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THIS IS Y LIGE
by E. Davis\Evans

Parsphrasing Nephi of old, I too was was born of goodly parents.
Thomas and Priscilla Evens and David and Mery Davis were early
pioneers to 3panish Fork. They wvere my grandparents. MY father,
Joseph J. Evaens was a hard-working, descent man, and no kinder or
more humble womesn ever lived than my mother, largaret Davis Evails.

1 was born in a humble, adobe, three-room home, locabed at 511
Fast Center Street in Spanish Fork, Utsh, December 28, 1911.
Eleven brothers and sisters preceeded me. iy parents lost taree of -
their twelve children in infancy. |

T was three years old when the originel home wes remodelsd. I
remember well the throes of getting settled in the large bungalow.
It still stands on that site and i1s now the property of my nephew,
Joseph J. Reamn.

In the remodeling, three bedrooms were bullt on the top level, and

there were two bedrooms on the ground floor. The nhome had a roughed-

'in bathroom snd a porch along the complete south side of the house

plus another section of porch on the west. Indoor water and bath-
room facilities were not part of the dwelling until I was in the

ninth grade.
I don't recall of my three older sisters, llagzie, Mary Ann and

Farrel living at home as they had marfied or relocated to jobs
elsewhere., I arrived when my mother was 45 years old and dad wes
L33 they always seemed old fto me,

I wWas hezrly seven nonths old before my father saw me as ne

" was employed by the State of Utah as a Road Building 3upervisor

in Washington County, wvhere the prisoners from the State Prison

were put to building roads in that rugzed country. For seven

yeexrs J.J. supervised over one hundred convicts on the prejects,
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so when I was born, my name was decided on via mail. My father'®s
nephew, James Little, lived in Washington County, and dad learned
to respect him very much, éo vhen it came time to name his last
child, he suggest'“Bud", which was ahickname borne by James Little.
I became Bud Davlis Evans on May 5, 1912. My neme and a blessing vas
given to me by William D. Holt, & cousin.

“iWhen the house remodeling was completed, my older brothers and
sisters, who were still at home, laid claim on the three upstalrs
bedrooms. Joe, the eldest, claimed the south room. Daisy the
north and Minnie the west. Lew, Mildred and I had no speciflc
rooms; we slept with whom would. have us. Joe only used his room for
a few years becazuse in 1917, he was called to serve in Yorld ter I,
and following the war he was married to Dale Beck. Lew and I fell
heir to what was ever after known as Joe's room.

SCHOOLING |

My education had its beginning in The Snell School,. a2 one-room,
brick building that stood on the corner of 500 East Center Street,
directly across the street from my home. The first and second grades
were taught there by one téacher, Margaret Bearnson. I was five
years old when the school year began; my sixth blrthday coming in
December, therefore, I shouldn't have begun school until the
tollowing year. My mother gave me a birTthday party and invited all
my school friends, and being the person that she was, she even
invited the teacher, who learned that I had just turned six. She
rejorted my situation to the dlistrict office, and by January 1,
1918, I was a school drop-out.

The Snell School was closed that year, and the following year,

I began first grade legitimately in the Central School. Who beceme

my teacher? Margsret Bearnson, a bitter, green-eyed, red-headed
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woman. She wielded a yardstick like z bucklneer used his sword.
I hated and feared her and schools; I leavined notning that year.

Second grade was a reverse situation; it was tausht by a little,

‘meek woman who rarely moved off her duff. I was so unimpressed

by her, I can't even remember her name.

Cleo Pearce taught me in the third grade. I was a non-reader, and
« suffTered because of it, but Cleo did much in teaching us to
perform-~pantomimes, improvisations of the lursery Rhymes etc,
I learned to read because I wented to Hnow what those little acts
were all about. Cleo only lasted one year; I learned later that
the school board decided she taught frills, not the three R's,
therefore, she was fired. I think her big trouble was she came into
the school system too soon, end educabtors didn't understsnd that
a kid could learn by performing. lliss Pearce taught me to love
school, inspired me To learn and instilled in me = desire to enter-
taln. She gave me my first opportunity to act; I was the spider
that frightened Miss Muffit.

forma Ferguson Larsen was my fourth grade teacher.(at this urit-
ing, she 1is still alive) She made school interesting by promising
to read tousthe final half-hour of each day if she had no trouble
with us during the day. She chose good kid stories; we heard all
the 0z books, Alice in Wonderland, a few Tarzan books plus meany
others that winter.

It was in the fourth grade that I fell in love--Faim Jones was
a beautliful, dark girl whose father was a good friend to ny father.
One night while the Joneses were visiting at our home, our fathers
pledged their support that Faun and I would marry when we arrived
at marrisgable ages. I decided that my destiny was settled; a1l

I had to do was relax and wait, but Faun died that winter of
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pneunmonia. I was desolate; I decided I'd be a bachelor.

Fifth grade wss a nighimare. Jemima Hales, a tacatern, guicke
tempered, old woman was my feacher. I never cessed to be afrsid
of here, therefore, I learded very 1little that year. One day I
was engaged in a bit of playful activiiy with my Geography book
standing up on my desk to shyeld lrs. Hales from seeing what I was
doing. iy book stood upside down. (even then I wasn't too smart.)
She arrived suddenly at my dest, picked up the book, turned it
around, but when I grinned up at her she took the book in her
boney hands and hit me savagely on the head. I grinned the second
time, and she banged me again, knocking the front ofmy leed ageinst
the hard desk top. By the time she'd hit me four or five times, I
ceased To grin. I had a egg-sized knot on my forehnead and s sore
spot on the rear of my head.

3y the time I was eleven years old, I was able to work on my

Tather's farm, and year after year I worked late in tue f211,
gettinzg a late start in school; I seemed to never completely catch
up with the class.

WeW, MeCallister taught me in the gixth grade. Ee was a good
man, but his arithmatic teaching discouraged me as November
was a poor time to start school.

For a number of years, my father raised sugar cane from which we

made our own malasses. We also did custom work until late in the

o

fall solI was preventedffram geining my potential 28 a gstudent

During my six years at the Central School, the complete student
body lined up on the large cement asreas that spread out from each
of the main entrances. ye'd mark time to pisno music azs produced
by Ernest Whitwood, then we'd march into the school thence into

our assigned classroomg. . The routine was = deily experience
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regardless of weather.

In the sevenih grade, neld at the Thurber School, Leslie Cornaby
wes my homeroom bGeacher. It was his fist year of teaching. Otners
wno taught me there were, Leo Hales, Hub Tuttle, Wm. C. Beckstrom and
Winona Thomas Frandsen.

September, 1923, I was mumbered among the first students %o
enter the new Spanish Fork Junior High School at 200 East 100 ljorth.
The building wasn't quite finished so deep into the yeer, craftsasen
continued to disturb our consentration with their sawinz, hermering
and pipe fitting.

I don't remember much about that eighth zrade yesr except it was
a time for growing into manhood, suffering from radical body chenges,
but I survived.

¥ ninth srade year was not =2 happy one. I was able Lo do a men's
vork on the farm, therefore, I did so. We contracted the baleing
and heuling of 100 tons of hay. It was to be delivered to freight
caxrs at the Union Pacific Depot, located west of towm. OQur nay
wagons were drawn by horses and two trips per wagon in a twelve
hour day was a good day's work. We carried the bales, each weighing
90 To 100 pounds, deevn into thosgbox cars =nd piled them high above
our heads as the car filled up. That year I began school in Decem-
over; I failed to catch up with the class. English was the only
class in which I kept zbreast with my fellow students. liaude
Johmson was my teacher. Wallace Brockbank was principal, and he
knew who was qualified to enter high school. I was numbered
cmong the 20 or so students who did not graduate from the ninth
grede., I figured i1t was the end of my life a8 classmates moved on,
.but it really was the beginninz. I had been associalting with

bums who 211 quit that year. I was the only failing student to
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repeat the ninth grade, but I reslized lr. Brockbank meant business
so I settled dovm, beconing friends to such boys as Francls Roue,
B1ll Beckstrom, Dick laenwering and others. I won the lead 1n the -
school overetta that year, "Hiss Cherryblossom.” [y leading lady
was Lesh Nelson. 0f 211 the plays, musicels and operettas I part-
icipated in during the following yeers, "iliss Cherryblossom" wes
the only one in which I won the girl.
HIGH SCHOOL

T enjoyed my high school days, remaining fast friends with the
boys mentioned above. Fay Jensen Bubttle was my drama teabher; she
used me in a number of plays and operettas. One of the best parts I'd
on up to thattﬁne was that of Bos'n Bill the ¢allor in the opereila
"The Hermit of Hawail." F.J. Faux was our music man, and he did
much for me.

Spanish Fork High School produced lts first original opera during
my sepior year. "Estraleta! it was called. I wrofte the words to =

rumber- of the songs, I also wrote the words and music to one. I

s.
wnew very little about notes = I'd hum my song to a nice zirl,

Roberta Wilde, whom I dated rather regulaerly. she would uwrite domm
he music. Eldon Richardson and I played the palr of comedlisns in
the show. We zcted opposite Lois Tippittes and Doris Huff.

I was elected class president that year. iy nearest competition
vias Preston Hughes. I was also president of "The iask Club," 2z
drama organization founded by Ada Anderson, a first yeasr drams
teacher that yesar.

My Father seldom took any interest in school activities, but
for some reason he attended a night meeting of the iask Club when
I won the presidency. I'll never forget his elation, not because

I became president, but beczuse I'd won the position over Dr.

T L P N - = b 190
Hughes' boy,Preston. Preston ias ny nearest @pmpefor for bosn
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posgitions.

I was gradusted from hizh school in the spring of 1¢31. I
shall never forget ny having to zive the Address of ‘jelcome
speecihn., I believe that wes tne happlest incident of ny mother's 1life
unless she was happier at ny birtn, buf I am unable to remember
that event.

COLLEGE

During =y nigh school days, I thougiht that {'d like To beconme
a veleranary, so when school started in the fall of 1931, depression
Time, my mother sold a calf, and with tne money I was able to pay
ny first quarter's tultion.

