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FAMILY TIES

Family ties are precious bonds
That passing time endears

For they begin with memories

Of our happy childhood years—
Family ties are growing bonds
Nourished by love and laughter
And a thousand "everyday" events
That are cherished ever after—-
Family ties are lasting bonds
That are woven in each heart

To keep a family close in thought
Together or apart!

Human Conduct

Out of the dusk they troop, my son, from the uttermost pales of the Past,
Your brawn is theirs, and your brain is theirs; you do as they bid you do.
The urge of a million sires and dames in the blood of your pulses runs,
As your.urge will sometime surge in the sons of your children's sons.
In weird array the grim and gay, the priest and the pagan ride;
The knight with the knave, the king with the slave and the-wanton, side by side.
Out of the dusk they troop- a wild fantastical masque of man,
As we shall ride in the blood of our sons in the phantom caravan.
Their prides are yours; their loves and their lusts, their hopes and their
hates are your own;
You are the fruit that their loins have bred, the flower of the seed
they have sown.
-Kendall Banning.

ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS

Inspired to honor my father on the 100th Anniversary of his birth and
to preserve the historical material they, my parents,had gathered, I have used
records found in their papers and material from "History & Genealogy of the
Franklin Alonzo Robison Family" written and comiled by Carrie Robison Despain
and Melba Despain Garner in 1960. Also "Life of Lucretia Hancock Robison and
Family" by Albert Robison Lyman. "Pratt Wives & Daughters of Utah" by Coleman.
"Neils Peter Ipson" compiled by Bertha Seaman Stromberg, and histories of the
Lang families supplied to me by Emily Lang Batson of Las Vegas.

I was John Mickelson Lang's oldest granddaughterand knew many of these
people. To know them was to love them, and I want you to be able to greet
them on the other side, feeling that you know them from these stories of
their lives that I have made available to you. Someday you can reach out open
arms to them and tell them of your lives.

I dedicate this to our future reunion with our loved ones.

Birdie Robison Swasey 1987.
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A SHORT BIOGRAPHY OF WILLIS ALMA ROBISON
Written by Birdie as told by Willis 17 April 1981.

I, Willis Alma Robison, was born 28 January 1918 at Beaver, Utah in a
house occupied by Aunt Ina Limband my family. Mother, Lillie.Lang Robison,
and Aunt Ina had planned on taking care of each other, but because Mother
carried me ten months, I was born Just four days before my cousin Vestel Limb.

I was born breach and tore Mother inwardly, and as the Dr. did nothing to

mend these tears, she never had any more family. I was a beautiful ten-pound
dark-haired dark-eyed baby boy with fat roy-poly cheeks. My father Alma Pratt
Robison and my sister, Birdie, joined my mother in adoring and loving me. I was
named for my great Uncle Willis Robison. I was breast fed by my mother, and

she diapered me in a sittin-up position, as I fussed when lying on my back.

The spring that I was a year old, Mother, Birdie and I went to Granite, Ut.
by train to Sandy to visit my father's sister, Qarrie Despain. When my father
came up to take us home, he surprised everyone by coming into the house with me
in his arms. No one knew he was coming, but I found him. After learning what
good schools they had there in Jordan School District, he arranged for us to stay
there as Birdie was to start school that fall, 1919. We lived % mile around a
fortyfrom Uncle Alvin and Aunt Carrie, across the road from Henry Beckstead who
was a counselor in the Bishopric, Uncle Alvin being the Bishop at that time. Mr,
Beckstead worked up Little Cottonwood Canyon at the Whitmore Oxygen Plant. So
we had the Beckstead children as playmates and were Very near our cousins:Birdie
Despain was Birdie's age then there were Marden and Orrin. Parker was my age
and Parley was younger. My father worked at the silver mines at Alta but was
home most weekends.

One summer evening late he came home saying: "I have some soiled clothes
that you'd better see to." Well Mother dumped them out on the floor to sort
them ready to wash them the next morning, only to find he'd been Jjoking. Across
the floor rolled the ripe elderberries. The next morning I in my house slippers
was using the rung of a chair for my gun, when I slipped on an elderberry and
fell with the "gun" going into my mouth, scraping the roof of my mouth and when
it came to my soft pallet, cuttingthe flesh until it hung down in my throat.
After a trip to Sandy to Dr. C.C. Jensen, we were sent home with something to
gargle withthat would shrink it back ag there was nothing but bone to stitch it
fo. A toddler wasn't adept at gargling. I wonder how Mother stood it. Later
when we moved to Sandy, I saw Dr. Jensen again because of my love of playing "gun",
I had a broken nose from being hit with a toy gun. The Dr. straightened this
out, but it was swollen for a long time. I remember falling out of a neighbor's
truck and getting blood poison from the abrasion. I also stuck a pitchfork
through my foot and got blood poison. Later in Kaysville, I proved that I wasn't
afraid of poison ivyand chewed some. I've had bouts with outbreaks of this all
my life.

As a preschooler, I must have appeared chubby, for people would ask me,
"Where are you fat?" and I would grab both cheeks.

When I was young, I started my acting career in Primary. I played the part _Aw
of George Washington. I had a beautiful costume: black suit with white ruffled shsr
and a black hat. I carried a painted cardboard hatchet, I hit a kid on the head
with it. This was the end of my acting career,

I was tongue-tied as a baby and as a little boy I would say,"Woad for road."
Mother had lots of patience with me. She would whittle tops by cutting a wooden
spool into two tops and insert a pencil-sized stick sharpened on the end, and
she taught me by twisting this with my forefinger and thumb to spin-these tops.

She also taught me to spin the round bodied, metal spiked top by twisting a
string around it and throwing it out. I cut many a stick horse and galloped
about. One morning she was giving me a grammar usage lesson. It was breakfast
time.

"Mama, cook me a egg."

"Say Mama cook me an egg." Som we heard: "Mama, is my an egg done?"

Mother nursed me and my sister through all the childhood diseases I'd bring
home. We had whooping cough the winter Birdie was a first grader; we had mumps
Easter Morning in Sandy, and Mother hunted all over for some rhubarb for my
eccentric appetite, and when Birdie graduated from the eighth grade, we were
home with the chicken pox, That I had come down with on a Primary hike, exposing
many more. I wasn't so popular at those times.

Granite was a small town at the mouth of Little Cottonwood Canyon. One
spring, Mother together with her brother Bill Lang, her sister, Mary, Birdie and
a couple of girls and me on 0ld Bess, packed a picnic lunch and hiked up to an
avalanch in the canyon. We had fun sliding on the snow, using some skis that we



found, drying out over bonfires and traipsing home.

We never owned a car so we walked or used horses everywhere we went. As we
went to school or church from our little ranch home in south Granite, we often
took a shortcut through the cemetery. We walked to the mailbox daily a mile or
so. Our childhood was spent at a leisurely pace. We enjoyed Johnny Leyland,
our closest neighbor. He was 12; Birdie, 8; and I was 4.

My father was very kind and gentle. He loved animals. We had a cow, horses,
chickens, ducks and pigs. We always did the chores on time. He raised fruit
and vegetables, grain and hay. He was always.waging war on weeds. I remember
him having windrows of tumbleweeds that we set on fire. I always watched for
him to come home from his work at the sugar factory in West Jordan or the smelter
in Midvale. He'd go to Sandy five miles away and catch the streetcar to work,
return to Sandy by streetcar then come home to Granite five miles from the endof
the streetcar terminal. I'd runm down the lane to meet him and he had alwgs saved
me some scrap from his lunch. BHe either had a lump of sugar from the mcmmw fac-
tory or a crust of bread from his lunch. One night the bucket 1id wouldn't shut.
He was holding it on. That night he had brought me a new puppy. Precious memories
of a boy for a gentle father. He knew a boy's point of view. One time he bowght
me a little wagon, and we tied it to his big wagon and he pulled me up the hill
from Sandy to Granite a distance of five miles.

I started to school in Granite, but we moved to Sandy that fall. We lived
in a little house in southeast Sandy, catching a horse-drawn covered wagon as a
school bus to attend elementary school at the east end of Main street in Sandy.

I liked my third grade teacher, Miss Goodman, But Elbern Dickson. . . Grrrrrrr!

After we moved into Sandy, Mother was scrubbing mopboards, when using a
case knife to clean thoroughly, she started a landslide of pennies that came
out from behind that baseboard. We thought there were a thousand or so. Buried
treasure /

Then the next fall we moved into the Carl.0.W. Pearson House on Main and
second West downtown Sandy. Here we lived in a spread-out old frame hous€ once
owned and built by the Parks family. It was set in from the sidewalk only about
ten feet. There were maple trees that shaded the sidewalk and we many times
climbed these and watched people passing below us, going east or west. There
were lilac bushes bordering the lawn west of the house and June Roses edging
that lawn on the north. Our lot covered one quarterof that block. The fence

to the east was a high board fence flanked with climbing roses.
This kept us from prying into the goings om at an old rooming house
on the southeast quarter that an old spinster of questionable char-
acterhad, for what looked to us, as descrepit old men boarders.
Covering the entire.back yard with a canopy of shade was a venerable
scaly-barked sycamore tree covered with hard green hanging balls
th@ size of walnuts. In summers we scrubbed our clothes on a wash-
boardin a galvanized tub in the shade of that friendly tree. To
the east of the back kitchen door our water hydrant stood under a
pear tree that scented the yard with its sickening-sweet perfume
from the pear blossoms, and next to the house on the east, tulips
bloomed in the spring. We planted annuals to the northeast. We

had ample garden space to raise vegetables including sweet corn,
stringbeans, squash and potatoes. Apricot trees grew along the
North fenceand our outdoor toilet was against the north fence next
to the coal and wood shed on the east fence line. Then against
the sidewalk on the northwest was a vine-covered garage. I used

to play among those vines, and after Mr. Pearson rented the summer-
housethat joined our house from a back doorway by means of a

board walk, to two old Scandinavian sisters, they used to hide
candy for me in those vines. We used to read their Swedish s
papers left in the outhouse alongside our Sears Roebuck catalog.
But before they lived in this little two-room house, I remember Father

storing it full of squash and pumpkins one fall. Our vegetable

and fruit cellar was under that summerhouse. We lived here for

a number of years and we dream of it as home. I used to put on one

‘roller skate and skate on the front sidewalk. )
One Christmas morning , while the stars were still shin in a

very blue sky, we all walked up to the Stake House in East Sandy
to see the Christmas Pageant, presented by all three wards.
Clelleo Jansen, the Doctor's only son was the Christ Child, and
when they sang, "No crying he made" he raised his little arm to
show us that he was awake. Carolers greeted us as we entered the
hall that morning, and candles 1lit the entire building, even circ-

ling the balcony. As the program ended, the blue sky brightened
and we walked home as a family together to our own Christmas obse-
vance, having a bright understanding of the birth of the Christ
child and the heralding of angels. Christmas Magic!



The whole community turned out. We loved Sandy.-

We lived in the Sscond Ward and we went to Sunday School,
Sacrament Meetings, Primary and Religion Class, held on Thursdays
for Primary-age children. Mother was the Principal of this. She
served faithfully and well. One time Aunt Mary and Birdie attended
a meeting held in Swedish for the Scandinavian Saints for many of
them resided in our ward. All four of us attended our Sacrament
meeting, but many times I'd fall asleep between my father and mother
One time a high councilman, commented on this being the right thing
for my parents to do, to bring all the children, even though the
little one would fall asleep.

The little home in Sandy was our first home 1lit by electricity.
Bare globes hanging from cords from the ceilings was all we used
this for. Birdie and I warmed our hands by encircling these the
first night we moved in while waiting for our parents to bring the
sscond load of furniture. We ironed clothes with sad irons heated
on the kitchen range and the curling iron was heated by hanging the
iron down inside the lamp chimney of the Kerosine lamp. So we al-
ways had to carry in kindling and coal. Many times Birdie and I
would make a trip to the coal yard two blocks Main Street over the
railroad tracks to get a gunnysack of coal for $1.00, in our little
red wagon. She'd always make me pull the wagon as she didn't want
anyone to see her do this. She'd blush if we passed anyone, evea
walking behind me.

Then to economize on fuel, when Father was away working, we'd just make a
fire in the heater. We had a breakfast of hot milk toast, holding the bread on,
a long handled fork over the hot coals, then with the milk heated by holding -

a dipper through the open stove door. Then we'd add salt and pepper and butter
and eat it in front of the tiny potbellied stove , our legs roasting and our
backs freezing in the@ frosty morning chill. We'd have to keep buckets of water
in the house at night too because it took a teakettle of boiling water to thaw
the hydrant on winter mornings.

I was baptized 7 March 1926, by Leroy Wilcox, Priest, and confirmed, the
same day by Archibald R. Gardner, a member of the Bishopric of the Sandy Second
Ward. After this I went around singing, "I Am A Mormon Boy".

