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What Things Are Left. . . ..

I don't really remember my grandmother. I have only a few impressions that I know
belong exclusively to her. I would never recognize her voice if I heard it, but I'd like to
imagine that it was low and husky, and perhaps that was a part of her that made me feel safe.
I know that somewhere deep inside of me there is a memory of her smell, but it too, is
unobtainable. I want to think that it somehow matched her voice, that it had a subtle
warmth to it—something like the remnants of apple-cider. But these details have left me
too long ago to ever be reconstructed.

I do remember a lonely night where I climbed onto her lap and became enfolded in
her arms. I remember blue. The old worn blue rocking chair from my memory blends in to
the bright blue carpet that still adorns the floors of that old house today. My grandmother
was also wearing that blue flowered cotton dress that I remember seeing in so many of her
photos. But it wasn't the pattern of the dress that I remember. It was the softness of her
body, and the blanketing, tingling warmth that enveloped me. The quiet swishing of the
rocking chair as it went back and forth. The deep creases in her face, defined by a lifetime
of gentle laughter. Her abundance of bosom that rose and fell as she breathed and whispered
to me. I could trace the light blue veins that formed smooth, loose trails over her hands.
Through my sleepy-eyed memory, I am unable to separate the color blue from the feeling of
security that I remember feeling.

Another moment frozen in my memory is of a summer morning with the ground still
cool, but the sun already heating up the skin. A cool breeze that always reminds me of being
barefoot accompanies the sounds and smells of nature pulsating through the air. The blurred
images that I always see at the beginning must've been the result of a running toddler. But
then time stops and I see myself looking across the yar(l and watching my grandma on her
knees, with her hands in the dirt. She was laying bricks down for a little walkway that
would eventually lead across the whole yarrl. But I don’t remember that. Only the moment
that she looked up with her massive l)rigllt-pinl{, wide-brimmed Au(lrey Hepl)urn-type hat
and work clothes. Funny—the hat may not have been pink after all, but I do know that it
was bright. And although I always imagine her wearing a dress, I know that she couldn’t
have been. Only her face and wide-brim hat are in focus. She was smiling this great big
smile. It was the kind of smile that only a grandchild could get. Indulging. Loving. A smile
mellowed by a life full of hardship and encompassing understanding.

My only other memory of my grandmother was a shocl(ing, stolen moment. I see her
sitting there in front of her vanity, surrounded by the things that made her my grandma.
White powder, red lipstick, colored beads, rhinestone broaches and little glass poodles. But
there in the middle of the counter were two white styrofoam heads. And on one of those
heads was a gray wig that looked just like grandma’s hair. The second head was bald, but
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there was grandma, sticking pins into her hair and moving it around like it wasn't really

4 attached. I never knew that my grandma was bald, but there was the proof right before me. Py
. \ The frightening realization sent me running back down the stairs. It would be years before I / b
@

would learn that the wig was nothing more than
a hairpiece that was so popular to wear in those
days. Three frozen moments, each lasting as
long as a heartbeat. I can't understand Why |

feel like I understand her. I've heard it said
that there are people who can look into

someone's eyes and see directly into their soul.
I have even felt that breathe-taking intensity
a few vulnerable times in my life. But, like all
good adults, I have carefully built walls to

desensitize myself from those moments of raw

connection. | am capable of great feats of fear
and self-doubt. But, I can only imagine that
my grandma was one of those people who had
the gift of encompassing understanding. And

perhaps I, too, was once one of them.

(])y Christianne Scri])ner JODCS)

Yucie with Christianne
visiting Alcatraz in 1978

N /’f Yucie \\\/

(writing her (ife story!)
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Preface to My Biography -- Yucie Howard James

My Roots

n our family the Restoration of the Gospel of
Jesus Christiscentral to all theimportant things
inour lives. My genealogy on both sides goes

back to England. My grandparents (all four) left
England becauseof their faithin Mormonism.

Yohn Gailey and Ann Greaves

John Gailey, aminigter inachurch called the
United Brethren was the first to be converted. He
knew the Gospd wastruethefirst timeheheard Wilford
Woodruff preach. Reverend Gailey invited Brother
Woodruff to speak to hiscongregation, most of whom
became believersin Mormonism. John Gailey was
baptized and used to follow Brother Woodruff from
placeto placeto hear more. When thetime camefor
Brother Woodruff to returntoAmerica, John followed
him. Ann Greavescamewith him, and on February 7,
1846, they married inthe Nauvoo Temple. Together
they made the long trek westward to Utah. Here,
President Brigham Young sent him north to start anew
settlement in Farmington, Utahin 1848,

OnMay 22, 1849, adaughter, Sarah Jane, was
born (my grandmother). When shewaseghteen-years-
old, shemarried | saac Searson September 28, 1867,
inthe Endowment Housein Salt L ake City, Utah.

My mother’sgrandfather, John Sears, joined
thechurchin England in 1849. They had eleven chil-
dren. Isaac (my grandfather) wastheir second child.
They sent him to Utah ahead of the others, and he
worked for afamily in Southern Utah for awhile. Isaac
wasonly fourteen-years-old when heleft England to
makehisway alonein astrangeland.

Isaac and Sarah Jane Sears Framily

y
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slk dressesand fourteen pairsof shoes, whichinthat
y father’s father, John Richards Howard,
\% M heard the gospel while serving inthe En day was many. She also gave my father $2400 to

glish Navy. Hejumped overboard, swam help build hisfirst home and also asked for the privi- ﬁ"‘
to shore andworked hisway to Utah, where Brigham legeof namingthefirst two children (GordonMaxwell |«

Howard and Lucie Howard).
Young hired himasascout to meet e”."' gration groups Mother hasoftentold usof her tripto Denver,
and direct them through the mountains. In 1866, he Colorado. to meet John. whom she had onlv been
married Harriet Spinks Brooks (in the Salt Lake ' ' y

: married to oneday beforeheleft on hismission. She
Temple), who had comewith ahandcart company. aid he was so ;ly | and handsome. and she was so

happy to have him safeand really home.

John Richards Howard and Harriet Spinks Brooks

John Fitz Alan Howard (my father) wastheir second
child. Hemarried sarah Drucilla Sears (daughter of
| saac Sears) inthe Salt L ake Temple on September
26, 1895.

PDrucilla and John Foward

They went tothe Elysiam Gardens (I think that
wasthe name) in Denver, and as she described how
beautiful it was, I’ ve often wondered if anything could
have been that beautiful. 1t wasto mother, I’ m sure.
Whilemy father wason hismission, mother had stud-
John Fitz Alan Howard and Sarah Prucilla Sears ied French, and it usedto bevery annoying to uschil-
drento havethem say thingsto each other occasion-
ally that we couldn’t understand. | made up my mind

. ierl h c that someday | would study French, which | did, but
anLDSmissionto Switzerland. Mother worked asa by that time, both parents had died, so | was never

stenographer for John M. Cannon for threeyearswhile abletointercept one of those secret messages
» hewasaway. On hisway home, John met acousin, o
x“ Lucie, wifeof Captain Maxwell of the Gordon High- N 7
“, landers. SheoncecametoAmericatovisit my par-
ents. My mother told usthat she had fourteen black

\ ¢ 4
N o 1; %.ﬂg‘“*«\ j
«!ﬁ{ & xf"i & e C A‘?‘Y )/ / y ‘ﬂk‘\h

\ ~ N \ X ?{
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Prucilla with her sister

PDrucilla with Jack and Jessie John Fitz Alan Howard

John Frite Alan Howard Gohn and Prucilla Howard with Gordon, Qucie and Jessie

\
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Winifred So g g e Marcus Stewart x‘g
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ine of us children grew up together with
two very special parents. Gordon, ayear
older than I, alwaystook good care of me
whenwewent to partiesand dances. Jessiealways
went to church with Gordon and meand Jack. Mark
used to get car sick onthe elevated trains. But we
four older childrenwereso closein agethat weshared
alot of experiences. | cannot think of usseparately
back inthosedays.

My rootsareddightfully entwined withthose
of my brothersand sisterswhom | grew up with.

Gordon %xwe[[ Howard

Gordon became a dentist, married Mabel
Munnsand they had two children, Gordon and Reed.
Later thismarriagewasdissolved, and hemarriedAlta
Erickson, who had three girls--llene, Virginiaand
Maud. They bought theold Ellisplace ontheWasatch
Benchand havemadeared showplaceout of it. They
areddightful hostsandfor yearshad afamily reunion
at their home. Gordon’s grandson, Bruce, and
granddaughters, Emily, Eileen, Jennifer and Joan. They
attended BY U, are fine men and women, and we
enjoyed getting to know them. Gordon can bevery
proud of them.

Jessie married LeRoy Buckmiller, also a
dentist and they have seven children, Howard, Donna,
John, Roger, Joan, Mary, and Ruth. They, too, live

~along the Wasatch front in Salt Lake City. Roy has

served asBishop twice, and Jesseand Roy served as
Temple President and Matron in London, England.

Yessie Howard

Sheiseighteen monthsyounger than |, but aschildren
wewereamost liketwins. Mother dwaysdressed us
alike—only shein pink or red and meinblue. Jessie
was pretty and had many suitors. At present (1975),
she teaches the Spiritual Living Lessonsin Relief
Society and tends grandchildren and great-grand-
children.

Roy and Jessie PBuckmiller Framily
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name—John, Alan, Todd, Mark and Nathan.

John (Jack) Richards Howard

ack married Mary Marler. They had one son,
John Howard, who married Shirley Fullmer,

and they havefivefinesonsto carry onthefamily Gordon, ducie, Jack, Jessie

Mary (Marler), John, Jack Howard

Marcus (Mark) Stewart Howard

Jack died of aruptured gppendix inAlbuquerque, New

Mexico. Hewasfollowing an FBI casetherein 1942.
He was young, only in his thirties. Mary never
remarried, but lived with her folkson First Avenuein
Salt Lake City. Her father was EzraMarler. She
livestherestill (1975) and hasrecently completed a
. very successful LDSmission andisnow workingin

/" 7theSalt Lake Temple. Weall loveMary.

Mark married Helen Young and they have
seven children, Marlene, Marcus, Caroline, Craig,
Debra, Winifred, and Kenneth. They are al fine
children—weare proud of al of them. Marleneand
Craig attended BY U sowegot toknow themalittle 5
better than therest. Marcusfilled atwo year mission %
intheWestern States (wasin Rock Springs, Wyoming
forawhile).
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%r[eﬂe, Q‘Qrcus, Jelen, Caroline

raigfilledamissionin France. Kenneth has
dsofilledamisson. Mark dwayshad astrong
physical body, big muscles, and we were
always proud of the way he could throw aball. In
fact, playing ball wasawayshisfavorite sport. He
was always kind and good to us, his brothers and
sgters, and weused to get himto show hisbiglegand
arm musclesto our friends. Although now retired, he
hasabeautiful vegetablegardenin Glendde, Cdifornia

Winifred (‘Winnie) Howard

Winniewasthefamily beauty and had acute
senseof humor. Her hair wasblack like her father’s,
her eyeswere large and bluelike her mother’s, her
skinfair likeDad's. Thenshehad anartisticflarein
her sewing. Mother used to say, “ Winnie'ssewing

® _ had more class than mine, but it didn’t hold
f;ﬂtogether aslong.” Winniedied when shewasonly
twenty-six yearsold. A greatlosstousall. Lora, our

\ /
o R ﬂ‘“jﬁ

N

Winnie as a baby

sister, just five years younger than Winnie, died at
twenty-two, and also Alan at twenty-three years of
age—all of tuberculosisand al withinthreeyears.

Yora, Alan and Winnie
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lanwasour scholar. Mother kept him home
, until hewas eight-years-old because hewas
AR chagood helper. Hemadeup very quickly
. fordtartinglate, did eight yearsof grade school infour
yearsand four yearsof high school inthreeyears. He
wasespecialy kind and good, and mother felt hisloss
gregtly. Infact, thelossof thesethreechildrenfrom
tubercul osisand then Jack from aruptured appendix
wasamost morethan she could bear.

/
4 /s
" WX

| Alan Sears Howard |

Alanwasworking for Dinwoody’sFurniture Store at
the time of his death and Harold Hintze took his
vacancy. Alanwastruly asuper person.

. a Y -
ff/x 5%
Lorawasasovery pretty but of adifferent color /=
combinationthan Winnie. Shehad taffy colored hair

and big brown eyes. Shewasour Golden Girl. «v;,,f‘

Yora Howard

Her skinwasclear withadelicatetransparency, which
insummer took on aslight golden suntan. Shewas
awayswell-groomed and soft spoken. Alanand Lora
andAlan and Winnieor Alan and Winnieand Lora--
they wereclosecompanionsinlifeandindeath. Alan
in1933, Winniein1934,
andLorain1935. Both
sheand Winnieused to
get up early on Sunday
morningsto gowith us
to church. We had to
catch an 8 o’clock
Auroraand Elgin (third
rail) train to get to
Marshfield Stationby 9
or 9:15, thenwait there
for a Lagon Square
elevatedtraintotakeus
therest of theway, and
wewereseldomlatefor
Sunday School inLagon
Square. Lora attended
school in Maywood,
[llinois, and Salt Lake _|*
and spent ayear in Rock :%
Springs, Wyoming, with
us

y

W
N
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Heisnow (1977) Bishop in the LaVerkin Ward in
Southern Utah. Heaso hasadental laboratory onhis

Cdifornia. Hisson,Alan, dsorunsadental laboratory

inLeeds, Utah. LlIoydwashisteacher, and heworked
for his father for several years. Hugh is a fine
musi cian—playsbeautifully and composesmusic. He
isreturning thisweek froman LDSmission (October
1977). Lloydand Helen never seemtoage. They are
exceptional insomany ways. They liveinabeautiful
home surrounded by many acresand beautiful trees.
Likehisolder brothersand sisters, LIoydisaways
making improvements on hishome and grounds. |

guess we get this from our father. Dad especially
enjoyed workinginthegarden. I’'msureLloyd’ sand
Helen'schildrenwill livetocall their parents* blessed,”

and aso hisgrandchildren and great-grandchildren.

dloyd Ellsworth Foward

loyd, theyoungest child in our family of nine

children seemed to take over where Alan left Samﬂ

off. Infact, he came up to Rock Springsto CJ)“(‘;;”“ 5;“‘”5
owary

vigtus not long after Alan’sdesth, and for amoment,
| thought it wasAlan. Hewastall and blond like his
brother and haslived asAlanwould havelived. He
married Helen M ortensen, and they haveten handsome
children--Lorraine, Alan, Dan, Anne, Rebecca,
Loralee, Richard, Hugh, Mary and David.

John Fritz Alan
Howard

Helen, Anne, dorraine, Aloyd, Alan, Panny

#.Lloyd and Helen and family have dwaysbeen active
inthechurchand Lloyd hasbeenin Stake presidencies
and bishopricsfor much of hislife.

Page 13
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dora Howard

Winnie 1924

Alan Howard

Yessie Howard
and
Yack Howard

®
Prucilla, Alan, Winnie FHoward N
Qucie Howard James, Richard and Dois 4 \/
about 1929
N iy
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Prucilla with Yora
Yohn with Alan

Yohn Fritz Alan Howard and Prucilla Sears Howard
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O hree generations - 1914
Qucie (14) Prucilla (39) Sarah Jane (64)

O hree generations - John Fritz Alan Howard,
Yohn Q{’Lchards Moward and Gordon Howard

Page 16

Hucie - High School

Ohree generations - John (Jack) Howard (top)
John Richards Howard, John Fritz Alan
Howard
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May 6, 1917 -~ Dhe John Howard Gramily
John, Prucilla, Gordon, Yucie, Jessie, Jack, Mark, Winnie, Alan, dora, Aloyd

®
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Yucie Howard James
Autobiography
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YQucie Howard James
Autobiography

was born on March 2, 1900 to Sarah Drucilla

Searsand John FA. Howard in Sandy, Salt Lake

County, Utah. My brother Gordonwasbornin
the same house one year earlier. The houseistill
standing andisstill inuse. (1977)

Yucie Howard -- 1900

My mother and my father are both
descendants of pioneerswho crossed the plainsin
covered wagons. Infact, therestoration of the Gospel
iscentra todl theimportant thingsthat have happened
intheir lives, aswel asinmine.

My father built our first homein Sandy, Utah
with $2400that hiscousin, Lucie, gavehimwhilehe
wasreturning froman LDSmissionin Switzerland.
Shethen asked for theprivilegeof naming hisfirst two
children.

In 1906, we moved to Davenport, lowa,
wheremy father studied to beachiropractor. Hethen
moved to ChicagowhereheenrolledinRushMedica
College. HealsoworkedinaTB Sanitarium to pay
expenses. Marcuswasbornin lowa.

Our firg homein Chicagowasin Fulton Street,

;ﬁﬁ atwo-story flat in aBlack district. From our front

N

T
74 R

" upstairswindow weused towatchthe* Black Mirandy”

(apolicecar) pick uplaw violators. Alwaysthiswas

4
»

()

exciting asthe big black car with whistlesblowing
drove up to ahouse, yanked open the back door to
admit the guilty person, pushed back the onlookers
and dragged inthe offender. Wenever knew thewhy
or the wherefore of the arrests but it was exciting
none-the-less!

Page 19
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(Orront) Mark, Winnie, Jack - 1909
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t school we discovered that whites

weretheminority group. After some

big black boyshad broken Gordon's

collar bone and Jessie'sarm, we started to ook for

another house. Thiswasnot easy asno one seemed
towant six children.

Two Mormonmissonarieswerevistors. One

In 1911 we moved to Maywood, lllinois
where father had bought two acresof land and was .
having Mr. Fricki build usahouse. Thiswasreal #
living—awholesub-divisontoplay bal in, play hide
and seek, pick wild strawberriesand hunt crabs, which
carriedtheir young inthecurveof their tailsal matted
together likecockleburrs.

came down with smallpox, so we all had to be
vaccinated. German EllsworthwasNorthern States
Mission President, and we all looked forward to
goingtothebig chapel on PaulinaStreet. Weloved
taking part in the Christmas plays that Sister
Ellsworth directed. We also enjoyed the
Katzenjammer Kid inthe Sunday paper.

Our next move wasto ahuge black house
on Congress Street, acrossfrom the Presbyterian
Hospital. Gordon camedown with diphtheriahere
and Dadisolated him on thethird floor with afunny
old Dr. Watson. Noneof therest of uscaught this
dreaded disease. Thethingsthat | remember most
clearly about thishouse and neighborhood are: (1)
Thebeautiful long banister that extended fromthethird
floor to the second floor (high cellings) and what funiit
wasto slidedown it. (2) Oneday awoman on her
wal to the hospital had ababy right on our corner—
somereal hurrying took place. (3) Oneday aman
gave Jess etwenty-five centsand she bought abeautiful
chinadoll withit. (4) My favorite school teacher,
Miss Waterman, made me love school. (5) Once
mother sent mefor somemedicineon adark night to
Van Buren Street and Ashland Boulevard. Shesaid,
“Run as fast as you can—stay in the middle of
theroad.” Itwasreally abad area. (6) Rollerskating
at thelceland Skating Rink. (7) Mother fine-combing
our headswith kerosenefor lice. (8) Dad, inthedark
of thenight, shootingrats. (9) The houseacrossthe
court, which some people said was haunted. (Dr.
Watson saw many strangethingsthere, but wenever.)
(10) How brave Gordon was when he hollered,
“Ching, ching, Chinaman,” and then ran. (11)
The Black woman who did our laundry. (12) What a
beautiful baby Alanwas. (13) A beautiful Christmas
doll that mother had hidinthecloset upstairs. (14) A
full skeleton that Dad had hanginginacloset! I've

“ ~_spent many anight dreaming that | redecorated that

beautiful oldmanson.

Dhe Howard Home in Maywood, lllinois

Father had a beautiful garden—rows so
straight and long—hbig raspberries, strawberries,
tomatoes, corn asparagus, beetsand cherry and apple
trees. We got our water from awell that had avery
cold handleinwinter. Thewater wasvery hard, but
possibly becauseof theminerdsinit, Lloydand Alan
had beautiful teeth--no cavitiesand aperfect occluson.

Lorawasaso bornin Maywood—al so three
baby boyswho died shortly after birth (Mother had
the RH-negativeblood factor). Lifewasawaysgood
when mother was around because sheloved usand
weknew it.

YQucie and Jessie
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| Qucie and Jessie |
ordon, Jessieand | wereall in High School
together. Jessie and | also worked in the
Corn ExchangeNationd Bank. Onepay day
| received the wrong amount of money in my pay
envelope. After afew momentsof pleasant shock at
seeing so muchmoney, | returned it to the pay master.
About thistimeapictureof our family appearedinthe
rotogravure section of a Sunday paper with this
caption, “ Stork Well Represented in thisMormon
Doctor’sFamily.” Three of these picturesappeared
on the marble posts as | entered the bank the next
day. Upintheclearingswherel worked, machines
were clicking. Then, suddenly, one after another
stopped. | looked up. Theelevator had stopped and
stood wide open with a uniformed police officer
standing by it waiting. |, too, was curious—then a
bank messenger cameinto our section, gaveanoteto
the head clerk, then walked right up to meand asked
metofollow him. Trembling, | followed himto the
vice-president’sofficel ThenMr. Hamiltonsaid,
“MissHoward, | understand that you have
been listening to some of these Mormon
Missionaries, and | just wanted to tell you that

they are up to no good. They take girls to Salt

ﬁ»‘?”’; Lake City where they have secret trap dlabs in

the sidewalks. These let down and the girls are
never heard of more!”

y
¥ .)@\;
»~
y

()

L\ 'L. é\
®
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Beforehegot any farther, | said, “But | ama

real Mormon. | was born in Utah. My mother

and father were both born in Salt Lake City, and / 4%,

all four of my grandparents came to Utah as
pioneersin covered wagons!”

Helooked stunned, thensaid, “ Wheredo you
hold your meetings?’

The next Sunday was conference for the
Northern StatesMission. Brother JamesE. Tdmadge
was the main speaker. And our choir wasled by a
young €l der named Richard P. Condie. To our great
surprise, Mr. Hamilton and hisnephew (who had been
trying to date Jessie) came. Thenext day, anoteon
my desk asked meto cometo Mr. Hamilton'soffice
assoon as| reported for work. Thistimehesaid,

“MissHoward, | only want to ask you one
guestion. Was that a representative group of
young Mormon men that | met at your church
last Sunday?”

When | told himthat it was, hesaid, “ That's
the finest group of young men | have ever met
anywhere—bar none! That will do Miss
Howard!”

Page 21 Y rd
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thought to myself as | went back of the cages,
“Why shouldn’t they be special—everyonethere
held the Melchizedek Priesthood!”
In both Jessie'sand my pay envelopethe next
pay day, we each had araiseand anotethat said,
“Do not mention this raise to any of the
other employeesin your department.”
And aninteresting thing—the amount of our
ralsewasthe exact amount needed to keep our brother,
Jack, onhismissonin SouthAfrica

Gordon studied dentistry at Northwestern
University. President Black called Gordoninto his
officeoneday and said,

“The Mormon boys have a fine record at
this University. I’ll expect more from you.”

Yora, Winnie, Alan (about 1917)

Page 22

Gordon set up hisdental practicein Salt Lake
City. Inthefall of 1922, | took avacation viathe
Union Pacific Railroad and went to seehim. Hewas~,
talking to aman from the comptometer school | had
graduated from. Inabout ten minuteshehad mesigned
uptogoto Rock Springstowork inthe Union Pecific
Coal Company Auditing Office. Beforel knew it, my
vacation wasover beforeit began. (Instead of staying
for twoweeks, | stayed three years—and then twenty-
fiveyearsmoreinthetown). | had to get up at five
o' clock, carry aheavy suitcasefrom 756 E. 2nd South
totheUnion Pacific Depot. At Evanston, Wyoming,
an obnoxiousdrunk got on and sat bessdeme. When
he got off at Rock Springs, | almost stayed on the
trainsinceit wasone a.m. and very dark outside. |
sat up intherailway station all night. The baggage
clerk gave me the coal company’s auditing office
address and Bishop John Young'saddress, and life
took on new dimensionsimmediately. Gordon asked
to borrow $200.00, which was exactly theamount |
had, and since | expected to be paid on Saturday, |
sent him thewholething. Sincethe coa company
paid every two weeks, | went hungry for several
days—too proudtotell the Bishop!

Rock Springswas not theterrible place that
UncleRoyal had told meit was. Gordon cameto see
mewhenever hecould. In1924, | waslivinginaone-
room unheated apartment on “B” Street, no indoor
plumbing and only abed for furniture. My $130.00
went to Jack ($50), mother ($25), and rent ($15).

Gordon was concerned about my
accommodations, but | wasn't for | had met a
handsomeyoung man (returned missionary) whodrove
aclassy Stevenscar and who alwayshad apocket full
of money.




Qucie - Sront, second from right

Yucie - Second from left
PBasketball in Chicago, 1919

Swimming in dake Erie (Yucie is in the middle front)
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(Letter giventothefamily from Aunt Jessieafter

Wyoming, April 17, 1925

Dearest Jessie,

Will you please put your all absorbing baby down
for a few minutes while I tell you how much |
have been thinking of you lately, and how glad |
am that eleven days have added their strength and

satisfaction.