My attendance 2t Brigham Young University iias so intermmnted
during the next few years because of lzck of money sznd missing
quarters of achool, my pre-med course became =2 bore,and the
classes I took for fun became my favorites; prior to the end of
ny Sopnonore year, I'd shifted nmy major to theatre witn sn ZInglish

minor. Dr. and Xatheryn Pardoe were my Tavorite Teachers, znd

'Ihad the privilege of playing in numerous roles; I either vlayed

2 comic or a villain. Probably the bhest role I played was lir. 3nob-
son in the play, "Pashions," or ¥Festi® the clown in Shaikespear's
Twelth Wight.
I Ttook private drama lessons from Mrs. Pardoe. I had to find
and cut a three~act play o 55 minutes, impersoneting at least
nine cnaracters, I read it for the college iask Club. It was
a prley titled "The Butter and Egg lian," 2 lignt comedy. During
the following years, I read the play in public sbout £ifty times.
I attended the ¥ using various ways of getting there:; I carried

passengers In varlous types of Droken dowm cars, I exchnsnged
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rides, and during the year 1934w35, I lived on campus in ny
fathner's camp Wagon, & nouémesde - structure, uzly, uapasianted

ond mounted on sn iresdl wheeled naywazon. The yesr Ues the bleskest
of my college years. David Prior and I stayed together, and we
didn't nave enouzh money to attend thne ten cent matanee dances

so we'd find ways of snezking in to save those dimes. [ recall
Dave having no shirtsj he wore z muff{ler under hls zlpper

jacket practlcally all year.

Following my mission, 1936-305, Byron Geslison existed in the
same wagon. There once was a grove of trees, "iaymond Grove,”
located in the vicinity of where the Wllkinson Senter nowr stands,
e parked our wagon in thabt grove. A 1little flowing well bubbled
avey tinere, znd deep in The trees stood a orivy. We ned all the
conveniences of home.

T was graduated from the B.Y.U. 1in the spring of 19&0. It
had taken me nine years to obtaln my B.A. Degree. Since thnav
time I have garnered enough nours for 2 Master's Desree, but I
lacked my Cnesis. | )

" T can honestly say I never knew a student who obtained a colleze

degree on less money than I, unless it was David Prior.

WY WORLD OF Wodax

I moved into tne world of work at the age of five; ny sister,
HMinnie was attending the Brigiham Young 'University, and To gev
the necessary funds, she contracted tune thinning or sugar beeis
from a neighbor, John Warner Sr. She alred my sister lildered

and me plus a few neighborhood kids To help. I recall my {first
day on the joby I lay down in tane fleld and crled Decause ic
gas only 11;00 e.m. I wanted noon to be tuere, iin held ne in aer

arns and assured me that noon would come soorn.



gvery spring for many yesrs I1'd work for farmers, thinning beets
in vne snring snd topning and loading them in the fall.

iy Tetner end grafdfather nad homesteaded 170 acres of ground
nign on tihe east bencn. Dry grain was ralsed. I rather enjoyed
the planting and harvesting, but the 8travberry Water Project canme

to the valley and we bought or tried to buy in on a goodly share

of it., A umortgage hung over thalt ranch from that day uabil we
[ )

l...i

ost The Waﬁer but retained the land. From & very early sze
until I obtalned my 'degree, 1 was congtantly reminded of the
poverty connected with farming.

Dad worked for many yearlrs Tor the State Road Commission s =
supervisor. iy brother: Joe ran the farm assisted by Lew and xe.
DaG sacrificed 21l he made from the state in naying toward thatb
mortzage, and all tne extra esrnings from the farm went in that
direction. Any money spent for schooling or other frills had
to be earned off the ranch by working Ffor farmers, canning
factory work and during my college days, I vorked some Iz2lls =t
the 3panisa Fork 3ugar Factory., I worked swring shift and attended
sciiool mornings and early afternoons. I learned to study on the
job.

I Wwas married on August 16, 1939. I had one more year of
schooling. Iy eldest son, Joe, was born near thg date of my
graduation.

I wes unable to obtain a teaching position during my first
year out of scunool, therefore, I sold furniture for Taylor
Brotners rurnature Company in Spahish Fork for one year.

We lived frugally; times were hard.
1 obtained my first teaching position in ijurray, Ubtah, 1941.

1y contract read ;950 per year. I uworked evenings for the J. O.
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Penney Comveny at Hurray. I earned fifty cents per hour. Cn

b
Sundays, I worked 2% a Stenderd 011 Service Station. I sunnose
the reeszon IL've naver delt with the comneny is becasuse I'n re-
ninded of those hard tinmes.

My teachingz ﬁas difficult es I tausht Civicsg, Tnzxlish =znd
Draoma To students ranzing from the seventh to the tuelfth zredes.
©le presented two plays that yesr, "Watte a Life,” and ¥The Haunt-
ed Hotel.®

I was teaching at lurray when World Waer IT broi@out. (1941)
Many of my senilor wmale students were later killed in the fon-
flict,

iinen contract signinz time ceme, I informed the Suverinbendent

that I'd return if I could make 1200 pver vesw, but he said

~urray could not afford me, therefores, I obtained =z job at =

t,.‘I supvervised seven women who operated stetions around a
machine that made 35 millimeter machine gun bullets, I wes
not navnpy in my work, but I made almost triple the wmoney I'd
heve made at teaching.

e purchased a home in Hurray Tor 53300 on Boxelder Streeb,

Ve were quite coantent, During the 18 months we lived there,

L

unice and Carol Richardson lived with us part of the time.
Eunice was obtaining a business education snd Carol worked.

The Japsnese were being moved inland from the West Coszst and
one of thelr relocation cemps ceme to Utan, It was Znown ag
Topaz, locabted about 16 miles west of Delta. I vast my test for

Clvil Service and became 2 teachsr there, I couldn't sarn 1200

W

ner year Tor teachinzy white students, but I raceived 33500 olusg

many benirfites for teachins Japanese,



12d ever wnerforned before, and I found meny telented =ctors
and. gctresses gmons the Jansnese, Ve worked and tauzht in those

drafty, unheated shaclks. llany times in mid-winter I'd asseabhle

I was alweys anazed as to how badly the Jananese necnle werw

0]

treated, vet Tney, especielly the students, comnlained very

Fas as ratloned, and Gina develoned hives from the desert
dust so we had to come into Salt Lake City guite often Tor

woney on zas that was unobtalinable,

In the late summer of 1943, I reslized thet the cemn would clossz
goon soc I began looking for a new position, I was offered = con-
troct et Tooele, Utah and at Spanish Fork,
less money, yet I vented to come home, therefore, I sizned an

J1800 contract snd began py teaching here in the Sonenish

nowe for a few monthns then ire purchesed the Zlmer Iearuson

T
Wk

nome 2t 500 Bast 200 South. We lived there Tor tuo

we nurchased a lot at 4435 Zast Center Street fron W, . Srockhank,.

to comnlete the home. I began the constvaction in June, doinsy
wirectically 211 the work mysel?. We meoved in sn unfinished house
in October, The lot house and carneting cost 2 totel of 55,500

the game 2moMnt ye derived from the szale of ¢

- o L - .. _— - oy . A A L, !
Cne of the sad exmeriences of =7 1iTe tool nlazce thebt veor:

1
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beceuse of tas debis houzing over us due to such things as the
nurcnasing of the Zearnson home, doctor bills, hosnitzl bills on

Y Tirst horn child, I wmortzezed av 40 scres o my brouher Laiw,.

I took = city lot he ¢aned for the ecreaze and sold the los Tor

JLUD0 with the understendiz that when I wes finsncislly ablae
: le

Tt - P I u s ' o . . —_ R

1'd w2y hin the 31400, but ay sister, /ildred Zezn was his

suardian becsuse he had besn injured in en gccident 2 fey rears
earlier, I was fooligh not naevring 2 coasrect of zome Tind, bus

L was too trusting. Wnen I was able to repay The debt, she hegit-
eted

[=¢} .

Tleit until you're better fized," she szid,

Leiwr died suddenly,and the lsnd wes in her name, I vried oszin

ment, so after her death in 1979, 211 her oronerty becams the

nronerty of her two children, theron ey
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Sible story of Isam, trading

nis Dirthrizht to als brother for o

I Taught in the Sveznish Fork Junior Tizh Scuool for tuo
«Z, HEnudsen was my princinel for one year and Rulon ifelson Sr.

the sccond yesr, I was transferred to the Spanish Fork Zizh
School in 1945 where I spent the remaining years of my teachinrg,
1945 to 1951 were svent in the old builldinzs; 1961 to 1975 in the
new buildinz.

LDuring thege years, 1 led my students to win 14 desionegl, firat-
zlace drama bronhies snd six State Sweenstekes Trophies. I believ
the nost sabisfied time of =+ teaching was when we heatb out Ti~h

Sl ld

Tand i Anth o S matal- Tran! ER
Land Tizh School for a wHeehstazes Tropny. Zizshlend hed 3300



Durinz ny vears of tesching, I directed 75 three-ace nlers end
rore one-nct olavs then I cere to remenmbar plus ZH odereliTof £00

-nsicels, The modern musicsls produced on our new stase,thas
hed ths orivilege of helning desizn, dere Jlilalole on L0
occesions, South Pecific on two occasions, usic dan, Cerousel,
Cernivel, Cenelot, Zello Dolly, (I nlaved ilderasleve, )
on the Roof, Annie Get ¥our Zun, Georze I, Iye Zve, Sirdis, Sound

AR 3 a - P e e . s WAt ToeAsr n Ty
of liugic, Tlower Drun Song, BZrigadoon, «F Jall LELT, 13 Jesuzubers,

“he TUicado end others. In 1974 our one act »lay, YAfraid of tue

the Zest Actor AvTard.

