

     I cannot help but exclaim, that trip was the great climax of a great and eventful, busy and happy life.

    Because of her weakened condition, I am not able to tell how hard it was for her to keep from the others the knowledge that she was not well.  They must not worry about her condition. Yes, she played her part well.

    She had much faith, believing  that the operation which she had recently undergone would  be the means of restoring to her again her health and strength.

    Yes, we hoped and prayed that she would soon be well again. Through the days and months that followed, she was humble, prayerful and patient.  I never saw her lose her temper or speak cross words to anyone.

     As months rolled by and the time came that she was not able to go out and work, or to church, as she had previously done, she spent much time in arranging in her "Books of Remembrance" albums, the many years of accumulated relics, such as photographs, birthday and Christmas cards, newspaper clippings, her favorite poems, etc.

     I could hardly realize she had saved up so much valuable material and things so very interesting, until I saw the 

arrangement of her books.  She also helped to make several quilts for the family.

    The winter of 1950 and 1951, neither of us were well, and by the spring of 1951, it was decided that we both should go to the hospital, she for the second time.  However, she went a short time before I did.  We thought it better that we be not both in the hospital at the same time.

    Nothing that was done for Sarah by skilled physicians seemed to be of any avail and no one knows how much that dear soul suffered during that summer.  Her cancer was incurable.

    Her children did all that loving hands could do to ease her pain and suffering.  One or more of her children were almost always at or near her bedside.  None could be better than they.

    She seemed to enjoy the visits by her friends, even though she was suffering great pain.  What a wonderful soul she was to talk and to show her appreciation of their visit.  She still tried to entertain her friends and family by sometimes giving a reading or help in the singing of a song.

     She had much faith and a strong desire to still live and be with her family and loved ones.  She was administered to often, by her husband and family and loved ones, and others who held the authority to administer to the sick.  Sometimes she would say,  "Why can't I get better?  Why do I have to suffer?  I have tried to keep the Word of Wisdom."  Then she would try to study and figure out in what way she may not have been wise in all her actions.  In that way she would sit, think and wonder.  But never did she complain.

    As the autumn days came nearer and nearer, more and more did I realize I must soon realize from this life my dear wife, my life companion, the woman I dearly loved and I thought, the most wonderful woman in all the world.  Yes, to me she was the one most dear, the mother of my children.  The one who had brought more joy into my life than had anyone else in the world.  Yes, I must let her go; I could not ask that she remain with me and suffer longer.  I must look forward with faith; when I can again take her by the hand and we be allowed, through our faithfulness, to go through eternity together, along with our family and loved ones.

    Oh, how wonderful is the great gospel plan and the hope we have of a glorious resurrection and of eternal life together, with our friends and loved ones.

     It is because of that faith and hope we have of the glories of eternity, that we are able to bear up better when a loved one is called hence, and I feel impressed to quote one stanza from that beautiful poem written by William Clayton, entitled "When first the glorious light of truth burst forth in this last age,"  I quote the last verse:

Why should we mourn because we leave these scenes of toil and pain 

Oh, happy change, the righteous go Celestial crowns to gain!

And soon we all shall follow, to realms of endless day 

And taste the joys and glories of a resurrection day!

 It was October 27, 1951, when my dear wife was relieved of this life's cares and sorrows, and in her casket, dressed in her beautiful robes, I was glad to see how happy she appeared to be.  Could it be that her spirit still lingered there?  I thought so.

    
  To me, those were sacred moments and as I bent over and kissed her, I exclaimed, "I love you."  "To me you are the most wonderful woman in all the world,"  I wanted her to hear again those sentiments from my lips.

     
  I was not aware that I was being heard by others, but a short time later, a good brother who had never had the experience of having a wife and family, though no fault of his, said to me, "Brother Winterton, those words I heard from your lips were the most wonderful words I have ever heard."

THE FUNERAL SERVICES

    
  The funeral services were held in the South Summitt Stake House at Kamas, which was profusely decorated with beautiful flowers.  The building was filled to capacity with relatives, neighbors and friends.

     
  Services were under the direction of Herman Cooley, First Counselor to Bishop LaMont Walker of the Woodland Ward.  Sister Jennie Johnson took charge of the recordings of the services. These I keep and prize very dearly.

  The opening prayer was by Paul Van Wagoner, a nephew.

    
  The songs rendered were the following, "God's Other Room," by Clyde Pyper, a nephew; "That Wonderful Mother of Mine," by Tom and Elizabeth Lefler.  Another favorite song, "My Best to You" by the Midway Quartetts, which I here name as Royal Huffaker, Carl Probst, Reed Kohler and Clyde Pyper; the song "Going Home" was beautifully rendered by Afton Thacker, a nephew.

    
  There were the following speakers:  George W. Johnson of Midway, Clyde Ritchie of Heber; and Bishop Grant Thomson of Woodland.

    
  I thought, how wonderful did each of them remember and tell of many traits of her character, which were outstanding, in her life, and which had endeared her to the hearts of those who knew her best.

    
  Brother Johnson said, "The beautiful parable written by Temple Bailey, I wish to read here.   It is a wonderful tribute to such a mother as yours."

    
  Then after reading the poem he said, "You will always remember her as a living testimony of righteousness.  You will never live long enough, you who knew her fine soul, that the glory of her example will ever be dimmed,  and we who called her loved one, sister, friend, will always remember her beautiful example to us."     

Closing prayer was by Wayne Whiting, of the Charleston Ward.   The prelude and postlude was by Donette Hair,  a niece.

  The dedication of the grave was by Heber Winterton, a nephew.

  Luncheon was served for family and friends at the Charleston Ward House by the Woodland Relief Society.

    
  The Parable as rendered by George Johnson, so typical of Sarah's life I here enclose.

A Parable For Mothers

The young mother set her foot on the path of life. "Is the way long?" she asked.

    
And her guide said:  "Yes, and the way is hard and you will be old before you reach the end of it.  But the end will be better than the beginning."  But the young mother was happy, and she would not believe that anything could be better than those years.  So she played with her children, and gathered flowers for them along the way, and bathed them in the clear streams; and the sun shone on them, and life was good, and the young mother cried, "Nothing will ever be lovelier than this.”

Then night came, and storm, and the path was dark; and the children shook with fear and cold, and the Mother drew them close and covered them with her mantle, and the children said, "Oh, Mother, we are not afraid, for you are near, and no harm can come."  And the Mother said, "This is better than the brightness of day, for I have taught my children courage." 

And the morning came, and there was a hill ahead; and the children climbed and grew weary, and the Mother was weary, but at all times she said to the children, "A little patience and we are there."  So the children climbed, and when they reached the top they said, "We could not have done it, Mother, without you."  And the Mother, when she lay down that night, looked up at the stars, and said:  "This is a better day  than the last, for my children have learned fortitude in the face of hardness. Yesterday I gave them courage.  Today I have given them strength.

And the next day came strong clouds which darkened the earth--clouds of war, and hate, and evil; and the children groped and stumbled, and the Mother said, "This is the best day of all, for I have shown my children God."

    
And the days went on, and the weeks and the months, and the years; and the mother grew old; and she was little and bent. But her children were tall and strong, and walked with courage. And when the way was hard, they helped their Mother; and when the way was rough, they lifted her, for she was as light as a feather; and at last they came to a hill, and beyond the hill they could see a shining road and golden gates flung wide.

    
And the mother said, "I have reached the end of mv journey, and now I know that the end is better than the beginning, for my children can walk along, and their children after them." 

And the children said, "You will always walk with us, Mother, even when you have gone through the gates. " 

And they stood and watched her as she went in alone, and the gates closed after her.  And they said:  "We cannot see her, but, she is with us still.  A Mother like ours is more than a memory.  She is a living presence."








--Temple Baily

Often, I have thought how hard it must have been for my dear wife, Sarah, when she realized she was soon to leave us, to speak to her children in words something like as follows:

     
"When I am gone, your father will be lonesome, but I know that I must go.  I love you all so much.  It is hard for me to think of having to leave you all."