Another famous sond was a Primary song. It was the days of silent movies
which we could see for M0¢. T had to be a black face, so I blacked my entire
face to give the rendition. I got infection in my eyes. So my mother warned
me that that couldn't happen again. I believed her, so the next time I left
white circles around my eyes and mouth but came in singing at the top of my
voice: "™y light is but a little ome, My light of faith and prayers." This broke
the whole family up.

We had a hard time making a living, but we got along with Mother weaving
rag rugs and father working for wages when he could get work. How he hated fill-
ing out application blanks for employment, and always counseled us to finish our
education as he had dropped out of school due to a head injury sustained as a boy.
He signed up for a correspondence course and completed it, but never got a job
as a traffic Hbm@WnﬁOH. Well, finally his sister, Herma King came to us offering
him a chance to run her farm in Kaysville. A big Mollerup moving van loaded us
up and we moved to Davis County. But there was no house for us to move into.

It seemed that Aunt Herma had "used" us to pry her leasers out. So we stored
our furniture in a granary and camped in a cabin at Harvey King's for the rest
of the summer. I was in the fifth grade that ‘fall. I went through the seventh
grade in Kaysville. In the seventh and eighth grades we stayed in one room all
day and the teacher taught all subjects. We moved off the farm to downtown
Kaysville after Aunt Herma moved in with us. This was deep depression time and
we moved from one place to anmother in Kaysville. 1In the eighth grade we moved
to Farmingon, We lived near Lagoon. Jack Rigby was my friend in High School.
My Seminary teachers were Kenneth Sheffield and George C. Emsign. I attended
two years. I went to Davis High. I read avidly, reading all the books in
Kaysville Public Library. o

It was the depression, but that didn't stop me from using my thumb to
get around the country. I had some hilarious times with cousins in Southern
Utah. Water may have been scarce, but it didn't stop us from having water fights.
I learned that chili peppers hanging on fences drying in Mexico were hot enougr:
to swell the lips for too long a time.

I studied welding at a vocational school in Salt Lake. I worked in the
Northwest on the Van Coulee Dam Project, wearing clean white shirts supplied cooks
daily. I worked on the Moon Lake Dam in Duchesne County and helped get out
timber for Sherman and'R! The folks had moved to Bountiful. I met Elva Ehlers
and we were married 12 Sep 1938 in the Salt Lake Temple. She had a sweet little
girl Beverly. She had divorced Howard Hale. Gaylin was born 6 July 1939. My
Dad held him and said that he looked like him and Willis. I was thrilled with
both of these children.

Birdie says about the effect of Elva breaking up this marriagewas to



completely bowl Willis over. He had a very difficult time. Elva took the
children to her parents home.

Just a month before Father died in December, 1941, I was caught in an
explosion at my place of employment, and suffered severe burns, many of them
third degree, on my face, back and hands and arms. I was healed up enough to
-attend Father's funeral 26 of December 1941.I had a house on Stratford Ave.

Blanche Swasey, Sherman"s sister had filled a Spanish speaking mission
together. She told Willis and Bill Lang about Florence. Bill later wrote to
Florence and dated her a few times and introduced Florence to me. So we
kept company and were married 1 November 1942. 'We 1lived at Stratford Ave.
for two months before I was inducted into the army. Then she was with me
two months in Texas and at Fort Lewis in Washington before I was shipped over-
seas to England. , _

After my divorce, I wouldn't take Beverly and Gaylin away from Grandma
Ehlers. I sacrificed my own feelings rather than hurt them. And for me leaving
for the war I couldn't expect Florence to care for them. Lynn was born in
Logan, Utah 23 September 1943. Florence was staying with her folks in Preston,
Idaho. We nearly lost our baby when he got into her mother's sleeping pills
and got an overdose. Florence just wouldn't give up when two Doctors pronounced
Lyn dead. She called the Bishop and asked the Doctor to give Lynn artificial
respiration. This he did for four hours. An ambulance came from Logan bringing
Pierce toxin. . After 6 hours he was breathing again. He didn't regain
consciousness for three days. My son was spared.

It was an agony of waiting and worrying for my loved ones while I spent

23 months in the mcﬂommmn theater of operation . I was with the Army Engineers
Corp. We were in the mﬁummw three days waiting to go into Omaha Beach in France.
We couldn't land until’the Invasion troops had taken the Beach and made a road
up the hill. I served in six of the seven battle zones. We ended up in Czecho--
slovakia instead of Berlin. We let the Russians go in and conquer Berlin.
I was awarded awarded the Invasion Arrowhead and Six Battle Stars. It was an
mﬁmmMﬁw in Hell before it was over and my discharge meant I could be free to
take up our life together again. I shouldn't have let Birdie know when I was
arriving home. We could have had a few days private reunion, but Aunt Benita
tells it like this:

Margine met me as I arrived home from teaching school, exhausted,to

say: "There's a whole houseful of people here, and they are preparing a big
dinner." Well, there was Birdie and her entire family having driven

the Lincoln Zephyr out, bringing everything to have a welcome home dinner
for Willis, just home from overseas.

We rented an apartment from Nicholas G. Smith, the Church Patriarch, up on the
Avenues. I couldn't believe that Florence had gathered so many things
together to make us a comfortable home: Refrigerator, Rocking chair, chest of
drawers and a bed. After having seen the destruction and deprivations in Europe,
this was wealth untold.

Vaughn was born in Salt Lake 4 June 1947. I worked for L. H. Strong and
Taylor Motor in Provo. The Doctors couldn't understand Florence's condition in
1950. They didn't know that she had hypoglycemia, and after Jerold Lee's birth
she was sick all summer. Roma took care of Jerry and Sherm took Vaughn and
Lynn for a summer in Boneta. We had many friends in Provo, including Rondo Har-~
mon, who was Birdie's Principal in Boneta. But I wanted to start my own Auto-
Body and Paint Shop and also desiring a place where we could have a more relaxed
living area for the boys, we bought a home in Reliance, Wyoming and leased a
Bod; Shop in Rock Springs, finally opening a laundry and dry cleaning shop there-
Now the boys could roam the surrounding hills and countyside. We got some wild
ponies for them. Here we had Mark Alma, born 4 June 1955, and at last our little
girl 24 November 1958, both delivered C-Section. We improved the home, panel-
ing it and renovating the kitchen, only to lose it to a fire. I moved my
family to 1017 Arapahoe in Rock Springs.

The children went to school in Reliance and Rock Springs. All of us spent
time in the great outdoors. The boys, Lynn and Vaughn , painting many of the
wonders of this land. They both filled missionsand in 1980 Kathryn left for a
mission in California. I sent Steven Garthwaite on a fulltime mission. Both
Florence and I have been missionaries here too. Gaylin"s son Robbie, is ssr-
ving a mission now.

Twice I have served as a counselor to the Sunday School Superintendent
as Superintendent of the Mutual both in Provo and Rock Springs. I have been a
teacher several times and Stake Era Director. As a missionary here in Rock
Springs I have baptized quite a number of people including Albert Yardas, John
Clark, Ann Clark and many others. Ossia Knezovich, one of them.

I've earned my living as a welder. in the Army Engineer Corps, in civilian
body and fender shops: L. H. Strong and Taylor Motor; and operator of Robison
Body and Paint, Rock Springs.

v



I have a few physical handicaps that I have to endure: the slipped disk
in my back doesn't allow me to stoop to garden; the rupture in my diaphram, let-
ting my stomach come through is hard to sleep with; the nerves in my arms,
cause me constant pain, and there's the numbness in a leg, but don't we all
have to suffer a little unless we die young? Hope we can all endure to the end.
I mean to be a good brother, husband, father, grandfather, Uncle. I've loved
you all. '"Write me as ome who loves his fellow men."

We met together as a family 2 August 1984 at Birdie's so that he could
rest as he needed to. That day he felt that our parents were present for he
said,"The veil is thin, I will tell you about it." But he didn't.It was a long
three months that he endured. He couldn't eat by mouth and he consented to
surgery suggested to help him.We took a ride to Coalville and back on a beautiful
fall day. He was so glad to wave goodbye to the rest home. We enjoyed the
outing together, Birdie, Willis and Florence. We still weren't ready to bid
him goodbye November 2, 1984. Funeral services were Monday November 5, 1984 at
2:00 P.M. at the Larkin Mortuary and interment was at Wasatch Lawn Memorial
Park 3401 Highland Drive.

Martie sent the following tribute to her Uncle Willis and Aunt Florence:

The world would be a better place if everyone had an Uncle Willis and Aunt
Forence. It's been 18 years since I've been married and out of touch. . .I was
15 years old when last in touch, yet the intensity of your influence on me is

as strong as if it were yesterday. I would make my annual trip to Rock Springs-
on a Greyhound bus to stay with you for a week or two. It was always the high-
light of my summer to go to Rock Springs, Wyo. For a while there before your
house in Reliance burned, I thought there was no more fun place in the world to
visit than Reliance! As a child I did.not realize that Reliance, Wyo. was (in
the eyes of the world) really nowhere, just a tiny dying town with only two main
roads, an obsolute school, and not even a grocery store. To me, going to Reliance
not only a different environment and new experiences and adventures like hiking
out to "rabbit ears" or helping care for Lynn's pony, Star; or riding into town
to the body shop and laundry where there was a bottle of pop for me and the

smell of freshly painted cars(I've always loved that smell because it remink me
of Uncle Willis.) But more than this, going to Reliance meant that I would be
treated like a little princess—-not to be surrounded by rich furnishings or given
lavish worldly gifts-- but just told in so many ways that I was good and sweet
and even cute. Now I happen to know that in those days, I was really quite an
awkward, knot-kneed "Tomboy" with hair too short and feet too big--but to my Uncle
Willis I was his "Martie-doll" and he made me feel that I was the cutest thing
around, He caused me to believe that I was actually worth all the fuss. What a
boost to my self esteem. And that's why I believe that everyone should have

an Uncle Willis in his or her life. . . . Thanks for having such an impact on

my life. And then there's you, Aunt Florence. What a stalwart of faith, courage
and devotion you have been through the years and particularly during these lasst
few months of suffering and uncertaintly. Again as a child I had a sense of the
magnificent faith that you possess. Missionary stories and stories of your
prayers in behalf of your children have made me want to possess even a particle
of that faith! I truly admire you and I'm impressed with the spirit of meekness
and quiet endurance and courage with which you meet your obstacles. Thank you
for this example. It can be said of you both, "Well done, thou good and faithful
servant, enter into the joy of the Lord." for I know you've touched many lives
in the same ways you've touched mine. '"Thanks for the Memories" and "May the
Good Lord Bless and Keep You" This is my wish for you. Love, Martie.
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NOTES FROM THE LIFE OF FLORENCE HADFIELD PRATT ROBISON

Written 27 September 1978 by Florence

Florence Hadfield Pratt born 20 April 1914 to William Franklin Pratt and
Martha Frances Hadfield, their sixth child. She was named for her father's oldest
sister. Born in the white brick home in Preston, Idaho. Father built this home
for Mother and the family. He took great pride in planting and beautifying the
the grounds. There were beautiful flowers, a variety of large trees and lovely
vegetable garden and berry patches. I lived in this home until I was three. We
had a very happy childhood with loving and kind parents. They had seven children:
Margaret H. Pratt Hansen, Orson H. Pratt, Arol H. Pratt, Roma H. Pratt Farr,

George H. Pratt, Florence H. Pratt,and Charlotte Ruth Pratt.

Ruth was 43 years younger than I, was very close to me, also my brother George,
who was 3 years older, the others being older and away from home during many
of my younger years, did not become the close companions that 'Ruth and George did.

Ruth and I as mEmHH children played house underthe bed covers. We spent many
hours this way when Dad and Mother may have thought we were sleeping. 1 used to
tell Ruth stories to get her to sleep when I wanted to go out and play with friends
and Ruth was too small to go along.

I loved our sleeping porch with windows on 3 sides. We had two large beds out
there. We spent many happy hours with Mother shelling peas, cleaningvegetables
snapping beans, etc. Early mornings in the summer months were spent P zking rasp-
berries.We always canned fruit, meat, and vegetables.

George and I in the winter evenings spent time on a rug in front of a cozy
fire, playing marbles. We were close to William Palmer's children our ages, Helen,
Marlow, LaPreal, and Edna. We played deaf and dumb meetings, donkey, run sheep
run, and hide and go seek. _

I attended grade school and high school at Preston. Mother gave me piano
lessons and I practiced much and loved it, but music came hard for me, and I never
learned to play well.

At about age 16, my testimony of the gospel began to grow. I took a satisfac-
tion in living right and pleasing my teachers and Bishops.