T ended vy teschias career in 10756, I'd done my thing 1 Tas
old school ab 400 South Hein fron 1945 to 1951, Shen I zad tue
jo7 of nelvlnz to olen the big-staze, wr vesching roon end Lhe

pnder J. 2ulon I

A

I feel sorry for wmeople who Work at unin

imesine a worlking world outside The pleasa

school drana devwertment, I still enjoy scod musicel  and
drematic nroductions, but I have no desirs Lo perticlinetes 1y
arbitiong Neve burned towerd the world of creative writing, L'7s
decided That meonle cen find

I 2ot the uorld would indeed be adrepsry place.
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ne Press, & Trien

Eillwore, bejzen nutiing my erticles, columns ete. in & scran-

boox. e lived to be over 290 years old, He instructed his children

1 hm

that at his death I wes to zet The boolk., IIr., Fillwore died in July,

1982, Zis last enbtry in the book was one weel nrior to nis death.
been keenling tne scrap-book current sgiace his deatn, but
one can casily determine where that neat, neticulous wmen left off

gnd I bezen., I . have over 1500 entries in the book.

Tee depression neriod of 1935 cene to vass. 1'd received = call
Tto Till a misgion for the LD3S chureh :during the early winter of

1935, therefore I didn't attend school but worked =t every job
evallavles and saved zll the noney I could. I received J175.00 in
donations at my farewell, This was a zood sun Tor a missionsry =G
that time.

Wnen I left for Florida in Avnril, 1935, I had nearly 3400.00

in the bank wlus ay way nald by ny 3eventies Quorun, I traveled by

train to =ay field of labor. I instructed wmy sister, .1ildired to ger

snent 24 months ont there znd never

k-

ne conly the money I needed,

~
i

received more then 520,00 per nonth, exzent for zifts at Christoes

tinme.

=

But the night Dad, ilildred, Vivienne Tavlor, lizr Johnson, Lick
anvaring end Georse Haovkins saw me of £ at the Denver and 3io
Greavde statlon in Provo, our farm horses broke into our gransry
end ate wheat that had absorbed poison from the zrensry floor, Tad

nhad previously stored Meed noisoning there when he woriked for the

Stete doad Commisglion., Five horses died Lhat nizht. Iy nission wonevw
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amy A

was used to purchase porses 1n order tuav Jad could con

{

Trrming, L owesn't  told abour vuls vragedy Unell Wy mission vas
over, Ly sigter, Deisgy, plovided 1nose oI Tue money To keep me
ouT tnere. L ¥as reminaec or 1L many wlnes, adu L finelly zot
the Trutn out oi my brother, Le¥w, Dalsy was nald pack magy
years later uhen sone farva sround wes  sold. -

3ixteen of my Z4 mission montihs were s»euv i HlaniL, Florlidsz,
L enjoyed tne work ana tue counviy, aliuouwn L was disappointed in
in tie lazy compénions Wion ilom L labored on occasliols. (¥ L1LTsST
companion was znaruld Ctiase of Ssiu Lake Clty.ie enjoyed moviig
Dicfures mucu mmre vasn he dia tracting; ae'd sometimes 3o
50 LoWn 2% LU a.i., zoda L'4d never see nilm until nilznt; toree-
Tfour shows 1n one dgy vasn't ouu ol tae ordinery. e vas ay
senior cumpwariloiz, ana av vtimes he'd send me around a block wmile
g pretonded Tto cover Tihns HEXE one, otut L1 saw aln many wiies
hezcea DHack to our querters To spena time ia bed nr Wiet aave you.

Kyen as a rresh migslonary, L had my oHN 1MVEesSuLliZsicr Lisu,
L anew 10U wWas against tae rules o¥f the mis "on Lo travel oiodae,
ouL L decided Tvime waste Uas The Worse ot Tae uvho evils.

Lfd onty peen in tne rield = rew Weeks, and one early morlug
1 agpproacned a very nice nowe, L rang tane bell, anu a nmeu, nola-
Ny a g1ass 0I »Hlnk stull in his hand, ansvered., Wnen 1 exXnlaiin-
ed my purpose Ior being taere, he invited me in.

"l've Deen waut.ily Lo Lalk Lo one oI you @ormons I'or a looy
Time,™ e said as ne Usiered me into 2 lerse Living room waere
ILvVe oufnel DeonLe SaL S1ppliy was pluk stutri. Y@o anead, uell

usS apuur Mormonisn; titov's 2 man's relizion, How many Wlves du FOu

have?® he queciioned.
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mech one oI tas arungs, nen and women, LvooK Tulins at making

Tun ot me, 31iving me 1o cufdce natever oo ansiver 2Ny questions,
i Tinally stumprea oue 01 Lus blLace, seaved ayseld on a curp
Go¥m the street and took 2 nall hour uo rezgaln ny ComposiEr,
end I §ore L' 50 Dacy o0 Loy noHe sone day wmen I was petuer
prevared, ouv LS @onuas later, surange neonle had moved thnere and
I enjoved my v1S1T Wion uviieTl.

LT was ol ocvasions such as the one Me.uuioneu apove Wien L
needed an exnerienced comvanion.

Une asy wWaile uracting alone, L feund g livtle lady, Aonie

Jelicoat, vuo hau 1ost a son 1n orld Wer I. He nsr ~1ad WL

Vryv DEDTASE 2uG her niulsver gave uer 1o hove §or iz vedsmpolio.,
Gut waea L voird aer of our temple work, she become iduveiBSuveda)] sas
Tead everytuing L could §urnish ner, She also But el elEnDor,

Sister Ranaza, interesved; tney were boon bapb¢ZEQ vile yesr laver,

Slster Krnage later becane Relic{ SocieTy Presiuent ob ohe :iisma

4

-

sranen snd Siscer Jelicuar Levanie enuuusiassLa shoul Zenezlosy,
302 visivew us al our nome 1n Uvan o THO oCcasions. Shne wag
doin% vewnlie Tura 1n vie 3alc Lake remnls,

wenaze left 1t because her hughend mada it diffienlt for hsr o

tito ladies were my favoribes.

1LY

1

e tried to =et Permission To hold nari mestings in
yscene Perl vhere President Roosevelt nsd been shot 2b only o fey
aontas earlier, e finally succeeded, We held a counle ol meetiaszs

N L - JIU U S L - 4t 3 . ot LI
01 savuraay nighits. On both occasions we hed vigitin



i_l

(&3]

not

¢]

(Diary ) Baturday, ay 30, 1938. We hed dinner st the
] b ]

s}

Cuonninghens after which we walked un towa to hpld our rexular,
seturday eveniangz nerk meeting, but Zlder (these refused Lo narticinate,
de has no zubs.” (end of guote)

ile returned to cur querters, and T was determined to zet transferred;
L wented =2 companion who lilked doing missionary work as well zs T.

(Diery Quote)Jenusry 3§, 19356,%I trected and visited Y investizetors
ilder Chese tended to his movie duties., In the evenlinz we held 2 nlay
prectice.? (end of gquote)

Our Southern States Mission Conwzrence was held at Atlenta, Zecrsis,
I nad ny clothing pecited. I'd alresdy written President Lalrand
dicnerds that I wanted o transfer anyuhere
Chase knew he was zolnz to retura to Ailemi, but as luck ned it
16 country earse nesr Jacksonville, znd I
Hlaml., I hsd the job of organizing his stuff znd sendinz

Aa

nat. Such neones as Tldsr Furr of

T had meny zood companions after t

Arizona, Elder 3odell of Salt Lake City 2lder Redd of Zlen inz come to

¥ labors took me from Hisml to Fort Landerdale, to Orlendo thence oo
Jacksgonville, I aad directed gz Lthree act nlay, "Asroa 3lick From faniin
Cricl,” in the Yiand 3Branch, using o dozen members in the cest.

1

It went over well; we nresented 2% the church two nights and vere
called by clubs of the aresa to nreseant it of club nouses, It was
e zood means of getting iavestizetors end Zivinz peonle, nho nead

never had g wart in 2 nlay, somz stage exnerience.

Sriendo, Florida, was a touwn that had been averuoriad by wmissionaries,
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Dug to o7 Glscourszing erwmeriances during the Tirst of -7 =isslion,

- L omr M e - - . LN b o b 1 e pa ] 7 .
refore my coug§iont Drever consisted of wleadinsg to be trualy coun-

verté. S tre work, I nou o becelk to a point in time just nrior oo LS
Deinz gengrated frow Tlder Chase:

OCne day Chase Decene 111 so e rewmained in bed 211 day, snd res

111l confined tunere a5 nisht ceme. About 11 p.m., I hesrd o voics

3 B nla I

tie voice of that of Julius ileubecl, 2Zresncn Presgident, r© man 3 7000
and 22 kind as aav one I've ever net,

#1% here,” I ansuered

73igte Ausse’” Ls wvery 111 in the hosnital; she desires sdnialstretion,

I was in Zrother jeubeck's car in o navter of mianutes, snssding
towerd 2 hosnital. Yhen we entered the room of Sister 2nsgsell, I decid-

-3
1L

gd I'd never seen anvons

L}

i)

uere holding ner in bed, gond she was scrsaxing norribivy, I wesg o
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ennoint. I did so while her neazd wes tosgssing in 211 directionsz. 2rother

'Wou looke nesh God, this 15 a sood women wro needs TO asln, =nd e
Eldas ere pleading with vou 211 to come to her zid, You know =s well

1 a ' )

thatl her fanily needs her, our Brench needs her, so do sone-

thing now, Dear Lord. etc. ete.,.

dussedi vas calning down, end by the time the sood men said anan, &ne
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- — - 1 o - - oo - 3 - ~
of =muthting nilg little bottle of oil 1n uls brizsl cese, Ze geened 850
nnconcerned about whislt hed just nannened ss thouszh he 1ad ssen such
- T L S SIS .
realings numerols tTines, 1 realkgea onlv too lste vast SA0ULa nNave
~

As I rode beck to uy gquerters, I 'mew God

country worik, so leavinzg our wallets at nome, e travelsd desn i1aio

the country.A men had revesled that a small town, Groveleoad, 11gs
loceted 30 miles out, Late afternoon found nsg in the wlece, Lsveniean

pantlzed members lived there.

e negnes vwe'd found on the church records of LGrovelsnd.
Srotner Zich wes 111, Ze had bsen workinzg a2s 2 nrunher of orsinze trees,
end nls risht arm became nevalyze 7e hedn't worked for = niraber of
deysy; noverty staliied his humble lome unerz he lived with his wife

snd five voung children.