     
"It will be hard for your father if he has no wife to look after him, so I ask you to do all you can for his happiness and welfare. "

     
"Help him to get a wife who will be good to him, a good housekeeper, clean and tidy."

     
I am sure, that such words could not have been spoken, except without selfishness and jealousy and with deep love in her heart.

    
For years I have thought about that dear wife and the feelings and emotions that must have been crowded up in her heart that she so expressed her desire for my happiness.

    
Many incidents and experiences have come into my life in the past, which are very sacred to memory.  They have touched my soul in such a way that I could not control the tear drops, the tears of joy and of love.

    
It has been hard for me to tell of the above mentioned incidents, of my experiences that have followed since that fateful Autumn of 1951.

     
But, surely the Lord has blessed me and my family and has answered our prayers.

REMEMBRANCES OF JESSIE FOWERS

    
Many years had passed since I first knew and remembered the very attractive little girl, Jessie Powers.

     
I remember her as a little girl as I would take her by the hand to help her into our sleigh while on the way to school.

    
I remember her as we studied our lessons together while at school, or when she had a problem in arithmetic and would ask me to help her.

    
I remember how we walked home together after school hours; sometimes through mud or deep melting snow when she could get wet feet.

    
Still, she seemed happy and laughed about such conditions. Such was her life and I don't remember seeing her when she acted as if angry.

     
I wonder if she ever went home and cried when she felt disappointed over something that had happened?

     
Happy experiences of childhood live on in our memories and we would not want to forget them.

    
There was something about Jessie's ways and manners that I could not help but admire.  She was sociable, agreeable and kind and just bashful enough that the pretty blush would always show in her face.

    
She was so attractive that John W. Daybell soon was convince that he wished her to become his wife.  I wonder if she was too 

bashful to say no!  She says it was easy for her to say yes, because she really did love him.

    
They were married in the Salt Lake Temple, January 16, 1901, while I was in the Mission field in Old Virginia.

    
Although after her marriage I was not so familiar with her life and movements, I did meet her on different occasions and I was sure she was a wonderful wife and mother.  And no one need be surprised to learn that after years had passed and we were alone without a life companion, my thoughts had turned to her and I remember her kindly.

    
Then I began to inquire as to her whereabouts.  When I found her, I was determined that she would not evade me.

     
I have no doubt that she had given up all thoughts of ever marrying again.  Yet when I talked to her and told her how much I needed her, she could not turn me down.

     
I am wondering that if the friendship and respect we had for each other while in our youth may not have made it easier for true love to be kindled in our hearts for each other when we found we were both alone and lonesome.

     
I am not sure that she ever said yes, when I pressed my demands.  But she allowed me to place a ring upon her finger, and I told her that was an indication of a promise, and that I did not want to ever have to sue her for breach of promise.

   
I think my words had the desired effect because she continued to wear the ring.  I understand that the one thing that weighed heavily upon her mind was the question, "How could she explain to her family and give them a reasonable excuse for her willingness to marry again?"  It was different with me.  I knew my children were happy because I was to marry Jessie.  She was the kind of woman that they had hoped for as a step mother.

    
And now to be serious, I am sure that her children could not show such respect and treat me so well, if they thought their mother had made a mistake in marrying me.

    
As I write this page we are still visiting in California. It is April 11, 1960.  We have been very happy together for more than seven years.  This is our third trip to visit with her children and their families in California.  Likewise, we have much enjoyed their visits with us in Utah.  It is wonderful having married a wife and after years of experience together, to be sure that she is all and even better than you had thought that she could ever be.  Jessie is a wonderful, good wife, so thoughtful and kind; a wonderful cook and so interested in her home.  This I need not tell to those who know her.

     
I have not been able to do manual labor on the farm for some years, but I have been interested each year in going to Strawberry Valley and directing the work necessary for the better care of the herd and to obtain the better use of the feed and to protect its roots and seed.  Each year Jessie has spent some time with me at Strawberry Camp, and especially when members of her family or grandchildren were vacationing out there. 

I have never had to stay there for long at a time, alone. Craig and Mark Daybell have spent much time with me.  Earl 

Phillips, Jr. has sometimes been with me;  sometimes some of Clair's children and Diane and Marilyn.  Many others have seemed to enjoy visits in Strawberry Valley.

There has been much work to be done with the herd, such as branding, vaccinating, fencing, etc., which had to be done by the other members of the family.  At home, in Salt Lake City, I have generally found plenty to do, such as writing, figuring on accounts, visiting and doing temple work and research work at the Genealogical Library.

Jessie is always interested in her house work.

OUR OTHER VACATIONS

Our other vacations I mention as follows:  Two trips to Arizona, once to attend the National Livestock Show at Phoenix, once to attend the American Hereford Association Convention held at Tucson.  When the Hereford Cattle Breeders were asked to meet at Kansas City, Jessie and I went by airplane to represent Winterton Brothers.

The summer of 1958, Jessie and I accompanied Lonnie and Grace Flint on a trip to the Yellowstone Park, Wyoming.

This day is May 3rd, 1958.  I remind myself, it is little Stella's birthday.  I am here in our little apartment.  I am alone and yet I feel happy.  I am happy for several reasons.

I feel that Jessie has had one of the good times of her life during the last months because she has been with her children in California and they have done everything possible to make her happy.  I have also been with them part of that time and they had done everything to make their mother happy and contented.

What I have said of those in California, I say also of Lonnie and Grace and Grant and Beth.  They have been so very good to both of us.  I will be glad when Jessie can again be home and contented with me.  I need her companionship very much.

Today I have tried to clean up the house a little better in case she should come home.  I know how she loves to have her home clean and tidy.

Part of the afternoon I have listened to good radio programs, but my thoughts have been more especially on other things.  I realize that the evening time of life is drawing near but, I don't remember when I ever felt more contented in mind.

Lately I have visited my family, those that are near, and I feel that they are strong and carrying on successfully.

I have worked so hard to keep the family united and to love each other.  I feel that my efforts have not been in vain.  If I can be successful in the work my wife Sarah and I started out together to accomplish, I will forever thank my Father in Heaven for answering our fervent prayers.

 
I know I have the love of all my children.  They are so good and kind to me.  I can feel the deep love my children have for their children as we, their parents have had for them. They each seem to be trying to do their best and that is why I feel so happy, so contented, so relieved, because they are able 

to carry on without my personal  guidance.

     
I hope the time will never come when my children and their children and my great grand children will feel that I have lost interest in them and the good they are doing.

    
Lest I should forget one of them, I wish to here record their names, date of birth and marriage and perchance other things that seem of interest to me that I remember.

Name




Born

Married
To Whom
Harold Vernon Winterton        7-16-1903        4-11-1924      Susie May Duke

 



(Died)
                4-08-1931         

Van Delos Winterton 
     5-21-1905        6-29-1921      Nida Willoughby

Grace Ellen Winterton           11-17-1907       6-05-1929      Merlin D. Simmons

Ralph Deloy Winterton        4-12-1909        6-11-1930      Elma Rolfe

Sarah Luella Winterton       12-07-1910      10-19-1931    Clarence LaMont Walker

Qmni Overton Winterton     6-11-1913        11-14-1940    Harriet Carma Wilson

Clair William Winterton       7-12-1915         6-20-1938     Beatrice Smith

Ruth Naoma Winterton       9-30-1916         5-13-1935     Vern Huff 

Eva Margaret Winterton      7-14-1919        12-11-1939    Elmer Kohkonen

Stella Gardner                     5-03-1927        9-03-1946      Marlin Lewis

OUR GRANDCHILDREN

Children of Harold and Susie

Norman Duke Winterton
        6-14-1925         9-20-1945     DeEtte Hall 

Margie May Winterton                8-02-1927         2-14-1946     John Ivan Andrus Jr.
       