Oh how I long to see you both—would you let
me hold him?— who does he look like? Bet he is
a darling—mother surely thinks so—says “his eyes
are blue” — Can [ see you smile. Think you are
real smart don’t you? —and that “he is the
sweetest thing”—of course he would be. Hope
his eyes don’t change—to please you—but me,

myself—I like big brown ones—sigh

What did Lora say and Lloyd—bet Lora can't
contain her joy. Really Jessie, I can'’t tell you how
much [ have missed Lora, her sweetness and
impetuosity. And for that matter—how I have

missed you all—

Page 24

Guess that mother has told you the conference
news, but just in addition—/Norma is engaged
to Kimball—the one she has been going with
for four years—happy? Oh my yes—Beautiful
Norma, Lucky Kimball. Did you meet him?—
he is real nice, round face, rosy cheeks. Laura is
smiling upon a very plain looking red-headed
returned missionary (real likable albeit). Funny
how such pretty girls should pick on such
ordinary looking men. (Why you'd think they
could get a Cotteral—huh?) Otella is still
unmarried and as bewitching as ever—Alice
Murdock met Elder Orson Davis at the Reunion
and was quite thrilled—she says—

‘N I met Harry—sigh—oh dear, these men
—1 didn’t dance or talk to him—tho't it best not
to, but he watched me all evening and it “shore
took the starch outta me.” All that we said to
each other was

He—"Hello Lucie”—

Me—"Why did you come here”—

Him—"To see if you were here”—

Then Alice came up and some others and
saved further words. Good Alice—HHandsome
Harry—dutiful Cecil—kind, grand President
Taylor—nice young men—happy Uncle
Winslow—smiling crowd—lively music—after
anticipating it all so long [ wanted to leave it—
just like in the “movies” -- leave it all and go
home to mother and the kids—our dear mother

and adorable youngsters.

Elder Hart was quite the sheik—oh my—but he
looked grand — Elder Grant didn’t hardly look
at me—just cuz he had another girl who looked
like she was his'n—oh well, [ like him
anyway—cuz once he looked at me—like
adoration I tho’t—'n his girl wasn’t a bit nice
looking like I am. Minnie Ward—dear lady—
was just beside herself with happiness—gave

me the swellest motherly squeeze—my but it



seemed good to see her and to hear her laugh—

Sr. Pulley has a real handsome husband, and Elder
Probst has the prettiest baby that I have ever seen.
He surely is a proud father. His wife is very sweet
also. It was just grand to be surrounded by
friends. [ think that it made C. (Cecil) open his
eyes cuz ever since he has been oh so adoring—
and me being kinda dumb just let him. Last
Sunday when he brought me home from Church [
really tho'’t that he was good looking —(it was a
very cloudy evening). Somehow [ rather like
him—and if he ever does get up enough courage
to ask me—I'll say “yes” so quick that he won't
know what’s struck him. (Doesn’t sound like me
does it?)—it is tho—Am kinda sorry that you have
walked off with the honors of having the first
grandchild—I had hoped to do that myself—But
once [ get in the running—well just “watch my

smoke kids.”

Guess Gordon is standing on his ear by now—
Wonder whether theirs will be a boy or girl—oh

dear—why can'’t I have one too (twins)

Please try and find a moment or two to write to
me—I starve for home news. Vie is engaged to be
married to Stanley Draney in June but I'm afraid
they won'’t make it. She scolds him too much—'n
he gets his sensitive feelings all-the-time hurt—
crazy kids—not a bit of sense to it—(their quarrels

I mean).

We are having a real honest to goodness rain
storm, the first in months n months ‘n months—
everyone is looking outta the windows ‘cept me,

I've seen lots of them—

Compared with H.--C, doesn’t say hardly
anything atall, but me—I'm smart and can fill in
*_the pauses n read between sentences — make it

more romantic than man ever could.

President Taylor said, Jessie is a wonderful
girl—wonderful girl”—About Winnie he said
“Isn’t she a jewel” ‘n half closed his eyes n
smiled his wonderful smile. About mother he
said, “Your mother is one of the finest women [
have ever known—one of our noble mothers in
Israel”—OF me-he said “Good girl—I like
you”—and I had a grand waltz with him—'n |

like him very much—

Well Jessie dear I hope you are up by now (by
the time this reaches you) and feeling real spry—
but don't try to do too much—Let our older
youngsters do the housework or your
husband—or let it go till I get there—I/ just love
housework you know—~How [ should like to
drop in at your home to-nite—but [ have to go
home thru the rain to a cold house and build a
fire n cook my own ‘n Vie's supper (macaroni

and cheese)—more fun! Affectionately, Lucie

PS. Has it occurred to you what a famous day
your baby was born on? Who can tell perhaps
he is to be a second Brigham Young or a very
great man—0because it is to us a choice day—
Just so he is a good Latter-day Saint—what

Joves his mother and father and Aunt Lucie. [

shall be satisfied —L.

Yucie and Cecil
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Cecil Syme James and Yucie Howard James - October 7, 1925

n Oﬁogglr 7L ;(9 2_? Celcil ?nd Ie\:a‘v:are marr:jed Our first home (1925) wasin Wardell Court,
inthe Salt L ake Temple. It'sreally awonder all furnished and very lovely—except no washing

that he ever dated me on account of the ol machine. Wethen moved to ahouse on Walnut Street
stove aromathat wasusedintherock house. and bought thefurnitureinit for $600. It wasagood
buy! We still have the entire bedroom set and one
chair fromtheoverstuffed set (1977).

When Richard wassix weeksold (1926), we
moved into our new homethat Cecil had builtinhis
leisuretime (he had severa Churchjobs). | loved our
new home, and with anew baby, therewas suddenly
alottodo. Inthishome, Lois, Tom and Cheril were
born. Dr. Lauzer wasour doctor. However, hewas
a bit late arriving when Lois was born and Cecil
officiated. Hewasvery calm and gave good advice,
likeonthelast ddlivery painhesaid, “ Takeit easy!”

| answered, “Easy, my eyel”

: And lo and behold, we had a beautiful girl
Cecil Sy Jares baby. Joycewasbornin Sdt Lake City at my mother’s
home. ItwasJune 25, but avery cold day. Shecame

*) Our chapel in Rock Springswasasmall one-room, before water could be heated to wash the doctor’s 2

\ //f aged one, but | learned to lovethe people, especialy hands—so they were cold too! “"z\\ 7
" Bishop J.B. Young who was as fine aman as ever
N lived. /
v \ /
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Cecil with Richard, ois, @ ommy, Joyce and
Cheril about 1940
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[f ) nthefourth of July | took her and three other
children, Richard, Loisand Tom plusluggage
homeontheUnion PacificRailroad. Thetrain

* wascrowded. | got aseat, but thechildrendid not. A

little Jewish woman took Tom, who wastwo, on her

lap, then Loisalso. Pretty soon, Richard was aso
taken care of by aman. I’ ve often wished that | had
gotten the names of the two who were so good to my
childrensincel wassitting by amentally retarded girl
who wasbeing taken to Evanston, Wyoming for care.

Shekept touching the new baby but shedid not hurt

her. It wasalong eight-hour ride, and wewereglad

to see Cecil at the Rock Springs station.

CecilewasbornintheRock SpringsHospital.
When | entered, thenursesaid,

“How long have you been in labor Mrs.
James?”

| said, “I have just had one pain, but it
was a lulu!”

Shesmiledand said, “ Well, wewill takeyour
history.” then added, “How many children have
you had?’

When | said, “Eight,” she said, “ Put her
right to bed!”

Cecilewasbornten minutes|ater, afineeight
pounder with abig Jamesvoice. My childrenwereadl
beautiful babiesand well behaved children. | fed very
blessed to have such fine young people and now men
and women—redl specid, al of them.

ois and Joyce

Welivedin“the housethat Cecil built” (813 Young
Avenue) for twenty-two years, then sold it for about
threetimesthe cost. While here, Cecil served as/_
Bishopfor nearly tenyears, and | taught the adult class
for ten yearswhilethe childrenweresmall. It wasa
most choice experience. | asoworkedin the mutual
and Cecil served as scout master aswell, sowewere
both kept busy.

7

813 Young Avenue, Rock Springs, Wyoming

Cecil becameinterestedin flying and bought a
Piper Cub (flying machine). Later he decided he
wanted abigger plane, so he bought a Stinson Station
Wagon plane.

Onthemaidenflight of thisplane, asweflew over a
rodeo, the engine stopped and would not start.
Brother and Sister Canfield werewith us, and weall
knew we were going to crash land. Cecil made a

good landing on an old road that |ed to aghost town, . °

Gunn, but just as we started to breathe that sigh of
relief, we hit agully intheroad and head over hedls
wewent.
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us—no one came to get us out (so we crawled

out). Welanded hanging upsidedown! Then Cecil
went for help, after making sure that we kept clear of
the planefor fear of an explosivefire. The planewas
atotal loss. In fact, as | examined its structure, it
seemed to be built of huge match sticks. No onewas
hurt.

It was rather an unromantic wreck—no one saw

We have spent a lot of our vacation time at
Fremont Lake near Pinedale, Wyoming (the town
farthest from arailway station in the United States).
Fremont Lakeis 100 milesfrom Rock Springs, sowhen
Cecil left for work on Sunday night, we knew that we
were on our own
until he returned
the following
Friday. Onetime
a scout leader
(part Indian)
asked Richard if
hewouldhephim
take his boy
scouts up to the
head of thelake.

Richard was
young, but
handled the boat
well. Richard and about six boys, plustheir bedrolls
were ready and waiting for the scout |eader to come
from the end of the lake when a sudden storm arose.
(I didn’t worry—no one would go out in astorm like
that!) Thenwe saw what looked like aman standing
on the water. The waves were too high to see the
boat. As soon as he got within hearing distance he
ydled,

“Come on, Richard, let’'sgo!”

Richard pulled the starter cord and they were
off. Every few minutes, the engine seemed to stop.
We strained our eyes and ears. Then suddenly we
couldn’t see or hear them. | didn’'t even know the
names of the boys who were with Richard, and my
imagination gave me much to worry about. | wasill
awake at midnight when | heard our boat coming down
thelake (I knew the sound of our motor). | wokeLois,
and wewent down to the pier. No moon—it wasvery
dark—therain had stopped and so had thewind. Then

Qois, @ ommy, Joyce and Cheril

suddenly the motor also stopped. Had it hit that rock?

Fearing theworst, | sent Loisback to thetent whilel

Page
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searched the shoreline. Cold slippery rocks, tangled
branchesand fallen tree stumps slowed my progress.

| found nothing—I fell many times. Finally | 7/

climbed up to the highway where | could get abroader
view. Even when it started to get light, | could see
nothing but abig black lake, shiny and till. | went back
to follow the shoreline down the lake and ran into a
boat with two meninit, asleep. Onel recognized as
the man who owned ahardware storein Pinedale, Mr.
Murphy. Heimmediately told me that the boyswere
all safebut very wet. Instead of thanking him, |

stood there and cried, which certainly didn’t improve
my bedraggled |ook.

MRonnie, ducie, Joyce, ois, Pavie, Cecile — 1950

Stormscome up suddenly on thelake, and once
Dick, Tom, Joyce and Lois were in a very bad one.
Finally quite away up the lake came Lois and Joyce
half drowned and through rain and tears said,

“Mama, Richard and Tom are afraid the
boat isgoing to be broken to pieces. They aretrying
tosaveit!”

Thechildrenwere safe—littledid | care about
the boat.

One summer we were on our way to our
favorite hang out—Cecil ahead with the truck and
equipment and Richard driving the car with thefamily.
Cecile was atiny baby, and as Cheril leaned over to
look at the baby, her body pressed against the car door
handleand it flew open, taking Cheril withit. Itwasa
long driveto Pinedale, but wefound adoctor—an old

man who had to build a wood fire to sterilize hiss "\ 7

instruments. He put nine clamps to hold together a
right angled shaped wound.
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Cecil with Joyce and Cheril about 1940

W
V' Cecil, Yucie, Richard, Uois, O ommy and A
Yoyce 1932
N jp»;gf %w iy Y4
4 BX a0 TN 7R\
< \ Page 31 v 7



ecil then drove her back to the hospital in Rock
Springswhile we came back in thetruck. |
& panicked as we entered town, not knowing
* where Cheril would be—in the hospita or in the
mortuary. Shewasat homein bed, still unconscious.
Dr. Lauzer told menot to build too many hopes, since
theinjury wasinavita spot. Shemight never walk or
seeagainif shelived. Wecalled Bishop J. B. Young
togiveher ablessing. Shedidnot regain consciousness
until thefourth day. she opened her eyesand said,

“Mama, my head hurts.”

| told her that it
would soon be better and
she said, “No, it won'’t
ever be better.”

That night
Sister Reese and little
Joan came to see us,
and while we were
talking in the front
room, suddenly there
wasCheil, gandinginthe
doorway in her white
nightgown—shecould seeand
shecould walk—what abeautiful sight! Many times
wehavebeen grateful that Brother Young lived worthy
tomaintain hisspiritud gift of healingthesick.

o}

Cecile, Cheril, Joyce, ducie, Alan, dorna, Pon,
QRichard, ois, Ron and Pave - Yellowstone 1950

>

Cecil became Bishop of the Rock Springs
Wardin 1935 and the next nine yearswere busy ones
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for al of us. Richard entered themilitary air service
not long after. Out of alarge group of entrants, he '
wasoneof thefew whoqualifiedfor pilottraining.  ~#
In 1948, we moved to Provo, Utah. Cecil -
kept hisjob at the Superior Lumber Company and
commuted by planeand car to Provo on weekends.

1815 MNorth 650 East, Provo, ‘Utah

Loiswasmarriedto Carl Hirschi afew daysafter she
turned eighteen. They had four children—Ronald,
David, Carlaand Randy. Thismarriagewasdissolved
in1967. Shelater married Ernest Winfieldin 1969.
Sheand Erniearestill working at Thiokol (1977).

In 1951 Joyce and | entered BYU as
freshmen. Thenext four yearspassed quickly, but |
felt glad to begraduated so | could call my timemy
own.

Richard wasthefirst of our childrento attend
BYU. However, andtrueto our hopes, hemet alovely
girl named LornaMatkin, whom he married inthe

Canadian Temple. They havefour children—Alan, ..

Don, Kayleen, and Kent. Richard became Bishop of
the Second Ward in Rock Springs, and hastaken his
father’splacein the Superior Lumber Company.



n April of 1974, Richard underwent heart

I surgery—two arterieswere passed by and

two others(onefrom histhigh and the other

* fromhischest) wereimplanted. Heheded surprisingly

fast dueto thefact that the heart muscles were not

damaged and that hewasin good physical condition.
But moreabout thisfinelad | ater.

We have had many delightful times

red and very huge. Thousandsof other boatswereon
thelake but the areaisvast and ofteninthe Canyons.
We were alone—no trees—no houses—no / .
motorcycles—no automobiles—no planes—no *
people—no tel ephones—no modern conveniences
—no dead linesto meet—no voice of any kind except
the splashing of water asthe motor on the boat gently
moved us along.

together as a family. In 1976, Cecil, Johnny
(James), Christianne (Scribner) and | went up
early to Fremont. It wasvery cold so the first
thingwedidwasto start abigfire. LoisandErnie
wereaready there. Thewindwasblowingsol
tied an old scarf around my straw hat whichdidn’t
enhancetheold green coat | waswearing. Ernie
came up with an arm full of wood and said,
“ Squaw woman, where shall | put this?”

Little Johnny who always said theright
thing came up to me, took hold of my hand and
sad,

“Grandma, | think that you look
kinda young from the back!”

Cecil and Yucie at Freemont dake 1976

Richard sboat used to supply al of therides
for thefamily on these outingsbut now Richard Snow,
Ernie, Alf, Cecil and Tom haveboats (Alf, Cecil, and
Tom own one conjointly). All of the teenage
grandchildren water-ski and al so snow ski. Evenl
rode asurf-board once. Thisyear, 1977, we hired
three houseboatsfor our family reunionand spent three

| daysand two nightson fabulous L ake Powell. This

' ~areaseemed to meto belikevisiting anew planet—
Mars, for instance, sincethe hugerockswere sandy-

Climbing up to the
top of Holeinthe
Rock was a must--
also stopping to
inspect Rainbow
Bridgeandtoclimb
up the precarious
paths to Indian
dwellings. J. Grant
and Tommy likedto
scareusby diving off
thehighdiffs Welet
our imaginationsrun
wild as we saw

ucie angels, elephants,
women, men, horses, dogs, rabbitsetc. carved by wind
andraininthedliffs. Richard Snow conducted Sunday
servicesfor usinaprivate Canyon. Thisto mewas
the high spot or most memorable event. Our three
boats docked and we climbed up to a flat spot.
Richard had it planned so that every man and boy
holding the Priesthood took part—if only by passing
the sacrament. Cecil, Richard and Tom spoke. They
have never stood taller spiritually | thought (at least
we all shed tears—especially when they spoke of
Johnny). How blessed | thought al my children (except
Cecile) and al my grandchildrenin accord (almost
all—Don and Rita—new baby). (Kayleen and
husband and Doug and Cecileand children not there).
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n 1975 we had rather a frightening
experience while camping by Lake
Fremont in our favorite camping spot. It

s waslocated toward thenorth end of the campingarea

and had many very largetrees—pinetreesthat grew
up and up and up. It aimost kinked one’sneck to see
thetops. Therewereaso eight campsclosetogether.
Each had abig wooden table with benches, severd
flat spots for tents, trees just spaced right for
hammocks, special outdoor stovesfor cooking. This
onea so had apump, and just ashort way up thehill
was Big John. Big John hasimproved much since
wefirst met—but still isnot quitelikewhat we are
usedto at home. Thisspecial camp alsoiscloseto
the water—our men even made aplacefor docking
boats. rafts and canoes. Onerock has asoap dish
builtinand those brave soulswho fedl the need have
anicecold private (almost) bath area.

But | forget—I started out to tell you of a
frightening experience here. Stormscome up often
but this one was a lightening and thunder deal.

® 7 N W

7
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Everyone was sitting it out in their tents when
suddenly a simultaneous flash and earth rocking

thunder dmost petrified us. It had struck very close”,

weall knew. Through the downpour of rainwhich
followed, | ran from one tent to another. | found
everyonefrightened, but safe. Cecil had takenthe
truck down to the boat landing hoping to bring back
our fishermen--Richard, Kent, Tommy and Johnny.
He found them very wet but also safe. When he
returned, hetold usthat hewasnot far fromthetree
whichwasstruck by that blinding flash of lightening.
It ripped off the bark and limbs—therewasno sign
of fire, justalot of destruction. Other memorable
tripswe havetaken are (1) to Zions, Grand Canyon
and Bryce Canyon (2) The Black Hills of South
Dakota. At Spearfish we saw the Passion Play—
every seat was taken (we wondered how those
barren hillsever coughed up so many people. (3)
Yellowstone Nationa Park, (4) Jackson Holeand
the Tetons, (5) Dude RanchinWyoming.

PBack Row: Cecil, Aloyd, Howard, Grandpa Howard, Helen
Second Row: Roger, ucie, Prucilla, Mark with baby, Gordon
Dhird Row: Alta, Cheril, Joyce, Ponna
Oront Row: dois, Jack, Cecile, JoAn, Jessie with Baby - 1942
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Happy Days

Tonight I'm thinking of all the fun
We've had on trips when we were young.
To distant lakes and parl(s and such
Where we camped out in one big bunch.

We'd wake up early, take our bikes
Go for a ride or take a hike,

Or gra]) our towels and go for a swim,
Race half a mile to be “first in.”

Or had the boys prepare to take

The boat across the waiting lake;
The still long nights beneath the stars
With only an owl the silence to mar.

No clock to tell us when to eat
When to get up or go to sleep.

No morning paper with the news

Of mishaps or which “brand” to choose.

Our first safari let me tell

Of seventeen in one motel!
Three cars then held all our stulf,
Sleeping l)ags and powder pulf.

To the Dakotas once we went
Six cars now on pleasure ])ent,

Saw the ])ig faces cut from stone

Our presi(lents, aloft, alone.

At Canyon Grand, Pop was pitied quite,
So many children didn’t seem right,

To a certain some])ody we didn't know

He paid Dad’s bill after cating—tis so!

Through many trips the children small
Held cousins’ hands or played at ball
Or ate with zest the camp-coolie(l fare
And slept at night without a care.

For Happy Days we thank you now
For punk baked beans and other chow,
For many free and happy days

Spent in the open, fresh I)yways.

Our love, Mom and Dad
(written by Lucie James — 1973)

N 2

2

To Yellowstone we next did go
To feed the bears and take a row.
Saw good Old Faithful's faithful spout

Just sixty minutes—up and out!

Dude Ranching also we have tried
When riding “Ranger” was our pride,

And swimming was a sun-burnt deal

V/

N

Page 35 '



/A
=4,

\\ WX ¢

\

Happy Days cees

MRoberta, dori, JoPDee, Aucie, Alison, Cecile, Je

JGohnny, Billy, Rusty, Craig, O omniy, Gina

O hanksgiving at Aunt Jessie’s about 1948

;P:il
£ ®

N

Page 36

Cecile On Ranger at the Pude (l@ﬂc{l\ j
@ x“" (( ) |\



Lucie typically wrote about all of our vacations in poetry. The following poem is only one

example of the many many she wrote, detailing all the fun we had while on vacations.

This one was written to her grandson, Ron Hirschi, while he was serving a mission in

Trip to the Southern Parks (1967)
l)y Lucie HOVV&I‘(l \Iames

Southern Australia:

Listen dear Elder and I'll tell you a tale

Tha'll make your hair yellow
And turn your skin pale!

On the first of July in ‘67
To the South Parks we went -

TWO cars tOOl{ eleven —

Your family joined ours at 2 a.m. sharp
In the hammock they found
A Tasmanian parked.

He said he slept well with earwigs small
His bed gently swaying,
Mosquitoes and all!

The James from Rock Springs
Arrived in a flurry.

We jumpe(l into our car, and left in a hurry.

The food in our trunk

Was enough for a church
But the way Kayleen ate

Left us all in the lurch!

Our first stop, Bryce Canyon —
Stately figures so gay
Psychedelic in color — in flamboyant array!

We descended a trail

With switchbacks no end,
Found a bird on a nest

At the bottommost bend.

The hike coming back

Was much farther l)y puff —
One trip down and up

Was more than enough
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At Cedar our bed was waiting for us,
We dropped in kerplunk —

Snored in unison plus.

To get out of Cedar we used lots of gas —
Up, down, back and fortll,
But we did it in class!

Sunrlay the 2“‘1, no I)real(fast, we fasted —
Wicked camping spots lured us —
We surprisingly lasted.

At last we did cat iced melon and eggs —
It filled us so tight, we hurt in our legs.

At Zions we waded, sans shoes and sans sox,
The sands were so hot, big blisters we got.

Our supper at Grand was super de luke
Charcoal browned steaks —

Bing Crosby, the cook!

The men arose early — a mule trip to take,

But found to their sorrow, the trail in a lake.

So off to Lake Powell, the big pond to see,

But “where will all sleep?” is a puzzle to me.

The gas in our Lincoln
Must have been heaven-sent,
For it no sooner came than presto it went!

At Powell we added a “Page" to our lives —
Insufferable heat — half-baked, we survived!

On the Fourth we returned —

All safe and fatigued
And had to eat up a lot of stale feed.
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( n Provo | worked again in the Mutual and since
I Cecil left for Rock Springs Sunday afternoons, it
Z ‘.gw left aloneevening or an evening withayouthfiresde
s group. | chosethelatter and almost every Sunday night
we held a fireside group meeting somewhere. But |
often missed the evenings in Rock Springs when the
wind stopped blowing and the neighbors came out on
their front porches and talked whilethe children played
kick the can and hide and seek in the street. Cecil and
| alwayscalled our childreninwhenit got dark, but the
others stayed much longer. Our children didn’t liketo
comein so early, nor did |. | have missed neighbors
who were never too busy to squander apleasant evening
hour! Tom and Richard also worked after school at
the Lumber Yard and missed much of the school’sextra-
curricular activities, but when the Junior Prom came |
wanted Richard to get adate. | eventold himthat if he
didn’t call someone like Lois Hatch by nine 0'clock, |
would! Guess what? At nine o'clock sharp Lois
Hatch called and asked him if he had found the pencil
shelost! (Of course, | had called her and asked her to
call and ask that question to Richard!). Sincethen, he

has rather enjoyed getting dates.
Cecil now had areal reason for having aplane.
We wereliving in Provo, and he was working in Rock
Springs. Each Friday we watched and waited for him
to circle our house. When he saw us, he dipped his
wings, then we jumped into the car and raced him to
the airport—he alwayswon. We always hoped that he
would noticeal thework we had done on the old home
(which we redlly enjoyed), but we may never know
since he said nothing about it.

-
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\ ucie with our dog Susie in Provo, Utah
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In 1951, | entered BYU as a freshman. We /=
a so had studentsliving in our home so therewasalways
excitement and peoplein the house. | graduated four ’::/
yearslater withaBA in English,and my languagecourse |«
was French. | then entered an LPN course which
lasted one year. Sister Martin also took the course,
and we traveled back and forth together. IrmaMartin
was one of the most choice, interesting, and adorable
women | have ever known. She ranksright at the top
along with Zelma Grosso and Edna Botero of Rock
Springs.