Vien we introduced ocurselves, ne immediately ssked T

I sealed the =znoeinting snd nromised him That from thel mowmsat on he'd
v et well 9 o ansed Toir o tLere - LTinT thnat nisnt 4
L0 e well, Ve arranzed 10207 £ ColLlaXe meeniin caat Nl L

nls home then ite went throughout the tovm iavis vz 211 1tho cered to
come to a liormon cottaze meelting, When we arrived bscl =7 the 2ich homne,

Just prior to suvnver time, Zrofther Rlcu was essisting Lis wife prenars

b

the meel, e claimed his arm, that had been useless for o wesl, Was
1ealed, 2nd ae pleaned to return to work the Tollowinzg day.

The Hicn .ome wag Tilled with-peonle tiat nigut, IT seene
even apood navs travels ss eny nad nesrd of ths heslinz of ISrother

chey came to see i nwove about



2ldsr Zodell znd I nreacued lsbe into the evening, snd we enjoved
2 session of guestions gnd =nsvers., A lovelsr lady, = sister-in-lgw
or beptism; she hed been converted =eny
eerlier, Hut no one with authority to bantize nazd come to the arez,
e Was wor.ing deevn in the country, picking tomnatoes, =ad she 1as

b

Loerded, It

1

leaving after the meeting for the nlantation where she
vas ouly Tour miles out so I asked her if there ¥2Tr2 2ny "pounds or , .

"There's one in the center of the natdh : in which I'a niciing, " she
Nannily sngrered,

We'll be at the natch ot noon so take 2long some clothing for your

baptlsn, because you'll be soaiing wet raen us Tinish with Tou,

follewin sthe directions written on o naper, tns followiny -=orning
ve walked along the sandy road and arrived at the Tomato osheh 28 The

rew was brealiing for lunch., irs. Rich was hepny to see us arrive,
and while she sned her overalls snd - metting inbo ner white clothiag,

Zlder Zodell seserched out & nalr of overslls in an old che

o
i
[}
o
™
L J'
i3
@

F‘J

€]
J_I
{
cr
@
L]
e
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n the pond., This was his first exrperience of bantizin
in the mission field, and he was msde very N2pny. 3ister HFich gat o
a tomato box whileitenfirmed her 2 member of the church. 2ined =11
the information nscessery from her to szend to needquariers to »nrove

that whe ves truly = member then we went on our oy,

e only spent five ders in the area, sleeninzg in a differsnt bed

eacit night, unever nissing a2 meal bub soing a long time belwesn so-
of tuem., It was a trivn on which I encountered meny speclesg of bedbuss.
I wrote & poem on ny experiences with them. I%, "3edbuzs? is found

a

in tae poeltry section of this history.

Wie mere 5lad to zet bacit into Orlende snd et the Tirsit zocd mesl
2
ve'd had in nearly o weel, The Grovelsnd peopls geemed To eabt sgrits,
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freese, corn bread, chitlins eond bacon occasionally for every mesl,

I reyrst T dida't ask to b2 transferred into “rovelsad, I surs

1 = 1

e could nave organized 2 branch in g few waeitsg of labor,
Aty of nolding the Briestiuood, =nd thel ves =z 7ood stert, but

7 olznoring the

I sas sent Tto Jecksonvilie., lIve elvays regretted m

=
0
=
Q

3
{0
|_l
8]
h
-

to return to the fertile field of

maxe Tals history too long, end no one reslizes MO than I thatb peonle
diglike repding lonz histories.
Zefell Lricison = Provo boy, Was beinz released from his mission
rien I errived there. He remained in liami and toriked in 2 Jeuelry Store
hen I recelved by relesse, we came hone tosether,
accompanied by a Cgliforais Tlder, Wilford Tischer. e wmooled our
coue-none-oney, aad in Zefell's car, we cane to
Tast Coast to dew York City thence into Canads back in the U.5, at
Netroit thence to Chicago where an Anril snow bound us t
We came home by way of the old Hormon Trail, comnencing st auvoo, I1l.
Av tuls writing, Refell lives in 321t Lake ty. Hde becamue 2 very
zood business man and is now retired, He was ny Sest

gnd I zave ny third boy his neme, iichsel Hefell Evans

152}

SiY CHUACHT WOHLD
When I reached the age of accountability, I was baptized a nember ol

rhe vnurch of Jesus Christ of Latter Day Ssints. The font wes located

next to tue old coal furnace in the basement of the origingl first wusrd
churchh. I was baptized by Leslie Cornsby and confirmed bT his Tather,

%, 8., Cornaby.

Tae old bullding was very incoavenlent, having only two classrooms,
Sundey Scuool classses were scattered in s2ll coruners of Ghe cinamel, 1in
the foyer and some 1n g little wooden structure that stood at the rear

of The mein building.
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wen and wife with Ffresident dicholes . Snlta "

]
Q
D
3
D
5
*

serformaing th w7, A recention rog held in the Jensen lgcention

™ .. ~ 1. A e, L
Cenbter in Zalt Laole Sivy ©

. o second one in Spomish Forii es

I'1 unpble To remember when I found out dFina's reaol aoe, bt by
the time I did, it didn't —etiter that che'd turned 19 in o of
1239,and I'd bheen 27 since Decenber of 1035,

ina was ennlored by tae Interwounvol’™ Meptres,so ue nade Dig

cire cerxrryiag hln, Dat sie tant bthre 1200 iith

H V1= T m Sat da A . H - . - LI, . s
nourssy by thov time she had lest so nwuch Hlood o trousfusion ves
v

itecessory, but sie nad o rore tyne of bHlood, and the LDS Tomnitel

ned o blood banlk ot tnst tine, thereforz, we hod to locste deners.
Lt ues Sundey so I reoced ny anclent crr to the old iller erd
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baseqsnt, roo: that wv wife was ot - Lloyds; zsne aad
2 Zina Jansen Tarr on or aboul ey 2L, 1920, Ziae uss 25 hen I

found this nacterial, and T hesitaoted telling her Tor a feu weeis

?
but tell her I did. Tt uas o shock to ner, but meny of ner gus-
plclons were realizad. ‘e never rested until we Tound her reai
aother, Zine Isnsen Carr. There ner o geries of circunstances I'll

es the result of a needle she'd sunlled voriing itsc Uinv Snato her

*,

systen; chlildbirtn helned bat 1t was nns the courlzte cause of her
daen ue realized that Gina had reletives in Senpete Zounty,

neltaer of us wgs content until we'd sesrchied then ouns, e Tound her
Inele Oscar, It was he o zave us the inforwation on
and death, “is wife and he had conglideared tak

1ome, but thev had had a baby zirl about the sane 2358 £38 ine and yis!
] J i3 o

>ue glso heod nuraerowns cousing livin~ hitner an

-t

Ajzard of selew is the hest X101 to us.

The IZshisens vere a1l stoluars oeonle, snd =7 wife seewed content in

kunowing sonesuing of the stock from whence 508 cane

. -
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At tais dete, Jeoiunsry 22, 18355, ueg hove not found snvy infornstion

ol % T

E * P ki N = N . I . - LI
fntner, Yesco IZerr, Some dey tTine wmey have o desire to

do soue research on tihe man W deserted h2r —other, but now she tan't

interested.

S1 LCTIER, DAZGAUAET DAVIS TIVALS

Loszie Tvans cerried the sweetest snirit of anvoune I've ever imowmn.

(.7 1lovely dauzhter, Patricia and =y sister llunie lanerited

meny of

her ptiributes,)I've never known =2 nisht that wes too lony, no tasik

tooherd, nor was any merson toslasiznificlent for her to zive of

nersel? tiusbt thuelr burdens wizht be lizhitened. The arrlisaszes

sisg:irs llansie, llary ond Pev wyere burdened with illunesgses of eiling

husbends, 7 mother suffered alons with those irls., I kueu

4

I wuas the vounzest in the fanily, vet old enoush to witness

I thinlz she loved me more than snyone ever has; she considered ne &

-

gnecipl 3ift from Zod as I was bornm when she was L5 years old

unen I was born. 3ne supported me in el

a7 nt school hewn she unsz 2100 Aurbered song

fe)

of a nereant's
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nresent, or 1f I nerforuned on a nrojran, sue sat beesming near tae

=

Tront of the anditorium,

When I was about ten yesrs old, I wes =offlicted with 2 dis

i

1s in @Y snine and uas unale to wall uniiizghi.

hed severe nail
around lilke a

1
me, vut nis medicine did not sood; I zreu steadly worse. ..ot

£i

we gleeniny in the yvoom next to hers whers I could Tind uer
< e}

.

in the night, I auskened »rior to daybrer:: on one occasion;

—

iraciied with pain, I crawled throush tue counnsciing
1

1 -

for =ny “llo.F, 3ne had me in hner arns in o noueat, sad pleced

H
4]
b

hed., 3he ueld me close to her oad wtiersed the nost

seemcd ghe turg Belizing directlT To

I hobbled

little, old , crinnled nen. Cur fanily doctor\tgepﬁea

agr had

cagily ™
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MY CIVIC WORLD

I'm sure I could have sefved my city more politically,
but my work as a teacher of Theater, church and family
obligations, consumed so much time, I didn't seek an office
of any kind. After coming to Spanish Fork, I became a member
of the Junior Chamber of Commerce; I was chairman of many
committees, inecluding the Christmas Committee. We had: o
practically dominate one issue of the Spanish Fork Press
with our year's activities report, hold an auction for the
raising of money to help needy people and . liver. ’
food and cash to them who otherwise would not have a Merry
Christmas.