Harold Don Winterton
        3-11-1931        9-25-1958 Laura Marie Christiansen

Name




Born

Married
To Whom
Children of Susie and Ivan Andrus

Kenneth D. Andrus

        7-14-1935 

Louise Andrus

        3-05-1939
       

Douglas D. Andrus

        4-21-1945         

James D. Andrus

         3-20-1948

Children of Van and Nida

Eldon W. Winterton

    5-31-1933        10-31-1955     Jean Goodrich 

Keith W. Winterton         
    5-06-1936        10-26-1953     Vivian Lee McConkie
       

Don W. Winterton

    8-04-1941         

Diane Winterton

    5-06-1944

Children of Grace and Merlin

Merlin Lavon Simmons
        4-25-1930        6-06-1949       Colleen McGuire 

Oren Hart Simmons                  6-02-1933        5-25-1953       Janyce Carlson
       

Jack Simmons

        4-30-1937        

Clair Simmons

        1-25-1947

Children of Ralph Deloy and Elma

Dee R. Winterton

        7-25-1936        3-25-1960     Maureen Shepard 

Lynn Winterton 
        
        3-17-1942
       

Seth Winterton

        1-18-1949

Children of Luella and LaMont

Lowell W. Walker

        5-04-1933       6-21-1955        Helen C. Snell

Monta Lou Walker 
                  8-03-1936       9-15-1955        Vernon Frazier
       

Darrel W. Walker

       12-03-1936

Children of Omni and Carma

Marilyn Winterton

        6-16-1942 

Arvin Omni Winterton               10-09-1953
       

Carol Arlene Winterton
        4-06-1957         

Hyrum Larry Winterton
        5-07-1959

Name




Born

Married
To Whom
Children of Clair and Beatrice

Hal Smith Winterton

 9-17-1941 

Janet Winterton         
          3-30-1945 
       

Lee W. Winterton
                    7-02-1949         

June Winterton
                    3-14-1953

Children of Ruth and Vern

Bonita Ruth Huff

        8-10-1937       9-21-1955        Theil Atkinson

James A. Huff 
        
       11-16-1938     10-01-1958       Francis Flygare 
       

Delora Huff


        5-31-1942      3-14-1958         Stanley Gale Page

Children of Eva and Elmer

Ken E. Kohkonen
         11-05-1940

Caral Eva Kohkonen         
3-20-1951 
       

Children of Stella and Marlin

Debra Ann Lewis 

        11-25-1956

Craig Allen Lewis         
        7-03-1960

OUR GREAT GRANDCHILDREN

Name                

Date of Birth


Parents
Vernon Hall Winterton
  2-21-1947


Norman and DeEtte

Bryce Edward Winterton
11-06-1951


Norman and DeEtte

Neil Hall Winterton

11-24-1955


Norman and DeEtte

Roy W. Andrus 

           2-06-1947


John Ivan and Margie


Clinton W. Andrus 

           3-14-1948


John Ivan and Margie


Linda Marie Andrus 

11-26-1949


John Ivan and Margie


Kim J. Andrus 

           9-24-1951


John Ivan and Margie


Ben J. Andrus 


5-26-1955


John Ivan and Margie


Paul B. Andrus

          2-13-1959

Julia Winterton 

          8-14-1956


Eldon and Jean

Dale G. Winterton 

         4-02-1959


Eldon and Jean

Susan Winterton

         9-24-1961


Eldon and Jean

Paul M. Winterton 

          8-19-1955


Keith and Vivian

Linda Winterton 

        12-23-1956


Keith and Vivian

Ronald M. Winterton 

9-21-1958


Keith and Vivian

Name                

Date of Birth


Parents
Kenneth M. Winterton
         3-17-1961


Keith and Vivian


Dwayne Simmons 

          3-13-1950


LaVon and Colleen

Michael Simmons 

        11-18-1951


LaVon and Colleen

Colette Simmons

         11-20-1957


LaVon and Colleen

Ken B. Simmons 

           6-4-1954


Oren and Janyce

Tony Oren Simmons





Oren and Janyce

LaMont Hyrum Walker 
          8-11-1956


Lowell and Helen

Luana Joy Walker 

          3-06-1958


Lowell and Helen

Cory Sue Walker

          9-26-1960


Lowell and Helen

Michael Vernon Frazier 
          9-30-1956


Vernon and Monta Lou

Kevin W. Frazier 

         11-06-1958


Vernon and Monta Lou

Perry Thomas Frazier

10-29-1960


Vernon and Monta Lou

Brad S. Winterton

           2-08-1961


Dee R. and Maureen

Becky Sue Atkinson 

2-26-1956


Theil and Bonita

Donna Lee Atkinson

9-15-1957


Theil and Bonita

Warren Dean Winterton 
         11-04-1959


Harold Don and Laura Marie

Steven Bradley Winterton
         10-14-1960


Harold Don and Laura Marie

Stanley James Page

         11-06-1959


Stanley G. and DeLora

By permission of my wife Sarah Jessie, I also enter the names of all her posterity.  And why should I not?  Am I not their stepfather?  I think they could not treat a father better than they treat me.  Jessie and I were married November 25, 195

CHILDREN OF JOHN W. DAYBELL AND SARAH JESSIE POWERS

Name



Born

Married
To Whom
Floyd F. Daybell

12-05-1901


(Died June 11, 1905)

Ida F. Daybell


8-26-1903


(Died August 4, 1912)

Earl F. Daybell 

11-02-1905
10-25-1932
Lucille Watkins

Grace Ella Daybell

2-24-1908
11-26-1926
Lawrence Walter Flint

Blanche Daybell 

4-22-1910
9-26-1934
Horace C. Cherrington

Grant John Daybell 

5-10-1917
7-08-1942
Beth LaRue Hutchinson

Gladys Daybell

6-02-1919
6-29-1938
Sherrill P. Shurtleff

THEIR GRANDCHILDREN

Name



Born

Married
To Whom
Jane Arlene Daybell    
10-26-1933 
6-06-1952
Irvin Bayard Barnes

June Elaine Flint       

6- 07-1929 
2-03-1948
Robert Edward Hoops

Carolyn Flint           

4-18-1943 
7-16-1955
Richard Clayton Popkins

Beverly Rae Cherrington 
8-23-1941 

Penny Laraine Cherrington  
12- 06-1944 

John Craig Daybell      
5-17-1949 

Mark H. Daybell         
7-24-1949 

Nancy Daybell           

5-16-1953 

Philip Sherrill Shurtleff   
7-12-1939 


Allan Ray Shurtleff     
1-14-1942 

Sharilyn Gladys Shurtleff   
7-16-1945

GREAT GRANDCHIIDREN OF JOHN AND SARAH JESSIE POWERS DAYBELL

Name                

Date of Birth


Parents

Diane Michele Barnes




         Irvin Bayard and Jane Arlene

Kirn Hoops 


7-21-1950

         Robert Edward and June Elaine


Randy Robert Hoops 

10-28-1955

         Robert Edward and June Elaine

Tammy Hoops


4-01-1961
                     Robert Edward and June Elaine


Kerri Ann Popkins 

3-05-1956

         Richard Clayton and Carolyn

Kurt Richard Popkins

10-27-1960

         Richard Clayton and Carolyn
ADDRESS GIVEN AT HONOR PARTY AT WOODLAND, 1960.

   
 This is one of the happy moments of my life, to be here, honored by the presence of so many of my posterity, relatives and friends.

     
I am not unmindful of your great efforts and time spent in planning for this wonderful event, the hours of labor and expense.  Also some have traveled many miles and it has been quite an effort to arrange to be here.

     
May God bless each and everyone of you for your efforts and may you return to your homes filled with the spirit of love for each other, and be able to know our loved ones better.

     
To our loved ones in New Zealand, we know that you are here with us in spirit.  Thank God for the blessings that are yours in being able to go into the world, among strangers and learning better the meaning of true love, and gaining a stronger testimony of the truthfulness of the true gospel of Jesus Christ again restored to the earth.  That knowledge and testimony is your 

greatest blessing.  (This is being recorded and sent to Elmer and Eva in New Zealand on a work mission.) 

May you always remember and keep it burning in your heart.