Mother died of astroke on February 11, 1951,

at Jessie and

Roy’s home in
Holladay, Utah,
aged seventy-
six years. Her
passing was a
great loss to al
of uswho loved
her. She always
came when we
needed her and
awaysbrought a
good spirit into
our homes.

PBack: Howard PBuckmiller, P om and
MRichard James, Ponna PBuckmiller
Middle: Roger PBuckmiller, Joyce Jarmes,
Jack Buckmiller
Oront: Cheril James, Grandma Howard, dois James

What alovely Valentine's Day she must have
brought to her sons, Alan and Jack, and her daughters,
Winnie and Lora, who preceded her in death. Her
descendants number over 100 and fourteen of them
have homes along the Wasatch Front. Her children
and grandchildren have done her proud and her great-
grandchildren, and great-great grandchildren areal fine
men and women, boys and girls. Almost all are active
members of the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day [,
Saints. Gordon, Tom, Cheril and Cecile and Johnny\\
inherited Mother’slove of peoplewhich hasmadetheir ALY
lives a great adventure.
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Jessie, JoAn, Cecil, Cheril, dois, Grandpa Howard, Joyce, Roger, 3 om, Richard, Qucie, Cecile, Foward,
Grandma Howard, Jack, Ponna (Jameses and Buckmillers) 1941

Aunt Mary, Cheril, Joyce, ducie, Aunt Alta about 1941
TN L

‘ :
S f v Ohe John F.A. Howard Home in Maywood. Illinois. CIt was occupied by \:“\ b
4 Ruthie, Mary, JoAn Buckmiller  them until 1926. Picture taken Novermber 1925 at the time of Yucie’s marriage [

in Holladay, ‘Utah (to Cecil James) and Jessie’s return to the West.
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OUR WISH FOR YOU
/‘\:.\ By Lucie James — Christmas 1978 j}/x

? To live in this “wide wonderful world”
Is His gift from heaven above,
Live it well, live it fully, (leeply,

Taste its greatness, its goodness, its love.

THE BEAUTIFULthe glory of

the morning,
Darkness slowly giving way to light,
A kaleidoscope of flaming clouds,
Swiftly changing robes of red to white.

Then the sun’s dazzling entrance,
Dominating, dulling morning's blush,
Waking, warming, giving sight and life
And to our hearts a welcome hush.

Flashing stars in an ebony sky

The silent descent of soft snow ﬂal{es,
Or cotton clouds in shifting shapes,
The smell of new bread, cookies and

cal{es.

THE MAJESTIC_the awe-inspiring
canyon lands,

With graceful birds in unhurried flight,

Huge sculptured mountains of ancient
stone,

Fantastic colors, enormous height.

The solemn gran(leur Of POWGll’S Lal{e,

With its vast and varied waterways,
Each one special in buttressed red rock,
Fashioned by wind and hot sun’s rays.

The sophisticated beauty of mountains
tall,

Snow capped, rugged, amazingly great,

Mirrored perchance in cold liquid glass

Like the lovely Tetons in Jenny's Lake.

/V‘

THE TERRIFYING—nature in

defiance of man,
Venting power in thunderous roar,

Brilliant streaks of deadly light
Trees bending, wind washing boats ashore.

THE SPIRITUAL-for a pilot’s light,
true Christian faith,

To guide you safely, teach you His ways,

Seal you as families to each other,

Not only for now, but for “always."

A loyal love enriched by heirs

Your sons all stalwart, you daughters fair,
The thrill of achievement for tasks well done,
(Good things of this world enough to share.

The glance of understanding and love,
Satisfaction from talents improved,

The feel of a child’s soft hand in yours,
Age and youth for a moment fused.

All this and much, much more we wish
For you, your daughters and your sons,
Not time nor death will ever change
Our love for you—our favorite ones.
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MOTHERHOOD
GIFT DIVINE
(1973)

For Mary a new experience,
This first born, small man child,
He shall be called “Holy to the
Lord,”

Be faultless, void of guile.
As tenderly she held Him close,
She marveled, pondered much
The wonder of life so fragile,
The softness of infant touch.
“What manner of man shall this
be?”

His eyes looked into hers,
“He shall be good, he shall be
great.”

A happiness in her stirred,
For do not mothers everywhere
Hold prayers that their sons can

“Increase in wisdom and stature”

And “In favor with God and
man?”

Only to mothers, this gift divine,
Motherhood, a special kind of
love,

Her trust to lead and guide
The spirits sent from above.
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Ernie Winfield

in Salt dake
Qemple 1969
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ROOTS AND WINGS
By Lucie H. James (1972)

A Mother's tasks are many
In a home with children small—
At first it takes much T.L.C.
As she cuddles one and all.

But there is still a greater need

That many years may take,

And thought and tears and prayers
and love

That “trial and error” make.

A mother should give ROOTS,
Good roots, both strong and true—
Build character, integrity,

To meet temptations new.

Roots of Faith to hold, to guide,
Keep children’s heads held high—

Knowing always in their hearts

That Heaven's help is nigh.

Roots spirited with Happiness
Acquired along life's way,
A mother's smile, approval

On efforts spent each day.

Page 44

A mother in the home

At close of day to greet,
And baking bread’s aroma
Their hunger pangs to meet.

A mother should give WINGS
That boys and girls might soar,
Do things before unknown

NOI‘ ever (10116 ])efore.

Wings sprung from roots
Of well-employe(l time—
Encouraged in the way

Their talents might incline.

WINGS and ROOTS,
Nourished by love

Both parents in a team—

Roots for Strength and Wings for Joy

Twice parent blessings bring.
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11, 1930

Married
Roberta Stevenson
Yune 4, 1956
Hos Angeles
D emple
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1950-1953 9‘@51011 to Japan

® om and Roberta
dori, JoPDee, P ommy, Johnny, Billy, ﬂ)ki[if (inset)
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(An old unfinished typed letter that Cecile found in the basement years and years ago. . .)

January 25, 1931 ”‘;&f

DC&I' Eleanor,

Richard watered the ink — so I'm being resourceful — pleasescuse — We were so
glad to hear from you again altho I know I didn't deserve it — so you are in Chicago
and passed right thru our town — my how I would like to have seen you and to have
shown you our adorable peewee — she has the curliest hair and lashes — like a movie
star - If I had not been at home when she was born I wouldn't believe her mine —
here I go raving about my youngsters before I even ask how are you — and how is Bob.
Can he swing a wicked leg yet? - And how are you and pardon my familiarity — how
is your pelvis? Oh yes and that handsome bachelor man. . .I saw in the paper tonight
that Abby gave a turkey dinner for her Mother's birthday — bet it was swell don't
you? Everytime I see her I wonder how she made that wonderful fu(lge — I'd ask her
only I don’t think that I made such a good impression on her —

It has been awfully hard to wait this long to tell you but we have the most adorable
darlingest — cutest smartest — beautifulest little man child I ever laid eyes on. He is
eight months old — I was quite silly about the other children but worse than bugs about
this one — He is just a dream — Cecil said he looks like a little wop but every one else
says he looks just like Cecil — don't tell him I told you but he really is better looking —
he has black hair, whiter skin than Richard’s and smily eyes — I could rave all nite
about my Tommy -
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Jerilynn, Michelle,
Shauna, Panny

£
; N
A x N /
ﬁé’f \ \
Dick, dois, P om, Joyce, Cheril, Cecile - 1962 Married Alf Ridge - April 17,1975
\ e q
4»4} N q‘i\ - "ﬂg & %

N

o AR
Page 47 ol o



The Mind of a Child

By Lucie Howard, February 8, 1922

“I have heard it once, but please tell it over.”
Sweetly falls from the child of seven
As she lay down her wreath of new clover

pure and genuine as was in heaven.

And when [ had told her a much used (old) tale

Her eyes fairly danced full of glee,
So wound in the plot it must not fail
Or she would lose (true) faith in me.

Her sense of justice demanded an end
That happy and generous be

And the villain to prison surely send
While the poor and widowed set free.

OL, the mind of a child less drilled in speech

Is keenest to sense human laws

And many an older man might teach

But we are too wise — we have no flaws.

Richard, dois, P ommy and Joyce with Qucie
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Cheril James Snow

®

April 21, 1937

Married Richard PB. Snow
Sept 17, 1959

Manti, Utah D emple

Kathleen, Michael, Cheril, J. Grant, Roger, Richard,
Richelle, JoNell
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N GLEANINGS. ..

(by Lucie Howard, Feb. 13, 1922)

Most foreign weddings are lacking in love,
Having not that which comes from above,
American marriage has but one call

That sanctioning something, sweetest of all.

Love ever awakes the highest grace
And never that which is low or l)ase,
Courtship following should not end
At the altar, or grave’s slight bend.

Eternity then should be our test
If love would tether that which is best,
Conjugal love must give and take

Of each petty failing a virtue make.

A life full of service, great joy llatll,

And l{eeps us within the narrow path,
“Largeness of Life” most Worthy of ends,
Then let us have children and all that He

sencls.

A right to be born most surely is theirs,
The blessings of which slip in unawares,
Children well born an eternal joy give

The more we believe tllis, the longer we live.

Great grow our dreams which so fondly we plan
Of the time when each l)oy shall be a tall man,

Each (laugllter a jewel in her mother's crown,

/ LOV(‘) iS a process, a great treasure fountl.
S\
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Cecile James Scribner

\‘:‘ Born July 21, 1941

/s
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PDoug
Cecile
Russ
Gina
Craig
Scott
Christy
Gimmy
Spencer
Yora

1988

7
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Married to Poug Scribner - June 2, 1964 - Manti, Utah ) emple

Kayleen, Roberta, dorna, Cecile, dois, Joyce, Cheril, Carla ;g
N\
S
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To Cecile — Age 21

Written by Lucie James — July 21, 1962

Happy Birthday, Cecile But rather how strong
You've reached 21 Their big hearts and big hands

Life as a woman Big muscles to plow and to

[ ]
[ ] [ ]

For you has l)egun. . @}\%‘gm . Furrow your lands!
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Give you today, A man who approves of his

You may go as you like Mother-in-law

Come in the same way. Will think her real “beaut”

With nary a flaw.
You may now look at l)oys

And maybe perhaps That would chop up her wood

Flutter an eyelash, it will If pressed by his wife

“Send” the dear chaps. Be a model provider 00
vec0c00000e ol * %% All of his Life. . . )
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Think no longer in terms That will trundle the children

Of how l)oys can dance, Put them to bed

How handsome their profile Tell all of them stories

How thrilling their glance, Plus all the prayers said.
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/\\;\ Lastly, Cecile,
* We all hope you'll retain
0000000000000 Yourspiritsogay

As you quickly grow up
On this your birth day.

Your interest in others whose
Lot you may share
Keep the love in your bones

That makes you to care.

Cecile and Yucie - 1964
Your heart which seeks others
Along the hi-way

And gatllers them in
Makes you richer each day.

And safe-guard the glitter
That shines in your eyes
And also the tears that

00000000000 Bacl;ofthemlieso

No reforms do we ask
On this special (lay,
We'll take you “as is”

In a “Tom” sort of way.

Love, Wom and Dad

®om and Cecile - 1953

(written while Cecile,
Lucie and Cecil were
in Australia on

missions)

D om and Cecile - 1964
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TOM

Into the kitchen rushed happy Tom,
Hungry as teenagers get,
On the sink with fork tllrougll its middle
Was what looked like a fresh onion set.

He chewed it, swallowed then looked dismaye(l,
“That onion was rotton!” said lle,
Sud«lenly Tom achieved a new status,

He was powerful, potent, you see.

Now no human being came near him,

But that didn’t faze our Tom,

He dressed in his best clothes on Sun(lay
With his garlic tagging along.

From his mouth he blew a strong spout,
All proper heads turned away,

Some folks even got up and went out
But the Bishopric had to stay.

Tom held his poise but his clove broke camp—

The sermon was hardly heard,

Nice fOIl(S glance(l tOW&I‘(l lllm &Il(l eyel)rows rose

And many a nostril stirred.

Even life at home was not the same,
He dared not go to school,

Just showered and bathed and ate clorets,

And tried to play it cool.

Now garlic cloves are taboo for Tom
Likewise for his relations,

We prefer our children plain you see,
With no fancy decorations!

(By Lucie H. James)
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Part Dhree

Mission to Australia (1962-1965)

Cecile, Cecil and Yucie James’ Oarewell - 1961

Critchlow about going on a building

mission. When we finally got our call
monthslater, it wastoAustraia. Ontheother side of
theworld! Cecil wasexcited to be going back—it
had beenforty yearssincehisfirst mission.

Suddenly therewasalot to do like packing,
cleaning, sewing and passports. My passport was
challenged because my blessing record in thechurch
had menamed*“Lucy” andsincel spdl it“Lucie,” the
emigration officerequired awritten Satement givenin
the presence of anotary public by two peoplewho
had known melonger than forty yearsand who knew
that | wasthe baby blessedas“Lucy.” | found Brother
and Sister EzraMarler who vouched for me. Thento
really complicatethings, aheavy snowstorm and low
fog stopped air traffic. Wehurried up to Ogden, Utah,
togo by train—very dow—and got asfar asOakland.
We then boarded a freighter, which took usto San
Francisco. It wastruly amad rush—trafficwasheld
up for usaong the route—we barely got onthe gang-
plank when thefog horn blew, and up went the plank,
andinwedidintotheLurline.

In 1961 we wereinterviewed by Brother

A CAB RIDE THROUGH SAN FRANCISCO
TO BOARD THE LURLINE LUXURY LINER

Listen my children and you shall hear
Of a llairy mad dash down to the pier.
We arrived in San Fran at 3:45,

It'sa won(ler, I tell you, that we still survive!

|

We rushed to the cart, pulled out our stuff,
Dug down in our purse for one silver buck,
Then off to a 1)00(’11, the consul to phone,

Lucl{y for us, the man was not home.
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Then a tall “salty" ca])l)y was standing near])y
Who grabbed up our ba S, said we'd sure have to fl ,
g g y
For the gangplanl{ was (lown, not a minute they wait

For good folks like us who sometimes come late!

Now please hold your breath while I tell you the rest.
We were all scared spitless, that's no idle jest,
We got 1nto the cal)—l)ang went the door,
Zioom went the siren—folks scattered before.

The ‘salty’ was mad—we meant nothing to him,
Through traffic we sped, we wove like the wind,
With a bing, bang and zip and 70 per,

!

He cared Ilélllgllt fOI‘ traffic nor Speed cops, no SiI‘.

He'd get us there foll{s, dead or alive,
We lloped and we prayed that all would survive.
As we entered the pier like royalty awaited,
The cops smiled us in — we, the belated.

At the ship’s gangplanl{, we got service galore,
Some handed us papers, swung open our door,
Picked up our luggage, took our dumbfounded arms
On both sides they helped us, we came to no harm.

Now safe on the gangplanl{ with suitcases eigllt
We really had made it, things were going first rate.
We ])egan to relax, our own backs to pat,

When the ng WlllStle blew—raised our hea(ls fI‘OIIl our lléltS.

The boat started to move with the gangplanl{ not 1in,
Amazed and bewildered and trembling within,
Cecile glil)ly whispered, “Now wasn't that fun?”
And we knew for sure that our trip had l)egun.

(By Lucie H. James—1962)
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of the boat like sheep without a
shepherd. We found our way up,
»/  however, and entered thelap of luxury.

I reathless, we stood in thelower part

|%¢ie and Cecile on Yurline—leaving San graﬂciscol

Our cabinwaslovely, and our medswerejust
“out of thisworld.” Cecil and | overate but Cecile
didn’t, and shekept her weight undisturbed. (A choice
sometimesof ninety items, which hel ped usforget the
sad littlefaces of our seventeen grandchildren at the
Ogden Depot.)

YQucie, Cecile and Cecil on durline

Oneddightful week of worldly living onthe
boat wasfollowed by six weeksof waitingin Hawaii.
Thegovernment in Australiahad to be surethat we
wouldn'’t betaking money out of their country by our
building program. Cecil alsoworked onthechurch

o1 school at theLDS Collegein Hawaii. Cecileand |
. /- helpedinthekitchen.

P

N
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|Ceci[ and Yucie in Hawaii |

Wearrivedin Sydney, Australiaon March 1,
1962 after being softened by six weeksin aholiday
climate and atmosphere. Wewere met at theairport
by our areasupervisor Brother Gilbert Nieman and
Brother V. L. Beckstrand areatreasurer, Sr. Nellie
Harker, S. Lucy Rosen McK ay who knew Cecil when
hewasaprosaytingmissonary in1919-1922. All of
these wonderful people gently but persistently put
poundson our youthful figures. From Sydney wewere
flownto Mebourne, accompanied by Brother Nieman.
Here we were met by President Bott who got us
sartedintheright direction. (Four adultsinthecab of
anew Falcon Utility truck— Cecil, Cecile, Brother
Niemanandl.)

We arrived in Ballarat on March 2™, my
birthday, to find the wholetown celebrating. 1t was
thegalaBegoniaFestival, whichin Ballarat istheir
biggest holiday. Therewasaqueen, aparade, snging
on LakeWendouree, boat racing and in ahugegreen
houseinWendouree Park amost gorgeousdisplay of
begonias. Some wereten inchesin diameter, their
heads held up with wireframesthey were so heavy.
Their colorswere delicate, exquisite. Hundreds of
colored lights reminded us of our Christmas
celebrationsinAmerica. What abirthday entrance! ¥
Never havewe seen suchawell kept botanical garden , \/
or park. Treesfromall over theworld.

) £

O 70 9
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ot even a stray gum wrapper

N marred he paths. A glass house

held four marble statues (originals

weweretold) caled” Ruth,” “Modesty,” “ Rebecca’
and‘ Susannah.” | never tired of looking at these
and at the one in the center called “Flight from
Pompei”—Amazingly beautiful—whét gifted hands
and mindsmust have carved them out of solid blocks
of hard marble! The BegoniaFestival lastsaweek.

Cecile at PBegonia Frestival - 1962

Welivedinahotel for aweek—not exactly
likehotdsinAmerica. Audrdia sbeer isninepercent
acohal, andtheir hotelsaredefinitely bar oriented.
Even aglass of water had to be ordered from the
bar and required atip. Everyone seemed to order
liquor except us.

- wE e AN e L

Cecil and Yucie in front of home in PBallarat |
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We finally found a house on Lake
Wendouree—a beautiful location but no central

heating. Thewash roomwasinashed, had alarge”

copper kettlewith agasflame underneath. Youjust
stirred the clothes to get them clean while spiders
watched fromevery crevice. Theloca saintssaid our
homewas" beaut”—it did havelovely bigrooms, big
windows, threefireplaces, but no curtains. It even
had abig cold bathroom amply ventilated.

InBdlarat wefoundasmall group of saints—
lessthenfifty. President Trethowanwasagood branch
leader. Weenjoyed their delightful soft accent dthough
it took awhile beforewe understood them. Theiri’s
for a's was annoying at first but soon became
acceptable. Their Englishwasvery good | thought.
Thelittleboysgivingthar two-and-a-haf minutetaks
in Sunday school sounded likelittleambassadors.

PBlack Swan on Lake Wendouree across

the street from our home in Pallarat

Cecil’s new chapel was to be built with
volunteer labor (most of whichwasunskilled). He
started with awork force of four. A plumber Owen
Hughan, and el ectrician George Vincent, aseventeen-
year-old boy Bob Bailey (Robert wasamanwhenhe
|eft the program four-and-a-half yearslater andisnow
(1975) theyoungest bishopinAusgtraia). Hewasone
of the few building missionarieswho had an LDS
background—most of them were new convertsto
Mormonism. Priesthood groupsin other townsoften
sent help on Saturdays.

R
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aretill many evidencesof this. Oneday the
: owner of ajewery storetook me down under
~ his store where an old mine entrance has been
preserved. Healso had someauthentic miner’sgold
scales, picks, shovelsetc. (but nogold!)

Churchwashddinalittlewooden GU.O.O.F
hall which had large pictures of Australian men
completely surrounding thehall. Inthe center wasa
big iron stovewhich burned wood (the bishop seemed
to bethewood bringer). Thiswasthegathering spot
for youngand old. Theroomwasawayscold around
the periphery. Disobedient children got dapped very
hard by their mothersin church, whichmadethemcry
very loud.

I dlarat wasonceagold mining town andthere

Testimony meetingswereespeciadly interesting because
the peopletold how thegospd had changedtheir lives
whenthey took itstruthsinto their lives. Interestingly
they also told of the many trials of testing they now
went through. They wereproud to moveinto acleaner,
bigger, colder hall to meet. It was part of thetown’s
City Hdl. Wedwaysbrought abig blanket to church.
My, but it was col d—reminded meof our cold storage
lockersinAmerica

We became Australianized gradualy. |
loved spending poundsand shillings, and Cecil drove

¢ very well onthewrong side of theroad. However, |
/* #never felt safe crossing aroad on foot, and | always

seemed to be going against traffic on the sidewalks.

Cecil worked harder than hewas used to working
and wasready for bed at an earlier hour. We made

somevery good non-member friendsin Balarat; the # /*

closest was a Mrs. Furness who took usinto her ~
home when we cameback to visit.

She said she believed the gospel wastrue,
but it would cut her off from all her friendsif she
joined. Shenever joined. Elder Twedeand Elder
Casey were constant visitorsin our home but we
have never seen them at the Australian Reunions.
We did go to Elder Casey’s wedding, however.
Brother and Sister VVurlow and children were specid
aso.

Jehovah's Witness members became a
constant problem. Onegirl called every day for
months. Finaly shetold methat they needed some
onelikeusto build them achapel for free.

Cecil worked under the genera supervisor
for al Australia, Brother Gilbert Neiman.

| PBrother Gilbert Neiman and Ceci[l

Building missionarieswere: Robert Bailey
from Toonoomba, Victor Wright from Bundeburg,
GeorgeVincent from Mel bourne, Owen Hugh from
Fairfield, Bryan Sylvester from Fairfield, Charles
Cooke, alocal member who gaveall hisfreetime
traveling seventy-five miles (round trip) to do it,

Warren Breezewho worked in hisholiday time.
They finished the Ballarat Chapel in April 1963

(started April 1962). It wasdedicated March 1964.
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Cecile in front of Pallarat Chapel in 1991

om Ballarat weflew upto Townsville,

justasmany wedlthy peopleinAudrdia

dointhewinter, only we had cometo

work on achapel. Theweather waswarm and only
occasiondly toowarm, tropical.

The chapel had been started by Brother
Osborne but the progress had been slow because
Brother Osborne, afinebrick layer, did al of theblock
laying himself. Thebranch had few malemembersso
women helped dig the trenchesand laminate the big
beamsin theceilings. Thisthey didinthevery early
hours of the day beforeit got too hot.

The people of the branch and the Osborne
family had had sometrouble, whichwewereunaware
of—at any rate, theday wearrived wasa Sunday and
wewere called onto speak in church. It wasacool
reception. We knew that we had some barriersto
overcome—not onesmilein thewholeaudience, and
Christmasnot far away.

Christmas in Ballarat had been good—
prospects here seemed very poor. Welivedinafour
apartment sized flat and not one personinthewhole
building had beenfriendly. Atany rate, it wasChrismas
Day, so| madeabig batch of orangerolls, the odor of
which penetrateslouvered windows. Thefirst batchl
took to the Russian cook’s apartment who wasvery
surprised. In poor English hetold methat he spoke
elght languages, and then he sang almost word perfect
oneof our Mormon hymns. Hetold mehelistenedin
ononeof our firesdegatherings. Thentomy surprise
he baked and decorated a big Christmas cake and
brought it tous. The second batch | took up toApt.
#3 whereaman and awoman lived who had cometo

makeadjusmentsto abig sugar factory that had burned
(what astench!) They too were pleased and presented
uswithahugepink fishwith kinsotoughthat | couldn’t
withal my strength pull it off. Thethird batch| gave
to apretty nurse upstairs, Apt. #4, who entertained
American officers. Shebrought mehalf of thefirst
fruit cake shehad ever made. Then | wondered what
| could do with that big Russian cake. | suddenly
remembered that thelittle old lady next door had told
me over the fence that she was born on Christmas
Day. Shetoowaspleased andinreturn brought over
awhole bouquet of orchidswhich shehad grownin
hanging basketsamong the stiltsthat their house stood
on. Themorning wasrefreshing but the afternoon
wasathrill. Wehadinvited Brother and Sister Burton
and theother missonariesto dinner but thethrill came
when thelocal church membersstartedto call. Most
of them came on bi cycles—some had walked many
milesand one family cameinacar. Tousitwasa
symbol of their acceptance of us. Weamost forgot to
remember that we were asfar away from our kith
and kinaswe could get!