That year, 1943, I was nominated +to be the recipient of the
DSA, distinguished Service Award. I came in second. Farrell
Olson, another school teacher, was chosen. I was. -
satisfied that he won because he died about two years later.

I was ugpable to be nominated again for that honor because”i'd
passed my 33rd year of living.

I didn't remain a member of the Jaycees many years because
the smoking was so heavy during our meetings, I had to have a
special suit of clothing in which to attend; I'd be accused of
being a smoker at school if I wore that suit on the job. It was
an é&stablished fact that only one member out of ten did all the
work; the others attended_for the comraderie and food and a pleee
to get away from their families.for a few hours. The Jaycee organ-
isation died out recently. I suppose it failed because of the
reasons I've listed above.

I became a member of the Spanish Fork Kiwanis Club in 1946,
and have been active since exmcept for a few years when my living

responsibilities became too heavy. I served as Vice President

TR o}



for one year du ing the fifties, President in 1976 and Lt.
Governor of District I in 1981.District I consisted of all
the clubs from Price to Lehi. I vigited each of the ten
clubs twice during the year and was instrumental in organ-
izing The Golden K Club in Provo. It is at this writing the
most active club in the district. I received the honor of
being chosen as a Distinquished Lt. G6vernor. No one was
more surprised than 1 because during that year I suffered
from - . .. . C L I was confined in
the Utah Valley Hospital for many days. I'd had my gall bladder
removed a few years earlier but the bums had .
job.

MY WCRLD OF HORSES

With our ranch and with Dad needing horses to do road work,
at times we had a dozen of them available. I always had one
among them I claimed. I was in the si: th grade when Maud, a 1little
mustang came into my life. She was a beautiful animal but had
never been completely broken to ride; one could lope along on her
for a short distance then = buck. Such a buck threw me on
the hard road and I sustained a broken wrist, which was the only
bone I've ever broken except my nose that has had it four or five
times.

Jeff was a jumper, kind and easy to ride. I was the envy of mamy
friends becamse I could clear a four foot fence bareback. I was
funny I didn't break my neck; I jumped him continually.He died
after one short year. It was one of the few times in my life I
remember of crying openly.

Rowdy was a sleigh horse and alsc easy to ride. I called him

my sleigh horse because hé'd been taught to pivot, stand and



turn while the other horse went around him, thus spinning the
bob sled round and round: owdy and I were in demand for bob
sleighing; I think he pulled every available bob sleigh in tommn.
T was always glad to see winter come because I had a horse built
for winter and white as the snow. A horse of lesser character
kicked Rowdy on the leg breaking 1%, and we had to shoot him.
9lim had been a race horse in his younger days. During my teens,
1'd race anyone who wanted a race. I was never beaten excep?t
once; that's when I ran him with a handicap. We had a neighbor
rancher who had a race horse of sorts. He continually wanted to
pit his horse against mine. I never seemed to have time while
on the farm, but on the fhis occasion we had a shortage of horses
one spring so it was necessary to break Slim to work in a harness.
I nated to see this done; he reminded me of a member of the royalty
working along side the court jester. At any rate, I was harrow-
ing some wheat gyound one spring when along came the man next
farm asking for a race. I'd been working S1lim for half a day an
he was tired and sweating, yet I accepted the challenge. We were
sooﬂk out on the county road. We decided that an intersect-
one quarter mile down the road would be the finish line. I told
the guy 1'd leave Slim in his harness to give his horsétarbetter
chance.
We made the run;I was beaten by a length. I realized what a.
fool I'd been to give my horse a handicap, but as horses do
after a r e, Slim wanted more and kept turning as I rei . him
in. Suddenly a tﬁg came free from his back and wrapped around
his hind legs--We went down. The last thing I remembered was
having a horse on me. Luckily his haims missed pearcing

my body, but when T came to I was lying on the bed we had in



in a tent. My dbrother, Joe was gtanding over me.

"How did I get here?" I queried.

"] carried you," he answered.

It was hard for me to imagine his carrying me across a
40-acre field; I was almost as heavy as he.

I rested in the tent for a while. Joe caught Slim and
nitched him to our buggy, and I drove home alone, a distance
of four miles. If was good S1im knew the way because during
most of the trip I lay on the seat, knowing little of times
passage.

Pete was an ancient horse when he came to us. I'd walk
toward him, bridle in hand, and he'd put back his ears, bvare

his teeth and charge. I was always ready with the brid e reins

. %o cut him over the nose. He'd stop and allow me to bridle him.

I used this brown shaggy horse to deliver milk to a few sustomers
we had in town. Gallon tin buckets were used as milk containers.
Some customers would retain the buckets for a few days, and I'd
have four or five to tote home at a time.

One day I was riding past a hitching post on 100 North
just east of Main Street. I saw a beautiful brid;e hanging there.
Some horse had scrubbed it off. I took it as it was much nicer
than the one Pete wore, I sported the bridle for a few days but
on one occasion I was riding past the hitching post and my
nephew, younger than I by a few years, was riding back of me
on the bare-backed Pete. At the point where I'd found the bridle,
a man big enough to eat hey, stepped our way.

"Hold up, kid," he said. "Where di&d you get that bridle?"

"Right there," I said, pointing to the hitching rail.

"It's mine. My norse scrubbed it off and went home without me.

T walked to my home in Lake Shore."
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"ok, It's yours I guess,"” I said."But how do I get my horse
and us home?"

"I have a rope in the truck. You can have it;"

T put the rope on Pete's neck, fastened a loop around his nose
and we started up 100 North treet with my nephew and I holding
onto four or five gallon buckets. Péte was at least 25 years old
and a bit stiff in the knees. Rattling buckets always made him
nervous. On that day he was especlally so, having two kids aboard
and wearing a strange bridle. He suddenly bolted; Vernon dropped
ai bucket in his attempt to put his arms about my waist.

He may as well have dropped a fire cracker under the horse for

away we went. The loop fell off Pete's nose, another bucket dropped,

and another and andther. I was pulling en a rope that was having

no control over the flying steed, who had a track rocord of falling

down. We neared Fifth East Street where I knew Pete would turn
toward home.

"I'm gonna jump." sald Vern.

"No!" I screamed. "You'll kill yourself." I dug my fingers into
his leg.

We made the turn safely but andther obstacle loomed ahead; my
father had recently built a largeiplank gate to our corral,
and I wasn't sure how Pete was going to handle it. The dumb brute
made an effort to jump. He wasn't a Jeff; he missed going over
the gate by many inches. There was the crashing of lumber, the
fallihg of é norse and the diving of two boys to the ground.
Luckily, the manure in our corral was deep and soft so our fall
was broken.

Pete never recovered from that experience; he died soon after.

I shed no tears at his departure.

Lo -



Mike was a 1200 pound horse that one could ride as well as
use for.heavy work. I drove him and his mat , Pat on a coal
wagon one fall when Joe and I hauled our winter's coal out of
Starvation Canyon from the Christopherson Coal Mine. On our
return trips we always camped at old Tucker, an open spot 30
miles up Spanish Fork Canyon.

At times there were seven or eight outfits camped there.

One night we were all sitting around a camp firewhen a coal
hauler said he had a horse that could outpull any horse his
weight in the group. Mike was in his weight so T like a big shot
took his challenge because I'd éeen Mike pull; he gave his all.

We decided that daybreak would the time for the match. We'd
pull on largest load of coal there. At daybreak, Joe awakened
me and said that my competitor had been warming up his horse for
an hour; he'd been pulling logs all ever the place.

I hurridely dressed, hitched up Mike, road him around a bit
to at least get the kinks out of his joints and my coal-hauvling
friend returned to camp with his sweating, dun horse. We flipped
to determine who pulled first. I lost; I was first to go.

You have such pulling matches by hitching a team to a wagon
butihe pulling horse is chained to the load via his end of the
doubletree. I clucked to my team and Pat moved forward, but as soon
as Mike felt the weight, he refused to settle down and pmll. I
tried half dozen times and finally moved my team away. The dun
settled against his collar, lowered his body, lifted and pulled
like I'd seen Mike do many times, but the dun moved the load a
few feet..I lost $5.00.

Joe said¥ "You never pull a horse cold turkey; you must get him
warmed up."

"Why didn't you tell npe?”
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"I wanted you to learn a lesson; five dollars was not too high
a price for what you learned today."

It was a good lesson; I've never done anything since that day
without having a good deal of practice prior to the event. Not
all the knowledge one acquires is obtained in classrooms or

from books. The open sky and the hard ground are great teachers

MY WORLD CGN THE ROUGH S5IDE

A constant problem that has stalked my path through 1ife has
been the use of rough language. From early childhood I was
exposed and associated with hard working, tough talking, evil.
living men whom we hired to help on our 160 acre hay and grain
ranch., I've often wondered why dad and Joe hired such indiv-
iduals who could naturally be an influence on yuoung boys. I
suppose they were the only ones available for part-tim~work;
real gentlemen had steady jobs. At any rate, I learned to
swear early, and I suppose I'1l fight the habit until this
old tongue stiffens.

My lessons in sex were taught me by some of the roughest
characters I've ever known, a divorced man, an old baich and a
married man who explained all his intimate activities with his
wife. These three came back summer after summer and taught me a
about sex in the curdest of languages. They'd answer any questions
I'd ask.