    
May still many of my loved ones continue to partake of that true spirit of love for fellowman, and with others, help carry the banner of truth to this dark and benighted world who are still in darkness as to the many truths which God has again revealed anew for the salvation and exaltation of His children here upon the earth.

    
Many years have passed since the days of my childhood and I love to reflect o'er scenes of the past while tears of joy and sorrow freely flow down my more aged cheeks.  But I dearly love to think and reflect of the happy days.  I think of home, of father, mother, brothers and sisters.

     
It seems that time passed then too soon.   It was in that home while I was very young that I first received my testimony and a desire to go into the world to proclaim the glorious message.

    
How happy was I that my parents had joined the church in a foreign land and had come to Zion, where we, their children, could receive the advantages and blessings of the gospel.

     
Then Sarah and I had our turn to raise and to council with our children.  Work seemed a pleasure if we thought it would result in good for our benefit and that of our family and friends But oh, how soon that time did pass also.  But we would not have it otherwise because we now, also, have our grandchildren and great grandchildren following the footsteps of inspired leaders, working at home and in foreign lands.

    
And just think of such a wonderful and large posterity all members of the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints.

    
Now I pause to think, I have cause to exclaim, we are only one branch of the large Winterton family.

    
Then I think of the children of the many wonderful families that have joined our ranks to help in the great plan of redemption and exaltation.

    
How wonderful is our heritage.  Here I feel impressed to quote the following words of a beautiful hymn:

Sowing the seeds by the wayside fare 

Sowing the seeds in the noonday glare 

Sowing the seeds by the fading light 

Sowing the seeds in the silent night. 

Oh, what shall the harvest be? 

Oh, what shall the harvest be! 

Sown in the darkness or sown in the light; 

Sown in our weakness or sown in our might; 

Gathered in time or eternity; 

Sure!  Oh sure will the harvest be.

    
And while I have such a wonderful opportunity, I want to have the sound of my voice recorded declaring to you all, my testimony of the truthfulness of the gospel which was restored 

to the earth through the prophet Joseph Smith.  I am sincere in saying, I believe Him to be the greatest prophet that ever lived, except our Lord and Savior Jesus Christ.  That work will carry on and spread to all the earth.

     
If you want to be really happy, do what you can to help spread those great gospel truths, at home or abroad and God will greatly bless you with His Holy Spirit.

     
On the proceeding page, I spoke of our wonderful heritage and how our numbers are increasing; how a large percentage of our number are active workers in the church; how we have been joined, and are still being joined by the children of so many wonderful families.  When I think of all this, I have cause to rejoice.

     
That is why I have tried to keep a record.  I have had a desire to know you all better.  It has been almost impossible to keep my record complete and up to date, but I wish to here record the follwoing facts.

     
It is now 1961, being 98 years since my father came to America.  My mother came six years later in 1869.  Their first child, Sarah Ellen was born in December of 1870.  Sarah Ellen was the first one married in our family.  Her husband, John H. Price was the first to join our ranks.  Their marriage took place in the Manti temple on George Washington's Birthday, February 22, 1893, and H. Fred Price was the first grandchild. Since that memorable day nearly 68 years ago, there have been 159 others, either boys or girls that have dared to join the ranks of the Winterton family.  John Thacker was the second in that great procession and he and my sister Eliza now have a living posterity of not less than 125.  And so that great work has continued until at the present time, the posterity of my father has increased to not less than 540 living souls, besides those of other families that have joined us as I have before explained, which I now count as members of our family.

     
Three of the original family are still living; my brother Will, my sister Melissa Thompson and myself.

    
Of the total number of posterity, I mention not less than 146 marriages are temple marriages.  There have been not less than 80 foreign missions.  I was the first to enter the mission field which was in 1900.  Of these missionaries, 10 are still in the mission field.   I know not how many others I have forgotten to count, or have not known about.  I do not count here the numerous stake missions and many important positions filled.  I have on my list eight that are or have been members of Stake High Councils and 20 that are or have been members of Ward Bishoprics.

     
Those that have been active in the quorums of the priesthood and the different organizations of the church are many.  If I were able to tell of the many who have and are still doing family research and temple work, it would be interesting to hear.  It would be good to know of the many that have been active in the Relief Society, the M.I.A.'s, the Sunday Schools, 

the Primary, the Religion classes and other good work.  I honor and love all our boys and girls who have and are still defending the flag of our country, our homes and our sacred honor.


Even now I feel to shout, as in ecstasy, and again exclaim: “Oh, What shall the harvest be?”

SUPPLEMENT TO FATHER'S STORY

WRITTEN BY OMNI WINTERTON, HIS SON

December, 1975

     
Father is now 97 years old, and desires that I add a chapter onto his book to summarize his recent years.

     
Father and his second wife, Aunt Jessie, lived in Salt Lake City during their married life and up until her death, which occurred March 11, 1964.

     
Immediately after her death, Father came to Roosevelt to live with us.   (Omni and Carma, his son and daughter-in-law, and their children, Marilyn, Arvin, Carol and Hyrum.) 

Father had written his life story and had it duplicated, but now desires to have a better copy made, so it is being slightly revised and reprinted.

    
When father came to live with us at age 86, he was still quite active as evidenced by the fact that he climbed with Carma, me and the children from the Parks building in American Fork Canyon up to the Timpanogas Cave and back, hardly stopping on the way up or down.

     
Father accepted our invitation to come to Roosevelt to make his home with us partly because the cattle were being fed here. He spent lots of time walking from corral to corral studying the cattle and admiring them.  Father was interest in what I was doing, whether it was feeding or building.

    
When father came to my house to live we surveyed the house and he decided that he would like some rooms finished for him in the top floor of our house.  He supervised the job of finishing his suite, which consists of a very comfortable front room, bedroom, and bath.  Vern Huff, a son-in-law did most of the work.  Father paid half of the expense and I paid the balance.  He has a hot plate, cupboard, and refrigerator for times when he wants to fix something for himself, or to keep pop in to treat visitors, but he eats nearly all of his meals with us.  He has been very happy here, and considers it his home.

    
Father has spent long hours keeping herd books up to date, registering calves, etc.  Up until he was ninety-six years of age, he registered with few mistakes over 400 head of calves for us yearly.

    
One thing he especially enjoyed was keeping records of animals being weighed and then figuring the animals rate of gain.  Father has always been a very progressive man, keeping up with modern methods.  He has encouraged and backed me in what I wanted to do.  He may be old in years, but certainly he is young in spirit.

    
When he came to Roosevelt at age 86, he still had a current driver's license and still owned an automobile.  However, he didn't drive very much after that because we managed to drive for him most of the time when he wanted to go somewhere.  I often took him on trips with me.  I remember that whenever we went past the Wallsburg junction by the Deer Creek Reservoir, he would 

nearly always look eastward and say, "There's old Strawberry Peak.  My, but I love that old peak."

    
He has always taken an active part in family reunions, has been interested in family histories and genealogy research. He has been active all his life in church matters and temple work.

    
Father has lived with us and enjoyed our family and has said, "The children respect me and my properties.  I never worry about them invading my privacy, or picking up things unauthorized.  They have been good to me."

    
Father rode a horse on various occasions up into his 90's.  He rode the last time for several hours in his 95th year up in Strawberry Valley.

    
We have been very glad to have him in our home, and to have the children learn to know and love him and to do things for him.  We feel it has been a blessing to us.

Some of the honors which have come to him are listed below:

He was awarded the "Rancher, of the Year" award in 1964 by the American Society of Range Management.

    
He was recognized in 1969 as the Hereford Breeder for the greatest number of years in Utah by the Utah Junior Hereford Association in December, 1970.

    
Father was also honored as the cattleman of the month by the Western Livestock Journal, published in Los Angeles, March, 1969.

    
At the present time, his health is not as good as formerly, and he is rather weak, though he still makes it up and down the stairs most days; but he is kind and appreciative and interested in his family, and we love him!