I have many pleasant. memories o trAveling with my father on his truckingtrips
and the long talks we had together.

I went to the Albion State Normal School in Albion, Idaho. I graduated and
became an elementary teacher. I taught at St. Charles, Idaho two years. The second
year I became very i1l toward spring. Margaret, my oldest sister came out from
Pine, Idaho on snow shoes some twenty miles, so that she could take my place in the
school room. Roma taught for me until Margaret arrived. Roma was expecting her
second child so she soon quit.. After recovering my health, I went to Hailey,Idaho,
intending to work for the winter at Sun Valley Lodge. My father and mother came
for a visit while I was in Hailey working at a hamburger place until the work at
Sun Valley started. Dad asked if I'd like to go on a mission. I was undecided as
I felt my lack of ability and my lack of knowledge of the gospel. Sometime after
the folks had gone home, I was alone for a day. Margaret and Othello had goneto a
ski meet. I lay on the bed pondering and thinking about what Dad had said. Although
I was doubtful of my being able to serve a mission, knowledge came to me at that time
that I would return home and accept a mission call. When Margaret and Othelloreturned
home, I told them I was going to return home . They were much sruprised and alittle
disappointed that I didn't stay. On returning home, nothing was said about a missionm.
In a couple of days Dad said, "Florence,the Bishop is coming over to talk with you.
In about three weeks I was in the Mission field in El Paso, Texas in the Spanish
American Mission. I labored two years among the Spanish speaking people. T worked
in E1 Pase' Albuquerque, New Mexico: Alamasa, Colorado} and San Diego, California.

T don't suppose I converted anyone to the gospel. One never knows how far-
reaching his or her mission goes. In Albuquerque, Sister Martines as we called
her prepared for her baptism, and the day we were to baptize her, her husband
objected and we never baptized her. Alsoc a lovely Spanish lady who had a deepabid-
ing testimony of the gospel after we had taught herwas refused baptizm by her
husband and family. She was an invalid at the time. The Elders carried her up 2
great flight of stairs in a chair for meetings. She soon learned to walk with
crutches and was improving when we left Albuquerque. I labored there forl9 months.

In E1 Paso, Texas, being new in the mission and not knowing any Spanish, 'I
made some, blunders. I was asked to play the piamno. While the congregation sang
one songl played another. An Elder wrote out a few words that I wished to say
in Spanish. I gave this first talk in Sacrament meeting. I was so frightenedand
afraid of speaking in Spanish that I ran from the chapel after the meeting andgot
into President William's car and cried my heart out. The others were visitingin
the chapel and didn't miss me yand I gained control of myself before they cameout.
After that it was much easier. .

My companions were Roselyn Stringham, El Paso; Corine Lambert, Varena Lambert in
Albuquerque, also Blanch Swasey. 1 spent 19 months of my mission in Albugerque.



I learned to love the work in New Mexico. We walked many miles . I worked
with Geneva Hornberger in Alamasa, Colorado. I went to Salt Lake City at confer-
ence time to see my eye Doctor, went back to E1 Paso, and finished in San Diego,
California with Sister Shearrer until I was released in April 1940.

After returning fron my mission, I went to work in San Francisco,
California, as a governess for two children in the Kirkham home. They
were brilliant children and for the two months I was there I tried
to teach them all the things I could about the gospel. Their parents
were inactive members of the church.

: I met a man by the name of Oscar Sanders and became engaged to
him. He was years older than I was, And I broke off with him. We had
gone to Salt Lake City for General conference. We were going to go
back to San Francisco to be married. He had my luggage at his hotel.
I decided against going, so I went to the hotel to tell him and get my
luggage. He was not in. I had the desk clerk get my luggage forme and
left him a note. I didn't see him until the next year. He blamed my
mother, but Mother had nothing to do with it. I saw him once after
that many years later as Willis, my husband,and I were going on asession
in the Salt-Lake Temple When we climbed the stairs going up, Oscar was
coming down. We couldn't even speak to him. I have not seen himsince.

I went to work in the kitchen of the Salt Lake Temple for nine
months, from there to the Arms Plant in Salt Lake City. While working
at the Arms Plant, I met Willis. After our first date, I told my girl
friend, "I met the man I'm going to marry tonight." She said, "How can
you say that?" "I don't know, but I'm very sure that he's the one".
Willis and I were engaged in two months and in four months we were
married. We met 6 July 1942. He was 24 years of age.; I, 28. Some
interesting dates we went on were Liberty Park, Salt Lake City,

Uintah Basin, Swimming in S.L. After a date at the State Capital

Building in my apartment, He popped the question: "I want you to be

my cook." We were married 1 November 1942 at the home of Milan and

Roma Farr's in Logan, Utah. Ralph Farr was the best man and Lois

Farr was Bride maid. We were sealed in the Salt Lake Temple 21 Nov. 1942.
(This was war time, you know.) We honeymooned at Preston, Idaho,for

two days. We were traveling home I saw a train going over an overpass

and thought it was going to hit us. Eating Wedding breakfast at the
Bluebird in Logan, Willis had pie alamode. We lived at 133 West,Stratford
Ave., _We lived at 1115 Vargood Ave, Provo, much later then to Reliance,
Wyoming then to Arapahoe Street, Rock Springs, Wyoming.

Shortly after we were married, going to a swimming pool, I had
my garter belt break and fall around my feet. Thank goodness it was dark.
Two months after we were married, he went into the U.S. Army during
World War Two. After he had left a month, I mocnm I was expecting our

first child, a son. I felt it would be a son. I don't believe a
person on earth was more thrilled and happy as I was to be having a child.
I didn't see Willis until I was three months pregnant. I went to

San Antonio, Texas, and spent two glorious months with him there.

Willis came home when our son, Willis Lynn Robisom was aboutsix
weeks old. He was on furlough, and when the bab y was two months old
I joined him in Olympia, Washington. We had two beautiful monthsthere.
We rented a little two-room cabin on the Hansen farm a couple of miles
out of Olympia. The Hansens loved Lynn almost as much as we did.

When Lynn was nearly 4 months old, I received a letter from Dad
asking me to come home that Roma, my next olest sister, was very,very
il1l. I left Olympia and went to Boise, Idaho to Margaret's home and
took care of her family while she went down to help at Roma's home
in Logan. Roma was in the hospital 5 months. Margaret came homeafter
a few weeks and I went home to myfolks in Preston, Idaho. Willisleft
Olympia for over seas a few days after I left Olympia.

On the night Willis came home after Lynn was born when Lynn was

6 weeks old, I knew he was coming, He hadn't told me when he was coming
or for sure that he would receive a furlough. I arose early one morn-
ing at Roma's place in Logan. A knock came to the door. I said to
Roma, "Let Willis In." I beat her to the door and let Willis in.
We sat on the stairs talking that morning. The baby needed changing.
Willis said, "Let me change him." I said, "You can't know anything
about changing a baby." He changed him and did a better job than I.
He never objected to changing and caring for the children.

Before the birth of Lynn, Willis had a beautiful dream aboutthe



baby I would have. He dreamed about two babies, one larger and one

smaller. The larger baby boy was ours. He also dreamed 6f a beauti-
ful pool of dark blue water. He said the baby's eyes would be the
same color as that pool of water. When Willis arrived, it was the

day after Roma returned from the hospital with her son Alan Farr.
Alan was the smaller baby and Lynn was the larger baby and Lynn's
eyes are a deep, deep blue to this day, 35 years later. We later
named him Willis Lynn and found that Lynn means pool of water.

Willis served in the U.S. Army some 2 years and nine months.
Lynn was past two years old when Willis returned.

Our second son, Wm Vaughn, was born 4 June 1947. Lynn and Vaughn
have been the closest pals and companions to this day. Vaughn was a
very strong baby. He held his head up at birth and also turned from
his back to his stomach and visa versa from birth. He was avery inde-
pendent baby. He never liked to be rocked . When he learned to feed
himself, he would turn whatever was left in his dish upside down on
his head. He was very good and very quiet. He never talked morethan
necessary. He did a lot of deep thinking and still does.

Jerry our third boy, was born 2 months premature. He was a very
long baby and weighed over 8 pounds. His beautiful curly hair was
my pride and joy. Jerry had his tonsils out when he was 14 months
0l1d.I stood nearby and watched the operation. Jerry led me a merry
chase until he was school age. He would go down to Vaughn's school
and look in the windows and call to Vaughum, distracting the whole
class. Every day or two I'd get a call from the school saying my
Jerry was at school again.

Mark arrived 4 June 1955. He was a happy, contented darling.
smart and roly-poly. He sang the words and carried the tune of
"Happy Birthday" to his Dad 28 Jan 1956, being 7 or 8 months old.

He loved school and progressed fast. He could read the Bible before
he went to school.

On 24 November 1958, Willis' and my dream of having a daughter
came true. Willis finally got to use the name Kathryn that he had
picked out before Lynn was born. Kathryn was an exceptionally good
and happy baby. She loved to lie on the steel army cot in our kit-
chen. It was close to the sink and table. She'd watch me at my work.
She was content being changed, fed, and played with. She had a bad
cold and congestion in her chest the first winter, but after thatshe
had no childhood diseases. When Kathryn learned to walk at 11 orl?2

months, she soon toilet trained herself. She would go to the comode
and try to climb up. Soon she was well trained. Kathryn has forever
been a pride and joy to us. Especially to her Dad, for she was and

is his pride and joy.

At the present time she is attending the Rexburg L.D.S. College.
This fulfills a dream for me as well as for Kathy. I am so proud
and happy to have her there and so very grateful for the things she
is doing and the things she plans to do. She is planning to finish
her schooling, then a mission and eventually to become a wife and

mother in Israel.
Written 27 September 1978 by Florence Robison

Birdie notes: Little did any of us know at the time of my radical
masectomy 29 November 1983, that Willis would say when I reported the
cancer and lymph nodes removed, "You're not so different." Then we
started our vigil with his trial by cancer. Bless him! He enduredso
patiently and well and your dear Mother stayed so loyally by his side.
May her great love be rewarded by our eternal gratitude. She bid
him goodby 2 November 1984, forty two years and one day after they
had been wed 1 November 1942.

MORE NOTES FROM FLORENCE

Some memories of my mother: Her beautiful, long chestnut-brown hair, hung liong
and thick nearly to her hips. She was a beautiful person, excellent housekeeper
and homemaker. In the early years of her marriage she supported Dad on a mission
to England for three years. She clerked at Wm. Parkinson's General Store in Preston.
Later she was Post Mistress while Dad was in England. Before their wedding day
his mother received a letter from Box "B" for Dad. She held it up until their
wedding night and then presented him with it. They shed many tears that night,
21 December 1898, at the af thg thought of leaving each other.



When I was a-young child, Mother had a-serious illness and was in the Logan
Budge Memorial Hospital for three weeks. Roma had to care for us during quite
a period of time when Mother had poor health.

We all lived through the 1918 flue. This was the year Ruth was born. Dad
lived on the outside and brought groceries and supplies to us and put them in thru
a window. When Ruth was born, Dad came to my room and carried me in to see my
baby sister. I remember Dr. Cutler coming to our home with his Dr's bag.

In 1925 Orson filled a mission to England, meeting and contacting friends
and acquaintences of Dad's when he was there.

Mother, her mother (Margaret Hadfield) and Margaret and Ruth went to Canada
to the dedication of the Cardston Temple. About 1923. Mother saw her children
married and with their families. After Dad's death in Oct 1946, Mother lived in
Preston, and had her house remodeled so as to rent part of it. Later Mother moved
to Boise and married John Black. After a few years she came back to Salt Lake and
lived with Roma and died and was buried there by Dad, 20 November 1955..

I was named and blessed 20 August 1914 by Charles D. Goaslind. Baptized lAug.
1922 by Peter Hansen in the Logan Temple; confirmed 1 Aug. 1922 by Thomas Morgan.
(I remember my trip from Preston, Idaho to the Logan Temple and my baptism there
and the wonderful feeling I had after as I sat on the temple lawn overlooking Logan.
It was so beautiful and I felt so clean and pure. I have never forgotten that.

I went to Central Elementary School in Preston, Jefferson Junior High School
in Preston and one year at Preston High School then I had my second year of High
School at Malad, Idaho. I lived with my grandmother, Charlotte Parkinson Pratt
Palmer and My Uncle Joe Palmer. They were great people and this was a choice year
of my life. Grandma taught me many things. Her house was so orderly and wellkept
Her meals were at 7:A.M., 12 noon and 6:P.M. They never varied five minutes.

I was free from migraine headaches that year. I never felt better in my life.
Grandma was worried about my having a boy friend and going out sleigh riding. I was
16. I remember saying to Grandma,"You were married at sixteen."

I remember their beautiful trees, flowers, and yard at their home. This was

a time I've looked back to over the years. Grandma crocheted a great deal. Someone
told her she had done enough to go around the world 4 times.