In the late summer of 1634, I realigzed I wouldn't be able

(//;o to return to school so Dick Manwaring and I thumbed our was
to Las Angeles. The driver who took us into the big city
said he knew the city well and would take us . to an inexpensive.
rooming house. The place did look good. We were tired and

it was midnight, so for $2.50 we rented a room for z week,
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w?e? we.emerﬂed onto the sfreet come morning, found we were 524£daf57
living in a negro section. The only white man around was the manager
of our rooming house. We couldn't walk a block without being accosted’
by black prostitutes, but our bed and room were clean so remained
there from October to late December
[///The first place we rustled for work was Hollywood. A Micky Rooney
movie was being cast at Columbia, and they wanted numerous highschosl
age extras. We stayed in line four hours, and when we arrived at
the caéting window, 1t was time to close shop, so back we went the
second day and after hours of waiting we did get interviewed. We
left the phone number of our abode,knowing that with. the thousands
of applications we'd never get called
Dick and I finally obtained jobs washing dishes at small rest-
aurants at $1.00 per day plus two meals. We did manage to save
on those meager wages, but Christmas ﬁay, 1934 found us in the L.
A. fraight yards, preparing to mount a fraight train that was going
east. I'1l1 not take space to describe some of the derelicts that
had found their way into one cattle car. Siraw and dry manure
:covered the floor, and as the train moved easiward intoc the high
|

‘country, it became very cold and bum after bum disappeared from sight

by burrowing his way under the floor boveri2§;(I wasn®t 1o follow

ST T o . ¢ . grew S _ betweem the slats. |
/.
of the car, Dick and I were glad to prlis ) -
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T wes o junilor in hizh school before I even mnade on
noetry. I wrote abt 1t then becouss our btescher, Iir. Christlansen,
Lauzht o anitv of Tig finsl assirmment wes to turn in s noen of

14 lines or rwore . So under pressure I wrote my first.Ze read tue

neere he thousht were best to the class, and 2 vote as talien

the =irls. I won for the boys. I still reczll the arsterpiece. I

ny noen was the best, you can 1lnsgins et some of ths ovhers viere

lilke.
IS CRALE

One dey while walking dowm 2 l2ne
T amr 2 bird thay ce2ll the crane.
A neck like thet T saw ne'ler before.

% looked a2t me with a glassy stare,

i T had no business there.

a‘
ul
=i
<
bad

didn't like me3; I wag surs ol nat,

g
[+

And in wy surnrise I reasched for ay jat.

T leveled it on the big bird's head,
Fired shell after shell ©till the thing Tell dsad.
I lozded his carcus upon ny back,

And carried him back to v old shacii.

I nedhim stuffed snd until this dey
He stonds in ny kitchen, n great disnley
Ee looks 2t ne from wnorn till niznt

as if to sev: "You fixed ne right.®

o
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Over the years I've writiten = few hundred wnoems, thanks to

my old nin

talent sut of ==

loge the

deslt thind

Fal

le~finsered-school-teacher, who forced o bit of noatry

.7
i

g2 cglled hin Wine Tincers becouse he

Torefinger of his left hand, and wien he sat 2% his

ng, he put thet stub to his nose; he looked, 21l the

vorld, lilke the nissing Tinger end was up his nose, nenatrabinc
his brain..
As I stated esrlier, I wrote words to sonzs For the school

oners but

)

1'11 not talke snace for them. I dediceted the followin-o

noen to my mother shortly after her death. I was 21.

o

all the nleaszent memories cromded in my aind
The memory of my mother is the dearest I can find.
In my imsgination, I can see her now

+

Her pleessant eyes, her sunny smile, sray hair unon her brow.

-

I, see her by the Tirenlace in {in
Gezing into spece as she dreams and nonder tihere.
Tne snows of neny vwinters lay lizhtly oa her xaow.

The rearing of us children has caused that wrinlzled breir.

I think I hear her calling: "Son, are vou home?

I stir, ny dregm world's shattered I'zm sitting here slone.

She'll call end szy: "Is that you, son, when I entar in

un there.
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The Groveland Erin ~ 1 found us in siz different bed

i3

ights, =and eszch bed seered Lo have its ghare of cedibugs, ond e

pa—

1teh hiked beck intc  arlendo on the seventh dax, I

-5

Ny nlssionzry experiences brousght cut 2 toueh of the noet,

Puzs hlde sround the seems of matteegees durin- the dar. but

Terms an the matf:ssgthe nigersble insectes bemin
- s

rl. Sorme individusls become cnune o them but other

[

14
73]
o
@]
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as I suffer the torments of hell because of then

lowing noen betieen rideg:

SZDBUGS

I lie neres gazingz blankly at the celling 211 the niht.
L mow not what tne natter 1sy, but I cen't zleen = =ite

37 George, there's seneching crawling up and doim @y bac!

L wonder if that's vhat's neking sleening seer so leol:.

The varnet hes 2 brother that o'er wmy chest doth

Togn,
A sister ond e * that stravegd axley €rom nome.

I'm leaving here guite nronte, 'Tore they carry ne iGho ks

I%n now gitting in the corner,‘wishing it wrere dew.

Tne bed looks like - bettlefiald

3 a bloody ver iras Pouzat th o,
And T feel worse,I'l]l bhet Py for than the last siand of Cust >
The daim's now slowly bresking: I'm stretched out on the floor,

ore tired by a dern sizht than T was the nisht

Slovly I »nack ny stick arin to travel on =

. |
And T . ©that God will lend the closing of thig dewr
To a bed there buzs ere scarcer and not so 5l2d To see

A poor traveling liormon Zlder ho is as tirsd ag me.



QLD GLOHY
Only a few years ago our flag wes being mistrested in many woys.
I entered o home in 3Svenieh Fork andssy an American Flasg being
used as a roon divider, k hung thelr soiled =nd ragsed, havinag

been used for ¢ towel on which veonle dried Zhelr hands., That

esperienece prompted me to write the following noem:

I shall scribble a poem for my readers today.
Please understand what I have %to say.
0ld Glory flies high over villaze and city,

But how some of us trest her,0h Godl what a2 »nity.

She's draped over windows to keen out the storms,
I've seen her on trash heaps on pig vens and barns,
She's being used for all things from a rug to a raz.

Even costumes sre made from our besutiful flag,

She waves for 211 things that I want her to be,
3ut she's belittled by people like vou and like ne,
lhen I pledge her allegisance, I love it 211;

Whether she's right or vwrong, I'll resvond to her call.

I stand ten feet tall when I honor her name,
But my insldes turn cold when she's brought dowm in shame,
Have you seen smoking tobacco rolled in a small flaz?

Or %0ld Glory™ dishonored being used as a raz

I don't understand why it gets worse all the tine,
And who 1s there to standiup and c2ll it 2 crime?
God Bless you 01ld Glory, Tly on nisht end day

Hay more »rtriotic lmericans be counted I prey.



You stend Tor our mounitains, blue skies up above,
our forests znd farmlends end lekes that e love,
Our nroductive cities and calm little tovms,.

here efer e live, our freedom aboutnds.

ile even have freedon way up 1ln the sky,
Where jundreds of thousgands of alrnlanes fly,
And the railroads snd highwsvs stretch Trom sea to sea,

And there's no one to question not your or not ne.

So they who don't 1like 1it, this land of our oW,

“le should ship them to Russizs and let 'em cell thatl nlace hone.

S0 he vho belittles the fleg of our cholce

Should relocete to = land with 2 dictetor's voice.
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I nmade ten resolutions a2t the beginning of this year,
nas come aand I'm discontent; kept few of then 1 fTesr,
To file my stuff was rumbers; I'd not misplace 2 thinz,

Vet here I stend; =y list is lost and it is only soring.

To not misplace was number one, not siear vas aumber tio,

.t 211, I've broken them both. What am I conne do?

I+

But dan

Control by temper was number three as I do recall.
I misplaced, I swore, I lost my cool, beat my head agesinst

the wall.

T con't remember the following three, but I know that anmber 7
wes to bluckle doim, be a better boy, nrepare mysell for nesven.
But doingz a check upon myself, I find bo my chagrin

T haven't changed in '833 I don't think I'1l get 1n.

.

The Pearly Gates von't omen wide ; I;11l stand outside taet door.

=

If I con weit just one more, L'11 be better.in '34,

I cen': recall the next one, but I do remember nins;

Tt hes to do with not wasting valuable, God=given tlme.

Yet here I set a writin' a goofy little fingle

iThen I cauld be 2 doin' thinzs that would cause my blood Tto tingle.
!

Lilkte writing about the U.8. A, and thanling God above

For =11 the things that I enjoy in thls country that I love.

In number ten, I pledged to pleasethe boss that we nave here.
Doinz 1ell, he's only worked me o'er = dozen times Tals year.
I hone with your resolutlons you all have more SuUCCesSs

Thex this ooor Zditorial ¥riter, old 3., Davises.




After having the joy of

replization on day that a

as nuch as

hen

‘That
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Cod gave me e little girl, the thow

o A o A T
STAGEF A LG

(i1ith snolosies to Jovee Hilner)
T &hinlr that I shell never sec

A cuy who's nelf es scared as me.

stend behiand this podiun

in thig vaest auditorium,.

lJ.

10,000 bheady eyes isee,
Staring straangely up at me.
T gaspn for breath, 1o breatih is there

g stand znd stere.

[

All I do
iy mouth is dry, ny nalns are et,
hotd ever dream that I'd forget

The fsets I found throush study snent
dave organized and done gone Tent.

A single sound cones from ny throat;
It's hizh and shrill, so saard 2 note.

L

T cen't believe that this I,

(R

men named Trecy Frandsen loved her

¥y reason for the following noemni
PATRICIA

to ne

3
ct
le)
)
i1
®
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someone wes rearing o boy someuiere, 170 tould one

F 1. - -
talte her aivay.



v hlood ren cold at the very thought of her lesving:our abode,

.=

7et I kneu in my hneart thet it's Sod's zrest plan, written in

the code,

iy thouzghts were constently troubled; who could there »nossibly be

- - 1‘
o could resr 2 son to merry my z2l and be 1e2lf as nure 25 sie?

-

As she grew up, L uwanted to De a ritness to all she did,
Zer first sten, her first word, ner firastc dance

“er first besu, 2 young lady, no longer & lkid,

I observed her body develop, doing certwheels one after anotner.
I nerveled, 'tiras 2 thing I never could doj; nelther could her notaer.
Toothall gemes didn't turn me onj; I cared not ferothe slaughter,

But I never missged a2 crumby onesl had 2 cheerleader daugh

Tt's o zamblers chesnce a father takes; L1t gets right sood and scary,
e
Then his daughter goes out into the world to find her a Tom, Dick

oy Harry.