A BRIEF LIFE STORY OF MY FATHER WILLIAM WINTERTON

While writing the experiences of our parents, I have had occasion to think and reflect over scenes and experiences of the past which have come to my attention and memory.

For much  of  the  past  I  wish  to  give  thanks  to  my  Heavenly Father.   I thank him for the inspiration and influence of his holy spirit which let our parents to this good land of America and to our  favorite home in Wasatch County.   Without  that  influence and guidance our parents could not have so ably fulfilled their earthly mission.

I am thankful for the restoration of the gospel of Jesus Christ. That our parents were among those remembered among the  seed of Israel to be gathered and that many of them or their children have become our neighbors, and friends and many of them our life companions in helping to carry on the good work so nobly begun.  It is obvious I cannot longer speak of our accomplishments as lie work  of  one  family.    We  could  not  accomplish  alone  our  great mission here on earth.  Yes, even at this time when one-half of  the   children  of   the   first  generation are still with us to give words of comfort and encouragement we have joined hands and hearts through marriage with 135 members of other good families who have been willing and anxious to do what they could to help us, and through their help the direct descendants of William Winterton now living numbers 440 or more and according to best information all are adherent to the faith of our parents and those who are old enough are baptized members of the church.  I know of no greater tribute that we could pay to our parents than to show by our example that we believe in them.  With that faith and assurance I am led to exclaim: "0h! what shall he harvest be?"  Then I remember a parable of Jesus, when he said, I quote Matt.  13-33.

"The kingdom of heaven is like unto leaven, which a woman took, and hid in three measures of meal, till the whole was leavened."

It seems to me the leaven that Jesus spoke of is working.  Missionaries are working at home and abroad helping to gather the seed.   Even of our number I can count 60 or more who have been out into the world with that same gospel message, calling people to repentance, and bearing testimony of the restoration of the true gospel of Jesus Christ.

Besides the work abroad I am thankful that members of our family group are counted with the good workers in the wards and stakes in Zion.  The effects of good training is apparent as we find them as good parents, lovers of home and family, honest laborers, lovers of country.

You will find among our number,  lovers of the soil,  good farmers; those who love dairy and beef cattle.  You can find good carpenters and builders, mechanics and machinists.   

You will find those who try to please their employer and to learn to love their work.

May  I close my story with the song from our old Sunday School song book entitled "Sowing":

We are sowing daily sowing. 

Countless seeds of good and ill. 

Scattered on the level low land. 

Cast upon the windy hill; 

Seeds that sink in rich brown furrows. 

Soft with heavens gracious rain. 

Seeds that rest upon the surface, 

Of the dry unyielding plain.

Seeds that fall amid the stillness 

Of the lonely mountain glen: 

Seeds cast out in crowded places, 

Trodden under foot of men. 

Seeds, by idle hearts forgotten 

Fling at random on the air:

Seeds by faithful hearts remembered, 

Sown in tears and love, and prayer.

Seeds that lie unchanged, unquickened, 

Lifeless on the teeming mould. 

Seeds that live, and grow and flourish 

When the sowers hand is cold: 

By a whisper sow we blessings, 

By a breath we scatter strife, 

In our words, and looks and actions 

Lie the seeds of death and life.

Thou who knowest all our weakness, 

Leave us not to sow along: 

Bid Thine angels guard the furrows 

Where the precious grain is sown. 

Till the fields are crowned with glory, 

Filled with mellow, ripened ears; 

Filled with fruit of life eternal 

From the seed we sowed in tears.

The story of the pioneers of Wasatch County would not be complete if it did not include the names of John and Wm. Winterton who entered the valley of Great Salt Lake in October of 1863, each boy driving three yoke of oxen hooked to heavy loads of freight which were being moved to California.

It was quite a different experience for the boys than they had ever known before.  Especially was it hard for William who was the younger, and previous to his leaving home had been almost constantly at his mothers side working in a knitting factory.  John was 19 years of age.  Wm. was but 17.  Wm Winterton was born in Cariton, Nottinghamshire, England, May 6, 1846, the son of William H. and Sarah Harriott Winterton.

Both John and William became members of the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints, August 16, 1854.  Their parents became baptized members of the Church in the year 1850.  Wm often spoke of the long tedious hours he spent in the knitting factory in order to do the required amount of work, and having started to work at his mother's side, in the factory at 6 years of age was good reason for him never having had the privilege of going to school.


The following is interesting showing the crude conveniences on sailing vessels in early days.  William said, "I celebrated my 17th birthday on board the ship "John J. Boyd."  I ate the hard tack but couldn't eat the raw salt bacon.  Made a birthday cake, put it in the fire oven, but the rocking of the ship tipped it out in the ashes.  The cooks rolled it up again, ashes and all and put it back in the oven.  We had only two small ovens about four or five feet square, with which to do the baking for all the passengers on board the ship.  Nearly every time we tried to cook anything the cooks would say, "No room" so we became discouraged and lived for a month on uncooked food.

We experienced rough storms upon the sea and saw people on deck almost drowned with the high waves going over the ship. We landed at Castle Gardens, N.Y. May 20, 1863.  The husband and the two oldest sons all leaving at the same time must have been a sad experience for the mother and she hung onto the two boys until they had to break loose from her arms as the ship was ready to set sail for America.

That experience they could never forget but they had to look into the future with faith and undaunted will.

Their experience in leaving home, the tiresome ocean journey, the trip across the plains and other trying experiences I undoubtedly did much to help prepare the boys for a future usefulness.

Their future was ahead of them.  They had made their choice and they must not falter.  The barren wastes must be broken up and water must be poured out upon the land before it could be transformed into fields of hay and grain, fruits, vegetables and flowers that ancient prophecy might be fulfilled.  But as yet they had only been able to dream and plan for the future and try to learn what they might do.

WILLIAMS ACCOUNT OF TRIP

On account of the Civil War we had to go around through Canada and we traveled for hundreds of miles thru forests of timber. Sometimes we were on crowded boats, sometimes in railroad box cars where there was hardly standing room, but they finally arrived at Florence, Nebraska.  At Florence, Neb. we waited about one month for men and teams to arrive from Utah.

During that time of waiting, John and I went out to work, hoeing corn for our board, and we were glad to do it because we were nearly starved.

At Florence, Neb. the immigrant company was organized for the westward journey with John R. Murdock as captain of the company and Abram Hatch as first assistant.  We traveled with this train to the Black Hills on the Sweet Water.  At that point we overtook Captain Creighton's train of wagons which was held up because some of the drivers had left them and Captain Creighton came to our Captain for help.  He was freighting for Wells Fargo & Co. at that time.  He promised to pay us $20.00 per month and give us our board.

OUR FIRST EXPERIENCE WITH OXEN

It was there I had my first experience with oxen.   Just imagine a green city chap trying to keep track of three yoke of oxen. I marked the leaders with one big mark on the outside; two narks on the outside of the second team; three marks on the outside of the wheelers or third team; and believe me I made the marks so they could be seen with dope off the wagon wheel.   We traveled slowly and arrived in Salt Lake City about four weeks behind the company we started with.

That experience driving oxen really tested the boys ability to adapt themselves to new surroundings and conditions.

Failing to obtain employment after their arrival at Salt Lake City,  they drifted on to Provo.   There they struggled on for two years.   It was in the fall of 1865 that the boys landed in Wasatch  County  at  the  Isaac  Decker  ranch.     (This  farm that was later owned by the Alien Bros.)

They worked the first winter for their board.   Their job was to  feed  cattle  and  sheep,  milk  cows  and  snake  wood  from  Cedar hill and cut enough each day to keep five fires burning.   Mr. Decker had four wives and each must have fire in their own 

room.  Also the boys had a room for themselves.  It seems that was their most pleasant and enjoyable job since their arrival in Utah.  They loved to work with cattle and sheep.

FIRST PURCHASE OF LAND

William said, "I worked about four months of the winter for my board.  In the spring we made a bargain to work one year for $200.00 and take our pay in land so I received 20 acres of land.