Just asin Bdlarat, someof our closest friends
were non-Mormons, but here in Townsville we
converted aPeter Smith who managed anice-cream
factory. Another finecouple, the Vaentines, wetried
to convert. Brother Vaentinewould have made such
a fine bishop—and his wife a fine Relief Society
Presdent! Thechapd inTownsvilleisvery beautiful—
hugelaminated beamsintheceiling and big laminated
louvered windowsin every roomto let in the ocean
breeze.
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n the ocean side of the chapel and
‘ ’ recreation hall almost theentirewallswere

windows. Working with Cecil were Colin
Horne, John Hay, Robert Hall and Ralph Bardon,
building missionaries. Townsvilleisnotedfor itsfine
climateand fineartificial harbor anditsshark infested
waters. President John Jeffery wasin charge of the
Branch. Work was completed November 1, 1964.
The newspaper called the chapel “a magnificent
building.”
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Chapel in P ownsville, Queensland, Australia—1964

President and Sister Coombs we all loved and the
boys who worked as labor missionaries we aso
becamevery fond of, especidly Raph Bardon, Johnny
Hay, Robert Hall and Colin Horne, thefirst ones.

We took this group on several trips and
enjoyed their company. One trip was to the Great
Barrier Reef to seethe beautiful coral formationsand
showy fish. Everyonegot sick--thewater wasvery
turbulent and the boat wassmall. It really tipped way
up then way down with bottlesrolling thisway and
that. Cecil did not get sick. Ralph Bardon our big
handsome boy said, “ Sister James, | feel likel’'m
goingtodie” Hedidn't.

Another tripwasto Green |dand—itwasfun. There
wasavery femininetreecalled Sabrinaonwhich
some adventurer had painted amini bathing suit.
Another attractionwastheja opy onwhichwerode
aroundtheisland called LeapingLizze.

A Trip to Green Island
(by Lucie H. James)

“The sea is rough today,”
High roll the waves.
White caps break sharply
Then fall to their graves.

The sky is gray above

Low llang the clouds

For})i(lcling, lleavy,
They move without sound.

The sun is gone from sight %

So clouded the sl(y. “’aw

It looks in vain for peep holes c)
To show its pretty eyes.
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ealso took theboysto Palm Island which o To help the Branches increase their
wasabout forty milesfrom Townsvilleand building fund we held auctionsand suppersevery . »
\% wasinteresting becausethisisiand hasbeen Friday night. Thesebrought peopletogether socidly ”“i;”

and we had some real good times. The members
were always surprised at how much wasraised by
these, but tousit didn’t seem sogreat. Cecil builta
barbecuein Townsville, and wefried hundreds of
spudnuts, whichwasanew thing for them.

made into a reservation for Aborigineswho have
brokenthelaw. They bring thewholefamily of the
offender’s where they have schools, recreation
facilities, and work for themen.

To get onto theisland we had to take a
small boat which came out to meet our bigger boat,
then take off our shoesand stockingsand wadeinfor
about one-fourth miletofinaly get in. Wegot out the
sameway. A signontheisland asked all visitorsto

PBuilding the

. i ’ © ownsville
keepinther groupsand not stray off singularly. They Chapel
seemed quiteharmlessto ushowever. Their children (notice the

beautiful wood

also seemed happy. Ontheway over tothisidand |
met anursewho was part Aboriginewho said that her
father waswhiteand that dl of her brothershad studied
to become doctorsand wereworking mostly withthe
Aborigines. Shea so said that shewastheonly child
intheir family that had dark skin. Shewasvery well
educated and | would liketo have gotten to know her

ceiling)

Cecil
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[f ) ne of Cecil’slabor missionariesonce
said, “ Sister James, Australians
work easy, Americanswork hard.

Will you tell Brother Jamesthat.” The surprising

thingisthat whenthey redly get convertedtothegospd,

they started to work even harder than Americans.
Oneday the Burtons said that they would like
to seeacertain melodramathat was being played at

The Barn. Now we had no idea what kind of a

playhouse this was but decided it might be rather

swanky sinceit wasthe upper classwho supported
such things. Sowe ladies both dressed in our best
andit turned out to bearea barnand nooneelsewas
dressed in their best. Well generally speaking the

Ausgtrdiansdressfor morethingsthantheAmericans,

but thiswasnot one of them. At any ratethe play was

doneintheroundandwasddightful. Thevillanaways
madehisexit right by usand hekept character ‘til the
dead end.

=

The Russian Ballet cameto town in Perth,
andl indstedthat Cecil get tickets. Hedid, reluctantly,
and | wasworried because hewore asportsshirt. |
scolded and told him that they wouldn’t let usin, and
sure enough when he stepped over to get histickets
an usher walked over toward me. “ Hereit comes,”
| thought. He walked up to meand said, “ Madam
will you please remove the curler from your
fringe?” (bangs)

We only had the parking areato finish when
peoplekept telling usthat if wedidn't leave soonthe

rains would prevent our leaving—the workers of
bitumen kept stalling—day after day therainsheld off.
In fact, the season was two weeks late when we
decided to pack our thingsin thetrunk and start for
Sydney. Cecil isagood packer, and hecoveredital
withtarp, then just as he stepped onthe gasto start,
down cametherain. Itliterdly gushed—frogslittered
the hi-way, but we had alift of the spirit—the many
gulliesdong the hi-way werenot filled with water yet.
Aswedrove down theroad theair was so balm and
clean. Thewholelandscape was newly washed for
therain had preceded us.

Our next assignment was in Perth.
Here also we were taking over where the former
supervisor had had personality problems. Weloved
Perth, thecity, the climate, the people, the ocean and
the beautiful Swan River, which meandersthroughit.
Wealso had ahomewithwall towall carpetinginthe
front room. It wasan ugly mousegrey color, but the
local saintsthought it beautiful. | also had asmall
Hoover washing machine. It really wasbeaut. The
labor missionariesherewere MorrisBailey (Bob's
brother) JimAskew, Derek Spencer, Jim Vandenberg,
Leo Mudge, John Orth, Peter Hay and Keith
Hutchinson. A local man, Robert Hall, did the
plastering andtilework. Ray Johnsondidthedectrica
work. Itwasreal special, alot of extraconveniences
were added by him. Michael Matiswas the sound
technician. Both Ray Johnson and Michael were
professionaswho donated their |abor. Therecreation
hall wasvery largeand very beautiful. 1t wasmade of
Karri wood and was so hard that every nail hole had
to be drilled. This chapel was built to be a Stake
House and the boys here seemed to take specid pride
intheir work. They cameextraearly and stayed extra
late. Soon the neighborsbeganto complain about the
noise, but the hammering went on.
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eith Hutchinson built thetall steeple
that Sghtsperfectly straight. Heaso
set arecordin blocklaying--over 800
inoneday--al perfectly straight. Themiracleof thisis
that shortly after he was called to work as alabor
missionary, hewasin acar accident and both of his
hands were crushed. His doctors advised him to
withdraw fromthe program, telling him that hewould
never havetheuseof hishandsagain. Brother Maine
administered to him and gave him aspecia blessing
promising himthat hewouldregainfull useof hishands.
What ever work hedid onthebuilding Cecil saidwas
doneprofessionaly. After heleft the program he had
no troublefinding employment.

T
HIWH!I”W

TheDianellachapel when completed wasthelargest
L.D.S. chapel inAustralia. It wasbuilt over asand
foundation, which deep down rested on water. The
landscaping was special too. Black boys (bushes)
and other specid trees, shrubsand lawnwere planted.
We met the date set for its opening by the skin of our
teeth—I was always amazed at thelack of juvenile
pranksonour buildings,
also seldom was
anything lost. Then it
happened here. Some
boys broke into the
building, smeared paint
onwalls, fixtures floors,
and stole a rivet gun,
whichwasadangerous
weapon. A school
teacher reported thisto
thepolice, and sincewe
too had reporteditsloss,
the boys were found.

One of the boy’s father was a scout leader, and he
brought theboysintowork out theloss. We, meaning .

all the branch people, scrubbed and rubbed for many ~ »

hours. TheThanksgiving servicesherewerelovely.
Elder Coombs (President Coomb’s son) was one of
the main speakers.

Whileliving in Perth, Cecile and Doug
weremarriedintheManti temple, and Cecil let mego
hometo Provo for thewedding.

PDoug and Cecile, Pick, Qucie, 5 om

Brother and Sister Dawson had Cecil eat
hismeal s at their home, and sincethen have become
very specia friends. We have never known finer
people. Cecilewanted to bemarriedinthetemple
and have her reception at home. Girlshad beenliving
inour house and therewas so much work to bedone.
(I earned my trip!) Then Doug's folks came, and
Cecileinvited themto stay with us, which made my
job morecomplicated. Nexttimel’ Il send them my
ticket to America (or the money—$1,200.00). | bet
they wish | had!

Perthisavery special city—about 500,000
people with agorgeous setting on the Indian Ocean.
Each afternoon about 3 p.m. abreezeblowsin, which
isdelightful. Thedowntown areahasmany large, well
stocked stores, and the women wear heels, gloves

and hatswhenthey gototown. | especialy remember *

George St., whichisawide street, and way up ontop
of oneof theskyscraperswasan Americanflagflying!
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henl first saw it, | stoppedinmy
tracks and just stared. It'strue
what they say—the flag has a

tremendousimpact. |, too, wept. | later |learned that
the American Embassy waslocated in that building.
Thewhole street iskept so clean and flower decked.
One building had a

sunstoneliketheone
on the Nauvoo
Temple. Thepeople
in Perth were also
very specid andeven
the press and the
radio. The press
printed everything
Cecil sentinandin
addition took many
bigpicturesinddeand
outside of the
Chapel—Pam and
Bob Hall—were
also very close and
very special. Bobis
now in the Stake
Presidency and came

to conference two
yearsago

| Cecil and GQucie with Bob Hall |

Thentherewas Judy and Richard Sparks
(acouplethat Cecile brought into the Church). Judy
_ hasbecomeatop real-estate saleswoman. TheAlec
#Mathiefamily have since cometo Sandy Utah, and
weseeAlec and Lucy quite often. Wetook themto

Qucie with Richard and Judy Spark

church one Sunday on a Scout night, and Alec was
theonly onein the audiencewho could reed amessage
in dot and dash that was held up before the pul pit.
(We had several professorsinthegroup too.)

|§Presideﬂt and Sister Bruce R, McCornkie |

High abovethe Swan River, King's Caféislocated.
Thisisared beauty spot; thelandscaping and flowers
andinterior decorationsmakeit oneof Audraia sfinest
dining spots. Oneday Cecil took thelabor missonaries,

Brother and Sister Herb Dawson andmetodinner .-

there. Two of the boys ordered everything on the
menu which embarrassed the Dawson’s, made the
boysill and flattened Cecil’ spocket book.
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[f ) ur most memorable trip with the boys
however was a trip to Albany in arented
: Holden to the southern coast of Australia.
Albany’scoastlinehasmany inlets, anold Fortand is
intheKarri Treecountry; PembertoniscaledtheKarri
Kingdom. It hasaGloucester treewith aropeladder
193 stepshigh. Theboyswere eager to climb up but
not so eager to climb down. David found anewly
born calf intheforest and carried it back to aranch
housewherewewere staying. David, Les, Janand
Morrisalso remember adick didedown asteep hill
into alake! Some places enroute were Armadale,
Kojonup, Mt. Barker, Albany, Denmark, Manjimup,
Pemberton, Busselton, Bunbury, Harvey, Yarloop,
Warnona, Pinjarra, Mandurah, Kwinana and
Freemantle. The Southern Ocean felt much colder
than the Indian Ocean.

As always it was the people who we will
remember best—the Dawsons, the Parrs, the
Lesters, Sister Craig, Brother and Sister Mathie,
Captain Suart Carlisdeand Peggy, theHalls and
the Bancr ofts.

L oisBancroft attendedthe*Y’ and hasbeen
one of our dearest friends. She married Ralph
Mulholland and they now havetwo beautiful children
(1977). We also think of Brother Trehara
Thornber sand especially thelabor missionaries. On
the 20" of June 1964, President Bruce R.
M cConkie broke ground for the Melville Heights
Chapel. On the 20" Sept. 1964, Cecil and three
building miss onariescommenced building operaions.

" First the ground had to be cleared— alot of hard

#work. Ittook LeoM udge awhiletogetintotheswing
of missionary work but hefinaly did.
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These boysworked hard and long and cried
whenweleft. Our homein Perthwastheloveliest of .
al our Australian homesand, thinkingoneday todoit ~ »
agood turn, | bought several sacksof sheep manure
and carefully spread it on the lawns, front and back.
In Perththereisnowinter coldtokill flies, sothey just
multiply. Thismanuredrew them frommilesaround.
Thedothedineincreasad indiameter fromthree-fourths
of aninchto about two inches, and they were sothick
on our door that we were afraid to openit. We left
Perthon March 15, 1965.

About fifty people cameto theairport to see
usoff. | felt sorry that | could not cry—some of the
otherswere, but | just couldn’t get theideaout of my
head that | would soon get to see my children, and |
could hardly wait. Our trip home was not direct,
however. Wevisited Adelaidefirst wherewewere
met by some convertsof Cecile' s—therewereroses
inour hotel room. Sister Shirley Michaelistook us
to supper in a Chinese restaurant. We felt that we
wereregping thereward of loveearned by Cecilewhen
sheserved asamissionary there. Their feelingsfor
Cecilewerevery evident. Thechapel being built by
Brother M osswas so neat and clean—no sawdust
or scrapsaround. Sister Mosshad prepared amost
delicousdinner for us (Thisfriendship hascontinued—
they cometo thereunionsevery year traveling about

PBuilding Missionaries

Our next detour wasto Ballarat—Thefirst

person we met there was Alan Frampton who _

incidentaly wasthelast onewetdkedto beforeleaving
Balaratin 1963. Alanwanted to know if Cecil redly
paid ten percent of hisincomeastithing.



fter | had told him the many other
thingshe paid tothechurch, | figured
that Alan would never be baptized,
~ but ayear later hewroteto ussaying, ‘Well my wife
and | havejoined the church. Wefelt thatif itis
reallytrueit should beworth “our all’!” Alanwas
an exceptiondly fine, well-educated man.

But | forgot totell you about our triptoAlice
Springs. FromAdeadeweflew (inasmall plane) up
through the center of AustraliatoAlice Springs. Our
main motive in going here was to see Ayers Rock,
probably thelargest snglemonolithin theworld—at
least standing alone. Inaflat plain of earth suddenly
thereisthishugerock two-and-a-haf mileslong, one-
and-a-half mileswide, 1100 ft. high, shaped like half
anegg cut lengthwise.

Therearemany Aboriginedrawingsonitsface
and it seemsto have been agathering placefor many
tribes. Itisestimated that in 1788 when thewhiteman
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first arrived, that therewere over 300,000Aborigines
divided into about 500 tribes. Intheir tribal setting

they areamoral peoplewith strict rulesof conduct. # /.

Food isscarceandis shared when found by thewhole
tribe. Water tooisscarceand isoften saved by being
buriedinempty emu eggshdlls. They must dsohavea
system of burying them asonly they can find them.
We read that there is no delinquency among their
teenagers. Boysat twelveyearsof ageundergo certain
ceremoniesthat put theminastatusof manhood. They
no longer play with the children but go hunting food
with the men. Thetotal number of Aborigineshas
decreased greetly in recent yearsand many effortsof
the Australian government to improve their living
conditionshave only met with partia success.

Alcohol isespecialy harmful tothem, andin
Townsville, (where we saw many) therewasalaw
againg Hlingintoxicatingliquorstothem. Asapeople
they arevery black. But when they intermarry with
thewhites, oftentheir children arevery beautiful with
large brown eyes, long black eye lashes and olive
complexionsand curly brown hair. A group of full
blooded aboriginesin Townsvillewere employed as
runners. Itissaid that they can runfor thirty hours
without rest and that when trailing criminals they
“always get their man.” Alice Springsis seventy
percent aborigineand thirty percent white. Webought
akangaroo rug made by them, and also came home
with many boomerangswhichthey useinhunting game.
They eat anything that crawls—consider grubs a
delicacy.
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ileout walking early onemorning,
we passed the home of the Opal
Queen. We had been told that no

onecould get to see her and her Opa swithout aspecid
invitation. Cecil however just walked up to her door
and knocked. She came to the door dripping wet
withonly atowe thrown over her shouldersandinvited
usin. We waited while she dressed, and then she
took usinto the opal room. A long glass case held
polished opals, among which was a necklace of
matched opal's, which had been made for the Queen
of England. It wasvalued at $50,000 and wastruly a
treasure. She showed us many other ‘ specials.” In
one corner she had many opals as they are mined.
Behind every drape was a gun in case of robbery,
which she said shehad never had to use. Shehad no
family toinherit thisfortune, so Cecil asked her who
would get them when shedied. Thenshetold usthat
ayoungAmerican boy had beenwith her during World
War 11 and that shegot to think of himasason. She
wasleaving everything to him, but sheadded, “He
doesn’t know it.”  In Townsville, where the
Aborigineswere closeto thewhite culture, wewere
advised not to go out after dark unescorted. InAlice
Springswefelt safe enough. To our disappointment
we were unable to charter aplane or get apilot to
takeusto AyersRock. They only flew on certain
daysand our ticket home had datesto be met.

From Alice Springs, we flew back to
Adelaide—then to Melbourne and from there to
Tasmania. Herewerented acar totour theidand. In
Hobart we stayed at a motel and in the morning
discovered that we were just acrossthe street from
the Latter-day Saint chapel, and it was Sunday. The
churchwaswél| attended and wewereinvited todinner
by Brother and Sister Anderson (building
supervisor). Thepena colony established by Britain
in 1804 wasvery big. It seemed especially cruel to
takeanyoneto such abeautiful isand and lock them
up. Bigdogsusedto guard thegrounds—theidandis
very wooded and is140 milesfromAustrdia, sofew
prisonersescaped. Each Sunday the prisonerswere
« marched singlefileto churchwherethey satin boxed
pewsand were not allowed to speak to anyone. The
prisonisnolonger inuse.
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We next flew to Sydney wherewe again rented
acar and visited the new chapelsbeing built by the
labor missionaries, a so one Cecil helped to buildwhen
he was there in 1920. We drove out to Nellie
Hawker’shome. She overfed us as she and Cecil

Nellie Hrarker and Yucie in Sydney

talked of thegood old days. With her wevisited the
Blue Mountains and took a scary ride down one of
them in an open car—very steep and very bumpy.
We drovefrom Sydney to the Jenolan Caveswhich
was about 100

miles. Thesewere
the “greatest.” So
big! Such an
Impressveentrance
into the area.
Everyone should
visit here. We
stayed in a hotel
right onthegrounds
sur-rounded by
shopsand gardens.
In the evening we
walked into these
gardens to watch
the marsupial

raccoonswith their
babiesin their pouches (aniceway toride). But
back to the caves—there were so many—we had to
choose each day what ones we would go through.
We viewed three each day for threedays. Eachone
had aspecid nameand wasdifferent fromtheothers.



All were beautiful—adelightful experience. Herein
Sydney we visited Brother and Sister Maine and
family, also Brother and Sister Gilbert Nieman.

rom Sydney we flew up to Townsville,
whichisinthetropics. Thewholebranch

met usat theairport and took usto abeach

party. It wasso exciting to seethese good people again.
President John Jefferies seemed quite proud of his
faithful group. Sister Brock, Brother and Sister Arch
Burton, Sister Edwards, The Lenehans, Sister
Rollings, Ralph Bardon, Johnny Hay, Colin Hor ne,
Robert Hall, Marie Jesberg etc. Four of the most
faithful women, Sister Brock, Sister Jesberg, Sister Cook
and Sister Edwards had new babiesnine monthsafter the

chapel wasdedicated. Townsvilleisarea beauty spot.

From Townsville we flew to Mt. Isa, amining

town (copper). Our only reason for going there was
because that wasthe only route the planes flew enroute
to Darwin. Therewasatwo day layover here so wetook
inthe sightsand places of interest. Thefirst night was
moreinteresting then wewanted, however. Therewasa
strike of the mineworkersand alot of government men
had comein to guard the mine property and to keep order.
Evidently we were suspect. That night we went to a
movie and as we approached the theater one big burly
miner whistled and men converged around us—they
followed usinto thetheater and sat on seats surrounding
us. | wantedtoleave, but Cecil didn’t, sowe stayed. On
our way home, we were aware of men coming towards
usinthreedirections. Westopped tolook inastorewindow
hoping that they would pass. They saw ussafely home,
#then dispersed! Wedidn’t Sleeptoowell, however. The
next day we visited atwo-way-radio school—theteacher
called each student by name and checked on their work

for theday. The children seemedtoreally enjoy this
hour, and most of them had their work correctly
done. These are children who live on stations~,
(ranches) many milesaway fromschools. | wasso
fascinated by the charm of this“lone” teacher that |
didn’twanttoleave.

Another interesting way of helping these
peoplewastheir Flying Doctor Service. We learned
that every station or ranch had amedicine chest with
all the medicine numbered and that when aperson
becameill, they only hadtocdl intothe Flying Doctor,
tell their symptoms and the doctor would tell them
what number the correct pill wasin. Then hewould
give other details of treatment. If the patient was
running ahigh fever or had broken bonesor aserious
set of complaints, the doctor would get in hisplane
andimmediately fly tothem. TheRoya Flying Doctor
service hasits main base at Alice Springs, but its
territory covers440,000 sg. miles, with eighty-two
ports. John Flynn pioneereditinthe 1920's when he
was amissionary. It isnon-profit and has saved
hundredsof lives.

Our next stop was Darwin, wherethe hotel
was punk but the city most interesting. Therewere
many big fan palm trees, big animals like water
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buffal oeswandered about town, and we saw severa
biglong-legged grey birds. Darwinisinthetropics
and often hasmonsoonal storms. Recently onedid
great damage there, in fact it was proclaimed a
disaster areain Darwin.

It seemed a short distance from here to
Singapore. We checkedinto areal posh hotel, where
we were warned not to drink the water but there .
was no warning about employeeswho took money
fromyour purses.
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wiceinoneday | lost money out of my
purse. Fiveminutesafter Cecil had left
theroom an employee opened thedoor
with hiskey but |eft after hesaw me. From our window
we saw truckloads of women workersbeing takento
work. They woreuniformsthat indicated what service
they performed. Cement carriersdressedindark blue
jump suitswith light blue aprons—another type of
worker woretwo shades of grey with ared type hat.
On every building project we saw women doing the
heavy work. School childrenworeneat uniformsand
all the children wore clean clothes. Bamboo sticks,
poked out of windows everywhere, had clothes
hanging from them. We were told to beware of
pickpockets but also told that no onewould harm us
physically onthedtrests.

Ononeguided tour we bought abig bunch of
bananasto feed the monkeys, whichweremany at a
show place. Asl opened the bag to get one banana,
alarge monkey grabbed the whole bunch! Wealso
crossed over into Malayawherewewent through a
beautiful temple—marblefloorsandlong rugsthat were
unrolled for prayers. Theguide spokegood English
and had very good manners. We saw Malayan
women tapping rubber trees. We American women
really get the breaks and have central heated homes
inthebargain.

From Singaporeweflew to Thailand (Siam)
and checked into ahotel, wherean American movie
with Thailand words was being shown (Hogan's
" ~Heroes). Our sight seeing tour here was entirely
different. Tobeginwith, abeautiful younggirl wasin
charge. They have so many ornatetemples—when
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examined closdly it lookslike millionsof piecesof
broken crockery have been worked into stucco.
Somearevery highwithaChinesetypeof architecture. ~.

They have statuesof Buddhaeverywhere—
typifying virtue, wisdom and selflessness. Wewere
shown aBuddhathat was said to be made of solid
gold. Itwasaslargeasaman. Duringthelast World
War weweretold that they coveredit with plaster of
parissmeared over

the entire Buddha
sothat it would not
bestolen. Inmuch
of their temple
furniturethey use
mother of pearl

inlays. Their
templesseemed to
be show placesfor
tourists to
admire—at least |

never saw oneina
religioussession.

Wetook a
delightful tripdown ariver of many uses. Boyswere
swimming in it, women were washing clothes,
vegetablesand dishesinit. Also many boatsfilled
with producetravel ed up and down. Theriver was
not clear but brown in color. Thegirls herewere
very femininewith finefeaturesand finemanners. At
thearport abeautiful girl inabeautiful kimonowalked
around an asked menif they would liketo posewith
her inapicture, afriendly gesture!



young manin Thailand becomesamonk for awhile—

at least theoneswe saw wereadll young. They carry
little bowlsinwhich food isgiventothem. | was~
impressed with the cleanliness of their robesand the *
kindlinessof their faces. These Buddhist Priestsin
saffron robesweremany, were pleasant and of ahigh
type. A fine way we thought to prevent juvenile

delinquency.

eguideinthetempleat Johorewasa

well-educated chap who spokevery

good English. He told usthat aman
made good or bad Karma by theway helived each
day! Later | readinabook that Buddhismwasaway
of lifein which each person wasmorally responsible
for hiseveryday acts. Also that most of the young
priestsin saffron colored robeshad tenlawstolive by
but beforeaman becameafull fledged priest, hehad
227 lawsto live by. 1 liked the looks of the young

On a wall translated into English in this
immacul ate marbl e temple was amotto which read,
“The needs of children are few—physically he
needs but food and shelter, but the needs of the
spiritthough ssmpleareabsolute, I f theseare not

met nothing elsecan taketheir place. Iftheyare [ M 2
. met nothing else matters.” And thisin a heathen : 3 Iluii!!.ﬂ

Monksin saffron colored robes and shaved
headsarea so numerous. I’ veheard that amost every
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The Buddhist Priest
(by Lucie H. James - 1965)

He was small about 4’9,
Head glowing with a scrubbed clean shine.