1

A ded realizes the meaning of pride wvhen his Little girl zrows toll,

11,

0
i—

And he wabches her rise above the crovwd to be zédmired By

The years heve come end the years hav gone, yel never o mofent iveas

nmine
Then I regretted God's gift to me, my little zirl devine.

One dey out of the land of"G" a stalwerd youth did roam,

And s2id:%"I love your daughter, Sir. May I have her for my oim?¥

The time had come, I realized, someone had resred a son,

Who mas fulfilling the holy »nlan, =nd was taking uy lovely one.,

Grnd bless you poth as vou go vour way. Hay your days on The earih
be léng, -

And may they be nleassnt as upward you climb, may there be 1n your

hearts o song.



I wrote the Following hen the last of ny children learned

net 1 tres Senta Clsous,

ct

IT®S CHRISTIIAS LIORIING
It's now Christnes norning; it's a querter nazt one.
I sProll through ny house, not having much fun.
Iy teenssers are home snd each szafe in his ped,
but memories of vast Christmases dance throuzh ny nead,
ity Ttree stands majestically here in the room,
But for reasons apnarent, I feel waves of ceen gloon:
tio bliiez, dolls or toys are under the tree,
Only presents for big Iids are =211 I can see,
I make no wnretense about Sants Claus anyumore,
For ell of them know he welks ia our front door.
And he's not dressed in red from his head to his toes,
But he's bald, has no white beard and has = big nose.
for many Christmeses past I followed toy asssembly directions,
Tith those accomnenying instructions I nade poor conecltions.
But you Imow right this minute, I'd like just once more
to wrestlg uith With some assemblaze on my living roon floor..
I'd like to lie to my kids when daylight anpeers
That the presents were brought by 3%, Jick 2nd his deerg.
3ut all nust grow odder with time in its flight,
Zet I niss being younger on Santa Claus night.

1 stroll out on the vorch; the night's clear quiet and cold.

-

find I chill easily now that I'm gebting old. -
I think back when I nulled my kids on sleds back of =y car.

They've cers of their owm nou end drive to fast and too Tar,

o

I'n back in ny confortable 1living roon bright,
dnd I'm not at 211 sure I like this Christmes nighs.

Mo youngsters 1will cry when daylizght doth anpear:



in Elder weos lesving ths mission field, snd in nmy tribute to him,
I read sn originsl voem. I enlerzed on his .ealmesses znd strongz
noints---rather cuts, 1t wes. After that, nractically every IZlder
with whom I'd lsborsed asked me to write them = »noemn, Over the next
12 months, I must have written 15 noems; most of thewn went back to

Jtah to be resd sg pnart of nomeconing sneeches.
Py e g o

I have not includad any of those wmoens nere &35 only I lmow these
boys of whom I wrote..
Lo

Upon erriving home, Anril 1938, a Seminary teacher asied nme
write s vpoem vertainingz to nelzhborliness as his students were holding
cotteze meetings throughout the area with the thems..."Ze =2 Good
ﬁeighborf

MEIGEROES
37 BUD EVAIS

John and I were neighborss I lived by himw for reaers
e exmerienced good as well as bed time, Times o

times of tears.
ilherever ne and I would meet ezch other, ¥ilello John,'

I would say.
"Zi there, 2111," would be his snswer in 2 friendly soxrt of

T8y .

He and I gzrew old together. His kids always pnlayed with mine.

1

His wife always chumed with my wife: our friendshin grew
along with time.

Then the kids would get to scrennin', 2nd things seemed to
zo estray, John would come to me a smilin'

And it would be: "Hello John."” "Hi there,Bill, in an under-

stending sort of way.



demny was the day for me when John's son came courtin' Han.
Willing wes I to zlve consent, when Dan asiked me for her hand
Johm end I welked doun the isle of the church thet des

I looked a him He looked at me, and gbout 211 ue could sav

f— '

was: “"Hello John," ¥El there,3ill,” in 2 hopny sort of usr.

"Mias not long after Man vas merried that wy sood wife nassed
avav.

The first to ring my doorbell was Meishbor Johr froa doun the

A

He sat there bezide me, our hesrts were ©£illed wi

<l

tih zrief
Ze put his horney hand in mine, our words wers rather brier:

"Iello John," Y31 there, 3111,% in s sorrowful sort of ey

1

One morninz, just as davm was dreskin', Joan's boy, Tiike, came
by my zate.

"Da 's zskin' for you, Bill You better come 'fore it's
too late

I hurried to his bedside e lay there gquiet and still.

"Hello John," I s2id to him, "1 there, 0ld Friend,Bi11. "

7

e didn't say much after that, but with his hend in nilne,

He left this world for a better nlace vhere I hove we'll —eet
sonetinme.

I hope that we'll be neishbors over there some dav,

And vie cen meet each other in that seme familier T

"Hello John," “"Hi there, 3ill," in o spirituzl sort of way

B
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On snother occasion while trevelinsz, we stayed at the home of
o millionsireon Daytona Zeach. A iormon fanlly was summer careteiers,

nd e missionsries could slweys denend on neviny o bed walting Tor

)

us there. Elder Shepherd end I slent well on this narticular
nizit. Our rooms were heach lever, sbaut 100 yerds from trne oceen.
The house wWas built . . shane. The kitchen wes at the »e:sl,
the living roonm secend and the bedrooms on the sround floor. e
tere ailalkened early by our hostess, calling from the kitcaen, e’
voice came over the inmercon: #Elders, I think
the beach.?

Without beinsz fully dressed, Shenherd snd I were running tovord

he Dbodr of a women. ‘le thousht a

[¢]
5
\_ ?

s

the sea. ¥

{

that of & frail teenssye zirl, but on closer exsnminetion, e
reslized she had nc . teeth, and eazch angry bresker turned the

beody half over, then she would flaten out zs8 the brealier sub-
sided,

The zood sister had nleced =2 cell into the Davtonas Policsa:

agn snd I stood zuerd until they arrived, znd the memory of
the deesd body beinz buffeted by the ocean will linger in my aind
as lonzg =2s I live.

The headlines of the Daviona Times that nighlresd: "iormon
Elders Find Body on Beach

The police detained us in Daytona for turee day untlil taey
found out who the lady was. She had learned from a doctor that
she had cancer and hed Jjumped in the ocean from o nier 2 mile
vtest of out lodgings., The Gulf Stream had czrried her fto our
door and the tide had brousgnt her onto the besasch.

When I azain hit the rosd, I wrote the following ncem between

rides:
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OX LIGZETY SEA
Oh mizhty ses, why roarest thou?
Yhy froth and snlash snd fosn?
“eve you secrets thet you lons to tell

Yhat 211 nizht lonz vou moan?

Tou 2lvays seem so restless;
Jour agony seems severe
Do those who sleep on vour briney deen

ligte you behave so que. r?

Dotting your floor sre the hul:

A
=
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Thet once caressed vour waves.
They were sturdy snd strong in davs now cones

Zou've found for them their graves.

If you could speask ordiighty Sea,
‘hat horrible talesz vou'd relste
Cf plrates bold in days of old

And their lust for nieceg-of-eisht.

L]

fou'd nrobably tell of wars theb were aged
H 1 5y

Unon your heiving crest,

Of sailors brave, how their lives they zave:

D

ow thelr bones Im your denths doth rest

You've taken the lives of imnocent babes.
You've separsted husbands and wives.
o vonder you mosn and youn nonder a2lone

Zou horrible beast in disguise



MY MOTHER

0f all the pleasant memories cpowded in my mind;
The memory of my mother is the dearest I can find.

In my imagination I can see her now--Her loving eyes-her
pleasant smile

Grey hair upon her brow.

I see her by the fireside in ner favroite rocking chair
Gazing into space A4s she dreams and ponders there,

Bhe snows of many winters Lay lightly on her now
The rearing of us children has caused her wrinkled brow.

I think I hear her calling-saying, "Son, are you home?"

Z stir-my dream world shattered, I'm 8itting here alonse,
Perchance she now is waiting In a golden rocking chair
and she'll call and say, "Is that you, son, as I enter in

up there,”

B. Davis Bvans



LADY AND THE TOMB

THE

.



Fiction -- Approx. 6,200 words

THE LADY AND THE TOMB

by

I remained standing with my back to the door after closing
it. Cynthia moved quickly to the old, round table that stood in the
center of the room, then she turned to face me. Her black rain-
coat was pulled high about her neck, and the belt was drawn tightly
around her slender waist. Her wet face and hair glistened in the dull
light of the room. I could hardly believe she was standing only a few
feet away from me. Oh God, how many times during the past few years

had I longed to be alone again with her. Her auburn hair, blue eyes and

~
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delicate skin had not changed with the years. Now as a
mature woman, she was more beautiful than ever before.
The same magnetic power that had controlled me
from the first day I met her, drew me again toward the
only woman T had ever really wanted. Suddenly, we were
in each other's arms, and our lips met in a warm and
tender kiss. Her face was cool from the rain, and I
could smell the fresh fragrance that had always
accompanied her. Holding her body close to mine, I
whispered the words that I had wanted to say for so long:

"I love you. I've always loved you."

"There's never been anyone but you, Johnny," she
murmured. "For eight years I've dreamed of holding you
like this."

"I'm glad you came, Cynthia," I returned softly.
"I"1l remember this night as long as I live."

Slowly she moved from my embrace and slumped on
the old couch. "Johnny, I don't want to hurt you any more
than I already have." She buried her face in her hands

and wept.
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From my experience as a doctor, I knew that a
gentle cry was the best remedy for the calming effect
needed, so I held her in my arms and gradually her
sobbing subsided.

"What's wrong, Cynthia?" I asked. "What's bothering
you?"

"Everything's wrong,' she began. "I'm so unhappy.
Ronald drinks continually, and he goes away for days at
a time. He neglects the business, and he's aged thirty
years in the eight we've been married. I had to talk to
someone, and you're the only person I really trust. What
shall I do, Johnny?"