In the spring of 1866 when the Indians were causing the people of Utah so much trouble, it being the time of the Blackhawk war, the people of the valley were instructed to move into the designated forts.  The people of Midway moving close together about midway between the upper and lower settlements. The rest of the people of the valley and Wallsburg were instructed to move to Heber.  Isaac Decker moved his families consisting of four wives and children to Heber.  He moved his cattle and sheep also and Wm herded them on the foothills north of Heber, but they had been there only about one week when people complained about the Decker cattle and sheep taking so much of the nearby feed.

To keep down trouble John and Wm Winterton were instructed to move all the Decker livestock, except the milk cows, back to the Decker ranch.  William was to remain with the livestock at the ranch and take care of them.  John was to return to Heber to take care of the milk cows and other chores.  Wm was proven trustworthy even at that time of danger, for he lived alone most all that summer and the cattle and sheep were not neglected.

From the book entitled "Under Wasatch Skies" on page 80 which comes under the story of Wallsburg we read "The Indian War of 1866 forced the people to move together, but when the danger proved less than anticipated the Wallsburg settlers moved back to their homes in the fall of the same year. "

The same thing happened to the few families still owning property in Charleston, such as the Isaac Decker and Noakes families and Wm Bagley.  Of others living there at that time I have no record.

Very few people, if any, could tell more than my father Wm Winterton, about the early days of Charleston, but it was at home by the fireside where he talked most freely.  He had a good memory and many important events that transpired he loved to tell about to his family, but he was one of those quiet unassuming kind of men who cared but little to be heard in public.

He was very loyal to his friends, if he thought they were in the right and was not afraid to stand for what he thought was right even against bitter opposition.  During the lifetime of John and Win Winterton they were very near and dear to each other.  They worked and overcame many difficulties together. They lived near to each other all their lives.  They each raised large families.

MOWING HAY WITH SCYTHE IN 1866

Father said, "That after the Indian troubles seemed to be more settled, and the hay was ready to cut, Isaac Decker came down with one of his wives and Brother John and there we had our first experience mowing hay with a scythe.  After cutting with a scythe for two or three weeks, it was then Wm Bagley brought a mowing machine and cut the rest of the hay. The machine was owned by Charles Decker and Faramourz Little and as I remember it was the first mowing machine in Charleston.  I worked  for  Mr.  Decker  about  1  1/2  years but never received one dollar in cash.  As Mr. Decker would not mow the hay on our 20 acres as he had agreed to do we had to cut it with a scythe.  In the fall we had a nice little stack of hay, then we received sheep from Mr. Decker for the balance he owed us. We fed the hay to our sheep.  That was our first chance to get some sheep of our own.

No doubt that my father was glad when the Indian troubles were settled.  During those past lonesome years he had not forgotten his mother who stood weeping the last time he saw her.  That incident weighed heavily upon his mind during all his life.  0h, how he would love to see her again.  If she should write to him, how would he get her letter?

In the spring of 1867 William continued to herd sheep as he then had some of his own and he and John C. Parcell together took other sheep to herd, they mostly belonging to James Bean and John Turner of Provo.

Because the mail carrier, James Herbert was the stepson of John C. Parcell he would stop each time he came along for his dinner and to feed and rest his horse.  He made about two trips each week.  One day as Wm and John C. Parcell were discussing their mail problems with the mail carrier James Herbert, he said to them,  "If you men will select a name for a post office to be established at this place I will send in the name to be approved and can deliver your mail to you."  Father has often related the story to his family. He said, "We mentioned several names, but decided Charleston was the name we liked best.  The name thus selected was soon approved.  That was in the year 1867.  The post office was established at the N. C. Murdock ranch and he was the first post master.  He had then just recently moved his family from Salt Lake City.  The old post office was just below the main road and almost straight west of where Harry Watson’s home 

was later built.  N.C. Murdock later established his store business and the post office up  the valley about one mile to about the center of Charleston.  The Chatwin homestead of 160 acres was surveyed and measured off in blocks with wide streets.  It became the Charleston first townsite and upon that property most all public buildings were afterwards established.  When the spring of 1868 had finally rolled around it was five years since they had left their native land.  Wm was then 21 years of age.  From the information father has left us, I find the following information recorded. "After leaving Salt Lake City in October 1863, he went to Provo. "

He worked one month for Moses Cluff for $5.00.  His work was to haul wood out of Rock Canyon with a yoke of oxen hitched to a two wheel cart.  After that and until spring he worked for James Stratton for his board.

His work was to feed a little flax mill that was run by a water wheel to grind flax to make rope.  When the water froze up the mill stopped and he had to pound the flax by hand. After the flax was broken up sufficiently he turned the wheel by hand for the spinning of the rope.  The rope was traded for flour, potatoes, carrots or any kind of food that they might have something to keep from starving. Prospects for the next year appeared brighter.  He had better food and a verbal contract to receive $100.00 and his board for one years work.  At the end of the year Mr. Higher explained that green backs had dropped to 33 cents on the dollar in value.  Hence he was entitled to $33.00 for the years work.

Of the condition of his clothing he spoke as follows.  "My clothes had been patched so many times that I didn't know the masterpiece."

It seems that wherever he went and asked for work he was offered his board, but he needed a little more money with which to buy some clothing.

The autumn of 1865 he found his brother John at the Isaac Decker ranch in Wasatch Co.  It was in the lower end of the valley and west of Provo River.  It was the farm later owned by Alien Bros. of Charleston.

He was glad to find his brother John and when Mr. Decker offered to give him his board also if he would help through the winter he was ready to accept the offer.

After spending more than one year at the Isaac Decker ranch the boys thought it was time to start out to work for themselves and they built for themselves a dugout in the side of the mountain at the mouth of Decker Canyon.  It was there they lived two winters. 

The spring of 1868 came and prospects looked brighter for the future.  Father said, "I went with Wm and Chas Bagley to work on the railroad.  At about where Evanston now is we met a lot of men waiting for tools so they could start to work.  Among the number I knew was Wm M. Giles, Sam FacAffee, John Baird, Henry Fraughton and George W. Brown.  His son Isaac only then a boy and wife and Emma Brown arrived later to help cook at the camp.  I worked in Echo Conyon all summer and until the job was completed in that Canyon.  I worked for $3.00 per day and paid $1.00 per day for my board.



I then went to Salt Lake City and purchased a horse and saddle for $80.00.  I also purchased another small pony and an old wagon.  I ten had a small team and I started to haul wood and coal to Salt Lake City to sell.”

In the spring of 1869 the boys were given permission to move into the dirt roof house owned by Mr. Walker of Salt Lake City on the property later owned by John Powers.  They were given permission to farm the bench land, but had only just commenced the farm work, when Pres. Hatch made a visit to the Charleston Ward on Sunday.  It was then he asked the two brothers to work on the road in Provo Canyon and he wanted no excuse.  The boys became acquainted with Abram Hatch on the pioneer trail in 1863.    They liked him and would not refuse to comply with his request even though they might fail in planting their grain.  They worked, without pay except certificate for stock in that road for several weeks.

When they later drove through the canyon they paid toll the same as others.

In the fall of 1869 Wm Winterton's life was changed and made more brighter by the arrival of his sister Ann Winterton and her close friend Nellie Niddison, two girls 20 years of age.

Father had formerly known Nellie as a little girl 14 years of age, but it was later when the two girls became such intimate and strong friends.  The could be seen together in church and in the Nottingham Branch choir.  They together, obtained work in the Nottingham lace factory.  There they earned money to pay their immigration fares to Utah.

The arrival into the valley of that sweet and loveable girl did so much to make the future life of Wm Winterton happy and successful and the name of Winterton popular that it well deserves a prominent place in this story and the history of Charleston.

The knowledge of the arrival of these young people in Salt Lake City was when Wm received a letter from his sister Ann. It stated that she and her brother Thomas were at their fathers home at the toll gate in Parley's Canyon and would he be able to come and get them?