Avround his shoulders a woman's shawl
And underneath, no suit at all.
Just one long cloth around him wrapped,

His legs crossed in a hollow lap.

He smiled and nodded as we looked.
Then smiled again from his heathen nook;

Soon up he rose, spreacl out his robe.

Climbed into it envelope mode.

And fell to sleep without a bed.
This Buddhist Priest with shaven head.

of these people—thefemininecharmand

grace of thewomen—by thefinefeatures

of their facesand their gentle character. Also by the
fact that menwould come by hundredsto thetemples
toknedl inprayer daily—what apotential for growth
when they hear and believe the gospel. Like the
Japanese and the Chinesethey must first be converted
to Christianity. Thisisgradual with the older people
and slow but hasagreat futurefor the country when
they accept inlargenumbers. Oneboy from our ward,
Dan Taylor, served amissionin Thailand and sayswe
have made a beginning there. Malayais closeto
Thailand, and likeitsneighborsisvery poor by our
gandards, and yet their templesaredaborateandrichly
furnished. Their Buddha sareresplendentin gold leaf
indicatingthat spiritud vauesrank highwiththepeople.
Kowloon, apart of Hong Kong, wasour next

gop. Thehotd waspdatiad and Chineseclientdedim,

I wasvery impressed by the good manners
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tal and handsomely dressed. Wewereamazed at the
beauty of some of thewell-to-do Chinese. Thething |
enjoyed most, however, wasmy early morning walks.
Oneday very early, | got behind agrandmother and
her grandson—they talked to each other so fast and
laughed and seemed so happy. | would lovedto have
known what they were saying!




owloonisacrossthebay fromHong Mendenhall told us of aboy who converted one of

Kong, and early in the morning thesefamiliesand how happy it had made him. He
3 hundredsof Chineseflock totheferry  also said that it was surprising how these converted ~
~ that takesthemto work in Hong Kong. families improved materially when they lived the *
principlesof thegospd.

Therewasquiteahigh hill wherehhundreds of
Chinesefrom Red Chinalived. Somein holesdug out
of the hill with afew boards for doors--all in most
unbelievable stages of poverty. Onesmall water tap
at thebottom of thehill supplied thewater for theentire
hill population—water carrying wasconstant.

HK4803

| Hong Kong—1965 |

We crossed with them onemorning and were
packedinwithwirecontanersfilledwithlivechickens
and smelling likean unclean barn. InHong Kong, we
hired asight-seeing car and could hardly believethat
wholefamilieslived al their livesin Sampans.

Their park had many grotesquefiguresof men,
dragonsand anima s—stupid to us, but whentheguide
took usthrough apaace, wethought that we had never
seen anything more beautiful. They let uswalk on
those gorgeous rugs. Thistrip also took usto the
border of the Red Chinaareawheretherewereguards
with guns. All wasquiet onthisfront whilewewere
there, but Chinese get into freeterritory at therisk of
their lives, men, women, and children. How fortunate
wearetoliveinAmerical Everywherewesaw babies
tied on the backs of bigger children, although none
seemed very big. Here, too, wewereafraid to drink
Chinese Sampans thewater.

A lotof themmakether living by catchingsmall
fish, cleaning them and then drying them on boards
right along thesidewalk. Thefishwerevery clean
looking, especialy when you looked downinto the
water wheretheir boatswere anchored. | asked the
guide if there was a lot of sickness among the
" Sampaners—thewater wasgreenwith dimeandfilth.
' #He said that everyone had to be vaccinated against
cholera and typhoid and several other things. We
watched afamily al eating out of onebig bowl. Brother

<4 B X pr % & N J;" 4@
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e had a real surprise when we
vidtedtheLDS Mission homefor
thereamong agroup of smd|-szed

Chinese was Jan Symons, a boy from our ward in

Provo. From hisshouldersupward hewastaller than
any of thepeople. Janisabout6'6". Hewassurprised
to see ustoo.

Qucie, Cecil and Elder Jan Symons

Asweflew from Chinato Japan high above
theclouds, it looked like aseaof cloudslook in any
part of theworld until suddenly therewas spectacular
Mt. Fujiyamawith itshead high abovethe cotton-like
billows. It wasso unexpected that loudly | said, “ Look!
Mt. Fuji!” and everyoneinthe planelooked.

Mt Ouji

Dayslater when we took atrain out to see
thisfamous mountain, we only saw her bottom half.
We knew what tolook for in Japan and whereto go—
Tom had told us. Thefirst tour wetook wascalled

AT ng-a-Ling.” Weweretaken to apart of thecity

where hundreds of young people had gathered. As
weentered one of the entertainment clubs, thewhole

group started to sing, “When the Saints Come
Marching In.” We sat at atable and ordered 7up, .
and immediately agroup of Japanese young people”
gathered around and talked to us in very broken
English. Their entertainment on the stagewasvery
good and very well done. Theboysand girlswereso
young that it washard to believethat any parentswould
let their children stay out solate (the club stayed open
dl night).

Thenext day on abuswithagirl conductor,
Cecil asked if the Japanese peoplewere Buddhistsor
Shintoinrdigionand shesaid, “ Most peopleareboth
and even believe in Confucius too.”

They almost always go through rituals
(including Shinto go-betweens) when they marry, but
Buddhism suppliesthe best rewardsfor the dead, so
they generally have Buddhist funerals. Japan hasa
rallway withrailsal smoothly connected. At least they
traveled so smoothly that teawas served and not a
dropwas spilled. Japaneseefficiency also surprised
us. Only threeminuteswereallowed for loading and
unloading thistrain—everythingwasdoneswiftly. In
fact, aloader fairly pushed youin. They alsoclaimed
to haveninety percent literacy. Everywherewewent
wemet groups of school children being beautifully
controlled by oneteacher—at shrines, at towers, at
exhibits, at road crossings. All school childrenwore
identica uniforms, shoesand caps. How their teachers
ever told them apart isstill amystery tome. Another
mystery ishow their motherskept them so neat and
cleanlivinginsuch cramped housing units. Wethought
that American-cooked Japanese and Chinese food
tasted better thenit did here.

Intheir parkswere many small sized deer--s0
tamethat they atefrom your hands.

SN

-

e
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eir temples seemed to be tourist

atractions—perhapsthey areused for
: worship, but we didn’t seeit. Iron
~ lanterns, water with stepping stones, cherry blossoms,
lilies and pagodas were many, but no grass. Many
little and big bridges, but no hot dog or hamburger
stands—oh well, one can’'t have everything! Kyoto

and Nara have the

biggest and most
shrines. We also
attended the famous
Minamiza Theater
withitsexotic stageof
dancing Geishagirlsin
the Gion quarter—
very graceful—
thousandsof artificial
cherry blossoms—
and gorgeous cos-
tumes—the music
was mostly bells,
drumsandflutes.
Thistour took

us to Osaka, Kobe,

Kyoto, Nagoyaand back to Tokyo wherewe stayed
at the Imperia Hotel acrossthe street from aPalace.
Thesecitieswereall very crowded, but the country
ride had many rice paddies, and the hillswere aso

A chapel wasbeing built in Tokyo and here
wemet David Sawyer. Hewasinthemission office

", andwasatop elder. Helater received many honors

inthemilitary sarvice. David hasafinewifeandfamily
now (1977). Atafamily gathering honoring hisfather
Arch Sawyer in Orem, Utah, he and his wife

entertained — he by singing— she by accompanying
himonthepiano. It wasvery coldintheir makeshift
chapdl in Tokyo, but thespiritwaswarm. Themission
president’ swifeinvited usto dinner for thefollowing ~
Wednesday, but had forgotten that she had. David
Sawyer saved the day by dashing out and bringing
back areal Japanese supper. (Well, we ateit—rice
rolled up in seaweed). A templeisnow being builtin
Japan—thisisafinething. | had thefeelingthat true
religion wasthe most needed thing in Japan. Shinto,
Buddhism and Confucianism-they cantakeor leave
asthe spirit moves them, but Mormonism requires
commitment and wholehearted dedication to its
principles. It will makeafiner peopleout of basically
very good people.

Cecil wanted to buy me a matched pearl
necklacebut | said, “ No.” Now, | don’t know why.
Our hotel was across the street from a Palace
surrounded by amoat. | watchedinvainfor thePrince
or ruler to comeout but never saw any form of life—
| wondered about this. At another hotel wewatched
women come out with brush and broomand cleanthe
sidewaks. Japanesearevery industrious—and hard
workers. It'snowonder they have advanced to their
present status. Perhaps not as fine featured as the
Chinese, but likethemin courtesy and good manners.

One of theinteresting trips out of Tokyo was
our visttoapearl farm. Thediverswereyounggirls.
They brought up baskets containing shellsinwhich
irritantshad been placed to cause the oystersto deposit
pearl onthetiny irritant and to gradually build apearl.
Thiswasvery fascinating. Almost every shell brought
up contained awell-formed jewel.

On another trip wevisited their tower which
in structure resembles the Eiffel Tower in France.
Hundredsof school childrenin school uniformswere
also there and it was very crowded. From the top
onemay get apanoramic view of Tokyo. I'msurel
looked, but | can’t remember the view—what | do
remember wasagroup of Japanese men, very tal with
their hair wound upinabiscuit at theback. I'mafraid
that | stared. Tom said that they comefromanarea |
on the north end of theisland. | couldn’t help but »
wonder what had caused their growth—food? Or
marriagewith ataler race. They al woreblack robes
and werenicelooking.
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etailorsin Japanwill taillor youadress

or suit in one day without a pattern.

Cecil thought | should get onebut dl |
could think of was how close we were to getting
home—only onemore stop and that in Hawaii where
we had aready been.

Theairport in Japan was so crowded—;just
jam-packed. Even a band there to welcome
somebody. Cecil finally got over to the placewhere
they checked in baggage and we did get on theright
plane. InHawaii westayed at the Surf Rider Hotel—
very posh. Downinthecourtyard wefound ourselves
surrounded by therich and idle—mostly women—
evidently living on their husband’ sinsuranceand the
favoritetopic seemed to befood.

Trip Home—Altitude 35,000 feet
(by Lucie H. James—1965)

It's clean up here - no smoke, no smog,
Just snow white clouds that gently nod,
Oblivious to earth’s allure,

Distant, cold, celestial and pure.

No time up here just empty space,

No vestige of the human race.

No angels sitting on the clouds

With harps and voices singing loud -
It's lone up here in heavenly blue,
Too much sameness, nothing new.

I'll take my heaven farther down,
Where people stay right on the groun(l.
I'd leave this vast and dreary place

For one small smiling upturned face.
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} Cecil and Yucie’s Nineteen
\:‘" (Grandchildren waiting for ’fj
v them to come home from v
Australia. . .1965

Alan, Pon, Kent and
Kayleen James

dori, O ommy, JoPee and Johnny James

Ron, Randy, (dois), Carla and Pave Hirschi with Roberta

Y

\ Shauna, Jerilynn, Michelle and Panny Jensen J- Grant, JoNell and Kethleen Srow
\ P %:\ 4
27 KX *’! ® . \
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Part Srour
Qife After Sixty-rive

ur return to the U. S. was a

joyous occasion. Richard,

Lornaand Kent had drivento
San Francisco—also Joyce and her
whole family. Cecile and Doug were
livingin PaloAlto and werea so there.
Of al thewonderswe had seen in our
journey half way around theworld, our
greatest thrill came when we were
reunited with our children. Familiesjust
haveto beforever. We had been away
for three-and-a-half years, and now on
April 15, 1965, we were back home,
well and happy. Our first adventurehere
wasto goto Cliff Housefor dinner. We
all ordered salad for an entrée, except
Danny (eight-years-old) who ordered
soup. We are a talkative group and
hadn’ t noticed that Danny didn’t seem
to be enjoying his soup. Finaly his
mother noticed and tasted it. It was a
bowl of extrasalad dressing!

Qucie, dorna, Pave, Joyce and Michelle, Pick, Cecile, Poug
Shauna, Panny, Jerilynn

— = 1
I JHS ! 1 .
»
3 y & |
S k]l { j "
]

Poug, Michelle, Panny, Shauna, Jerilynn, Joyce At Cliff House San Jrancisco
9 9 t Jeritgnn, Joy Qucie, dorna, Pick, Cecil, Panny, Shauna
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Richard

for thisisthe best part of my story.

Richard at thistime (1977) isfifty-
one-yearsold. Inall hisyearshe has brought only
happinessinto our lives. Alwayshe has set agood
exampleto hisbrothersand sisters.

When Richard was about fourteen-years-old,
he started to work at the Superior Lumber Company
and has been practically self-supporting ever since.
When just aboy of about sixteen, hewas given an
overloaded truck and sent to Rawlins, Wyoming, to
deliver thelumber. It wasthirty degreesbelow zero
that night, and hisfather and | werein Salt Lake City.
At two o'clock in the morning, when he hadn’t
returned, Loiscalled usin Salt Lake and then called
her unclein Rock Springs, who started out after him.
Theweight of the truck or the cold had caused the
tiresto blow out, and knowing from hisscout training
that hewould freeze unless he kept busy, heloaded
and unloaded thetruck all night. That samenight on
thesamehiway just seven milesfrom him, amanfroze
to death in astalled car. Richard wasexhausted but
didn’t even haveafrozentoe.

I ut let metell you about my children

@ om and Richard

It wasfuntowalk downthe street with Rich,
for whenhemet an oldfriend, hisfacealwayslit up
andhisvoicedsohadalilt ashecalled them by their

first name. However, when he comes home to” ;
grandma’s, he burstsin like an adolescent with a
loud “Hi Mom,” gingerly banging the door and
poking anyonewho might be handy.

Richard was always a curious person and
asked alot of questions. Oneof histeachers, Miss
Delthey said, “ Richard must bean avid reader—
he knows so much about so many things.” One
guarter in Collegehemadean*A” inEnglish, and
he proudly sent his grade home accompanied by
fifteen dollars, which hesaid that hedid not need. |
returned themoney saying, “Now takeyour fifteen
dollarsand get yourself adate. You’'ll remember
your dateslonger thanyouwill your “A’'s.”  Part of
this money was sguandered on a long distance
telephonecal inwhichhesaid, “ Afinething... a
finething—I daveto get an “A” and then you.
.. etc. etc.” Iteventually paid off, however, for a
coupleof yearslater he met, dated, proposed, and
went up to Canada to ask Lorna's father for his
daughter’ shandin marriage--and dl thisinthe space
of two months!

Dick and dorna

When we left for our building mission in
Australia, Richard took over for hisfather inthe
Lumber Yard. He had mgjoredin mathematicsand
had studied architecture in college. | worried a
little—it wasabig assignment, but Cecil said, “ He
can figure jobs faster and better than | can!”
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e Lumber Yard had three of its

best yearswhilewewere awvay.

He's also active in the ward,
having served as clerk and counselor in
bishoprics, then asBishop. Whileserving as
Bishop he suffered aheart attack, and had to
have open-heart surgery. He still takeslong
walks at night to keep his muscles in good
condition.

Lorna, his wife, comes from a fine
Canadian family and she also has a special
testimony of thetruthfulnessof theGospd. She
isalso afine housekeeper. Sheisdevotedto
her four children, Alan, Don, Kayleen and
Kent—amost to the point of exhaustion. Don
and Kent have both served honorablemissions
anddl areliving honorablelives. Lornasskin
isbeautifully blond, asisher hair. Shesupports
her husband in his church work and in his
scouting activities. Richardispresident of the
Fort Bridger Council of Boy Scoutsand loves
hiswork. When Lornawaspregnant with Don,
shehad atumor in her spinewhich couldn’t be
removed until after hewasborn, so she dept
sitting up in a chair throughout her whole
pregnancy. Shewasin the hospital after he
was born, and | was chosen to take care of
Don. Itwashardto let him gowhenthetime

Pick and orna,

Alan, Ponny,

Kayleen, Kent

PDick dorna, Alan and Ponny in Provo, Ut
o
R &
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Richard

(by Lucie James)

AN
o/ (Richard had open-heart surgery on April 5,

1974, and these are my feelings as he told me
of the feelings he had at that time)

The black curtains of life
Were inch by inch
Moment by moment
Closing in on me
And [ was afraid -
Mightily afraid--not afraid
Of death, bur afraid of
Loss of earth time.
There were things unfinished.
Then a close friend
Bill Croft brought hope.
Suddenly the curtains stopped,
Fears slowly assuaged
And [ slept.

On April 5, 1974, | was
Wheeled into the operating room.
Something happened to me -
[ was no longer afraid.

[ knew [ would live.
Anesthesia brought oblivion.
As [ slept, skillful hands,
Warchful eyes, devoted docrors,
Skillful nurses and the the
Prayers of loved ones and
Friends joined ranks
7o speed my recovery.

[ was inert, rotally
Dependent on others.
The curtains of life were
Waiting.

Evening came, painfully,
But it came. [ was alive.

[ could hear. Someone was

2 Talking to me--a kind voice.
ﬂf;, I would listen. [ would
Co-operate.
\
24 B \’ ‘ *"’! @

Then voices [ knew,
Voices of concern, of love,
OFf encouragement, of hope.
The curtains were opening,
Slowly, but surely.

On Easter morning
[ was released to go Home
to Rock Springs.

How good to be alive!
How good to be needed/
How beautiful my world,
How beautiful my people!
Yes, [ could see--see kindness,
Kindness and goodness in the
Eyes of family and friends.
[ could hear. [ could smell.
[ could talk!

And best of all, I could feel
[ was me.

A surge of
Gratitude to my Father
In Heaven who had
Blessed me in my hour
Of need, and who had
Blessed me and my
Loved ones all our lives,

Filled my heart.
I knew I would strive ¢ ’
7o live more \‘:k‘
Worthily.
o o
@ ‘Qﬂ A N
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Loi

2

ois was born on August 1, 1928l in

JsRock Springs, Wyoming. Shewasthe

first child born in our new home on

Young Avenue and arrived just as Dr. Lauzer was
coming inthefront door. Loiswasabeautiful baby
withlong black eyelashesframing lovely bigblueeyes.

Shehad tiny brown curlsall over her head.

Naturea so favored Loiswith an affectionate
disposition. When Tommy wasborn two years|ater,
shegave him oneglance, thenranto thesofaand wept
bitterly. After that she showed no signsof jealousy for
thenew baby. Infact, they becameclosepals. Tom
waslargefor hisageand Loiswassmall for hers—
both had black curly hair and blueeyesand were often
takenfor twins. Then suddenly Tomwaswearing size
eleven-and-a-half shoes and she was wearing size
three-and-a-half!

Loiswasareal helpintending the younger
children and agood student in school. By thetimeshe
had finished second grade, she had read thewhol e set
of Mark Twain’s books and many others. Insixth
grade her teacher told methat she could be advanced
agrade, but becauseshewassmdl insze, wehesitated
todoit. After finishing high school, shewent towork
in the auditing office of the Union Pacific Coal
Company as acomptometer operator.

Shemarried at eighteen and had three sons
- andonedaughter. Loiswasdivorced from Carl Hirschi
about the same time when her oldest son was old

Page

Randy, Ron, Pavid and Carla

enough to go on amission. She attended Henegers
Business Collegein Ogden—compl eting atwo-year
coursein three monthswith the highest gradesinthe
history of theschool. Besidesfiveawards, and awrite-
up inthelocal paper, shewasgiven thebest job on
Heneger’swaitinglist.
Loiswasseded to ThomasErnest Winfieldin
1969. Her eldest son, Ron, was sealed to Beth
Jenkins on the same day with Brother Seth Blood
officiating. Lois children areRonad, David, Randy
and Carla. Lois husband, Ernie, is employed at
Thiokol and was part of
theteamwhofiguredthe
bid on the new space
shuttle. Ernie was
chosen to take the
bid to Washington—
their bid waschosen.
Lois is apt
with her hands and
hasknit many beautiful
sweaters and coats.
Every summer Cecile
or Cheril would spend
time with her and her
children. In1953whenwe
(Cecil, Lucie, Joyce, Cheril and Cecile) went to
Hawaii to meet Tom after hismission, Loismadefive
or six beautiful dresses(awholewardrobe!) for Cecile .
towear onthetrip—and shedidit dl injust oneweek!




ois gave us our first grandchild—
Jshowever, Ronniewasborn early and

they didn’t feel that they could do
anything to save himinthe hospital, sowetook him
home. Hewassuch alittle preemie. We
fed him milk with an eye-dropper every
hour of hislifeuntil hewasabletotake
morethan that at atime. He, along
withLois two other sons, hasfilled
an honorable mission—Ron to
Audtralia, Daveto New Zedand
and Randy to New York.
When Ron left, Lois was a
single mother, and she

wondered how shewould be ableto support himon
thismission. Sheasked Cecil how shewasgoingto ',
be able to do it, and all he said was, “ Do you pay”,/
your tithing?” Shesaid,”“ Yes” Andhesaid,” Then
you will be okay.” Ron was only out a
year when Davewas called so shewas
not only supporting onemissonary, but
twoat thesametime. Carlamarried
areturned missionary. Lois has
always been active in church
work—serving for many yearsas
a den mother in the scout
program, as a teacher in
Sunday School and as

President of Primary.

QRonnie and Pavie
Randy and Carla (below)

Ernie, dois, PBeth, and Ron - 1969

Yois, Queen of the Gold and Green
Ball, Rock Springs, Wyoming
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Tom

om was born on Mother’sDay (May

11, 1930) in Rock Springs, Wyoming.

He graduated from high school in

1948 andentered BY U. Hisschoolingwasinterrupted

for threeyears(1950-
1953) whilehefilled
an LDS mission in
Japan.

After one quarter
of schooling, it was
again interrupted by
his army service in
Japan. His army
service was highly
competitive, and he
waschosenfromquite
alargegrouptofill it.
Heagain returned to
the“Y” and in 1956
received his BA in
Marketing. Helater received aMaster’sDegree. He
traveled throughout the U.S. asasaesmanager for
Patterson Sales Clinic for four years. In 1961, he
joined theBY U staff aschairman of Specia Courses
and Conferences.

But let metell you about Tom. Asachildhe
wasvery happy. Heloved people, even madeafriend
of Mrs. Davis, an elderly lady who most children
feared. Grandmother Searsand my mother had this
characteristic of redlly loving people, andinmy family
Tom seemsto haveinherited the biggest portion—
although Cecileand Cheril arecloseseconds. Inthe
fifth grade he took the
leadinaplay caled They
All LoveJack. | thought
he was super init. He
even hadtosing. When
he entered Junior High
School healso started to
work at thelumber yard
after school, and
> continued working there
adl throughhighschoadl. In
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high school he won the gold medal for typing. He
loved horses and would spend hours over by
Ferraro’scorra admiring their horses. Tom gavethe
Mother’sDay talk thelast Sunday we spent in Rock
Springs before moving to Provo. | was proud of
him—it wasagood talk.

Atthe*Y” Tomknew all hiscolleaguesby
nameand awaysmentioned their namewhengreting
them. He makesfriends because helovespeople.
Atoneof our Mutud activity programsaprofessond
make-up-artist made Tom up asasalty seapirate.

Cecilecriedand | dmost did.

INn 1956 (June4), he '
married Roberta
Stevenson in the Los
AngdesTemple. They have
six fine children--Lori
(served a mission to
Louisiana), JoDee, Tom
(served a mission to
Australia), Johnny, Billy

and Philip. They
live on afour-acre
plot of land, which
might be called a
ranch for most of it
hasbeentaken over
by Arabian horses,
trucks, trailers,
cars, motorcycles,
snow-mobiles,
boats and camping




om's horse, Gai
Adventure took first
place in the Nation in

1974—Grand National Champion.
Roberta keeps busy with young
Philip—keepsbooksat the bowling aley
(Ohyes, Tom bought theArt City Bowling
Alley), isteacher intheadult classin her
ward, teacher in Relief Society andin her
sparetimegiveslecturesonquilting. Last
summer shetook her six children and her

mother and father back to
Nauvoo in their suburban
withnomishaps. Shedoes |+
her ownwall paper hanging =
and hasavegetablegarden. | 3 ’/
On January 13, 8/
1977 wehad an especialy
sad experience. Tom and
Roberta’s son Johnny was
accidentally killed by the
explosion of a carbon cap
filledwith gun powder. The
school childrenwereout on
the road waiting for the

school bus to take them

home. A bit of meta severedthemainheart

artery and death wasimmediate.

/.
%

oooooooooooooo
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Johnny (1 April 1962—13 January 1977)

Written by Lucie Howard James (grandmother)

How does one describe
A person as special

As Johnny?

Physically he was strong
But not tall, firm

But not heavy.

He had black wavy hair
And sparkling eyes
Always smiling and
Framed by long gorgeous eyelashes.
His skin was fair,

With rosy cheeks

And one pock mark.

He had a fine

Stevenson nose.

His mouth turned

Up at the corners,
Which made for a
Permanent pleasant
Expression

Which easily broadened
Into a smile.