I have held the following church positions: Sunday school teacher many times.
Primary teacher, Secretary, and counselor. Mutual President, Gleaner leader,

Era Director 3 times. Relief Quilting Director, Second Counselor. Ward Librarian.
Spanish American Mission 2 years. Stake Mission twice. I have worked in the
following Stake positions: Counselor in M.I.A. five years,Era Director, Investigator
Class teacher.

Occupations: I taught Grade school S5th & 6th Grades 2 years. I taught Spanish
in Preston High School one winter while my husband was in Europe during W W II.

Experiences: My brother Orson H. Pratt paid for a trip to Canada for myself,
Margaret Hansen, Roma Farr, and Ruth Harris.(my three sisters) and Margaret's
husband, Othello T. Hansen. On the top of Logan Pass in the Canadian Mts. we hit
a rock and 20 gal of gasoline ran down the roadway. We were stranded for quite a
few hours. It was getting late and cold. Othello caught a ride into the next
town. He brought back help from the Royal Mounties who took us to the next town.
We called to our relatives and they came and got us.

Canada is a beautiful country. We attended the Canadian Temple several sessions.

Between sessions the Temple President asked to concentrate on spiritual things.
I was trying to think of the name of a girl from Relief Society who was living in
Canada and was a temple guide (I wanted to see her). It was as if her name was
spoken to me and I went after the session and inquired for her.

A little over two years ago I had some serious trouble with my eyes. I went
to Dr. Homer Smith in Salt Lake City. My vision had been very bluired for two
weeks. He said I had had a hemorrhage in the back of my eyes and had deterioration
of the retina. He sent me to a retina specialist who wanted me to go into the
Holy Cross Hospital that day and to have 10 exrays and have the laser beam used.
I told him I wasn't prepared to go to the hospital and had no insurance. He said
perhaps I could wait a short time until I was 65 and had insurance. I left his
office and went directly to the temple. I met my sister Ruth there and we went
through a session. I placed my name on the prayer roll. On the way home I said,
"Ruth, my vision is clearing." That night I was able to look at the TV which I
hadn't done for two weeks. The next day I went back to Dr. Smith. He said the
mass at the back of my eyes was completely gone. He didn't understand it, I did.
I have used my eyes normally since. I read more than previously. :

In 1987, Florence had eye surgery April 20th and had her eye injured and .
had a second surgery June 6th . Someone at Relief Society bumped vmw hard with
her elbow and injured her eye again. The Doctor doesn't know what will be the
result. She manages to go to work, but can't use her eyes much.



BIRDIE ISABELLA ROBISON SWASEY

I, Birdie Isabella Robison,, was the warmly welcomed daughter born to Alma
Pratt Robison and Lillie Lang Robison, after Alma met Lillie and wooed her down
in Buckhorn Springs, Iron County, Utah. He was a handsome curly-haired, brown-
eyed young man that Lillie looking out seeing him for the first time, announced
that he was to be her future husband. Her sister Ina was still unmarried, so the
family expected her to marry before Lillie. But he wrote his mother that it was
wonderful marrying a pure girl. He used to sing a song about red roses for love
and white for purity. Anyway they went to the St. George Temple and were married
23 April 1912. That day back in Fillmore his mother died of a stroke. They didn't
understand why they attended a funeral of a woman the same day that his motherwas
laid to rest. When they returned to Buckhorn they learned of her passing. The
following June they went to Fillmore to visit, but stayed and farmed for Uncle
Almon D. Robison. My father raised alfalfa seed and made enough to buy Mother's
Vertical Feed sewing machine and their Delaw|Separator. Uncle Harmel took all
of us to see where I was born down on the Sink as we were on our way to the Lang
Reunion in 1952.

Mother has told me about my birth 12 January 1914. T was born in a rock house
down on the Sink. Mother snuggled me to her that night and we were cozy and warm.
Two very proud parents welcomed me with love and appreciation. My father was so
glad that I was a girl as all his brothers had had boys first. He named me Birdie
Isabella after his mother. I grew up knowing that I was loved and special, feeling
a great longing to grow up worthy of being named after a noble woman.

My parents homesteaded a place in Buckhorn Springs. We lived in a one-roomed
log cabin. It was north of Grandpa John M. Lang's place, Aunt Ina lived southof
Grandpa's and father's sister Isabella's family lived to the east of us. She was
dead and Will Keith had remarried. We stayed all night there once, a flood coming
between our house and theirs. Next morning lying in bed, Bessie and the girls
taught me to count to 100. I was three years old at the time.

The homestead had a flowing well, artesian, and we grew water cress in a pool.
I recall seeing mirages caused by heat waves across the flat in the summer. I
remember badger holes under: some brush and I thought it would be terrible i Imet
a badger. With all this ranging, I was always with someone, so I needn't havefeared.
I went on an overnight trip with my dad by horse and wagon. I felt so good going
with him alone. He stopped at night and we ate, but I was quite surprised when
he put me to bed in my dress. Another time when Mother's 19-year-old sister,
Artimicia was killed and we had to go to Beaver to the funeral, They hired someone
to drive a Model T Ford to the funeral. After going too long and too far with
so much dust and noise, I told them to stop all that noise. I wasn't four while
living in Buckhorn. ) .

Four other incidents stand out in my mind: Melbrum, Wallace, and Verda Limb,
Aunt Ina's children,were my playmates. We used to play a game saying,"If you don't
say what I say, I won't say what you say." I know my cousins initiated this.

Then we'd go down to the road at any traffic passing. This would be some wagoneer
or pedlar. The boys would ask them to bring a train to our town. (The closest
train was in Hinckly in Millard County to the north.) We were so hungry for fruits
and vegetables before anything grew in our gardens, I remember going to the potato
pit and eating raw potatoes omespring. My mother thought it gave me sleeping
sickness.

We made one trip down to Utah's Dixie for fruit in our wagon. It was covered
like the pioneers so that we slept and rode along in the shade. We gave some man
a ride and he infringed on my territory, and I didn't like him as he crowded me
and made smart remarks. We got melons, almond nuts and figs. I didn't like the
figs. They are better dried than right off the trees. I remember we dried fruit
from this trip. I also remember how angry my father was as someone in_a car nearly
crowded us over a precipice by forcing our team to take the & ;
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I was named for her

Isabella Eleanor Marden Pratt
Robison

She was called Birdie

Birdie R. Swasey



outside of the roadgoing down a steep canyon south of Cedar City. We went to
a family get-together on Panguitch Lake with Grandpa Ipson. I poked my fingers
into the fishes eyes. They were open and staring at me.

After dinner one day in the cabin on the homestead, I got down from my place
at the table and had such a good time mashing some potatoes in some potato water.
I did this on the oven door. This was used in making a start of yeast for bread
making. Mother let me enjoy this pleasure. I made the yeast water. I was
really a big girl. It was on the corner of this oven door that I fell and cut
a gash above my right eye. My father took me to Paragonah to get it stitched
back together. He came home telling mother that I had been a brave girl; I
didn't think so; I had cried.

Going to Paragonah to shop, my eyes had plenty of time to take in the
scenery. I longed to ask Mother to stop and get me some red dirt for making
mud cakes. What good devil' food cakes that would have made.

I remember living in Minersville one spring and being out with Mother gathering
dandilion roots for making root beer. We must have moved into Beaver when
Willis was expected. I'd soon be four. We lived in part of the same house
that Aunt Ina did. She was expecting Vestel and Mother waited ten months for
Willis. He was born breech and tore her outwadly as well as inwardly. The
Doctor never repaired her injuries so that she never had any more children

even though when she had her appendix out, they did what they could to repair
these o0ld tears. ; .

We visited with my Aunts Sarah Wools€y and Dorothy Baker. Their mother
Georgina Keller Ipson was with them. She poked me with her cane as she thought
I was the cat. This was just before my Great Grandma Ipson died.l never saw
either of my grandmothers as one died the day my parents were married and Grandma
Lang died when I was just two weeks old. . s

Another Paragonah experience while I was yet three. We used to visit her
brother Martins family. There were Nina and Norene just younger than me. We
were walking along, she so fast I'd get a pain in my side, when I jerked at her
hand to stop her. "What is it when you talk but you don't talk?"  "Oh that's
thinking, dear" she told me.

When Willis was learning to walk, Mother was still nursing him, we went
to visit Aunt Carrie and Uncle Alvin Despain, then living in Granite. Dad must
have driven us up to Hinckly, for we waited in a hotel until train departure
time. I was very sleepy when pulled out of bed,and we got on a train going north.
It was morning when we arrived in Sandy, and I was quite astonished that there
was a toilet on the train. Uncle Alvin was there to meet us in his new Model-T
Ford. After he got Mother and the baby and me in the car and fastened some ising-
glass side curtains , he went out front, took the crank, came back to push the
throttle lever to start, and went back front and industiously turned and turned
the crank. Then the awfullest roar started and the car shook all over. Uncle
Alvin ran to the driver's side of the car, grabbed the throttle down a little,
jumped over the door on his side, sat in the driver's seat. Then we all shook
and rattled all the way over the five-mile stretch between Sandy and the Mouth:6f
Little Cottonwood Canyon where the town of Granite lay. Aunt Carrie's
little frame house is still in my dreams. What an adventurous life
opened before me now. I found the nearest to what was a sister to me in life,
Birdie Despain. She had been named for Grandma Robison too. She was my age
and while I had one little brother, she had three, Marden, Orrin and Parker, who
was Willis' age. My daddy came up to Granite to visit and to take us home, but
hearing what good schools Jordan District had, he made arrangements for us to
live there. I did very well in school. Miss Hardy and Miss Reese were my two
first teachers. They taught me phonics right from the first. But my education
wasn't entirely in their hands. You see I'd be reading away and my father in
substance told me to stop reading word by word, but to read a whole phrase at a
time. He had an excellent opportunity to teach me too as Willis and I had the
whooping cough and I was out of school for nine weeks, while between spasms of .
coughing , I would read out of a little reader that we hadabout: "Daisies dot
the meadow sod, and they nod and nod and nod." Iloved the pictures and stories
in that little book and I learnmed to read very fast, from reading it over and
over. I turned the pages of their big, black Bible, and saw the pictures of David
playing the harp to soothe Saul, and of his killing Goliath. (Thave this Bible.)

I had a little notebook to write in while I was having whooping cough. I
wrote a story of a hen and her chicks, insired by the chickens out in an old barnm.
At first we lived across the road from Henry Beckstead and across a field from
Aunt Carrie's.Mr. Beckstead worked up the canyon for Whitmore Oxygen Plant. We
played with the Beckstead children.

" Father worked in the silver mines in Alta or in the smelters in Midvale. We
found a farm across Granite to the south and west. We were buying it. My folks

i 11 frui .. We had _many fruits herg. 1
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times in our little black buggy with 01d Bess or Queen hitched to it. One ride
was to go to Sandy to catch the street car to go to the State Fair.Both Willis
and I went with my father. I asked my dad for some money to get some candy for
us. He thought my black licorice a bad choice. We both got very dirty. Another
ride was when they took me out of Sunday School to go to Sandy First Ward and
Stake House to get baptized, 2 April 1922, Baptized by Carl OW. Pearson. I was
confirmed in Sacrament Meeting by Henry Beckstead the same day.

When half way through the third grade, I was told to take an arithmetic
lesson home and learn how to do long division, and I could go into the fourth
grade. So I skipped a grade and Birdie and I although still in the same room
were not in the same grade. She was still my best friend however. I didn't
like making her feel bad, but I was anxious to be challenged more in school, and
I was still at the head of my classes from then on too.

Aunt Carrie had a piano. I played it every time I went over there, whichwas
often. Our families were really close. I didn't take too long to play "Listen
to the Mocking Bird" with chords and trills. I remembered I loved music. Aunt
Carrie thought I was talented, so that could have helped. Then one day at recess
at school, I was playing away on the piano in the hall, when I overheard two boys
talking not too kindly, "Who's playing that piano?"

"That's red-headed gingerbread, five cents a loaf." That cooled my public
demonstrations for a while.

We walked to our church meetings, cutting through the cemetery. Mother was
secretary to the Primary. We lived a mile or so from church and school. But one
day walking around the road, just asthe trees met overhead shading the road, I
bore my first testimony. Peggy Riley, John Leyland's cousin who came out to visit
summers ; she was 16, John, 12; I was 8; and Willis,4. But we were really good
friends. Peggy said, "I don't believe there is a heaven or any life after this."

"Oh, I do. You just wait and see." I assured her.

I was taught a lesson about the prayer angels coming to earth with their
baskets to take our requests back to heaven. The ones carrying requests were
loaded down, while the ones with the "thank you" baskets went back nearly empty.
This had a profound impression on me very early in life.