Sure he would go.  He wanted to see them.  He wanted to hear about his mother and the rest of the family.  He was glad to receive the letter.  Glad they had arrived and he enjoyed the trip to Salt Lake City more than any other trip he had ever before made.  He had been over the road many times, and yet all the time he was worried.  Why was he worried?  I will tell you.  I have heard the story many times.  He had no decent place to take a sister just fresh from the city where she had previously had a comfortable home.  He had no home of his own.  The two brothers, Wm and John had been given permission to move into the dirt roof house owned by the Walkers of Salt Lake City, but afterwards purchased by John Powers.  The house had no floor in it except the natural earth.  The cooked outside on a camp fire.

Aunt Ann may have been a little shrewd in handling her brother Wm.  He had arrived at the fathers home in Parley's Canyon. They had had a good visit together, and would soon be leaving on the return trip to Charleston, a long day drive with a wagon.

But there was something else that grieved Ann.  She didn't want to leave Nellie Widdison.   "Wm", said Ann, "will you do me one more favor?"  Then she continued, "Nellie Widdison came with me from England.  She is now in the city at her sisters home.  We have been together so long, I don't feel that I can leave her now, will you go and get her?"

THE GIRLS GO TO WASATCH

    What could he say and what should he do?  He had known Nellie in England as a little girl.  She is now a grown up young woman, twenty years of age, cultured and refined. Yet I think they only had to see each other again to feel at home in each others presence.  Yes, those two needed each other more than anything else in the world.  Through William's solicitous invitation Nellie was soon ready to go with him. They arrived at Charleston about 8 o'clock in the evening, but before retiring for the night, Wm, John and Geo. W. Noakes built a bedstead out of Quaken Asp poles so they would not have to sleep upon the damp floor.   The girls returned to Salt Lake City to attend the general conference of the church, but after conference were willing to return to Charleston and when Wm proposed marriage to Nellie she readily accepted his offer.

Until their marriage February 21, 1870, Nellie lived with Wm and Hannah Bagley and helped to do the housework, and those two women made for Wm the first suit of clothes he had been proud of since he left England.  That suit of clothes he wore when they went to Salt Lake City to be married.  The arrival of those two girls, Ann and Nellie, into Provo Valley, as it was then called, was soon publicized.  They were wonderful 

singers.  They loved to entertain, and they were sought after from miles around, to sing to the crowds who gathered together to be entertained.  It was a pleasure for Wm to hitch up his team and take the girls to such gatherings.

AFTER MARRIAGE

Again I quote.

"After our marriage we went to live in Mr. Eldredges house with two other families.  We lived there about one month, but we became dissatisfied and Nellie refused to live there longer.

John Pollard and Emanuel Richmond helped me to build a dirt roof shed, between Pollards and Finity Daybells home. It was about where Grand Pa Prices house now stands.  We lived there the first summer. During this time Pollard, Bancroft, Emanuel Richmond and I became partners in homesteading the Richmond homestead and were the first to use the waters of Daniels Creek.

During the summer Pollard and I hauled logs out of Boomer, a fork of Daniels Canyon and built us each a one room house.

My little log room was built about where Frank Websters barn stands.  Later it was moved on what is well known as the Baker Lots (Jed Casper lots).  It faced the east  and had a small window in the west and a little home-made door.  I hired a man by the name of Dave Love to make by hand, with a drawing knife, enough shingles to cover the roof.  That was the first shingled roof house in Charleston."

Wm Winterton's next move was to purchase the homestead right of John Jordan.   It was upon that last acquired property he finally established a permanent home.  And to that land he transferred the water rights which previously he had acquired in Daniels Creek.  The main branch of Daniels Creek run directly through Wm Winterton's homestead.  The new home was built near the bank of the creek and just west of the main road then traveled over between Charleston and Heber.  It was along this same road that a worm pole fence had earlier been built.  It extended from Charleston to Heber.  South of that fence cattle and horses roamed at will all summer long.  It was in that same area of prairie land where Will and Hyrum or Hyrum and Ralph Winterton for many years herded the Winterton sheep in numbers, about 250 to 200 head.  I remember I started out to herd with my older brother at about 6 years of age.

During the hot summer months the sheep were sent to the high summer range where the feed was more plentiful.

Someone else, not members of the family generally, did the herding of the sheep.  However, sometimes we boys even went to the mountains to herd sheep. When the upper Charleston canal 

built Wm Winterton was one of the main promoters and did much work helping to build the canal.  Edward Buys and others then living  in the  new  settlement  of  Buysville  did much work also that they might through exchange acquire the right to the use of the water of Daniel Creek.   The canal was surveyed by Geo. Noakes Sr. by the use of a gun barrel.  The level or grade desired, was determined by the use of water  which  was  poured  into  the  gun  barrel.

The location of the Winterton farm and home became well known  and year by year more and more land was cleared of sage brush and became more and more productive.  He raised good clean wheat and oats, and his granary soon became head quarters for good seed grain.  But little grain was sold except for seed to plant, because of the demand.  The hay was fed to the sheep and cattle on the ranch and from those sources came the easier earned money. 

Wm Winterton  was  the  largest  grain  farmer  in  the  neighborhood and the first to bring into the community a grain reaper.  It was a mowing machine, but for cutting grain they put on a reel attachment similar to those reels on all grain binders to pull the grain onto the table.  Then it had a dropper behind the cutter bar.  The dropper was worked by the foot of the man riding the machine so he could drop the grain whenever enough had accumulated  for  a bundle.   About three good men could bind the grain with straw bands and throw it out of the way so the machine could make the next round.

It was much easier than cutting  grain  the old way with a hand cradle.   That reaper was used on our farm until Enoch Richins drove into our field the first self binder machine I ever saw.  It was the year 1882  when  the  dreaded  disease,   diptheria, invaded our peaceful valley and struck the death blow in many homes.   Our family of 6 children were among the first to contract  the  disease.    Our  parents  knew not what  to  do.  Father went to others for advice and to Provo to get a doctor that might understand the disease and give instructions.  Father brought home a lady doctor but she could not stay long.   My father worked night and day and did not take off his clothes to sleep for several weeks.   He worked continuously swabbing out throats with verdegrease and doing other things to control  the  disease.    Besides  he  had  the  cooking  to  do. The children must be fed.   During those trying times brother Moroni was born and mother was not allowed to go into the room where the sick children were and expose the new born babe.   My brother John six years of age could not be saved. I was 4 years of age but I well remember. 

Brother Jos S. Murdock of Heber went to our home.  He saw that father needed help and someone to wash our clothes.  He went to the home of  his daughter-in-law Louise Bagley Murdock,  the wife of Calvin Murdock.   She had three children, but he said 

to her, “ If you will help that family, and do their clothes washing, I promise you in the name of the Lord your children will never contract the disease."  She listened and obeyed. She did much to help us in the hour of need.  Her children remained healthy and strong while others who were afraid to give help or go near our home were compelled to make the greater sacrifice through the loss of their children.

After our family was past danger, father went from home to home, helping others and giving advice wherever he thought he was needed.  After entering the homes of the sick he regularly changed his clothes and washed them.  He reentered his own home and the homes of others with clothes washed and aired to avoid carrying the disease germ from one home to another.

Those were trying times; times to try the peoples faith, sympathy and love.

Those were the kind of times when people knew best who were their friends.

Wm and Ellen had many friends whom they loved and they again were happy.  They lived so they were entitled to the love and respect of their children.  Especially in that respect was Ellen a wonderful mother.  Brother Will and his wife Lucy Baker wrote the following:

“She was a beautiful girl with long black wavy hair and dark brown eyes.  She was talented and loved to entertain her friends.  Even as a girl in England accompanied by her sisters and other friends they would serenade their friends by singing beautiful songs or Christmas carols.  She was lively and full of fun and we can imagine how her beautiful voice would ring out in the clear evening air.

She was very devoted to her religion and was anxious that her children would do right.  She had a way of chastening her children with kindness.  Then she spoke to them they must obey her.  When she was going to have company she would tell the children she expected them to be good."

The following words are mine:  Especially at the meal table we were told it was not polite for children to enter into conversation when the older people were talking unless they were spoken to.