Spiritually Johnny had a
Willing capacity for work.
At our family outings

It was Johnny do this!”
Johnny do that!”

He loved people

Both old and young
And in between.
Johnny belonged to

All of us.

He might have been Proud.

He wasn't/

Johnny stood

Grinning Christmas Day

In a brand new suit

Of tan corduroy.

“Grandma, ” he said,

“How do [ look?”

“Gorgeous,” I replied,

“Me for you

When [ grow up!”

o

Then he smiled and
Said, “Why wait?”

And put his
Nice strong
Arms around me.
Now wasn't that
A nice

Christmas present?

People came to the

House after

His tragic accident,
Bringing food
And love and
Sympathy to

His parents—
Hundreds stood
In a long, long :
Line in the cold ;
At the mortuary. F’
We all felt a A

Bond of i o
Human Kindness and

Love
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JO¥CG

oyceand her family arenext onour list of

children. She hasawaysbeen ahappy

person with alot of energy. Oncewhen
someone asked her how she knew
how to do so many things, she
said, “| guessit’s because
I’m not afraid to try.”
Many of her skillsasan
interior decorator have
been devel oped because
shereadstheingructions
thentries. Shealso has
a love and desire to
make things beautiful.
She also has a green
thumb—everything she
plants grows well—but |
think thisisbecause shegives
it TLC. Growing things takes
constant care—thisshegives.

Joyce as Queen of the Gold and Green PBall in
Provo, Utah

Itisaliftjust towalk through her home. She's #
abeautiful seamstress and made Cecile’ swedding
dress(dmost at thelast moment). Alf, her husbandis
topsinhisfid d—dentistry, and heisa so aperfectionist
inother thingsaswell—even gardening. Never adull

Alfred Ridge

moment in their home—in fact there are often very
gay momentslike slumber parties, wedding parties,
Mutua parties, family partiesand work parties—like
when she gets Cecil to put up ceilling molding.

Joyce with Michelle, Jerilynn and Shauna
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Yoyce with
Panny, Jerilynn,

day written by Joyce from
Newtown, Pa. Among other
thingsit said, “ Danny hasthefirst
chair in the school band on the
French horn. Healsowas ‘smash

I was reading a letter the other

hit" in a Stake play.” Danny had a
sweet spirit with malicetoward none.
Hewaskilled in an automobile accident.

Shaunna, Michelle Faitym

® @1 : N W V4
A %
He and another boy were on their way to achurch /=
dance, and whenthey pulled over toraisetheantenna . »
of thecar up, atruck that wasfollowing them, ranright ﬂ; '*
over their car, setting it on fire. e
Danny wasburiedin Preston, —
Idaho on May 7, 1975.
Hehad beeninterviewed
about going on a
mission. He was
working back East
and aBrother Weerig
called us here in
Provo at about 11
o' clock a nighttotell
us of the terrible
accident. JoyceandAlf
were on a trip to
California and we
were unable to locate
them. However, Joyce
called homethe next morning to ask how
the girls were. Just as the phone rang,
Richard who had just come down from
Rock Springs, Wyoming, wascomingin
thedoor. | asked Richardtotell her.
Atthefunera, Richardtolditlike
this: “1 was coming in the door of
mother’shomewhen Joycecalled from
LosAngeles. It fell to metotell Joyce of
Danny's death. It was the hardest thing
shehasever hadtoface. Among other things
shesaid, ‘Why should thishappen tome?’ Ayear
ago | had open-heart surgery and | said the same
thing, ‘Why me?’ | hadn’t broken any laws and
neither had Danny. We don’t know our Heavenly
Father’s plan—we can only carry on the best we
can. Danny was ready to go on a mission, and
someday we will know how well hefilled hiscall.
Probably no one of usisaswell prepared to go as
Danny. My prayer isthat we may all take stock
of ourselvesand striveto live up to the standards
setbyDan.” Andthenhegavetheprayer. However,
before hisremarks previousto the prayer, hestepped _ | ©
over to Joyce, put hisarm around her and they stood =, 7
together during his remarksand prayer. They both
soodtdl spiritudly.
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Daniel Mark Jensen (26 July 1956- 2 May 1975)

Written by Lucie Howard James (grandmother)

It does not seem that he is gone,

[ feel the nearness of his wit,

Hiis eyes thar sparkled with each tale

[ see them still with laughter lit.

Strong of leg and limb for skiing--

Brave he took “Big Emmy’s” grade,

(A challenge for professionals)

He grinned and said, “I'm not afraid!”
Soft spoken to the girls was he,

1o [adies fair and to his Mom,

He picked up children with one hand
Held high their torsos with aplomb.
Faithful to his Priesthood’s calling,

FPut first the duties called upon,
Searched the scriptures for his answers,
And knew for sure the right from wrong;
Amazing how much food he ate,
Surprised us how he held it all,

Was never sick, did nor complain

He met life squarely feeling tall.

He always set his clock’s alarm,

Bur getting up was nor appealing,

He let it ring its old heart out

Then kicked the covers to the ceiling.
Calm and collected, shaved and dressed,
Arrived on time looking his best.

School, to him, was just a breeze,

And dating girls he did with ease.

So strong, so brave, stalwart each day,

[ almost now can hear him say,

“When my time came, I'd made the grade,

Remember folks, I'm not afraid.”
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o Cheril

‘%,% (Editor’s {Cecile’s} Note: Much of Cheril’s story is included in another section of Lucie’s

autobiography. I've included two poems that Lucie wrote about Cheril. The first one is copied
from an old yellow piece of paper that | seem to have had for years. It was a poem Lucie was

working on but never finished.)

(written by Lucie H. James 1961)

Twenty-four years ago today
A new born babe beside me lay—
[ gazed upon your face so fair,

Your tiny hands, your fuzz pink hair,

With light turned low that first
charmed night
[ did not sleep but held you tight.
[ held your hand, your fingers all,

Each nail so perfect and so small,

How tiny, soft how frail it seemed

How full my heart this gift to glean.

[ touched your cheek with lightest kiss,
What man, thought I, has known such bliss.

I closed my thumb within your palm,

You grasped it tight and hung right on.
So special this, with you so young,
And sound asleep, I thought “How

come?”

And then I lifted up the sheet
1o see your tiny curled up feer—
A miracle, each new born babe

The sweetest gift to woman made

And now today you too hold tight

A heaven gift. a man-child bright, Cheri,
Y. Grant, JoNell

P Far
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And I would just like you to know
g My grown up daughter, Mrs. Snow,
Thart all my prayers for you that night
Have been fulfilled, (well not all quite).

But your life has been real comforting,

You've made my heart within me sing.

Grateful am [ for your spirit sweet . . .

Back: Michael, JoNell, J. Grant, Groster Son, Kathleen
Oront: Richelle, Roger, Cheril, Richard

r

Santa and Roge

-~
7 4
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‘ Grandma’s Night Out ‘

(by Lucie H. James 1975)

While tending grandchildren who
live on a hill

In a city folks call Centerville,

[ decided to sleep at the Snows,

Way downstairs, where nobody goes.

“You may share my bed,” said
teen-aged JoNell
“Up here I know youll sleep soundly
and well.”
But me—1 just sleep best alone—
With my oldish muscles and likewise bones.

[ retired early, sank relaxed

On a soft green sofa—pillow detached,
When suddenly a small boy whisper
“Grandma, I'll be you body guarder!”

It was Michael with his sleeping bag,
Thoughttul little fellow—what a lad/
Qluietly he settled by my side,

[ really did feel safer—glowed with pride.

Happy now, once more my breath

was deep
Knowing for sure I'd soon be asleep,
When a soft girl voice my slumber jogged,
“Lady and I will be your watch dog.”

Lady was a mongrel dog, big in size,
Long floppy ears and sad, sad, sad eyes.
Kathleen a special blue-eyed cutie
Beside the beast did well her duty.

Next Richelle with courteous shoving,
Said not a word, just gentle loving.
All was quiet with one big “deplore,”
Lady, the dog had a terrible snore.

A long drawn out whistle, a loud gasp,
Becoming a blast—perhaps her last!
The children love this brown bundle

of fur,
Just why is hard to say or what for.

If1 go to sleep, the dog might die,
“This must not happen,” | thought
with a sigh
So court sleep | couldn’t—didn’t even try,

More considerate than most—these
Small “Snow Fry!”

Kathleen, Michelle, JoNell, J. Grant
Richelle, Gina, Rusty, Michael
Jady (1970)
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Cecile

ecilewasbornonJduly 21,1941, at5am.in

theRock SpringsMemoria Hospital. Hers

wasarapid “herel come” entrance. One
breath-taking warning at home, one more in the
delivery room and presto! A finenoisy debut. She
hasdwaysmetlifewitha
certain zest. Whether at
school, at home or
wherever, sheenters into
thingswith acontagious
enthusiasm that rallies
othersto join the team.
Every personisimportant
to Cecile—and because
sheredly fedsthisspecid
appreciation of others,
shetakesthetimetohelp
them realize their own
potentid.

During high school vacation there was
seldom aday when Cecile and one of her friends
would not be confiding in each other under theapple
tree. | oftenwondered what they weretalking about,
but she never betrayed aconfidence. Whenshewas

Y about sixteen-
years-old, shewas
made  dance
director inthe Oak
Hills 11 Ward.
Under her di-
rection some of

became popular
because of their

tripping. How-
ever, some of the
special dance
sessions on the
frontroom carpet
# took acertaintoll. Cecile'sdatesweremany—tall,

Yucie and Cecile - 1947

dark and handsome; short, fair and gorgeous; and P

many shadesin between. All weretreated thesame

4 B X

the plain lookers |

light fantastic %% ;

when they begantolike her seriousy—shewould not

encouragethem (adight worry to her mother). One
boy after afirst datewith Cecilecameto meand said,
“ Sister James, when | first asked Cecilefor a date,
| did it because | thought she
would be an easy make-out
because she flirted so
much. | said, “and she
wasn’t was she?” He

said, “No, but what’s
more, shedidn’t make

mefeel likea heel and

now |1'd really like to

go out with her

again.” Shedidn’twant

togo.

We were in
Audgrdiawhen shedated
Doug, and we missed
having her comeinto our
bedroom after her special
datesdl aglow withthethrill
of theevening still upon her
and listento an exciting replay
(by morning some of thebubbles

would begone). Cecile in High School

In 1961 wewerecaledtogotoAustraliaon
abuildingmisson. Cecilewentwithusandwascdled
__ onaprosglytingmission

% by President Bruce R.
McConkie. Her ex-
perienceinthemission
21 field was a good one.
Shestill kegpsintouch
with many of her
= missonary companions

| andfriendsand converts,
which she made while
there,

Cecile and Yucie (com-

panions for one week)




resident and Sister McConkie becamevery
€ id toher. IntheFall of 1963 shereturned
2N toProvoandtoBYU. 1n1964, shebecame
# gaged to Douglas
Scribner and was
married in the Manti
Templeon June2, 1964.
| madethetrip (halfway
around theworld) from
Perth to come to the
wedding. (Actualy, I - ‘%\
don’t seehow they could M\\nx “\ #8

havemadeit without my ‘ﬁm——
help—and Joyce’s). u.\\‘:-

Doug isnow Bishop of o, .ﬂﬂllll l.l\\\
aSantaRosaCadlifornia

Yora born
Ward and works at after
Hewlett-Packard. They Qucie

have childrenwith plus
ultra umph, and it Cecile in (I&a Ora C[ub 1960 |
amazes me how Cecile gets so much done.

In 1972, they moved to SantaRosa. Here
they haveabeautiful homeandalovdy family. Rusty
givestwo-and-a-haf minutetalksin J.
Sunday School, which he thinks up
himself. Ginaisher grandmother’s
specid delight. Craigisanartist, writes
on all the walls with crayons and
pencilsand pens, but like Rusty, Gina
and Scott, hislong eyelashesgivehis
repentant eyesadisarming blink that
takes most of the wham out of his
deserved punishment. Little Scotty is
ared family heart throb, all smilesand
responsive, even to Cecile’'s wild
kisses. Cecileand Dougwork very
hardin the SantaRosaWard and have
put on some fabul ous productions—
"There is Liberty,” a bicentennial
pageant ran for five daysand played
to over 1000 people. Last year's
Christmasprogram wasthebest I’ ve

died

= . ever witnessed. They have somefine —_— — . -
/7 tdentintheir ward and by some magic they work Poug and Cecile
together very well. (writtenin 1974) Russ, Gina, Craig, Scott, Christy, Jimmy, Spencer
' 1981
g4 BN *éf & > %*% AR N
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Family Home Evening at the Scribners

by Lucie James (Christmas 1977) »

In a circle sat the family

In PJ’s or nightgowns frilly,

Each in turn led all in chorus

With a special Christmas carol.
Christy stood in bare-leg beauty
This is our brave and fearless cutie!
Eyes alight with inward fire

7o do it well--her one desire!

It mattered not, her hair awry,

Or that her age is very shy,

Or that her words too fast for tongue

Jumped over themselves, rum, tum, tum.

Her brothers, sister, Mom and Dad

All sang with gusto and were glad:
Grandparents too, a happy lot,

Her irresistable spirit caught.

Gram whispered low in Jimmy's ear,
“Party-cake loud, Christmas is here!”
So clap he did with laughing eye

A hugable, loveable, adorable guy!

Yucie with Gina, Scott and Christy - 1977

;\v
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QRuss, Gina, Craig, Scotty, Christy, Jimmy in
PJ’s made by Grandma (Lucie)

PDoug, Craig, Gina, Scotty, Christy, Cecile, :
Rusty - 1974 /



The Woman
\\\\ by Lucie Howard James - February 22, 1962 ’,y\

To be so chosen and by him
Her eyes betrayed her joy;
Now needed, loved, it seemed enough

Happiness unalloyed.

Each grew in stature as they worked,
Together each did find
A true and understanding heart

An understanding mind.

But time went on and once again
She longed for something more
Nor hardly dared to put in words
The gift she would implore.

Then for awhile she did not tell
The secret near her heart
But dreamed in wonder of the time

The tidings to impart.

A white capped nurse breezed in and out

Her waiting days were spent.

Long was the night, he held her hand,
As strength to her he lent.

With morning came surcease of pain,
Into her waiting arms,
A tiny newborn babe they placed.
Peace crowded out alarm.

So small, so red, so soft, so dear
“Sweet as a perfumed kiss” —
Her own, she held it gently near

A treasured moment this.

Her days were good, the children all
grew daily with her care
‘Til one by one the children left
Lone was the home and bare.

Then through the open door they came
Small faces looking up,

Her children’s children young and sweet

Hers was a queen’s sized cup.




SPIRITUAL EXPERIENCES

(written by Lucie Jamesafter much urging from her childrent)
December 1971

us are spiritual: the moment of birth when we hear the cry of our new born child; or

when we stand in the presence of greatness—a prophet or a person who has endured
great pain or trial without complaint, or one who has shouldered great responsibility; or when we
have seen young manhood emerge from life's crucible still possessing selfless goodness. In
fact, anytime when brothers and sisters sustain each other in righteousness, they “stand tall” to us
their parents, and these moments are more precious than
those we call miraculous.

Occasionally we get fleeting glimpses of heaven as we journey through life, which to

However, in my day | have witnessed many gifts
of the spirit, which have strengthened my testimony of
the truthfulness of the Gospel and in the reality of my
Heavenly Father’s love. When about thirteen-years-old,
as we were playing baseball in a vacant field across the
street from our home in Maywood, | saw a lavender
funeral crepe on our front door. | immediately ran home.
As| neared the house, the crepe disappeared, but inside |
found mother very sick. In ashort time we children had
mother’s bed brought downstairs to the front room, my
father called home from his office, a doctor was on his
way, and Mrs. Svatek, a neighbor, came to help. Pretty
soon we who were hiding close outside heard a baby’s
wonderful cry. We named the baby, “Lora.”

On another occasion things went badly—the baby
died and mother hemorrhaged. My father and another doctor were working hard. Then suddenly
everything became quiet, and | heard the doctor say, “ She'sgone.” They both left and went into
the kitchen. | had been hiding in the dining room and peeked in at mother. She motioned for me
to cometo her. She spoke very low, but told me that she had seen and talked with her mother and
sister (who were dead) and told me that they urged her to come with them. She said that they were
happy and that they told mother that if she stayed on earth, she would have to suffer great sorrow
and endure much tribulation. Then to me she said, “ Lutie, you're the oldest and you must be
brave—take good care of the children.” | wasn't brave and begged her to stay. Later she told
me that coming back into her body was painful. Shelived to be seventy-five and was|oved by all
who knew her. Herswasthe gift of bravery!

During the First World War while still in high school, | took a part-time job working in the
Corn-Exchange National Bank. | wanted very much to convert awidow who worked next to me. |
discovered that | needed a firmer testimony myself, so | read the Book of Mormon, Pearl of
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Great Price, Scientific Aspects of Mormonism and Gospel Doctrine. | also prayed and fasted
as | became more intent on knowing for sure that the gospel istrue. One night as| was coming
home on the “L” (elevated railway), discouraged and tired, it happened. Just as we pulled out
from the station at 52" Street, there, high in the sky was a group of sparkling white houses, like
part of acity, and as | looked, a most thrilling feeling seemed to envelope me. Every trace of
weariness left, and suddenly | knew the answers to some of the questions that had baffled me
before. No one in the train seemed to be aware of the phenomenon. Gradually my testimony
grew and has withstood the test of years, trials and tears, and is my most precious possession.
As| look back, | can’'t think of any great happiness that is not connected with the Gospel.

Then there isthe gift of hearing voices of those who have passed through the veil. Alan
died in ahospital in Denver. | heard his voice the night he died in Rock Springs, Wyoming. |
also heard Winni€ svoice after her death. Thenight before Loradied, | dreamed that Grandmother
Sears came to take her. Later | told mother about this and she said, “ Yes, mother came for
Lora. | saw her too.” | dream trivial dreams almost every night, but when | dream the same
dream more than once and remember it in detail, | know that it may mean something. One
dream that seemed trivial, however, wasn't. For three nightsstraight | dreamed that Dr. Thomas
Martin came to me and said, “ Sister James, you know |'m real, don’t you!” | said, “ Yes, |
know you are real.” The third night he added, “ Tell Irma” (his wife). After telling her, she
wept and said that shortly before he died, he became very concerned about the reality of
personality beyond the veil, and had promised Irma that when he found out, he would let her
know if he possibly could. (One of the buildings on BY U Campus is named after Dr. Martin).

Healings by the laying on of hands by those holding the Melchizedek Priesthood are
numerous. In Rock Springs, Wyoming, we had a Bishop Young—Iater Patriarch Young—who
had the gift of healing. In fact, severa of the non-LDS doctors would ask for Brother Young to
administer to LDS patients who were beyond doctors help. When Cecil was Bishop, he often
went to the hospital to administer to the sick. | remember once when | was helping a poor
family from McKinnon (who couldn’t afford a nurse) put ice packs on the neck of achild, Dr.
Warner told methat | had better leave since the child would go into spinal meningitis by midnight.
| called Brother Young first, and he administered to her and promised her health. The next
morning | called Dr. Warner and he said, “ Mrs. James, you won't believe this, but that child is
well. | can find no infection in her body anywhere and could release her today. |’ve never
seen anything like thisbefore!” | might add that | personally feel that Brother Young still has
this power of healing and that he came to me. For almost ayear after abad fall down the stairs
| had been having headaches, which kept gettingworse. Onenight | had just goneto bed. | was
not asleep and it was about 10 o’ clock when | suddenly became aware of aman dressed in white
standing about two feet away from the bed. As| turned to get a better look (the lights from the
BYU building make the bedroom quite light) | saw a short person with eyes I'll never forget.
They looked straight into mine with real concern—almost like a stream of light. He never said
aword, nor moved. | guess| should have been afraid, but | wasn’'t, not one bit. And from that
moment until now | haven’'t had one of those immovable headaches.
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Then there was the angelic choir. In 1938 a group from Rock Springs, Wyoming, traveled

Know That My Redeemer Lives.” While he sang and while Sister Almond and daughter sang, a
most beautiful choir sang along with them. Brother Ballard rode back to Rock Springsin our car,
and | asked him where they kept the choir, thinking that maybe there was an adjoining room. It
sounded like grand opera. He said, “Then you heard it too. We had a heavenly choir at the
dedication—the chapel must have been built at great sacrifice.” He said it as though he were
used to such things. After we got home many people called to tell Brother Ballard that they had
heard a heavenly choir. Sister Maude Young wrote to Brother Ballard later and got verification of
this from him in writing.

One thing reminds me of another. In 1924, | had gone to Salt Lake to attend a Primary
conference in Barrett Hall (Barrett Hall used to stand just east of the Temple and north of Hotel
Utah). At this meeting Sister Lillie T. Freeze (counselor to President Louise B. Felt) spoke in
tongues. Sister Zina B. Card interpreted the tongue. Among other things she said that from this
time on the young people would have more temptations than at any previous time in history. She
urged that they hold fast to the iron rod of the Gospel.

These are most of my way out experiences. But | must repeat that the loveliest of all
moments are the timeswhen my children, my grandchildren and my husband “ stand tall spiritually.”
Then again because I’ m a sentimental mother and grandmother, sometimes| get nice heart-warming
feelings just by looking into their fine faces, which reflect inward goodness.

Qucie and Cecil in Provo
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« toManila, Utah, about eighty miles, to attend the dedication of a small one-room chapel. Brother
“Melvin J. Balard had come to dedicate the chapel. He also offered the opening prayer and sang“1 "/
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#0C ONY GRANDMOTHERS Zasam -
(By Lucie Howard James- 1976)

bedrest after having a baby, | was lying in bed listening to a group of youngsters

playing London Bridge is Falling Down! As the bridge fell and they brought their
captive victim under my window to give him achoice of sides, the two captains said, “Which
would you rather have? All thegold, silver, diamondsand housesin theworld or be Heavenly
Father?” Every child without exception chose the latter. | wondered about this; do children
bring abuilt-inlovefor their Heavenly Father; do they basically want to be good; did their Sunday
School teachersinstil thislove in them or did their mothers?

e %’é# ”’;Y f N
i \% O ne hot summer day (July 1926) when mothers were given ten to fourteen days »‘i

tribute to a fine LDS mother, “My good wife made the remark one day that she

felt at timesdiscouraged. Shesaid, ‘ You areattending medical school--each day, each
m gaining information and making headway, preparing yourself for your life's work--
whilel remain at hometaking care of thekiddies, washing dishesand cleaning up the house.’
| told her that her mission would perhaps be more productive of permanent good in theworld than
mine because shewas carrying the responsibility morethan | inrearing afamily, and when what |
might have accomplished should beforgotten, these children of herswould go on creating monu-
mentsto her name.”

I rother William McKay (brother to President David O. McKay) said, as he paid

first grandchild (apremie) weighed only four pounds, but we

fed him with an eye dropper, every hour onthe hour, night and
day, until he weighed six pounds. Thereis something irresistable
about anewborn. Babiesloveto betalkedto, to hold one'sfinger, to
smile, and soon anew dimension of loveisadded to our lives--and
thiswith every new addition. They give usan assurance of immortal-
ity. Loveisforever. Their looks, their form, their voices, their smiles
are ever with us, and our love for them increases day by day. Life
becomes more meaningful.

! et metell you what grandchildren mean to grandmothers. My

Baptist minister said, “Love's language is forever,
and she speaks no other language. If it were true
that we should not meet and know one another in heaven,

théh when our dead arelaid away, our love for them ought to die, Ronald Gene Hirschi
but we do not ceaseto lovethe dead, neither do welovethem less, ucie’s Frirst Grandchild
but rather more.”

o reat need brings us closer to our Heavenly Father. When one of our loved ones e
f‘ is badly hurt or very ill, we pray with rea intent. When they succeed or achie\/e%:‘%,{
in righteous endeavor, werejoice. Theloveliest of all momentsarethetimeswhenmy

N children, my grandchildren or my great-grandchildren or my husband stand tall spiritually. ¥
e N
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t our annual family outing at Fremont Lake this year (1976), a man from a
neighboring camp said to me, “Now just look what you started!” (There were |

forty-seven of us). | looked andwhat | saw, | liked. (1) TherewasLornaholding Jenni-~ /"

fer’and talking to Ritain the screened-in portion of their tent. Richard had taken some of the
small fry boysfishing in hisboat on Fremont Lake. (2) Loisand Erniewere washing dishesand
talking to David and Ron who were holding two small children. Beth and Deannewerein their
trailer. (3) Tom wasin aboat pulling skiiers. He and Roberta have six children - Lori, JoDee,
Tommy, Johnny, Bill and Philip. (4) Joyce, Alf, Jeri, Shaunaand Michelle cametrouping inwith
packagesfor the cowboy shop in Pinedale. (5) Cheril and Richard were just astone’ sthrow from
camp trying out the kyacks with their kids - JoNell, J.Grant, Kathleen, Michael, Richelle and
Roger. (6) Doug and Cecile plus five children came by car to Utah, then flew to Boston and
Connecticut, then back to Utah and up to Pinedal e--then drove back to Santa Rosa--Oh my!

