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8 parting gif¢ from Unole David, came with her over
ooauns and continents to find abode in & Oar wilder~
ness, There were Blessant cocasions when she ran
ot 0 greet & mAlden subt, who riding howesback
from the ansestral furm, alighted at the door with
anddle bags filled with now sage oheese md Jugs of
clotted cream, And ence when she was six years old,
there was & visit to this same ancestral farm, whers
ghe gared eagerly sround the great low-celiled kitchen
with 1ts wares of pewter and brass and wood; examined
with childish curlosity her grandfatm*i broadeloth
riding ecet, with 1ts tiers of voluminsus capes; |
siipped through the meadows gathering sowslips and
witohing hel! fearfully the peageful fat sattle;
and listening wide-eyed when a nsighbey came o the
deor in the eurly morning to beg a ¢up of mere's
milk with which to treat his ohildven for whopping
oough,

| For mehile the family lived on & farm of their
om, in & protiy countiyaide where the father and
mthty were ploeturesguely imwown as Haery Gresmmesdow
and Betay Sresntres,. But hard times eame and the
slder ehildren, 21l girls, had to go out to work. 5o
we see Johanh® next a8 & little meid &% servies living
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in & town scme distance from her own, Efch weeok
the train breught her 8 bundle of fresh laundered
with dritical eyes, I the workmanship suited she
let £t #tay, Bub 1t seldom did, and so & weekly
tauk was to unpiek and re~get with fine stitches
pnd invisidle darns. And once when & favorite bhrowm
dress came with a rent davned in s shads of thread
which didn't gquite suit her notion, she searahed
the shops for one more exact and, not finding 1it,
deew out strands of her own hair and wove the hele
in daintily with that. Her mistress was & kind old’
lady and the 1ittle maid wem eager to work, snd if
only she might have been her family oftener sil
would have been well. But home was much in her
ind, and one evening, hearing the train whistle,
she eried out, "That train goes right past my mother's
doer,"” Then she felt a touch on her arm and a kind
voles sxid, "Would you like G0 ses your mothert
Then get your boanet on quickly and wun to the
station, sand when you have had 3 geod visit with
hey ocme back to os,” An‘dwmdid,mma:
pleasant home with the kind old lsdy for & long
time,
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When she was sabout ninetsan, my mother met
my fether, who was in Weles st W% time on & missien.
T™he friendship betwesen the two soon ripsned into
love, so that whan the mission wWaSs up, two people
instead of one were ready to Join the soupany of
enmigrants headed for Americs.

Beven woeks on the ocean in & srowded salling
vessel was bad enough, but it was infinitely worse
to arrive in & new country during 4 ssason of eivil
war, to erewl on uncertain trains through a blackened
and war-gutted gcountry, where the hungry company
eould procure no food or feel cartainty as to what
swaited farther on, But they &rrived at last at the
Missouri River and got together the necessary wagon
train, And then the Plains!)

To &n ¢ld country girl growm up in the domestic
landsoapes of Great Rritain, where guiet green hills
enfold & world a8 intimete and lovely a8 & garden,
what an expsrisnce to stand out ynder the vast dome
of the prairie sky, to gaze out Qm the limitless
expanse of earth in the midst of which the wagon train
sravled motelike toward its destinstion, and then to
gee for the first time the graat buffals herds, streteh-
ing sway to the horizon in endless blsek clouds; to
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sit about the campiires and while wolves howled in
the darkness beyond and the tramp of the herda
reminded of dengers unknown te the 014 ¥Werld, to
listen to stories of outlawry and tales of Indisn
massacre until the very crickets in the wayside
grass sounded like harbingers of destruetion.

Yet this immigrant company in whiech my mother
traveled pozasessed that which sustained them, and
gave them greater assurence than 17 an army had
traveled slongside, and as for the girl herself,
she must have had in her the natural fibre of the
ploneer, for I have heard her many & time say that’
she Cairly danced her way across the great Plains,
And after she srrived at the far frontier settlement
that was to be her futuwre home, though many a time
she locked toward the East with homesliclk eyes and
wept for a& cup of English tes or a glimpse of cowslip
meadow or some such Jear lost comfort, yet she took
to pileneering llle a duek to water, snd in no time
could cure meat and dye cloth, make goap with
sottonwood ashes, turn & length of homespun into
a man'e sult, and carry on with akill and thorough-
ness the manifold activities of 2 pioneer household,