She reminded us that we should always be thankful to our Heavenly Father for the blessings we received, and when we had finished our meal, but before leaving the table we remembered to say.,  "Thank the Lord for my good dinner."

She taught us our evening prayer as we knelt around her chair or sometimes at our bedside.  How wonderful it is to have a mother with such influence that you love to be with her and to help her.

Often, if I had a bad cold I would ask mother if I could sleep at the foot of father's and her bed.  To me that was a wonderful privilege.  I think it was my best remedy for a cold or sore throat or other ailments which I liked to have occasionally,  in the winter time I liked to have an excuse to stay at home from school when mother could pay special attention to me.  I liked to wipe the dishes, sweep the floor, dust the furniture and place the chairs in order.  I felt that I was pleasing her because she would tell me what a good job I had done.

I loved to listen as my mother and older sisters worked and talked together.  The time had come when they were going out to parties and dances.  They wanted their mother's council and advice because they did not question her wisdom and advice in what they should do.  I don't remember if ever mother whipped one of her children.  She did not believe in trying to control her children that way.

During the fall and winter of 1888 and 1889 father and Uncle Will Widdison built for us a new room to be used as a living room with an upstairs room to be used as a bedroom for the boys.  It was joined onto the kitchen of the old house.  Mother was proud of the added new rooms and they made her very happy.  How comfortable would her home soon be.  But, said she "Why not have a dinner and a dance before moving much furniture into the new room.  The upstairs room can be fixed up first for the boys."     "You know William,” she said, "February 21, will be our 19th wedding anniversary. I would like to invite to our home our neighbors and friends and give them a dinner on that day."

Her suggestions pleased father very much.  He was always glad to see her happy.  If she would be more happy she must be the one to entertain.  Mother prepared a grand dinner and the home was crowded for the dance at night.  Edward Buys was there with his violin, Wm Edward, the son, with his guitar, Wm Bancroft with his dulcimore.  It was a wonderful day of pleasure and mirth, but I feel that mother was very tired. For years she had been afflicted with a large throat goiter which greatly effected her breathing and strength.  Father said, "Nellie worked too hard, had overdone her strength, and never seemed to feel the same again."  Yet she was happy.  She wanted an organ so there could be more music and singing in the home.  Her nephew, Fred Brewster then living with us could play the organ.  Father arranged with Taylor Bros. of Provo to deliver the organ.  March 8th was a beautiful sunshiny day.  The snow was nearly all gone.  Mother seemed especially interested that day.  She went with father out around the yards among the sheep and cattle.  Yes, life seemed more beautiful than ever.  She now had a comfortable home. But alas; after she had done all she could for our comfort and happiness, she was not permitted to remain with us longer and enjoy with us the blessings of life with her husband and family, but she had left us with a memory of a dear mother, and had set for us an example by which we might follow if we loved the Lord and our fellow man.

ORGAN DELIVERED

The organ which mother desired to have in the home was delivered about one week after mother passed away.  It was delivered in the evening near chore time and the salesman sat at the organ and began to play.  I think that was the first time I had ever heard the sound of an organ.  How thrilled I was at the sound of that music.  It was wonderful how much sunshine seemed to come into our home by the boys and girls that flocked to our home and the long evenings would be spent in singing, reciting, or playing games, etc.  Fred Brewster could play cords to harmonize with most any song and he loved to do it.  Father, though not taking much part was always an interested listener.  He liked the young people to visit us.  They were not boisterous.

For three years, my father, with the help of our two older sisters, managed well the affairs of the home and family.     Sarah Ellen was 18 years of age, Elisa Ann was 16 years of age, Wm H.was 14 years of age, Hyrum was 10 years of age, Ralph was 8 years of age, Moroni was 4 years of age, T. Fred was 2 years of age, Malissa was 7 months old.

Wm Winterton's courtship and second marriage in the year 1892 a wonderful step mother came into our home.  No one could ever have a better and kinder step-mother that we had.  It came about as I will here explain.  During the dark days of pologamy practice, there came to our valley a Mr. John W. Price, traveling under the assumed name of John Jones.  He with one wife and family was seeking a place of refuge where he could evade the United States marshalls.  He went to father's home and told his story.  Father succeeded in securing the old Eli Gordon home for them to live in.  The house was about one-half mile from our home.  A strong friendship grew up between those two men and their families. In the course of time Brother Price moved back to his own home in Mill Creek, and our family always had a place to stay whenever in Salt Lake Valley.

One day Brother Price said to father, "William," said he, "I would like you to meet a young woman.  She is a good girl 28 years of age.  She has a good mother, brothers and sisters. The mother would like the children to marry but the father is strongly opposed to their marrying at the present time.  The father would not allow you to their home, but I think I can persuade the girl to steal away and come over to my place to meet you.  Her mother will help me in making such arrangements

Accordingly arrangements were made and the two met each other without the knowledge of father Steadman.  Father promised to make a special trip for the purpose of taking the girl to Charleston.  She could them see the home and meet all the family.

She could then make up her mind whether or not she wanted to make such a venture as marriage and assume the responsibility and care of a large family.  So Aunt Jane as we loved to call her, visited us in our home.  We liked her and were as good as we could be while she visited with us.  Would that all children could be as good as we were those few days.  Sister Sarah and Eliza agreed to help her all they could.

Those two girls were loyal and did not forget the promises they had made, and they avoided marriage until Aunt Jane had good help from one or more of her sisters as they in turn came to live with us and help their sister Jane.  However those girls were soon picked up.  John C. Hartle selected Sarah Ann, Wm H. North selected Carrie, Albert North was well pleased with Mary.  They were all wonderful good girls and father and Aunt Jane were glad because of the part they were able to play in the great scheme of getting the boys and girls to meet each other.

It was the 13th day of April 1892, when Wm Winterton and Jane E. Steadman were married in the Manti Temple.  They were the parents of the following named children:  Carrie Elizabeth the wife of Alex M. Davis; Nettie Rachel the wife of John Hans Kuhni; Edward Marriott died while young; Valeo James the husband of Gladys Barratt.

Wm Winterton died 14th of September, 1929, age 84 years; Jane E. Winterton died 25th day of Febraury 1943, age 79 years.

They lived together, a happy pair for 37 years.  To us the name of Aunt Jane is sacred as is the name of mother.

At the time of Aunt Jane's funeral services one of Nellie's children, Hyrum, penned the following words, "As I have sat in quiet meditation and thought, I have felt that I could visualize a happy meeting, and I think of two wonderful mothers; mothers of faith, courage, love and devotion.  I think of a father, firm as the rock of ages and devoted to truth and right.  I see two mothers together in fond embrace; I hear these words: Aunt Jane, my dearest sister I love you; you have been all that a mother could be; you have done all that a mother could do; you have learned to love my children as your own, and they shall never be taken from you.  You and I shall not be separated; we are bound together by all the ties that bind by the power and authority of the Priesthood of God; with our husband and children and their numerous posterity we will take our place in that great patriarchal union and go through eternity together.

Fancy sees the rose tree twining


Round the old and rustic door,


And before the white bench shining


Where I gathered shells of yore.


	Here my mother’s gentle warning,


As she took me on her knee,


And I felt again life’s morning


In the cottage by the sea.


And I felt again life’s morning,


In the cottage, in the cottage


By the sea.





Childhood days now pass before me,


Forms and scenes of long ago


Like a dream they hover o’er me


Calm and bright as evening glow.


Days that knew no shade of sorrow


When my young heart pure and free,


Joyful hail each coming morrow


In the cottage by the sea;


Joyful hail each coming morrow,


In the cottage, in the cottage 


By the sea.





What, though years have rolled before me.


Tho mid fairer scenes I roam,


Yet I ne’er shall cease to love thee,


Childhood’s dear and happy home.


And when life’s long day is closing,


O how happy I would be


On some faithful heart reposing


In the cottage by the sea.


On some faithful heart reposing,


In the cottage, in the cottage ,


By the sea.
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