Il of my children and grandchildren together--all well, happy, active in the church,
al gainfully employed. There were no hippies, no smoking, no drinking and no
quarreling, and | felt grteful to be diveto seethem, and to havethem call me*“ Mom” and
“Grandma.” The five who might have said “ Great-grandma” were too small to say

such abig word.

Cecil and Qucie with Michelle, Shauna and
Jerilynn Jensen, Joyce Ridge

Qucie with Spencer Scribner - born a
year before Yucie died

-~
7 4
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Patriarchal Blessing

A blessing given under the hand of Harrison Sperry upon the head of L ucie Howard, daughter of
John F. A. Howard and DrucillaSearsHoward. Born March 2, 1900. Blessing given August 30,
1921.

Lucie Howard, thou art most noble—Thy Father in Heaven’s lovely child. He loves you, and
the power of the Almighty will rest upon you, for you are destined to do a mighty work, for
thou art blessed with a noble talent. The Lord desires that you should use that talent in His

favor, and the Spirit of the Lord will rest upon you and teach you in regards to that talent.

When you were with the Father in the Spirit World, you were faithful and you were true—
and you did keep your first estate. And for this your faithfulness, He has placed you here that
you might be born of a most noble mother, for there is a grand experience before you. The
Lord knows that you are qualified to perform the duties that will be assigned unto you. You
will yet be one of the wonderful teachers in Zion. You will have friends on the right hand and
on the left who will be pleased to converse with you, for they will realize that you are

inspired of the Lord. Your days will be long in the land.

You will be blessed with a beautiful home, and there will be one of the Lord’s noble sons that
will be pure and clean who will desire your hand in wedlock, and if you accept, it will be a

noble union, for you are destined to be a noble mother in Zion.

Be faithful and the blessings of your Father in Heaven will surround you, for your name is
written in the Lamb’s Book of Life, and those whose names are written in the Lamb’s Book

of Life are entitled to eternal life in the presence of the Father.

Thou art of Ephraim; this is the lineage of the old Patriarchs Abraham, Issac and Jacob. | place
my hands upon your head and seal you up to come forth in the morning of the first resurrection
where you will be crowned with glory, immortality and eternal life. You will have great

influence in your father’s house. This is your blessing but it is predicated upon your faithfulness.

| seal it upon your head by the authority of the Priesthood which | hold and in the name of

Jesus Christ. Amen

y A
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Continuing Education
By LucieH. James

and‘rithmeticat BY U Incompetitionwith young, vigorousand romantic students, it seemed abit ridiculous.
| found them courteous, competitive, clever, cute, curious, sharp and serious students, intent on capturing
collegecurriculumwhileat the sametime glancing meaningfully at the opposite sex.

In 1951, being of sound mind and body at 51 yearsof age, | undertook therigoroustask of reading, writing

But why should arationd person, securdly married with six children, afourteen-room house, an acre of whispy
weedsand lawn, plusextrastudentsliving in the house, chooseto carry booksback and forth to school when
she might betaking aluscious afternoon nap? If employersprefer college graduates, I' m sureit’sbecauseit
takesalot of energy and sticktoitivenessto make the grade clear through, and employerswant peoplewho
know how to work.

Goingto collegefor mewassomething likeriding asurf board—onceyou are on and theboat pulling youisin
motion, thereisareal incentiveto hold on, even whenthegoing getsrough! And thentherewasthat wonderful
fedling that cameafter graduation (1955) —afeding of euphoriaand exulting exhilaration. Atlast my timewas
my own!! No themesto get finished by 10 0’ clock, no examsto force meto dig deeper, no fantastic research
papersto create, no tediousterm papersto write, no trandations of stupid storiesto hand in, no 100-page
reading assignments, no authorsto eval uate, no datesto remember, no projectsto work on, no notebooksto
record professors’ every word. No need to listen with rapt attention to the life cycle of an e€l or to the
generationsof theancient greats, or to writeapaper onthe*why and whereforeof tribulations.” Nosr, from
now on my timewasmy own, and it waswonderful.

Then Sister IrmaMartin decided to takean LPN course (Licensed Practical Nurse) and wanted metotakeit
aso. Itlasted oneyear—and then again, my timewas my own.

BrighamDoung Hninersity

Froto, Wrah
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Blue Folder Theme
by LucieH. James

classtaught by Br. Braithwaite. It wasstraight lecturewith aterm paper at the end of the quarter. Ours

wasto be aSociological autobiography. Thisdidn’'t seem difficult, but when | had it finished, | had six
sheets of notebook paper. | thought now who intheworld would want to read six pages about me, so | cut it
downtothree pages, thefolded it in half, inserting astraight pin to hold the pagestogether.

When | got to class on the day our paperswere due, everyonein the class had a blue notebook and many
pages. | asked Sister Ashton, sSitting next to me, what they were since shehad onetoo. Shesaid, “ Oh, they
arejust foldersfor our term papers.” My next question was, “ How many pages haveyou?”’ Shesaid,
“Only forty-two—I just couldn’t think of anything elseto write.” Some had fatter books, and some
weretype-written. After everyonehad | eft the classafter having handed theirsin, | presented my shinning three
pages to Dr. Braithwaite saying, “ Will you accept this, or should | get a blue book notebook?” He
smiled asort of sad smile, and said, “ 1”1l accept it.”

It was almost two weeks before the apers were returned. When mine was handed to me, | put it, aswas
(folded, that is) between the pages of my text book without looking at my grade—didn’t havethe courage.

Then | went to the restroom thinking that behind closed doors 1’ dlook at it. When | got there, however, |
decided towait until my school day wasover, and | was safe athome where nothing could hurt me. | placedit
onthedining room hutch until I had finished supper, then decided that | needed agood night’sseep that night,
again postponing theordeal. At2am., | wasstill awake, consciousof that horriblething downstairsonthe
hutch. At2:30a.m., | got up bravely, went downstairs and opened the fol ded three sheets, then carefully
peeked at thelast pageto seemy grade. Thenthereal shock came—itwasa“ B+” andanotesaying, “ My
| have a copy of this?”

| wanted to shout for joy or call someoneon thetel ephone
or takeawak inthemoonlight, but the hour waswrong.
| decided to takethat sleep | so much needed. Well, |
did goto bed, but couldn’t goto deep (why go deepily
unconsciouswhensuchaddightful, happy, heavenly glow
enveloped me). After dl, I’ veheard of someother very
smart peoplewho requirelessdegp than ordinary folk!!
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How | Learned To Drive A Car
by LucieH. James

ecil, my husband, lovescars. Infact| can’t remember aday inour liveswhen hedidn’'t have one.
Beforewewere married he had abeautiful air-conditioned Stevenswith red leather seats (very cold
inwinter). Thenfollowed just about every make of car made.

| didn’t know how to drive, which didn’t bother metoo much until Leah, hislittlesister, learnedtodrive. She
used to come up to the house to borrow the car or to take me somewhere. Thisannoyed me. | watched Cecil
asheturned thekey, rel eased the brake, stepped onthe gas, etc., but to makemore sure, | found abook with
drivinginstructionsinit. | studied the book—then oneday got into thecar. Thebook wasright—everything
worked according to theinstructions. | decided to stay clear of town and headed for the cemetery. Around
and around | went—great sensation! Then | decided | had the gentle art mastered, and | headed for home.
Thecemetery isonadight hill, and the car wasgoing faster than | liked. | didn’t know how to low it down,
and (horriblethought) | didn’t know how to stopiit. Lickety-split we cleared the entrance gate—noonein
sight, thank goodness! But what to do next?? | decided I’ d haveto keep going until thegasran out, sol
headed for the hills on an old road west and south of the cemetery. Theroad wason anupincline. My foot
was off the gas, and the car, of itsown free-
will, stopped. Dear Creature!

| found the instruction book and read until |
found out how to stop acar. Over and over |
started it and stopped it, and until this day,
I’ve never told my husband how | learned to
driveacar!

Our Thanksgiving Turkey (1949)
by LucieH. James

Auctioneer wasin good form and it wasgreat sport to seeaonedollar handbag sell for ten dollars,

etc. Thensuddenly theman up front held up ahugeturkey donated by Brother Joel Barlow (county
agent). Bidswere cominginfast when Cecil became acontender: fifteen dollars—Cecil bid seventeen—
eighteen—Cecil bid twenty, and up and up. Findly Cecil wasvictoriousand received afine plump turkey and
only oneweek until Thanksgiving. Cecil then took off for Wyoming, leaving the high priced bird with usin
Provo.

Our ward was having an auction in the intersection of Cherry Lane and EIm Street (Provo). The

But “whereto putit?’ —that wasour problem. Finaly wedecided on the basement. Thesecond problemwas
“what shall wefeedit?’ Wedecided onrolled oats. Wedutifully placed water and oatsafew feet from our
hugebird. Hedid not move, but we knew that hewould when he got hungry enough. Early the next morning
wedecided to seeif al waswell inthe basement. Itwasn't! Old Handsome hadn’t even moved—hadn't
touched hisoats. We decided hewassick and called Brother Ashton. Hewasteaching, but promisedto come
up and look at Mr. Tomasoon ashe could. That evening hewalked over to thebird, picked him up and said,
“Your turkey ishobbled! He cut the cords holding hislegstogether and o and behold theturkey started to edt.
Wewere doing aright now.
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/ Thentheday before Thanksgiving Day arrived, and nobody waswilling to decapitatethe creature. Wegirls, .+
\% Joyce, Cheril, Cecileand | took it out in the backyard, sharpened the ax and then tried to gather courage—no”’ j’
o/ luck. Nobody seemed to carewhether we had turkey or not, but company wascoming and someonejusthad  |®
toswingtheax. Joyceagreedto holditshead, | wasto swing—I did—it jerked—Joycelet go, and | missed.
Wereversed the order, and Joyce missed, but not entirely. Thewholebird started to flip flop around theyard,
throwing turkey blood al over the place. We chased after him—turkeysarevery strong, much stronger than
onemightimagine. Finaly, he stopped dead and thefoul deed wasdone—only the picking, stuffing and baking
left. Thefeathersrefusedtoleavether placeof growth. Wepulled and pulled. Finally wegot apair of pliers
and eventua ly succeeded after hoursof straining in getting thefeathersoff, but it certainly wasnot beautifully
clean likewe expect birdsto bewhen we buy afrozen one!

But alasand alack, when we cameto theviscera
(theinnards), wediscovered blood clotsinthelungs.
We made another call to Brother ClarenceAshton
who asked ushow wehadkilled it, and Sght unseen,
hesaid, “Well, Sister James, I’'m surethe turkey
just breathed in blood whenit wasflapping around.”
Thissoundedlogical, sowefilled the cavity, placed
himin aroaster, then finally, weak and weary, we
dowly climbed thestairsfor bed. Tomorrow was
the day—the big holiday—and children would be
coming hometo celebrate.

Ohanksgiving 1949 - Qucie, Cheril, Joyce, Alan, dorna,
Cecil, Cecile

Cecil cutting turkey (JoMNell Yucie

and Richelle)
®
O hanksgiving about 1958 \h:}%
N y /
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GOLDEN WEDDING ANNIVERSARY

for Cecil and Lucie James
October 5, 1975

“Come listen my children and you shall hear. . .”
Where have we heard that before?

It sounds like a poem written by Mom
For a vacation or trip to the store.

She creates rhymes like you never have heard,
Be it silly or even high class,

A talent acquired from her mother, of course,

To help us remember our past.

Now the James Family Nose is as famous can be
A blessing? We must all agree?

Were it not for this nose we’d be ever so dull
With no personality.

Since our looks weren’t so great, we had to be fun
And we’ve learned to live with this nose,

We’ve laughed at it, cried at it, doctored it, wiped at it,

For alas, the nose is what shows!

Now Dad is unique, he’s
lived a great life,

His story would many

books fill.

| hear he’s been poor, but |
knew he was rich -

A hundred dollars just
waiting to kill.

Poug and Cecile, Cecil and Qucie, Alf and Joyce - 1980
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We all learned to work and earn our own bread

For Dad said the “dough” wasn’t there,

But somehow he managed to buy an airplane o

And a new car at least once a year!
And vacations were fun—Dad never was
cheap,
We saw and did many things;

We never quite knew how he gave us so

much—

Perhaps he was pulling some strings!

But the thing we remember the most |

must say

Was the time spent and fun that we had Cheril, om, Cecil, Cecile, Joyee, Aucie = 1955

At Fremont, Hawaii, Grand Canyon,
the Parks—

It wouldn’t have been without Dad.

The Old James Home has open doors,
The beds are most often full,

And couches, floors and bathtubs too
Have provided a cozy “bed-roll.”

There’s room for Clarence and Deaunn

And always room for Pete,

And Sam Atoa on Christmas morn’

Or a stranger on the street.

Oh yes, this home has open doors

For parties, firesides and more-a
For many kids from BYU

Who entered with “Kia Ora!”
The dances learned on those old floors

From jitterbug to Maori—

Why, just walk in, the floors still shake

Good mem’ries fill her dowry!
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A great big hunk of those fifty years
Was spent in “Way Down Under”

A three-year mission for them both,
Why, it really is no wonder

That a great big hunk of their big hearts
Is found in Aussie Land

They freely gave their love and time

To this people they call “grand.”

If Mom and Dad were asked to tell
Of the best part of their life,
They’d quickly tell you with no qualms,
Their children ARE their life!




DICK has seen most of these 50 great years,
\ The start of this great family tree.

He’s a father-in-law and grandfather too

Has lived through heart surgery.
Great Husband, Great Dad, Great Bishop,

Great Son,

Great Brother—he’s our kind of lad—
A strength to us all, though tender of heart,

A pride to his Mother and Dad.

LOIS, as well, has lived most of these years,

A daughter as loyal can be.
She sews and cooks and types and laughs,

Why, there’s none who can do it like she!
She’s picked a good man who puts up with us all,

Raised a girl and tall sons three—

&

When things get you down and there’s no way but up,

She cares and her care is for free.
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Now TOM, we must say, is not just for us,

He’s a friend to all that he meets—
“Sure, | know Tom—| know him well,
Though we really just pass on the streets.”
Talk about horses, or guns, or kids,
Or parents, or love, or cars;
A High Priest, A Teacher, a Gentleman in Boots—
He’s special—and specially ours!

JOYCE has strengths we all know well,

Has faced things we all knew she could,

And blessed, oh so blessed, with a good loving man
And four children, wholesome and good.
She wallpapers, paints, makes the old look like new

:4 And is oh so much fun on a trip,

N v{“ d ’ H “: H ”»

"/ She’s slender and pretty (and writes “interesting” verse)
But her humor’s as sharp as a whip!
N 5
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CHERIL is special—she’s one of a kind,
She’s different is so many ways—

She has the white skin and the red hair to match
A “good” temper in younger days!

She’s small in stature, but her heart is so big
Your burdens are light when she’s near—

She lives the spirit of the Gospel of Love,

When you need her, she’ll always appear.

Now CECILE’s the baby—and always will be
Though she’s already over 30—

She’s always been friendly in a “Tom-sort-of-way,”
And has even been known to be flirty!

Her great love is dance—whether modern or old,

And teaching is high on her list;

"2 She lives in pride of this great family tree, Ay

Just think—she might have been missed!
: 2 * ) : | %% ) f
TN | Page 112 S



N W ,4} »%& @ o {a\ W
7 bk L N

A N To be part of this family requires some risk  of

o There’s a chance you take when you care— v

You’re bound to get hurt when others get hurt,
But the joys we also can share.

The trips, the missions, the babies, the courage,
In every home yoU’ll find love and joy;

And the hurts we can share—as if they’re our own,

Like our wonderful Danny Boy.

To our Mom and Dad who made us this way
What a blessed 50 years,

With the Gospel to guide us and help us each day
As the time of the Savior nears.

You gave us your trust—the best kind of love,
And led us with every breath—

We’re glad we chose you and came to this home

Where ties are stronger than death.

Cecil and Yucie
Yames

Pick and Lorna

Yames

Ernie and ois
Winfield

® om and Robert

Yames

Alf and Joyce
Ridge

QRichard and Cheril
Yames

Poug and Cecile
*ﬁ Scribner
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Qctober 1975
Provo, Utah

4

a Scribrer, Qucie, Philip James

Joyce Ridge, Cecil, Gin

Carla M®irschi
and

Christy Scribner

Back: Ron and PBeth Firschi, Dori
Yames, Jerilynn Jensen, Carla Hirschi,
JoDee James, Shauna Jensen
Middle: JoNell and Kathleen Sriow,
Michelle Jensen, Gina Scribrer,
Richelle Snow
Oront: PBilly James, Michael Snow,
Craig Scribner

Back: Pon, Rita and
Alan James, Scotty |f
Scribner, Peann,
PDavid, Scott, Jeff and
Ron Hirschi
Middle: Johnny
James, Russ Scribner,
YoMNell and Kathleen
Srow, Michelle Jensen ;-,"‘
Oront: PBilly James
QVQghae[ Stiow,
Craig Scribner




Helen and 9loyd Howard,

Alf Ridge

50 Years!

1925
to

QN

Hughie CWoocfford and Yucie

L g -

1%

Cecil, dQucie and Richard James

Christy and Poug Scribner

Page 115



Y. Grant Snow and

@ ommy James
Yohnny (left)

Jeft: JoPDee James,
Carla M®irschi
Middle: Michael Snow,
Billy James,
Craig Scribner
Right: Ron Firschi
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- poetry -

Some lines are short lines
And don’t even rhyme,
Yet others are long
And sound like a song
QBut one clever as you ought easily see,
& hat these lines which follow are called

Poctry
(Qucie Howard, February 10,1922)

YQucie Howard James (1939)
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—Retrospection of an Old Maid—

| laughed at all lovers
Gayly said it was “bunk”
I’d leave to poor others
Who already had sunk.

The years have passed on
And so have the men

For who would want one
Who didn’t want them?

And now that I’'m old
And wrinkled and gray

| (oft) wonder if told

Of the love game I’d play.

Page 118

Maybe it’s myth and maybe not
For how should | know

Who never has sought

Or taken a part in the show?

For life is a show that full soon

Is o’er, too soon, too soon for me.
Never in rapture gazed | at the moon
Or tried hidden virtue to see.

Never have learned to forgive one
Who had merited more my blame,
Ne’er proudly beheld an own tall son,
Or have pled to keep one from shame.

The days speed on, as does my pen,

Each making us yet older maids

Who never have wed, but doubting men,
Eternal ties, left all unstaid.

Life’s deepest joys are often not seen

But dwell in love’s faithful, filled heart,
We must buffet the billows to step serene
To largeness of joy and worthiest part.

, a lone old maid, sitting now in the sun
Give freely advice to all girls,

“Go ye not—do ye not—as | have done,
Get in and swim—mind not the whirls!”

(by Lucie Howard, February 10, 1922)

(Drawing done by Lucie Howard)



Words — Idle Words

o/ “llove you,” he said in writing bold,

“I love you more than my heart can hold,”

And | read it over and cherished a hope
That maybe it really was good honest “dope.”

“You're a queen to me,” the next one ran,
Pretty words, these, to come from a man,
“Maybe | am,” | said to myself,

And thought how I'd fool the old maid’s shelf.

“You're interesting, lovely, divine and fair,”
But how could I be with auburn red hair?
Did I doubt his judgment? Oh no, not I,

Such wonderful insight, made him seem high.

“I want you forever to be my own

In a comfy cottage, we shall call home.”

I laughed at this much and called it a jest,

But that didn’t keep me from filling my “chest.”

“Please send me at once your own self, sweet
child.”

Just for a moment | felt a bit wild,

Then calmly sat down and scribbled a line

About how “the folks were all feeling fine.”

Impatient, he more elaborately wrote,

“Til all of a sudden my conscience was smote,
For I realized then ‘twas a serious game
That leaves not the players feeling the same.

So stop then, or go, one surely must

If each should hold sacred that most lingering trust.
" I, womanlike, wonder and fear and plan,
j ﬁﬁA pity our hopes all rest with some man!!!

\ (by Lucie Howard - March 6, 1921)
\ ﬂ
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THOU ART GONE

Thou art gone
And I must forget thee.
Forget thee, forget thee, I must,
Yet deep in my heart,
Far too deeply

Is still that sweet blossoming trust.

Thou art gone
And I must forget thee.

Forget thy fond glances and speech.

How charmed my vain ears
Were to hear it,
Tho' better my schooling did teach.
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Thou art gone
And I must forget thee.
Yet oft' in my dreams still T see
A look that looks just
As you once looked
As we swang 'neath the big
poplar tree.

Thou art gone
And I must forget thee.
Hard, very hard it shall be,
But once in a while
Won't you sometimes
Think kindly of love lonesome me?

Thou art gone
And I must forget thee.

How oft' has it happened before
Will your place be filled
By some other

In turn to soon pass from my door?

(Lucie Howard, February 8, 1921)



~Sweet Words—

Sweet words of [ove seem bright and fair
dight-winged things bereft of care—

And having them, we gayly laugh

All tho’tless—(ike as wind-blown chaff.

“We push aside words we would hold
est he perchance might think us bold,
We sigh a little, yes, what’s that Q
A sigh, a sigh — a hat’s a hat.

Perhaps we make a promise there

And seal it ‘ere we are aware—

And then we part in midnight dew
Poes this end all—prove this love trueQ

Oh (these) trifling things call forth more
tho’t

O han kingdoms by some other frought.
CIn silent hours afterward

We then digest the things ‘nite heard.

When we arise or when we sleep

ome tho’t of him is sure to cree
S f P (Drawing done by Lucie Howard in

And whether sad or whether gay her High School Yearbook)
O he time seems long when he’s away—

And so our very [ives we plan,
About a home bedorned by man

Our highest hopes and fears we build
About the land unbought, untilled.

Yet when we meet, we laugh and jest,
Each one the other’s faith to test.
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The bottom of earth has fallen it seems
For he was unkind o me—
And while the whole land with its joy and love teems
I would from its mockery flee.

The treasures I valued and handled with care
Are meaningless quite to me now
All hidden, depressed in this stifling air,
For he has broken his vow.

Oh, a broken heart like a broken head
Is not to be soldered with zinc
And the hopes and plans of each unsaid
Are heavy and would make me sink. (1922)

The Moon

by Lucie Howard 1922

Oh you mighty mystic moon, Oh moon, "twas you whose friendly face
That moves thou myriad miles to spoon Smiled down in answer to my grace.
With lovers in all lands and chimes Yes you, | knew, for you held share
Both ladies fair and tall lads fine. Of my grand joy and greatest care —
Wherein lies thy power sweet Fond faith in friend one day had failed
Which comes uncalled as heaven'’s treat And fast flamed fancy fanned high scaled
And tho’ each day and night you roam, And hope and big things lost their worth
All folks will claim you as their own. As down they dangled in the surf,
Once far from home | felt oppressed Then suddenly as saucy saint
By scenes both strange and solemn dressed You winked a wink that waked my faint
Sleep came not near, nor yet did rest, And made me know that much remained
So up to heaven | sent my quest. Of good in one I'll leave unnamed
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Do It Now!
by Lucie Howard (June 5, 1922)

“Too old,” you say to start life’s quest--

Age but adds savor and strength to the
test.

“If I only were younger,” another will say,

“I'd work with a will throughout every day;

To fill a true niche in the grand plan of
truth,

Believe me, | would, but now I lack youth.”

For youth says, “I'll wait ‘til seasoned with
years,”

And age cries, “Tis folly, time’s filled me
with fears.”

Oh youth, what is youth, and age, what art
thou

That makes us put off from doing things
now?

Now old men in years may be young in
desires,

A well nourished body and mind joy
requires,

Plus a will to do good and a purpose right
now,

And strivings and struggles will teach
you the “How.”

You wish you had studied both “earl”
and late,

And blame “begone youth” or a nothing
called “fate.”

Then up, oh man, oh man alive,

For death sets in when we cease to strive!
The very air is teeming with truth

So let’s be doing while still in our youth.

A potential God to sit and rest!

With only one life for mortality’s test!!
The work for you is the work you love,
Same as the lady—each came from above.

Dig in with the doers if truly you’d know

The joy that burns with a real and deep glow.

A deed well done has a fine recompense
Right in the doing—Happiness sent!

(Drawing by
Lucie Howard
for High School
Yearbook)

s
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This was a poem that Lucie and her sister Jessie listened to over and over (it must have been on a
record) until they both had it memorized. She always kept a copy of it in her Book of Remembrance.
This copy was probably typed from her own memory of the poem.

Lasca by Frank Desprez

| want free life and | want fresh air;
And | sigh for the canter after cattle,
The crack of the whip like shots in a battle,
The medley of horns and hoofs and heads
That wars and wrangles and scatters

and spreads,
The green beneath and the blue above,
And dash and danger, and life and love,

And Lasca!

Lasca used toride
On a mouse-gray mustang close to my side,
With blue serape and bright-belled spur.
| laughed with joy as | looked at her!
Little knew she of books or of creeds—
An Ave Maria sufficed her needs.
Little she cared, save to be by my side,
To ride with me, and ever to ride
From San Saba’s shore to Lavaca’s tide.
She was as bold as the billows that beat.
She was as wild as the breezes that blow
From her little head to her little feet
She was swayed in her suppleness to and fro
That grows on the edge of a Kansas bluff,
And wars with the wind when the weather

is rough.