On our little farm was a bungalow, painted rust-brown trimmed with white
window and door casings. It was mcHHocumWMRWw Boxelder trees and a lawn and flower
beds and garden and crop land. Then thereysome sandy hills with wild oakbrush
where the cows and horses could graze. We had sheds for cows and horses and pig-
pens and chicken and duck houses. We enjoyed swinging from one big tree. Stretched
between two trees west of the house was a springs and mattress used as a hammock
in the summer. The house had a front room, unfurnished, a kitchen, a back porch,
both screened and glassed, and three bedrooms and a basement. My room was the
middle bedroom going off from the family room or kitchen. The kitchen range was
our only heat in the winter so it was the family room all right. We had been
taught the Joseph Smith story and it had really impressed me. My room had a bed,

1y doll cradle, a trunk for my belongings and a window that opened into the room.
stw one night I had retired and lay thinking that an angel could come into my
room with a light surrounding him as the Angel Moroni had dome, when through the
open window, the most unearthly cat scrawling came in through the open window,
and startled me back to reality. I had many visits with fairies in this home too.
My fairies lived behind the waterfall that I could make out in the face of the
mountain east of Granite midway between Granite and Qraper. I told my brother
all about my visits with them, and we played that I had an iron broom that came
to clean all the dirt out of our city (my mother'skitchen) so that we could bury
the bad fairie's city. So as me and my broom would sweep, my little brother had
to move all the furniture so that I could sweep faster. Then I would do a dance
around the room at dusk in my nightgown and tell him that he was seeing my good
fairy. He was quite convinced of the veracity of all this, but one day I nearly
convinced myself.

I had on my navy-blue, faded to purple, sailor hat with a ribbon hanging
straight down the back. I was hunting the cow. I walked west to the dry farm.

Of course I was visiting with my fairies, and alone with no one around. I was
speaking outloud to one. Taking my hat from my head, I held it upside down in
front of me and said outloud. "Hop in, I'll take you with me." Just then a
grasshopper hopped into the hat, and I nearly jumped out of my skin. This startled
me into finding the cow and getting her home by milking time.

My Grandfather Lang had married Olive Stevens, UncleCarlos Stevens' sister
and they had four children before she died. Grandpa Lang and his two oldest
children by Aunt Olive and Uncle Bill and Aunt Mary, still single came to live
with us. It was an adventure for awahile, but it ended in Mother and Father
losing the farm. They couldn't keep up the payments on the place, so one day
we received a letter to vacate the place.



We moved to a house to the southeast of Sandy. We rode a covered-wagon school
bus. I was in the 6th Grade, Willis in the first. At the first recess everyone
rushed out then came back to invite me to play soft ball. Softball was my specialty.
In the classroom I could throw some good balls too. All went well until an assign-
ment was made to write a letter that George Washington would write telling the
settlers to get out of the Forts during the French and Indian Wars.

I wrote the letter very well, I thought. "You will vacate the Fort by . . .
and I finished and signed, George Washington.

I was kept in at recess. I had copied a letter. This was not my work. Well,
I just couldn't take this unjustified criticism and my tears began to flow. You
bet, I knew the verb "to vacate."

In the fall of 1926, we moved to downtown Sandy, Main and Second West. The
Christmas that I was in the 8th Grade, Dad got me a parlor reed organ, an Esiey.

I could play "Catch the Sunshine" by Christmas day. Because I had learmed to
read the lines and spaces and had learned the Do-Re- Mi's of music I could play
the treble cleff well enough, I asked my Friend, Fleda Jensen, Why I couldn't
manage the Bass cleff. She offered to teach me. I took a year of imstruction
from her sister, Callie Jensen before leaving Sandy.

" We lived in the Sandy Second Ward, and I was chosen to carry the Stake Banner
at the 75th Birthday celebration for President Heber J. Grant held in Liberty Park.

Birdie Despain was still a best friend. I had two good friends: Irene Hill
and Fleda Jensen. But if I was with Fleda, Irene was mad, or if I was with Irrene,
Fleda would have nothing to do with me. Lavern Smith was a girl that Fleda and I
could share a good time with. Good times meant getting together at anyone's house.
We liked to tell shows to each other.Fleda saw more than we, so if we hadn't gone
to a show at the Stake house for 10¢ , we'd do our embroidering while she'd tell
us about this good show starring Rudolph Valentino or Mary Pickford. Fleda arranged
to have us royally entertained at her house every time she could have our parents
agree for us to stay with her as her father was an MD and she had to answer telephone.
She squoze lemons to make lemonade, or made a batch of candy, or gave us a plain
soda fizz (vinegar in Plain soda and water) , or open a can of pork and beans to eat
with cheese and crackers. She never ran out of ideas. If we had to stay upstairs to
answer the phone we'd dramatize plays, the Prince who turned into a frog and back
into the prince, or something else that we'd decide on. Or we'd sing songs while
Fleda played, and she had all the popular songs. Later when I learned to playthe
piano, we could play duets. Or we'd go into ecstacies over talking about our beaus.
No kidding, we learned to embroidery, we ironed, we helped to can peaches, we lived,
we curled each other's hair on her electric curling iron, we made up our faces,
we dressed in exotic clothes; We had fun, fun, fun!

As we moved from Sandy, Callie and Fleda gave me a oouwm of music books and
I went on giving myself assignments for the next three years while I was in high
school. I learned to play well. I was a compulsive musician. To learn a trade
one must train the head and the hands, but in the arts; one must train the head,
the hands and the heart. My heart was in 1it.

When we got to Kaysville, the farm house wasn't empty, so we camped for the
rest of the summer in a cabin on Harvey King's place, storing our furniture ina
grangry. We picked fruit or string beans and we worked in the canning factory
getting paid 5¢ a large dishpan of tomatoes. If you really strained, you could
get $2.00 a day. I got my tuition this way and entered Davis High School as a
sophomore.

It was easy for me to find an accepted spot in "Dear 01d Davis High School"
and I graduated as one of the honor students in 1931. I.was in the same classgs
Maxwell E. Rich and Governor Calvin Rampton. I sang in the choral group under
the direction of Hugh Dougal and had a lead in the operetta, "Belle of Barcelona."
My best friends were Rose Alice Prigmore, Ruth Clayton, Helen Peterson and Ethel
Lloyd. of Cerry Hill in Farmingtomn.

I was organist for the MIA with Sister Thornley. There were many more exper—
ienced than I, but I was asked, and I must have done all right. I took my 1lst
chorister's class traveling up to Ogden through the fog Saturday nights and was
chorister in the Kaysville Ward Sunday School while still in high school. I
worked two summers for Dr. G. D. Rutledge, and the year I was a Senior I worked
for Mr. Bowman in the Golden Rule Store. I also raised a calf to sell to help
with my college education. I paid my tithing and allowed myself 25¢ a week spending
money and placed all the rest in savings. When I mwmaumﬁma_mﬂaa high school, I
expected my folks or someome to tell me what to do next. No ome did. I thonought
I'd go to the BYU to study journalism. Mrs, Rutledge told me to go to Logan with
her friend, the high school Home Economics teacher. So I rode to Logan with
Evelyn Gailey. She was a friend of the Dean of Women, and she got me a place to
work for my room and board at 619 East 4th North. I rode in the rumble seat all
the way to Logan and back. But I had a place to stay and I had money in the
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I had been going with Brig Harvey for six months. He took me up to school
and wrote to me all winter, but I was too young, being but 17, to settle to going
steady. It is painful to break off with someone who thinks quite a bit of you,
but I decided and followed through on this. As school let out I was going with
Max Smith, but that petered out, so as school let out for me in June 1933, I grad-
uated with a Normal Teaching certificate, obtained a job to teach school in
Boneta, Duchesne County Utah. I was to teach six grades and had 24 students.

As their 19-year old teacher, I loved every one of them and they loved me.

I diligently prepared the work they must do to advance their learning. We had
happy times together. And we all worked hard. And for all the years that I
taught, I believed the "role of the teacher was to guide their practicing: Each
must work to learn." I worked for $65.00 a month for eight months. The second
year I was paid $65.00 a month also as I was not the principal that year. And
school was nine months long that year. )

That fall I was escorted to many rural social events by a young, handsome,
dark-haired youth named Sherman Swasey. He was fun to go with and was always
telling me some interesting experience that he had had. I never really considered
him seriously until after he told me that when he married it would be in the temple.
By spring when the basket dance came around, everyone in town bid against him for
my basket, but he managed for us to eat that lunch together. (Each young ladyin
the ward made and decorated a basket, and filled it with a lunch for two.) We
were both delighted to be together! Later when the school year closed a month
early with the trees just coming out in green leaves on the riverbottom, on the
1st of May 1934, he took me home to my folk's home in North Farmington. Needless
to say he visited me frequently and brought wool out for our quilt making. I
washed and corded the wool and made many quilts that year. In the fall he took
me to Tabiona where I taught 3rd-and 4th Grades. Going home for Christmas holidays
as we were driving up the old road into Strawberry Valley where the Million-
dollar ‘cut is now, as we looked out at the silver moonlight, we decided that we
would be married at the close of the holidays. We were married by Bishop Charles
Frost at Coalville, Utah, New Year's Eve Day, 31 December 1934.

Next spring when school let out, we bought some furniture and moved to
Boneta, the beautiful. We milked a few cows and had a small cream check to live
on. But when the Harvest Moon shone that fall, I could go out with Sherm where
he milked the cows by moonlight in the fields, and it was the first time I wasn't
going back to school. Do we need to say those first years together were thrilling!
We farmed from then on, living at Boneta, Bridgeland, and back to Boneta. Here
I learned that Sherm was a very good as well as a hard working farmer. We had
four sons and five daughters born to us. They have said it was a good place to
grow up. They have all left to make their places in' the world except Douglas.

I have accounts of all their childhood days that I will publish later.

It took me 25 years to complete my Bachelor's Degree. I taught from the time
Douglas was 2 years old until I retired in 1979.

Sherm, during our lifetime here together, demonstrated that what he knew
or had, he'd gladly share with others. I never knew a son, nephew, neighbor
relative or friend to find him too busy to visit or chat, or help with fixing
things, or make a new piece of equipment. Everyone counted in his life.

The highlight of our lives was when, after Virginia was born, that he came
out to Bountiful where I had been with my parents for her birth, ordained an
Elder and with our Temple recommends asked me if I was sure that I wanted to
spend time and eternity with him. So kneeling over the altar, Richard and Virginia
dressed in white joined our hands and were sealed to us. Returning to Bridgeland
Sherman was a 100% Home teacher. When "#¢€ returned to Boneta in 1939, he was
a home teacher, Aaronic Priesthood Secretary, Sunday School Counselor and wortthy
father, ever watching over his family. He has upheld those in authority, attended
his meetings and paid his tithing always, remembering the missionaries and help
ing to build chapels. He served on water boards and has done much custom work
with his farm machinery. Sherman my tender-hearted ome! .

After weé came out of the temple, I knew that®God is Love.' Matthew 22: 36-40.
Master, which is the greatest commandment in the law? Jesus said unto him, Thou
shalt love the Lord thy God with all thy heart, and with all thy soul, and with all
thy mind. This is the first and great commandment and the second is like untoit,
thou shalt love thy neighbor as thyself. On these two commandments hang all the
law and the prophets. It is by living this that we can have his spirit to be with
us because we will keep all the commandments. I also have a knowledge that what
we ask of Him, submitting to his will, agj¢ing in faith, we can receive.

I am grateful for goodly parents who always took me regularly to church so
that I could grow from the imnspiration of the scriptures and the leaders. he
Holy Ghost has been near to guide and teach me. The Lord has been kind in allowing
me a long life to learn better how to live and repent of my weaknesses. I have
ever been one to love others and withhold judg uents, but I have needed to learn
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taken my family to church and served diligently in my callings. I have been able
to attend regularly all my life with the exception of when my twins were little.
I remember having the following callings in the church:

1927-—- Choir member in Sandy Second Ward

1928- - - Choir member and MIA Organist in Kaysville

1930-31——-Sunday School Chorister in Kaysville

1936-37---MIA Teacher in the Bridgeland Ward

1940's-—-Sunday School teacher, relief Society teacherin Boneta
YILMIA President prior to World War II inductions
Relief Society counselor in Bometa
Relief Society President in Boneta

1946-49 Moon Lake Stake Relief Society President. I was honored
at General Conference Indians Relations department inthe
Assembly Hall, Sept. 1949, to give the closing prayer
1954—--Sunday school teacher in Boneta Ward.
1957-59-—-Stake Primary Teacher Trainer; Stake Primary Chorister -
1960-75 or later-—-Stake Music Chairman & chorister
1957—— Boneta became part of Altamont Ward .
1957-72---Sunday School teacher, choir member, organist in Primary
Organist in Sunday School and Sacrament meeting
Teacher trainer in Primary
1972-79—--Sunday School Organist, Ward Chorister and Choir Leader
1976-—-Relief Society visiting teacher
1979—-Released from Stake Music chairman; made Genealogy teacher
1985--- Made Lake Fork Ward, Altamont Stake
1985---Ward Organist

MY EDUCATION
I started school in Granite, 19/4, transferred to Sandy 1925-

1928; finished high school 1931, graduating with honors; I was a
student at Utah State University finishing with a two-year Normal

teaching certificate in 1933. I taught in Boneta and Tabiona and
was married. After having our first five children, I taught two years
in music at Altamont Elementary and High School in the 40's. Going

to summer schoel in June I prepared to become a better music teacher.
I took 3 band classes, 1 high school chorus class plus 15 hours Piano
Instruction and 3 hours Voice Instruction by special examination.
taking home 20% hours credit in music. I had signed a contract to
teach the next year, but found after a bit that our sixth child was
coming, so Ifancelled my contract to teach. Afton, our twins, and
Douglas came to our home in the next four years. I never expected
that I would teach again, but the year that Richard was a Senior,
1954, I went back to teaching and remained on the job until I
retired in 1979 having taught 29 years.