It was in '63 that the bride arrived in Cedar
City, and the first housekeeping was done in the ¢ld
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Wood log house that now stsnds in the town park, as
an interesting relic of ploneer life in this region,
How long the couple remained here I do not know,

but work was going forward on thelr own [our walls,
and it was & proud Jday when the young wife welked
down the steps of her new dug-out and became the
mistress of her own home,

What stranger pasaing through that ploneer
village and anowing acthing of the surprises it held,
could guess that beneath the dirt rool of that dug-
2ut was to be Jound coulngss and cheer and that king
of exquisite cleanliness that iz like a fragrance!
ingide were plastered and white-washed walls and
clean sorubbed {loor; in tuwoc cornesrs of one end,
homemade Jour-poster bedasteads coversc with patch~
work Quilts in the clear ¢olors and charming, qualnt
designs of that old day; <¢orner capboards in the
other endsd wlih maniel between, nolding pleces of
pewter and cap#&r and orass poliaheld fo jewel-llke
orightness; the hig [ireplace with its [resh whitened
heszrth and andirons of Father's own making; and beyond
the latched dcor z porch with 8 pantry on one side
and on the other an old-{eshioned footstove that

cooked many a pot of broth and Welsh griddle cake




- -

For the guests who came in ever-increasing numbers
to ait around my mother'a hospitable board,
In the f{irst year or sc before the good clothes
from overseas began to wear out, it must have bheen
& pleasant sight to see the newly-wedded pair climb
the steps of their dug-out and set off on the 3Sabbath
day for church, he in s broadcloth sult with perhaps
2 blue army cape over his shoulders, and she in a
wine-colored merino dress with a white linen collar
sbout the neck and the daintiest of white horsehair
bonnets tied over her shining brown brsids. A trim
coupde walking to the adobe meeting house to Jein in
worship with other couples many of whom like them-
selves might for awhile have moved t{hrough the pages
of @George Ellot and Thomes Hardy, only to move out
of them into an alien landscape that neither of those
suthors ever dreamed of se & setting for their characters,
British in speech though many of them were, and
dresaed in silk and broeadcloth, those men and women
were in reality stripped fighters, come to do battle
in an sustere [leld, where there could be no pretense
or indolent evesion of the desert's stern decree,
“Fight or perish!" Pather had already, during his
first years in Utah, passed through a gruelling test
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of Iitness for pioneer life, and Mother, as I have
said, had in her the natural stulf of the ploneer.
30 they f{aced their progrem without fear, and while
Pather worked in the fleld and at the {orge, Mother
toiled from daylight until dark and, finding her
hours not long encugh, stole f{rom the night to wash
and iron end menl and sew that her family might go
decently eclad on the morrow,

With & ¢limb in the family fortunes, the lamily
itsel{ climbed out »f the dug-out, #nd so closed a
period that I think must have been a sort of (Golden
Age in Father's and Mother's merried life, for I
heve coften heard Mother deolare that those were
their happiest years, and why net, [or when has
Romanece passed by the dweller in dug-out and cof,
to seek shelter under the roof only of the rich?

But with the clésing of the chapter in
Mother's 1ife of which I have Jjust been writing,
hard work 414 not end for her, for pioneer conditions
in Southern Utah held over long after the days of
log cabin and dug-out, and that house-mother who
would bring to the family life standards of eomfort
and decency d4did g0 at the price of unremitting

labor and unswerving self-sacrifice, Never can 1
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rexmember seeing Mother sitting with hands folded idly
in her lap, and even to the day of her death she still
“ecarried on" nor c¢laimed for herselfl the leisure which
ghould be the reward of worthy old sge. Yet 1t would
be unialr for me to hold up HMother's 1lile as a symbol
- only of toil, Theré¢ was time for friends, for religilen,
for much of kindness both in the famlly cirele and out
of 1t. And though the strenuous years took thelr toll
of body and spirilt, they 4id not coarsen her or make
her forgetful of the Castidlious tastes and habits of
her girlhood. So that when I think of Mother now,

I recall her most & esrly Dbrushing her hair or !
fagtening the blt of snowy mualin she wore about the
collar of even the cheapest work dregg; and when I
think o7 her gnarlsd handa, it iz to aee them not
holding the scerubbing brush or knitting needles, but
cutting thin bresd and 5utter to serve %o the friend
who chanced to call and brought pleasure to her

hosplitable soul by remsining for afternocon tes,