She would hunger that | might eat,

Would take the bitter and leave me the sweet;

But once, when | made her jealous for fun

At something I'd whispered, or looked,
or done

One Sunday, in San Antonio,

To a glorious girl on the Alamo,

She drew from her garter a dear little dagger,
And -sting of a wasp!—it made me stagger.
An inch to the left, or an inch to the right
And | shouldn’t be maundering here tonight.
But she sobbed, and sobbing,

so swiftly bound
Her torn reboso about the wound,
That | quite forgave her.
Scratches don’t count

In Texas down by the Rio Grande.

Her eye was brown—a deep, deep brown;
Her hair was darker than her eye;
And something in her smile and frown,
Curled crimson lip and instep high,
Showed that there ran in each blue vein,
Mixed with the milder Aztec strain,
The vigorous vintage of Old Spain.

She was alive in every limb

With feeling to the fingertips;
And when the sun is like the fire,
And sky, one shinning, soft sapphire,

One does not drink in little sips.

The air was heavy, the night was hot.
| sat by her side, and forgot - forgot,
Forgot the herd that were taking their rest,
Forgot that the air was close, oppressed,
That the Texas norther comes sudden

and soon,

In the dead of night or the blaze of noon;
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That once let the herd at its breath take fright,
Nothing on earth can stop the flight.
And woe to the rider, and woe to the steed

Who falls in front of their mad stampede!

Was that thunder? | grasped the cord
Of my swift mustang without a word.
| sprang to the saddle, and she clung behind.
Away! On a hot chase down the wind!
But never was a fox hunt half so hard,
And never was steed so little spared,
For we rode for our lives.
You shall hear how we fared

In Texas, down by the Rio Grande!

The mustang flew, and we urged him on;
There was one chance left,

and you have but one:

Halt, jump to the ground, and shoot your horse,
Crouch under his carcass, and take your chance;
And if the Steers in their frantic course

Don’t batter you both to pieces at once,

You may thank your star. If not, good-bye

To the quickening kiss and long drawn sigh,

And the open air and the open sky,

In Texas, down by the Rio Grande.

The cattle gained on us, and just as | felt
For my old six-shooter behind in my belt,
Down came the mustang, and down came we,
Clinging together, and — what was the rest?
A body that spread itself on my breast,
Two arms that shielded my dizzy head,
Two lips that hard on my lips were pressed.
Then came thunder in my ears,
As over us surged the sea of steers,
Blows that beat blood into my eyes
And when | could rise -

Lasca was dead!
| gouged out a grave a few feet deep,
And there in Earth’s arms | laid her to sleep:
And there she is lying, and no one knows,
And the summer shines and the winter snows.
For many a day the flowers have spread
A pall of petals over her head,
And the little gray hawk hangs aloft in the air,
And the sly coyote trots here and there,
And the black snake glides and glitters and slides
Into a rift in a cottonwood tree,
And the buzzard sails on,
And comes and is gone,
Stately and still like a ship at sea.
And | wonder why | do not care
For the things that are like the things that were.
Does half my heart lie buried there

In Texas, down by the Rio Grande?

Athenian (2)
A A. (2-34)

Delphic (3)

Lucie Howard “Lu”

Basketball (3-4)

Civic Industrial Club (4)
Camera Club (4)

Tucie is a pretty girl,

With her pencil she is apt.
And all her work is clever—
The Provi has shown that.

“The Provi” was
the name of Lucie’s
High School
Yearbook in
Chicago, llinois,
and many of her
drawings were used
in it.

.
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So I’ve named it “My Romance”
And tied it in pink -
Even now will no heart beat
When on it I think —

All the pages are worn
And thumb-marked with use —
Many hopes in them born
Many fears there set loose —

So full of sweet phrases
All surely should know
Such bright flaming blazes

® o ashes soon go —

PBut I’ve read them so often
O hey almost seem true
Allharsh tho’ts quite soften
When thinking of you —

So if left, I have proof -~
Peny it, who canQ
O hat once in my youth

I was wooed by a man —

(by Yucie Hroward 22 years of age)




Gethsemane

By Lucie H. James (1970’s)

Our Gethsemane is within us
Alone it must be fought,

If we would gain the victory
In pain and tears ‘tis bought.

We must reach up for power
To overcome the wrong,
Must pray for Heaven’s help,
Our vigil lone and long.

The witness follows the trial.
After we have done our best
To overcome temptation’s pull,
Heaven’'s help will seal the test.

Not in outward fanfare
Help comes to us at last,
But deep within our bosom

A healing joy holds fast.

L

Back: Richard, Joyce, Cheril, Cecile om
Oront: Cecil, Qucie, Yois
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Think early in life of what you
shall be,

And so make your plans and
stick to them.
Inherent within you a purpose
if free,

Will give you a power, a beacon,

a gem

(Lucie Howard, March 7, 1922)

THE CALL IN THE NIGHT
By Lucie Howard, February 8, 1922

Oft” in the wintry nighttime,
When all human noise is gone
Comes a wondrous urgent calling
Of the freight train’s siren song.

A coyote’s yowl of hunger
» Or a swelling surging stream

¥/

Is truly less uncanny
Than a freight train blowing steam.

(\ ,p,,f’
7 ENCQY L
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Its shrieking thru the calmness
Of a clear and happy night
Transforms the peace to terror
And puts all sleep to flight.

Yet still somehow [ like it,

And patiently lie in wait A
Making-believe ‘tis Gabriel R}.‘
Calling strugglers to the gate. :
\ /
0 x“" /) RN
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Tall and dark or blue-eyed Dick.
Teachers, missionaries, bishops and others
And then, of course, we also have mothers!

All such make parents want to shout,
“Thanks for the things a familys about!”

1925 -1970 - Warmest Seasons Greetings

by Lucie H. James

Forty-five years of wedded bliss,

Now who’d have thought ‘twould come to this!
Six fine children multiplied by two

Amazing how our family grew!

At last alone with work all done

Oh no! for now, the children’s children come!

Happiness fills our nights and our days
Cheril and Richard in kindliest ways,

Cecile and Doug are “geniousez” quite

In knowing the answers to settle our plights.

Richard our eldest and Lorna his wife

In Wyoming lead an exciting life.

Tom and Roberta teach five lively chicks
And Arabian horses some might fine tricks.

Lois and Ernie with tall sons three

Spend most of their time wishing gas was sold free.
Joyce and Dave, daughters and son

Take us to see where battles were won!

Now gaze around and take your pick,

Merry Christmas, Mom and Dad

Philip James with Qucie and Cecil
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,; Education of the Chinese H
\& (By Lucie Howard, February 9, 1922) ””;,"
() ) @
“Education Wi_ll make man free”-- The other, stunted, shallow, tense --
Make man big and noble, true -- He to the first much like a slave.
Tear down the heathens mockery
Who highest virtue never knew. “\What is the cause?” a wise man asks,
“Does love of gaining worthless pelf
In years gone by when I was young Or Chinese script mask all his tasks
And tho't I knew the ends of truth; And cheat his nobler better self?”
No Chinese hate left | unsung,
But lent my tongue to ways of youth. The alphabet lengthy, bewildering, crude
_ Retards truth’s progress in the seed;
What. holds this yellow race ?f men Wisdom and knowledge bound, delude
Behind the world’s progressive speed? And man must seek some self-made creed.
[s there some bond, some hindrant then
To be removed—is this their n_ggd? - “Tis hard for men who know not God

The Chinese babe upon its birth = = "5
Is not more nude or helpless thwﬂ N
A wh1te man’s Chlld devond of m1 :

To gain highest joy in this life.
His duty then, who holds the rod

To bring him more peace and lessen strife.

“Education will make man free,”
And the Gospel will save his soul.
Let’s help our brethren ‘cross the sea

Salvation for them should be our goal.

N
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THOSE YESTER-YEARS
By Lucie Howard, February 28, 1922

Do you remember when you were a child

How wearily you’d watch the old clock creep
At Christmas, wouldn’t you go almost wild

A thinking how the chimney was so steep?

And sometimes when you read a fairy story
Didn’t something make your heart begin to beat?
As the hero from rocks and cliffs escaped in glory
And the lady fair and villain chance to meet?

Wasn’t it a most enhancing feeling

When you dressed in mother’s clothes and heaved a sigh.
Does ever to your aged heart come stealing

A wish to try again the sports gone by?

Have you ever tasted candy like you ate at “10?”
Has any apple flavor like (old) Unc” Mosiah Green'’s?
Or any meat the savor of an own caught guinea hen?
Or any stream the wonder of the ones bridged in your teens?

Qucie’s handmade puppets. She and her friends

put on many shows for building funds.

She charged five cents a show!
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Cinderella and the Glass Slipper

A Puppet Show - Written by Lucie Howard James

Characters:

Cinderella Prince
Stepmother Ballet Dancer
Stepsisters Guests
God-Mother Herald

Scene I - A Kitchen
Cinderella sitting before the fireplace.

Reader: Among the cinders here you see
Poor Ella, sad as she can be
All day she has to sweep and cook,
No time to play or read a book
So black with soot and cinders is Ella
That she is called "Cinder” Ella
Now who is this coming in at the door?
‘Tis her cruel stepmother, just hear

her roar.

Stepmother: You're the laziest wretch in
this whole town,

Go tell my daughters to come down!

The King's son is giving a ball next week

From the loveliest girls a wife he will seek.

My daughters all shall go to the ball
That ugly Cinderella can't go at all.
(stepsisters appear)

Ah, here are my dainty darling dears
They'll charm the prince, T have no fears.

Stepsisters: (together)
Well, mother, why have you sent for us?

Cinderella made such a dreadful fuss.

Stepmother: My dears, you have been
asked to His Majesty's Ball

To be given next week in the Royal Hall.

The King's son will choose a girl for his
wife,

Don't you see, darling dears,
It's the chance of your lifel

Decide now what kind of gowns you will wear
You must charm the prince, so choose with
care

Stepsisters:
We have chosen our dresses of romantic hue

Mine is checkered and sister's is blue

Stepmother:

Now run and make your fingers fly

Stepsisters: No, not I. Let that lazy Cinerella
make her fingers fly!

Call her at once

She sews very well, tho' she is a dunce.

Scene II - The Kitchen
The Night of the Ball

Reader: Why is poor Cinderella weeping so?
Because to the Ball she longs to go.

Now see, the stepsisters appear

Why are they grinning from ear to ear?
They have came to taunt this poor little maid
Who is always ready to come to their aid.

First Stepsister:
Ah, don't you wish you were going tonite?
But you can't go. You look a fright!

Reader:
Now the haughty sister sail out of the room
Leaving poor Cinderella with scrub brush and
broom.
Hark, someone knocks, 1-2-3
Now who in the world do you suppose it
can be?

Godmother: Why are you weeping dear
child? Tell me all.

Oh, T wanted so much to go to the Ball.
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Godmother:

Dry your eyes. You shall go if you like.

If you will be home before twelve does
strike.

But how can T go in these old rags?
My dress is nothing but tatters and tags!

Godmother: Just trust in your fairy
godmother, my dear,
T'll give you a pretty dress, never fear.
I have a magic wand, you see,
Hoke - us -Poke -us- Tiddle oak us, fie -
fum-fee

Scene II1
(A new Cinderella enters)
Cinderella: Oh, thank you, thank you,
what a beautiful frock!
And T'll surely be home by 12 O'Clock.
Shall T walk to the palace, Godmother
dear?
T'll spoil my frock I greatly fear.

Godmother: Well, welll We'll see about
that -
Can you find a pumpkin, yellow and fat?

IV-T n 1
(Music played by Music box. Beautifully
gowned ladies appear and dance.
Cinderella appears and is greeted by
guests. Ballet dancer give solo dance.
Cinderella dances with prince.
Clock strikes twelve.
Cinderella leaves.)

Scene V - The Morning after the Ball.
The Kitchen

Cinderella: Did I dream that I went to
the wonderful ball?

It was hard to get up at my mother's call.

I'm so tired, so sleepy, it must be true

Cinderella, that lovely princess was you.

I can't forget the prince so charming

The time went so fast it was really
alarming.

I left in such a hurry.

T lost my slipper in the flurry

And when the prince hurried after me

He picked it up, but I had to flee

Oh, I shall never see him again, I fear,

For I disobeyed my Godmother dear

First Stepsister: Ho hum, I'm tired, aren't

you?

Second Stepsister: I surely am. And
hungry too!

First Stepsister: Cinderella, get busy you
lazy dunce.

Get some breakdfast for us at oncel!

Second Stepsister: You shouldn't be tired,

you weren't out last nite,
But why are you crying, your eyes are a
sight
No wonder we're tired, we got in at two
There was a beautiful princess who lost her
shoe.
She was so lovely, dressed all in white
The royal prince kept her always in sight.
But when the clock struck twelve, oh my,
You should have seen that princess fly!
Whence she came, where she went, nobody
knew
It made the prince feel very blue.

Herald: (in distance) Hear ye, hear ye,
hear ye all

Who can wear the glass slipper lost at the
Ball?

Stepsisters: Hark, who is that? What
does he say?

I do believe he is coming this way.

Ah, he is knocking at the door

Cinderella, get under that bed on the floor!
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Herald:
I come at the order of our gracious prince.
Who can wear this slipper and never wince?

My foot is so tiny, just let me try
Ouchl! ouch! my toes! Oh me! Oh my!

Herald:
Take it off. You can't wear that shoe,
It's plain to see that you won't do.

Second Stepsister:
Let me see how it will feel

On my foot. Oh, my heel! my heell

Herald: You can't wear it either I see,

Now what other maid in this house may
there be?

Who's under that bed without any light?

Stepsisters: It's our ragged stepsister,
Such a terrible fright.

Herald:
No matter if she is a fright or a beauty,
To have her try on the shoe is my duty.

Look! she can wear it, gracious mel

Herald:
It fits your foot like the bark on a tree.
(6od mother enters)

All:
Who is this? Who are you? Who are you?

Godmother:
I have come to bring the other shoe.

Stepsisters:
Mother, Mother come down right away!

Herald:
Get ready to leave without delay

Godmother: (to Herald)

Young man, if you will go outside

Cinderella will soon look like a princess
bride.

Hoke-us-poke-us-fie fum fee

The lovely Princess soon you will see

(Cinderella enters in wedding gown)

All:
Oh! Oh! My! My! Can it be? Is it true?
Dear Cinderella, Can it be you?

Yes it is true, little Cinderella am I
We must leave at once, Good-bye, good-bye

Scene VI
The Wedding of the Prince and Cinderella

At The Palace

Puppets that served as guests at the ball now
appear to tune of a wedding march.

Ushers march slowly across the stage.
Stepmother, stepsisters and other guests are
in the wedding procession (crepe paper shirt
could be put over ballroom gowns.)

Cinderella in wedding gown enters on the arm
of the Herald.

Lapse

"Oh believe me if All Those Endearing young
Charms”- sung by a little girl.

Cinderella re-enters on arm of Prince as the
little girl sings.

eddi uests appear and shout:

Long live the Prince, Long live Cinderella, the
lovely Princess!
The End
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A ; N EVEN FOR LIFE ITSELF f;’ %

(by Lucie H. James, 1970’s)

/ \:\ A Mormon boy is different, visibly and within,
He pledges by baptism to keep himself from sin.
To enter through His gate, God’s Kingdom
here on earth,
To bear His name with honor,
To cease from hurtful mirth.

He vows he will remember his
Heavenly Father’s view,
Even for life itself,

There are things he may not do!
He may not break his word,

Or lightly disregard
The teachings of his childhood,;

Must keep his life unmarred.

At twelve he looks toward manhood,

The Priesthood links his hope
To something fine and lasting, eternal, vast in scope.
He pledges now to shun things
That would virtue break,
Even for life itself,
There are things he may not take.

R S i, ¥

The power of the Priesthood |Richard and om James |
Extends throughout all space,
Must be used in righteousness
To uplift the human race.
In reaching out to others, to guide, instruct and lift,
Even for life itself, there are bounds he cannot shift.

Qﬁghae[ and q@chard Snow, Cecil James

A Mormon boy has made a pledge,
Has entered through the gate,
His sights are high—goals in the sky—
His life he keeps first rate.
One course alone remains for him
" If he his pledge would keep:
/; ~ Tolive his best—not die in vain—
His is an upward reach.

Yohnny,
O ommy
and Billy
Yames,
Craig and
Rusty ¢
Scribner x}\ #

W v, Y
24 B - ’/‘ e\ 71
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We’re coming home, it won’t be (ong

We’ll board a jet built well and strong,

Climb up the stairs, wave fond
farewells,

Ohen just relax behind “propels.”

And in our minds we’(l think of you
Orirst as you were when last we flew,
Ohen try real hard to conjure true,
(How big you’(l be, how fine, how new.

Will Pavid’s hair be like a Beattle?
Will all my girls be thin and (eetleQ
(Mom thought you all too thin last year
Eat up a bit, it’s fun—don’t fear!)

Guess ‘What !

WHho’ll be the tallest, Ron or AlanQ
Whose voice the deepest?
Who most ga[[ant?

And all the sparkling eyes we’(l greet,
Now who is whichQ Oh such a treat!

Excited so, we can hardly wait
O o meet you all outside the gate.
Mo and Pad, gay, debonair
W ithout a job, without a care.

“A %rrg Christmas”

We now wish you
(In case we’re late a month or two!
(1964)

Cecil and Yucie - 1962
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When a pretty girl is good .
We all give praise and glory
And hold her high who has stood
And tell a wondrous story—

Then if she fall we pity her
And tell of the temptations
That homely girls don’t have at all
To us a sore vexation.

For beauty makes one feel secure
And cautious more than she
Who ne’er has seen the bright light lure
Is cloistered more than free.

The lights that blind and stagger us
If seen in time may save—

(March 13, 1922 Lucie Howard)

D hree Generations - 1979
Christy (5) Yucie (79) Cecile (38) Gina (11)

I wish I was alittle egg
Away up in a tree

I wish I was a little egg
As bad as bad could be—

A wish a little ])oy would come
And climb up in the tree

For then I'd bust my little self
And cover him with me.

(Lucie Howard, March 12, 1921)
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Our Eightieth PBirthday Party
(by ducie g. James, March 1980)

It was an unforgettable occasion/
However. .

Suddenly to our great surprise!
Qur children dear most all surmise
Ohat we no longer run so fast,
Ohat we stretch sleep to make it last.
Ohey take our pictures (ovingly,
While both of us have eyes to see.
Ohey help us in and out of cars,
CInsist we hold tight to the bars.
((Ip easy steps, they hold our arms

So we can come to no small harm.

But,

When alone, we move with ease,
With spurts of vigor, do as we please,
QRun up the stairs - well, we do some,
Open car doors with finesse, aplomb.
“We do not [ike the pictures took,
Dhey resemble oldsters from a book !
We plan to tell them so some day,
Cotme tomorrow - perhaps we may.
We’ve grown quite fond of every child,
It’s just their ways that drive us wild/
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September 1980 (three months before Yucie died)
PDoug and Cecile Scribner, Alf and Joyce Ridge, P om and Roberta James,
Dick and dorna James, Richard and Cheril Snow, Ernie and dois Winfield
Qucie and Cecil James
As a white candle in a holy place
So is the beauty of an aged face.
As the spirit radiance of the winter’s sun
So is a woman with her travail done.
(Her brood gone from her and her thoughts as still
As the waters under a ruined mill.
o
®
A (written by Prucilla S. Howard, Qucie’s mother) ;ﬁ
,;’} ;I?# 3 \
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MY LOVE
(IN LuciE HOwWARD’S BOOK,
BUT WRITTEN BY “ANON”
RECORDED BY HER IN 1922)

MY LOVE (DEAR MAN) TURNS IN HIS TOES,

MY LOVE IS TANGLED-KNEED.
CROSS-EYED, LEFT-HANDED,

HAIR AND BEARD
IN HIM ARE DISAGREED.
HE HAS NO SOFT AND WINNING VOICE,
NO SINGLE CHARM HAS HE,
AND YET THIS AWKWARD, UGLY MAN
IS ALL THE WORLD TO ME.

MY NEIGHBOR GAY REJOICES IN
A BEAUTY OF A MAN,
STRAIGHT-LIMBED, FAIR FACED,

AND FIND HIS PEER
SHE KNOWS NO MORTAL CAN.
I LOOK UPON HIS HANDSOME FORM
AND OWN ’TIS FINE TO SEE;
BUT TURN BACK TO THE HOMELY MAN
WHO’S ALL THE WORLD TO ME.
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O HERE’S MRS. FLIRT AND MRS. CHAT

EACH WITH HER CAVALIER.

THEY SMILE AND WONDER HOW | CAN

CALL SUCH A FRIGHT, “MY DEAR.”

BUT IT IS JUST AS STRANGE | THINK
How THEY CAN HAPPY BE

WITHOUT MY HOMELY MAN, FOR HE

Is ALL THE WORLD TO ME.

DON’T ASK ME WHY, | CANNOT TELL,
’TiS ALL A MYSTERY
I’VE SOUGHT MYSELF A THOUSAND TIMES
ITS SECRET HISTORY.
MEANWHILE MY HEART GROWS SAD

TO THINK
How DREAR’ THIS WORLD WOULD BE
WITHOUT THIS AWKWARD HOMELY MAN
WHO’S ALL THE WORLD TO ME
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Great Christmas Gifts

What gift can we give to our children,
That will be of most value to them;
One that will help them each to stand tall

In spirit among their fellowmen?

We failed in the shops to find such a gift,
But by our giving of self and time,
Nurturing carefully seedlings of truth,

New inner strengths we surely will find.

Our gift should be to build their faith in
Keeping His commandments and laws for

Christmas is the promise of His Gift:
“Eternal Life in Realms of Glory!”

Lucie H. James (1970's)

D&C 14:7
D&C 76
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Encircled
- A Sonnet -

By Lucie H. James (1973)

Encircled was I in my spirit home

By the glow of Heavenly Parents’ love
But this I left, took my journey alone
While my spirit kin watched from above.

Encircled was I in my home on Earth

By the ])rigllt luminous rays of the sun

As | entered with pain, new life through birth,
My family unit had now begun.

Encircled was I when my death drew nigh
By the “Soft radiance of His Glory,”
Earth’s stressful cares and trials passed l)y
As in peace my mind told my story.

After eons of work and expectation

Encircled at last by exaltation

IN MEMORY OF
SERVICES
LUCTE HOWARD JAMES PLEASANT VIEW 15T WARD CHAPEL
T TUESDAY, DECEMBER 30, 1980  1:30 P.M,
MARCH 2, 1900 SANDY, UTAH PRELUDE & FOSTLUDE. . .STRING ENSEMBLE
PLEASANT VIEW FIRST WARD
DATE OF DEATH FAMILY PRAYER . . . .THOMAS A. JAMES
DCECLMGER 27, 1980 PROVO; UTAL OPENING PRAYER . . . . .RICHARD SNOW
SPEAKER . . . . . RICHARD A. JAMES
BISHOP H. TRACY HALL i
e Lo POEM: TRIBUTE . . . JESSIE BUCKMILLER
PLEASANT VIEW 1ST WARD MISICAL . . . . . MLOOK UP TO HIM®
GAYLE DUDLEY, ANNA MAY CURTIS,
PALLBEARERS BONNIE/DEREY
tcrubiaes TRIBUTE . . . . . CECILE SCRIBNER
S R s T SPEAKER . . . . . . .LLOYD HOWARD
DAVID HIRSCHI  J. GRANT SNOW MUSICAL .~ . . . . . . . MY TASK™
RANDY HIRSCHI  RUSSELL SCRIBNER
DON JAES  BILLY JAMES RORERT LRORUIST
REMARKS . . . . BISHOP H. TRACY HALL
INTERMENT PROVO CITY CEMETERY s T -
DEDICATION DOUGLAS SCRIBNER
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CECILE

®
) ;f Oront: Qom and Roberta James, Pick and Lorna James, £\ /7
V dois, Cheril, Cecil, Joyce, Cecile - 1984 Ernie and ois Winfield e Back: Richard and Cheril Srow, A
' ' ' ' Alf and Joyce Ridge, Poug and Cecile Scribner - 2002
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dife With ucie ‘

by Jessie Howard Buckmiller (Pecember 1980) A A
s h

“She’s gone” - that she can help prepare a place where we
W ll be together once again—and through Eternity.

We’ll find her where the action is - doing things of worth
With busy hands and heart and mind - Ger Heritage of PBirth!

Just as she (abored here on earth - a Champion for the (lﬁght
“while the enemy assailed, she did not shrink nor shun 9 he Fright.”

No mountain was too steep for her, no service was too small,

“Dhe building of he Kingdom” was her goal in every Call!

All things beautiful she [oved - nor counted she the cost -
(Her (abors brought back memories of paradise - once lost (

And wakened us to hope and joy and courage to proceed
With faith in God - and to employ His help in every need!

Her children call her bless-ed as they follow Hight and Q) ruth
(Instilled within their hearts from happg days of early youth.

Happy days of childhood - with parents who found joy
As they saw their children “walk in Q) ruth” - each precious girl and 602!

A process never-ending on a journey just bequn

Where “dife With Qucie” always will be filled with joy - And Fun!

© o All her [oved ones,
With much [ove from Aunt Jessie

Ron Hirschi and Cheril Snow
with Aunt Jessie
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