But in addition to my teaching I had to finish my University

schooling. I worked toward my Bachelor in Science Degree in
Education. I earmed credits from the BYU, U of U, and USU until
the summer of 1955. I took six of my children and studied on campus

in Logan for 6 weeks. I completed 11 hours with "A" grades, the
equivalent of a 22-hour quarter. Then by the end of 1956, I had

the requirements for my degree, taking 24 years to do what I could
have done in two before I was married. So from the State Department
of Education I became a certificated teacher. I was teaching up

until then for $200. a month. This raised my salary, butthe high
schoolneeded my services so I had to get a teaching major and minor.
Because I had so many hours in music, the summer of 1957, the year

I graduated and wore my cap and gown and was a member of the Honorary
Phi Kappa Phi Society, I enrolled in a piano workshop from Dr.
Wasserman. I went in to plan for a major in music but I found

that' I had to be on campus a year to finish two required classes,
harmony and a recital. I couldn't manage that so I kept my minors

in Music and Library Science and started to get the classes necessary
for a Secondary School Certificate. I held certificates in Elementary
Education, Secondary Education and Library. The last being the Basic
Professional Certificate good through 1985, having 56 to 60 hours
above my Bachelor's cmmﬂmmMm addition to the hours documented by

transcripts, I attended many workshops to improve the teaching of
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THE GREATEST ART IS THE ART OF LIVING

My mother managed this with this motto: "Have a place for things and things
in their place." Also with a philosophy: "If there's room in the heart, there's
room in the home."” My father's: "Order is the first law of heaven." I believed

them and made it work in my large family and busy life with three rules that helped
us survive:
1. Make the beds after arising.
2. Clear the table after every meal.
3. Keep clothes out of the living room. -
It's a good idea to keep a plan of work or schedule for doing routine jobs.
Mine for the years all the children were home was: Monday, wash and iron; Tuesday,
sew; Wednesday, weed; Thursday, music lessons; Friday, Water; Saturday,clean and
prepare for Sunday; Sunday, take the family to church. .
We also tried to keep the Sabbath Day holy. It's a good idea to have a
good cooked meal on Saturday, with warm overs for Sunday dinner.
Keep adjusting to changes. Learn from your children, grandchildren and
great granchildren. Enjoy today! Life is wonderful.

Psalm

Written by Birdie 18 October 1981

My Father in Heaven, Thy plans have sustained me
Sent me from thy presence to armsthat have loved me.
Not as a stranger to sojourn in darkness

But to the last dispensation, the gospel restored
By thy inspired prophet, Joseph.

Parents and kin obediently led me to feed at thy footstool;
I drank from thy scriptures, from the banquets of gospel

I was never turmed away.

Parents/ ready hands always brought me to these feasts,
Teachers opened to my eyes ‘thy great truths.

Always my heart sought Thee, hungering and thirsting.
Through the great depression, I walked to my callings
Communing on those starry nights with Thee, the Creator, Birdie 1977
Hymning songs of praise to Thy Holy Name.

My earthly father quenched my thirst for music

One Christmas morning, giving me my organ.

Friends rose to teach me and ‘music came gladly.

I practiced eagerly and help reached from beyond the veil.

My worthy husband unhesittatingly sold a cow to get me a piano

And later when a new chapel needed an organ, knowing how I would love it
Wrote generously from his checkbook. :

All my days, I have loved Thee, have sought Thee often
And Thou hast ever been mindful..

Oh, I would be worthy! Never hast Thou left me alone

I cannot repay Thee, eternally Thou art my benefactor.
May I ever endure in serving those around me,

For only in this can I show my love for Thee

Ever enduring-- Ever enduring.

1933 My first school at Boneta I was 19 yrs. old

1930 "B:elle of Barcelona'
High School Operetta



Birdie Isabella Robison Age 14 1928
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ALMA PRATT ROBISON
11Aug 1887

by Lillie, Birdie, and Willis

The memory of our husband and father is one of a kind, lov-
ing man who inspred our lives to worthy, kind achievements and
implanted in our souls a deep, abiding faith in the church and
the value of education.

As a child, we are told, he was thrown from a horse against
the hitching post a block south of the rock home in Fillmore. He
got up and ran home, but lay unconcious in the northwest corner
bedroom for three days. His mother stayed with him all this time.
He had a warm memory of his motherand caused us to admire her very
much. As a result of this accident, he suffered severe headaches
for many years. His progress in school was hampered by the pres-
sure on his brain of growths forming high in his nasal cavity. Dr.
J. Collier Robison, his cousin , removed thess around 1925. He
rode the street car from Sandy to Salt Lake, had local freezing
while he gripped the chair handle while they were removed, then
rode the street car back home later that day. The Dr. didn't know
how he had endured this intense pressure. He ‘felt keenly his
lack of education, but he read to us and himself. He wrote
postry and gave us a thirst for and enjoyment of good literature.
No matter what grades or honors we received in school, he wanted
us to do better. When Birdie graduated as a two-year normal
student from Utah State College in 1933, he wanted her to wear a
a cap and gown. In 1957, having had nine children, she wore the

cap and gown, being a Phi Kappa Phi honor student. She gave
and her husband the credit for the motivation and accomplishment.
We thank him for so great a gift: a wholesome way of life and an

attitude to achieve and pay our own way.

Alme Pratt Robison was born 11 August 1887, Thursday 11:30
A.M. to Franklin Alonzo Robison and Isabell Eleanor Marden Pratt
Robison (Known as Bird) having two older living brothers and
five older sisters then a brother, Harmel, who was his pal and
youngest brother Parker and baby sister, Olea. He grew up among’
these gentle sisters overseen bythe ever gracious , gentle mother
as his father had two other familiesand Frank and Alfred and his
father were busily employed with the men) work. He spent much
time with his sister just older than he, Carrie. In fact she cut
her hair like a boy and they had their picture taken together.



He was blessed 6 Oct. 1887 by Franklin A. Robison; baptized by
John Ashton at the old mill race, 5 Sep. 1895, and confirmed by
Nelson Bishop and Alexander the same day. He was ordained to

the office of a deacon by Patriarch John Ashman, 6 Feb 1900.
Christian Anderson ordained him a teacherl6 Jan. 1904; he was made
a priest 14 Dec. 1908 by Peter Brunson who also ordained him an
elder 2 Apr. 1912. J. Golden Kimball 20 Sept. 1927 ordained him
8 s venty. The certicate signed by B. H. Roberts , president of
the First Qorum of Seventieg. He belonged to the 93rd Quorum of
Seventies, his line of aut rity being:Joseph Smith ordained Levi
W. Hancock;who ordained William William W. Allred, who ordained
J. Golden Kimball. Alma filled a Stake Mission in the South Davis
Stake from March 31, 1937 to Oct. 25, 1938.

The first part of his life, spent in Fillmore, was spent in
going to school, helping with the farming, and developing into
young manhood. He appreciated marrying a virtuous and good girl,
for we saw a letter that he had written to his mother to this
effect. He sang a song about red and blue and white roses: white
being for purity. They traveled to St George in a white-topped
buggy accompanied by Lillie"s sister, Ina, and were married 23 Apr.
1912 They stayed and did temple work for a week, but took time
off to attend a funeralThursday 25 April 1912,0f a woman who had
died of a brain hemmorhage. They could not understand this until
they arrived back in Buckhorn Springs, where a létter containing
the sad news that his mother had passed away 23 April 1912at 7:20
P.M. of a brain hemmorhage and had been buried Thursday, the 25th.

They were working on a homestead in Buckhorn Springs, but
12 June 1912 they went to Fillmore to visit, staying and working
for Uncle Almond Robison. They proved up on the homestead in
Buckhorn but Birdie, the first child was born in Fillmore 12 Jan.
1914, Willis, the son in Beaver, 28 Jan 1918.

To show you the atmoshere of our home here is what Alma
wrote in his wife's Autograph book 1 June, 1916:
Mrs Lillie Robison,

May each day unfold life's choicest gifts to
everyone in our home circle. Cast out of Eden the
the cactus and the nettle, and in their places cul-
tivate the 1lily, purity; and the myrtle, friendship
and so make earth a heaven and human life a delight-
ful melody. May roses bloom by your cottage gate
and may flowering vines ever cluster about its walls.

Your loving husband,
Alma P. Robison

sfter visiting his sister, Carrie Despain in Granite, Salt
Lake €ovunty, in the spring of 1919, he decided to move to this
part of the stateso that Birdie could start school where educa-
tional facilities were the best in the state.He worked in the
mines in Alta and smelters in Midvale trying to establish himself
on a farm in Granite, but he couldn't keep up on the payments.
They moved from there to Sandy, where good schools and cultural
advantages were available. Here Birdie started her music. From
here we what to Kaysville, Farmington , then to Bountiful where he
served the stake mission. He developed heart trouble somewhere
along the line, and the Doctors forbid him to work. He went out
to Duchesne where Birdie was living on the Duchesne River, and
was happy holding his first three grandchildren on his knees and
helping to feed the livestock for them. He looked around and
found a piece of ground in Ioka to buy for taxes , just seven
miles out of Roosevelt .on Highway 40. At last he could have a
Home, How we loved having him near. Richard, Virginia, and Eva
really enjoyed their grandparents. He and his wife worked to
get the place going, and Sherman, his son-in-law was finishing the
home, so that they could be in it by Christmas, when a heart at-
tack took him suddenly 22 Dec. 1941. That morning he had said that
if they didn't need the money so badly he wouldn't go to work.
He suffered the heart attack. He was taken to the Myton Hotel

where Sherman and Lillie were with him at the end.



The white geranium blooming in the kitchen window looked upon a
sad, cold world piled with deep snow. What a sad Christmas. We
buried him the day after Christmas in the Boneta-Mountain Cemetery

His brother Parker Robison and mother's brother William Lang were

with us. Others who could not come, wrote. We felt that his 1life
here was ended, but that his mission on the other side had just
begun. He has a home there waiting for us.

We should have guessed that his heart was so bad, for all that
fall before he died, he was so tired. He would go to bed right af-
ter supper, without even reading the paper. He suffered leg cramps
too. On Nov. 18th, we received word that Willis had been seriously
burned in an explosion at his place of employment. We went down
and found them in Sunday School. He told us to take Mother in to
see Willis and he would stay and see to the stock. But we couldn't
forget how he trembled as we left him. This was certainly a shock
to him. He was so compassionate to others.

Lillie and Alma 1927

Birdie's birthplace



LILLIE LANG ROBISON
1 October 1888

Lillie Lang was born on a farm three miles north of Beaver known

as North Creek, to John Mickelson Lang and Annie Maria Ipson Lang,

i October 1888. She was the fourth child in a family of

eleven. During her childhood, she was surrounded by two older
sisters, her younger brother, Martin, and Grandfather John Lang
living in Beaver and her Aunt Dorothy Baker, her mother's sister.
They were a well-knit family. The children had wood to carry, cows
to watch, butter to churn, and younger children to watch. Many
hours were spent together as a family. Older sisters, Cathy and
Ina drove a horse cart into Beaver to school. Her father was pre-
siding Elder at this farm. One dayMartin about Nw years old stood
in the road with his little red wagon. The team of horses ran

away from her father towards Martin. As they got to him, they sep-
arated far enough apart to miss him and his wagon. Guardian angels
were near that day. They all lived on this farm until her father
was seriously ill with "Catarrah"™ of the head. He sold the farm
and tookthe family to Salt Lake City to get medical aid. They got
to Spanish Fork leaving the family with John's Grandparents and
went on to Salt Lake with Lillie and Martin. He recovered 0.K.,

in time.

They went back to Beaver, first settling in the west of town, next buy-
ing a house in the east of town. Lillie started school in Beaver. Her pen-
manship was perfect. Never did she misspell any words. Her school work, artwork
too was very tastefully done. Her sewing was without fault. About 1901 her
father sold the home and rented the farm ground at the Beaver Branch of the B.Y.U.
about 23 miles east of town. She attended this Acadomy until the year of the
sickness told about in her mother's history when she had to quit school to care
for the family. So at 17 she was through with her formal education, but she was
very well educated and she had good values: She believed 'having a place for
things, and things in their place' Meals were served three times a day and her
home was always neat and clean. Her hospitality was unrivaled. "If there is
room in the heart, there is room in the home.' was her motto.

She seemed to have learned the skills of all her extended family: She
could half-sole and re-heel shoes; she could build and repair buildings; she
could cook and sew, and she painted beautifully. She crocheted, tatted, embroid-
ered, quilted, wove rag rugs and recited literature. She had taken piano lessons
from Homer Durham and played "Nearer My God to Thee." She was the perfect,
patient mother, sister, wife, and gardener.

When she was 16, the family moved to Buckhorn Springs, it was halfway
between Beaver and Paragonah, in Iron County. She first saw her future hus-
band Alma Pratt Robison in Buckhorn. She was hanging out clothes when he
called on her sister Ina. He greeted her, but because she was bashful and went
into the house, she never saw him for two years. She knew from first sight
that he was the one for her. After a final courtship, they traveled with her
gsister, Ina Limb as their chaperone in a white top buggy to St. George where,
with the roses blooming, on 23 April 1912, they were married. Their honeymoon:
a week doing temple work. After returning to Buckhorn, they learned of his
mother's untimely death of a stroke the very day that they were married.

They were proving up on a homestead in Buckhorn, but 12 June 1912, they
went to Fillmore on a visit, staying and working. They farmed a place west of
Fillmore known as the Sink, having a good year of raising alfalfa seed. From
the sale of the seed they purchased her Vertical Feed Sewing machine and their
De La Val cream separator and other necessities.

Lillie and Alma's sister, Carrie, became good friends and because Aunt
Carrie's husband was on a mission, she had come back to Fillmore to care for
her mother's family. Lillie copied many of her moter-in-law's writings at
this time.

Their oldest child, Birdie Isabella Robison, was born 12 January 1914.

They named her his mother's pet name. Alma was overjoyed that his first was

a girl as all his brothers wmm had boys first. Birdie had a secure childhood;

she was loved and her achievements were recognized. They taught her by their
love and kind ways. Lillie's mother died 1 February 1914 and Birdie being but
two weeks old, they missed that fumeral too.



Alma and Lillie lived in Buckhorn Springs while proving up on
a homestead. There was a one-roomed log cabin on the place, arte-
sian flowing wells and a root cellar. It was north of John M. Lang's.
Heat mirages, lizards and badgers were about and there wag untilled
ground on many sides. In the spring floods separated us from my
Uncle Will Keith's family of cousins, causing us to sleep over on
one occasion. Birdie less than 3, was taught to count by 2's and
S's before my cousins and She got out of bed. My Aunt Ina's family
lived south of Grandpa's and there was a community church and school.
My Aunt Mary lived with us sometimes. This was during World War I
and the terrible flu epidemics. People wore masks over their mouths
and noses. We didn't have the flu. The very first automobiles were
coming out and we rode in one to my Aunt Artimisia's funeral when
falling on the doubletrees and breaking her neck. We went to Beav-
er to that funeral in that dusty, noisy car.

When not proving up on the homestead they lived in Minersville and
Beaver, too.

The year that the war ended, they were in Beaver awaiting the
birth of their second child, Willis Alma Robison, born 28 Jan 1918.
Mother knows that she carried him 10 months and he was born breach
tearing Her intermnally. That was their last baby. They had hoped
for and got a son. He certainly had a warm corner in their hearts
and received many an admiring glance as he developed into the hand-
some dark-eyed, dark-haired child that he was.

Because of a visit to Granite at the mouth of Little Cotton-
wood canyon Carrie Despain persuaded them to stay there where schools
were the finest in the state. So Birdie went partway thru the
sixth grade there. They started buying a farm. Lillie was secre-
tary of the Primary here. They always took their family to church
walking or hitching up Bess or Queen to our black buggy. We had
many good times visiting and playing with our cousins who lived
here. It was at this time becauss John M. Lang had lost his
second wife, we often had him and Uncle William, Aunt Mary, Emily,
or Carlos S. Lang visiting or living with us. We lost this place
and moved to Sandy. Alma still worked,but we were closer to the
street carLillie and the children wove rag rugs to help with the
livelihood. We raised a garden and bottled fruit.

They enjoyed visits from family members here too. Aunt Carrie's
from Granite, five miles from the east nieces and nephews from
Salt lake, riding the street car out for 25¢. Brothers and sisters
aunts cousins and once Grandpa Lonnie Robison from Fillmore. They
all felt at home at our place.We had and enjoyed friendseverywhere
we went. Musical training and schools were good here. Church
experiences and entertainments are shining memories. Lillie was
Religion Class president in the second ward. This was a Thursday
after-school class in addition to primary. We never missed our
church meetings. Aunt Mary & Birdie even going to a Scandinavian
service.

Late in the summer of 1928, a Mollerup Moving Van took us to
Kaysville.We moved right into the depth of the depression. We
lived from day to day, working at every job that we could find.

We still wove rugs. We lived in five or six places in Kaysville

so we walked or neighbors gave us rides. Dad started to grow a
cherry orchard on an acre of ground several blocks east of main
street in Kaysville We lost that to bad times. This moving and
striving to make a living was one part of this history, butthe

real spirit of that home was made by Lillie's fine home management.
Always keeping a clean, neat, well-ordered home; always serving
meals regularly and clothing and feeding her family and making all
who came welcome and comfortable too. Birdie Despain McMillian
wrote 1 Oct 1965, after her death: "But my Dear -Aunt Lillie will
always live in my memory as one- of the kindest persons I've ever
known, not only kind words, but kind, kind deeds. And you know

she must have been tired, but she never thought of herself. We all
have to stand before the judgment seat of God and I doubt if there
ever was a person with more genuine compassion for her fellowmen,

wherever they were. God knows, and will reward her."
After the children's marriages,Alma suffered from heart trouble
and was advised not to work. So in 1938 and 1939 he came out to

Birdie's and Shermans helping with the chores and the children.
Lillie stayed in Davis County and was school lunch supervisor.
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Lillie came out and they rented a house nearby and they had a couple
of years together there. They started to build a home there. What

good watermelons they raised, and they started many trees. Every-
thing grew for them. They had young pullets starting to lay eggs.
Alma was working at Myton on a Public Works Project. He was strick-

en with coronary thrombosis and died just before they were to move
into their new home. He died 22 Dec 1941. We buried him in the
Bonets-Mountain Cemetery the day after Christmas. Lillie lived with
Birdie for a time. We set up the loom and wove rugs for awhile.
Then because Willis remarried and after Patricia was born ' she went
in to Salt Lake and worked at the Lion House serving food. Willis
went overseas.

When Aunt Martha died, instead of retiring and taking life a
little easier, she felt she was called to help raise Martha's family
So she married Uncle Carlos 11 March 1944, ang cooked, washed, iron-
ed doctored, trained, guided and disciplined the family of ten of
the twelve unmarried children. When Donal, the oldest son was serv-
ing in the Navy got word of his Aunt Lillie's coming to mother the
children, he said,"Of all the women father could have picked, he
couldn't have picked a better one."

Their home was in Enoch. Leaving there they moved to Bear
River City in the late 1940's. Life was pleasant and busy as she
devoted her life to her husband and family until she was injured
in an automobile accident in 1951 while they were on their way
to the Lang reunionThen the husband and the children could return
her services to them by waiting on her. She had lived with them
for 22 years.

After he had a stroke and his children put him in a nursing
home in Brigham City, Lillie came home to Birdie. Part of the first
summer and nearly all of the second summer she spent with Willis
in Rock Springs. Her final illness was a series of strokes and
seizures. It lasted a month. She died 29 September 1965, just
three days before she would have been 77 years old. We buried her
in the Boneta-Mountain Home Cemetery beside Alma. Aunt Carrie .
Despain said of her:'Happy that she can go in peace, knowing beyond
a shadow of a doubt that her dear Redeemer lives; that she will
meet and enjoy the company of all the dear ones who have gone before."

Time advances and speeds on and before we can realize it, we have
as the saying goes, "One foot in the grave" and we can go no more

or only under handicap. What a blessing death is to the righteous.
and she has been all her life, righteous, loving and sgrving others.
For her there awaits a great reward."

-

Kaysville My Dad with the jersey
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AUTOBIOGRAPHICAL SKETCH OF FRANKLIN ALONZO ROBISON
Written 1915 -

I was born 29 July 1851 at Crete, Will Co., Illinois the son of Joseph
Robison and Lucretia Hancock Robison. I was baptized into the Church of Jesus
Christ of Latter-Day Saints in 1859 by Lorenzo D. Rudd.

15 November 1876 I was ordained by Joseph Young, the presiding president
of seventies. At the October Conference of 1876 I was called on a mission to
the United States and labored in the Northwestern States Mission, mostly in
Michigan. Later I was ordained a High Priest by Orson Pratt, Apostle, and
chosen councelor to Bishop Joseph D. Smith in the Fillmore Ward.

In 1881 I was chosen Stake President of the YMMIA of Millard Stake. At
that time I was also first counselor to Joseph Lyman Robison in the Stake Sunday
Schools. I was also a home missionary. In the fall of 1882 I labored in the
St. George Temple in company with my mother, Lucretia Hancock Robison, my brother
Joseph V. Robison, and my two sisters, LucretiaOwens and Adelia Lyman. I was
lst counselor to Bp. Christian Anderson, Fillmore Ward from Jan. 1901 to Dec. 1906.
By my three wives, Isabella Eleanor Pratt Robison (married by Daniel H. Wells
in the Endowment House 10 April 1872 to my first; to Harriet Elizabeth Thorpe,
30 November 1882; to Lois Thorpe 25 February 1888 in the Manti Temple), I have
had 29 children - 17 sons and 12 daughters. .

Of civil offices I have acted as Sheriff of Millard Co., Utah; as city
coucilman of Fillmore, and Trustee of Fillmore School District; and am at present
and have been for several years, president of the Fillmore Irrigation Company.
My occupation has been chiefly farming and stock raising.

At present I am nearly 64 years of age, and I hope to live to be of much
service in gathering genealogy and will say to all my descendents to keep a
record of themselves and families to hand down from generation to generation.

F.A. Robison
Biography by Carrie R. Despain

My father was a man firm and steadfast in keeping the commandments of
the Lord. He stood for the right in spite of the opinions of men. He never
tasted tobacco or alcoholic liquors. He did not drinf¢ tea or coffee. He ate
very little meat; did not HHW,Ecnﬁo:, chicken, fish oy wild meat. He just ate
a little beef occasionly. His mother was that way too. When he died at age 85
the Doctors said that every organ of his body was in perfect health. He just
lost appetite and lived for awhile on fruit juices.

He never profaned the name of Diety, used very little swearing or slang.

He was very prayerful, had the gift of faith and the gift of healing. Was call-
ed much to administer to the sick, and many were improved and healed under his
hands. He never neglected having family prayers in his families. He always
administered alone in his own households. On one occasion I was very ill. My
leg from my hip down was in terrible pain. I could not stand or lie on it.

My father came to my bed and administered to me. While his hands were still on
my head I felt the pain 1lift and pass off, and I had no more pain, being
healed instantly. One time his sheepherders lost a bunch of sheep. We hunted
all over the canyons and couldn't find them. I went to the Lord before retiring
and asked him to show me those sheep. I went to sleep and dreamed that I saw
them bedded in a ravine in the canyon. I got up early and called the herders,
saying "Let's go get those sheep" I led them to the place I saw in my dreams,
and there they were still bedded just as I had seen them in my dream.

Many polygamists were taken to the penitentiary and served termgthere.
Father was determined not to be caught. #He evaded the marshals. He always had
his saddle horse ready, jumping fences, sage brush, gulches, and he hid in
dithes,behind fences and he even took Aunt Lois and went to Arizone in the
company of his brother Joseph. Their sister , Lucretia Owens lived there.
Joseph became John Lock and Franklin Alonzo became Frank Dexter.They were literally chased
out of Utah, hunted up and down until there was nothing to do but run clear
beyond where they expected to find them. They spent two years there herding
their sheep. But still providing for their families.

Father always kept the Sabbath Day holy. He attended all his meeting,
saying to his children,"come." He counted all his interests annually and paid
a full tithing.

INCIDENTS RELATED TO Ella Jacobson BY FRANKLIN >H0¢No

My father, Joseph Robison and family arrived in Utah in the late summer
of 1854. Father drove a horse team across the plains. Our teams were driven by

Father, Joseoh, Benjamin, Alvin, and Henry. The boys drove ox teams. Buck and



Charlie were the names of two of our oxen. We had seven wagons in all.

The wagons were fitted out like the sheep wagons of today. Father's wagon had
every convenience that could be had in those days. It was said by the early
pioneers that Robisons had the best outfit that had crossed the plains up to
that time.

When we reached Salt Lake, Father paid tithing on all he had. Brigham
Young asked him to go down and settle in Fillmore, Millard Co., Utah. Fillmore
was wild and unsettled except by a few who came as early as 1851 including his
brother Peter and others of the Robisons who had preceded him, and by the Indians.
The people had to live in a fort on Chalk Creek to protect themselves from the
Indians. Father, Joseph Robison, and the boys helped build the fort.

Father bought a log house of three rooms that ome of the first settlers
had built. It joined on to the fort, the south side forming a part of the fort
wall. Father made peace with the Indians, hired them to help with the farm work
teaching them how to cut grain and hay and to do other kinds of farm work., 01d
Chief Marear worked for us. Father and Mother were ambitious and thrifty. We
had more than most people. Father never forgot to share with those in need
and would send me to see what the immigrants were in need of as they came into
Fillmore. I can remember carrying provisions in sacks on my back to them.

We raised sugar cane and used molasses to preserve fruit for winter. We-
dried fruit and vegetables, salted and smoked meat. Father was a good pro-
vider and we always had plenty of food. Mother did her own spinning, weaving
and dyeing,having learned to do all when she was a girl in New York. She used
a plant called madder to dye red and copperous for blue. .

Mother and Father were anxious to build a house as soon as possible, so
Father hired Horace Owens to put up a brick kiln below town. The rain destroyed
the brick kiln, so they hauled rock as mother wanted something more substantial,
Benjamin had rock hauled for his house at the same time, My brother Benjamin Han-
cock Robison brought his wife, Lillis Andre, and baby Willis E. Robison (for
whom Willis Alma Robison was named ) from the East. Father built his house out-
side the fort, the first to be built outside. Edwards and Peary were hired to
put up the walls. They were two years building the house. We lived in the
fort 8 Or 10 years. During that time Father was farming at the old field. The
Sink land was covered with a heavy growth of brush and willows. We milked cows
and made butter and cheese. We raised corn but the blackbirds and crows were
so thick, Albert and I had to put up scare crows and herd the corn.

In the southeast cornmer of the fort, the first fruit trees were raised
from seeds-in boxes and then transplanted. When Uncle Joseph went back to
Michigan to get Aunt Martha to get married, he made arrangements with a man

to send seeds. First class postage was paid on these. from these seeds nurseries

were started. Byron Warner was hired as agent to sell trees throughout Sanpete,
Sevier, Millard, Juab and Iron Counties. At that time I was herding calves, sheep,
cows, and looking after the things at home. In the spring Father sent a team
and Benjamin and Henry back to the Missouri River for immigrants. It was about
1856. Henry hired Bill Probert to drive the team back with the immigrants, and
Henry and Benjamin went to the old home in Illinois and joined Uncle Alvin who
had never come West. They stayed for the summer and winter; bought cut and
stacked hay and bought and fed cattle with some of the money Mother had from
her father's estate. The next spring they hired George GreenwAY TO HELP DRIVE
THE150 head of cattle back to Fillmore.We went into the cattle business and
owned more cattle than anyone in the county. They also bought blooded horses,
and Father had brought a blooded stallion with him that later sold for $2000.00
at public auction in California. v

Uncle Alvin didn't make permanent home in Fillmore. He went back and forth.
He was on the police force in Chicago at the time of the Chicago fire. He later
¢ame to Fillmore, but never joined the church. Alfred, my brother, lived and
died in Chicago, never joined the church. His occupation was receiver or cashier
for the street car company. He was gifted and talented in accounting work,could
count money with both hands and talk at the same time. His figures were always )
aggepted. Mother's father, Benjamin Hancock, didn't want her to come out to
Utah. He said that he would provide her with a comfortable home if she would
stay in the East. He was well to do.

Father and Mother had belonged to the Methodist Church. Father went to
hear some Mormon missionaries. He was interested and told Mother he would like
her to hear them but for one thing, that you could not refute anything that they
said. They were baptized the same day. Father had been a classleader in the
Methodist Church. They both knew that the church was true. Father and Mother



were thorough Latter-Day Saints to the end.
My early schooling: I started in school when I was 7 years old, being in 1858.
Sister Bennett was the teacher. School was held in a little log house in the
fort. Next teacher was Annis Rudd; next, Sister Hoyt. I was 10 or 12 years
old then. She taught in the old adobe meeting house. I used to get a few whip-
pings every day. She had a bundle of willows hanging on the wall she used to
thrash the children with and I got my share. We were made to stand on one foot
for punishment and asked to call those up to do likewise when wé saw them disturb-
ing, so I always called my best friends up to keep me company. Mother made me
a nice ball with a buckskin cover. One day while I was playing with it in school
the teacher took it and put it in the stove. So I got Mother to help me make
another one. This time I put gun powder in the.center. This ball went into the
stove, too, causing considerable more excitement than the first. When Mrs. Hoyt
got ready to change the school from the old meetinghouse to her home, she prom-
ised the boys who carried the desks and benches their choice of seats. Burr
Owens and I carried the desks and seats, so Burr selected onme end of the long
bench and I the other. Joe Stonebreaker attempted to push me down the bench and
a fight followed. . Mrs. Hoyt attempted to send me to the Creek to wash the blood
off his face. I refused, so she sent Luke, an Indian boy, for willows to thrash
me, but Luke had so much regard for me,he did not return until after dismissal.
Then I attended private school in the rock house. Mother sent to Beaver for
a man, M.J. Shelton to come and teach school. Mother paid him for his services,
and besides our own family, many other children attended school. It was held in
the south room upstairs.

From then on, I was kept busy most of the time driving teams, helping with
the farm work, and herding cattle and sheep . In the winter we hauled wood on
sleighs from Cedar Mountain. Father took up lots and we hauled posts for fencing.
He divided the lots, but I was left out, I was going to get me a lot. So Father
gave me the lot that Ed Day now owns. It had a pole fence on two sides, I set
my lot out to trees. The seed came from Illinois. I also raised sugar cane.

Later I took a beef steer and went up Injun Creek six miles north of Beaver.
I traded my steer for lumber to fence my lot. I gave Al Sholes and Bob Walters
the fruit off my lot to plame the lumber and build a picket fence. I hired Tom
Turner to dig the cellar and Jim Owens to put in the foundation, hauling sand
for him in payment. I bought lumber from old Brother Davis. He hauled and
delivered it and I hired Lee Pratt to put up the house. He put up the house
and Si Gibbs did some of the finishing. Brother John Ashman did the plastering
and Brother Beeston and I painted it. I was engaged to marry a young lady by
the name of Sarah Prisby. She died. Later I started to keep company with
Isabella Eleanor Pratt, daughter of Parley P. Pratt, who came to Fillmore to
teach school. We were married 10 April 1872. I was not 21 years old until the
next July. We were married in the Endowment House. We drove to Salt Lake with
a four-horse team. We were accompanied by Bird's Mother. We brought our furni-
ture back with us. My house was not quite finished at this time so I rented
Layfe Holbrook's house; repaired it and lived there for nearly a year. Frank
was born there 16 Jan. 1873. Then we moved down in my house. We lived there
until Almon's wife, Eva Olmstead Robison died, leaving a 9-day old baby. Then
we moved to the rock house so that Bird could take care of the baby. At the
same time Emmeline Little Olsen, died, leaving a baby, so Bird took care of that
baby too and nursed it. The baby' mother's sister came and helped with the work.

I was called on a mission in the October conference of 1876. Alfred was
born 1 November 1876. Then I left for Michigan. I labored principally in Mich.
When I was in the mission field, I was blessed with the gift of healing.

I was Stake President of Mutuals for ten years after returning.

After returning from my mission I spe nt the summer crossing the plains.

I was in charge of 1000 head of big steers. I was in company with Joe Ray, Ket-
chum, and hired hands. We sold the cattle at Cheyenne, Wyoming.

At the time the Ute Indians raided Scipio during the Black Hawk War, I,
in company with Tom Callister and others, patrolled the mountains from Mt.Boldy
to the Sevier River and down across Southern Millard through the Black Rock
Springs. I was in a posse with Pres. Brigham Young and Company. I stood guard
at Cove Fort prior to the time the Fort was built. I did lots of trading with
the Indians. I speak the Indian and Mexican languages. I served under Owen's
company in the Black Hawk War. I was many times out with Brigham Young, stood
guard in the mountains, went with Col. McBride after Indians who stole horses.
We'd surround the camps at night, capture the Indians, tie their hands behind
them and deliver them. In "The History & Genealogy of the Franklin Alonzo Robison
Family" . p.7,8, and 9. there are more accounts of his dealings with the Indians.

At the time the stairs were built in Father's rock house, nails were scarce

so Father could not get them. Father hired Jim Starley who built the stairway
without nails.



Benjamin was called to Deseret to be a Bishop. Father went back and forth
doing all he could to help settle Deseret. In the winter he was hauling logs
from Fillmore Mountains to put a draw in the Sevier River to turn the water out
of its main channel on to the land they were farming. As he was traveling in the
night by Mud Lake with a load of logs , he was overtaken by a fierce blizzard.
He couldn't see a few feet in head of him. He lost the road and got off the
wagon to hunt for it, got turned around and couldn't locate the wagon and team.
He was out in the cold blizzard all night and from the exposure he contracted
a severe cold which developed into asthma. His health was greatly impaired and
he later died from the effect of it.

I was set apart by Apostle Melvin J. Ballard as president of the High Priest
Quorum, 30 August 1925, and served until 29 July 1928. I served in the High
Council from 1906 to the end of my life.

Olea Robison Davies also had a sketch dictated by Father from whish was
gleaned the following not already told:

Father said the Indians were camped around the Fort, mostly to the east.
Father played with the Indian children and learned their language, customs, sup-
erstitions, etc. They were always friendly to him and his family.

Fillmore was covered with oak brush and sage brush at that time.

The people did not have much variety of food here in those days. They raised
lots of squash and Father got so sick of it he could never eat it after he grew
up/ They didn't have any sugar and very little sweets of any kind. Father said
a thick syrup similar to honey grew on the willows along the streams. The people
washed their hands clean and stripped it off with their fingers and caught it
in little buckets. They paid their tithing on it. It was fTedious to gather
and took a long time. After they started to make molasses it quit forming on
the willows, but it was there as long as they needed it.

They used to eat lots of sego 1lily roots and Father thought they were very
good. They had no fruit jars or sugar, but every year Grandma made a forty
gallon barrel of preserves out of peaches and molasses. Father said it was nice.
They dried lots of fruit and vegetables too. They had hooks in the ceilings of
their houses to dry things on.

Heber C. Kimball prophesied that they would soon be able to buycloth, bedding, furnit
ture as cheaply or cheaper than they could be- bought in New York City. The
people did not see how that could be possible, but Brother Kimball was noted for
being a true prophet, and they believed him. Very shortly after that Johnson's
Army came and did not want to take back with them the things they had brought,
so they sold them very cheap. The California Gold Rush started then too, and
people by the hundreds came through. By the time they reached Utah , they
were in a hurry and. did not want to be burdened with any more than they abso-
lutely had to have. They sold their supplies to the Saints for a very reason-
able price.

The men and boys were badly in need of clothes, especially trousers. The
women made them pants out of the tents they had bought. They were very stiff
and hard and uncomfortable. When it rained and they got wet, they were like
boards. They'd take them off at night and stand them up and they would stand
up all night. They were awful to climb into on cold mornings. Father didn't
have any underwear. He felt fortunate to have trousers. The first suit of clothes
Father had was made by a Sister Clarence Merrill from cloth that was brought a-
cross the plains. He thought they were beautiful and took great joy and pride
in having a real suit of clothes.

He had a kind and cheerful disposition and was very sympathetic. He nev-
er complained. He died 17 October 1936, at the age of 85 years, having been
the father of 29 children, 100 grandchildren, and 62 great grandchildren, a to-
tal of 191 descendents at.that time. In July 1960, Father has 634 descendants.
Of these are 188 married couples. Bird has 437 descendants; Hattie, 91; and

Lois, 106.
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Harmriet E. Thorpe Robison

Alonzo and Six Sons of his wife Lois

Lois Thorpe Robison
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