I wanted to tell her what to do. I wanted to tell
her to forget all her ties in ﬁolley Dale and come to
New York with me, but I realized how futile such a step
would be. '""God, in his great wisdom, will care for you,"
I finally answered. "He will not abandon you or permit
you to carry such burdens forever."” T lovingly pulled
her from the couch and embraced her again. 'Come on, my

love, .I1'11 take you home now."
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The rain had stopped,.and the clean smell of a
newly washed world was everywhere. As we picked our way
between the puddles of water and headed toward my car,
Cynthia clung to my arm and pressed her cheek against
the fabric of my jacket. I couldn't remember when I'd
been happier, or when the world had seemed more beautiful.

As we drove up the hill toward her home, she sat
very close to me and rested her head on my shoulder. Not
a word was spoken as she nestled closely and clung to me
like a ffightened child. As we neared the gates, I saw
them standing open.

"The gates haven't been closed since Dad died,"
Cynthia said. "I want the world to see behind those walls
and enjoy the beauty that was so long hidden from everyone."

I stopped the car a short distance from the house,
and we sat motionless looking out into the rain-soaked
world. The magnificent mansion towered up into the black
night.

"What a great hospital it would make,'" I said.

"You can have it anytime you it,'" Cynthia replied
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promptly. "I hate the place, and Ronald doesn't care a
thing about it." She reached over and kissed me lightly.
"Good night, my darling," she whispered. "I have to go

now."

"Cynthia, I'll be at the‘Village Inn at one o'clock

tomorrow, "

I informed her. "Will you meet me there? I'1l1l
think over what you've told me, and maybe I'11l be able
to help you."

Gratefully, she smiled her acceptance, looked
into my eyes for a long moment, and then she was gone.
She hurried toward the house, her quick footsteps
resounding on the gravel walk, her coat clinging snugly
to her beautiful form. She was swallowed up by the
darkness, and again I was alone -- alone and lonely as I
had been for so long. I drove slowly toward the gate,
but T abruptly came to a stop as my eyes rested on the
small stone room, the Wainwright Tomb. Vines clung
tenaciously to its walls as though they were determined

to hide the horror of the place from the world. A bat flew

out of the night, cutting a zigzag pattern toward me.
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It missed my car by inches and disappeared as it had
appeared, crazily and alone. I thought of Willard
Wainwright lying rigid in his prepared surroundings,
then suddenly I muttered: "Willard T. Wainwright, I hope
your soul is burning in Hell. You cast a shadow on my
youth and it remains with me as I grow old."

Returning home, I was aware of the sweet fragrance
of Cynthia's perfume that lingered heavily in the air,
and my drab world was filled with the presence of her,

I love you, Cynthia, T thought. I want you more than life

itself. I dropped facedown on the weary, old couch.
Half-consciously, my mind drifted back over the years,

and I was a child again in the same humble house, surrounded
by the same furniture and knickknacks that my mother
cherished and cared for. It was morning and my father was
leaving for work, carrying his shiny, bent lunch pail.

He was trudging up the steep road which led to the Wainwright
estate, a hilltop mansion surrounded by a massive rock wall.
My father was the gardner of the rolling acres of lawn,

spotted with shrubbed and flower bed areas.

-
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Many times I had watched him disappear through
the mammoth iron gates. I longed to accompany him into
the forbidden territory; however, my presence there was
forbidden because Willard Wainwright, owner of the
estate, co-owner of the huge textile mill that stood at
the edge of town and landlord of many of the town's
residences, had given orders that no children were
allowed inside the estate's walls.

"I shall take you onto the estate when you are
twelve-years-old," my father promised.

I anxiously waited for the years to pass. Time
after time I watched the Wainwright carriage lumber down
the hill, with Mr. Wainwright sitting in the rear seat
somberly looking ahead. His black team and equally black
driver seemed to cast a spell over the entire countryside.
Long after they had rolled on, a foreboding lingered. I
developed a strong dislike for Willard Wainwright.

May, 1908, I passed my twelfth birthday, and the
event of my life was at hand. Mother packed an extra

sandwich in the old shiny pail, and with my spirits high,
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I accompanied my father up the steep hill. He unlocked
the massive iron gates, and they noisily swung open,
permitting me to step onto the forbidden territory.
Breathlessly, I gazed at the sight; acres of rolling
lawn spread out before me. Sundry flower and shrub beds
sporadically dotted the panorama. On the highest point
of ground stood the most beautiful palatial mansion I
had ever seen. The grounds seemed to fall away from the
house in all directions. I stood and drank in the beauty
before me.

"Quite a spread, isn't it, Johnny boy?' commented
my father.

"Oh, Father, it's more beautiful than I imagined
it would be," I answered, my eyes scanning the giant
chimneys, high gables and columned porches.

"You're now standing on one of the oldest and most
valuable estates in New England,' he added. '"The
Wainwrights even bury their dead within these walls."

"I'd 1like to see the place. Where is it?"

T turned my gaze in the direction my father was
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looking and saw a low, stone building nearly hidden
among the shrubs and vines.

The ancient door complained on its hinges as it
squeaked open, and I followed my father into the cool
dimness. I stood transfixed for a moment while my eyes
grew accustomed to the darkness. As the murky interior
tock form before me, my heart felt as though it were
grasped by icy fingers. A row of vaults on a low ledge
lined the walls. Each one had the occupant's name,
birthdate and death date boldly engraved on its marble
side. Against the rear wall was an open vault, inside of
which was a beautiful mahogany casket. Engraved on the
vault's side was the name Willard T. Wainwright, born
July 10, 1863. No date of death was given.

"This is Mr. Wainwright's burial place." My father's
voice seemed almost reverent. "He's had it prepared for
him, even before his death. Someday I'11 tell you why he's
had it made ready."

I stood silent for a long moment, trying desperately

to fathom the man's thinking. Then my eyes drifted to the
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next vault. I read the inscription: '"Carolyn Weaver
Wainwright, born June 6, 1868; died April 3, 1901." I
could remember her, the beautiful mistress of the
Wainwright mansion who had died only a few years before.

I was bursting with curiosity as we left the
tomb, but I knew that I would learn the mystery of the
Wainwright vault only when my father decided to reveal
it to me. I squinted into the brilliant sunlight as I
waited for him to lock the door to the lonely room.

The day moved pleasantly forward. My father was
busily moving the green bedding plants from the large
greenhouse and placing them in the many flower beds.
Religiously I assisted him with every task, for I wanted
to secure the right to come again to the hilltop estate.

I enjoyed working in the rich brown earth; the smell of
the New England spring, the chirping of the birds and

the babbling water nearby made me quite content. Suddenly,
I was aware of someone's presence. A sweet fragrance first
attracted my attention, and upon raising my eyes, I saw

the most beautiful girl I had ever seen. She was about my



-~

PAEN

Tomb / 11

age, and her dark brown hair hung loosely on her shoulders
as her blue eyes smiled down at me. Her trim, lovely
figure was clad in a dainty plaid dress.

"Your name is Johnny?' she asked.

"Yes." My voice sounded high and uncontrolled.
"How do you know my name?" I managed to squeak.

"Your father has mentioned you to me many times.
I feel 1 know you very well." ,

My father had told me of Cynthia Wainwright, but
I never dreamed of her being so beautiful. I stood
awkwardly in her presence, doing my best to think of
something appropriate to say when, to my relief, my father
came from the greenhouse, pushing a wheelbarrow loaded
with young, green shoots.

"I see you two have met," he greeted, smiling at
me. "Cynthia, me lass, why don't you show Johnny about
the place?”

"1'd 1like that," she replied.

I had always been uncomfortable in the presence of

girls, but somehow Cynthia was different. I soon felt at
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ease as I walked beside her along the path. She seemed

to sense my boyish backwardness as she chatted merrily.

I found she didn't attend public school as 1 did; she

attended a private boarding school. She was only six

months younger than I, but our worlds were very distant.
As we strolled along the finely graveled path

toward the house, I became aware of my large ugly shoes,

my crudely-cut hair and shabby clothing. I felt as though

I wanted to impress Cynthia Wainwright more than I wanted

anything in the world. We visited the carriage house,

the stables and interesting corners of the estate. My

morning was filled with experiences beyond my expectations.

Only when Cynthia mentioned her mother did she seem a
bit depressed.

"I can remember very little of my mother,™ she
said. ''She died when I was quite young. She lies in the
family tomb near the gate, but 1 never go near there
because I get lonely and cry when I'm near her."

Cynthia's mentioning of the tomb cast a heaviness

on me. Once again, I saw the open vault and the massive
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1lid which hovered above it.

Ellen, the Wainwright's housekeeper, was a large,
bosomy woman. Her hair was iron gray, and her kindly
brown eyes radiated the warmth of a great heart. Since
the death of her husband and children, her life had
been devoted to managing the household and governing
Cynthia.

Ellen insisted that I have dinner with them. Her
friendly way and rollicking sense of humor socon put me
at ease, and before the meal was over I felt very much
at home. As Cynthia and I were leaving the kitchen, she
pulled me aside and whispered, '"Come again, Johnny. Cynthia
gets very lonely."

""Thank you, Miss Ellen," I replied. "I shall come
again. T like it here."

The afternoon sped hurriedly on. As we walked
through the many rooms of the mansion, I saw priceless
paintings, plush furnishings and a totally immaculately
kept interior. As the shadows of late afternoon began

creeping upon us, Cynthia and I strolled hand in hand toward
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the gate. I had experienced the most wonderful day of
my life. That morning I was just a twelve-year-old boy,
but by evening T was a twelve-year-old boy in love.

'""Please come again, Johnny,'" she pleaded.

"I'1ll be back as often as my father will allow,"
I answered sincerely. |

My father was waiting for me at the gate, and
together we walked down the hill. The little town of
Holley Dale was spread out below us, baked in the
afternoon sun. Far to the north was the Carter-Wainwright
Textile Mill, the source of income for nearly all of the
town's residents. Mr. Carter, Willard Wainwright's partner,

had a son, Ronald, who was two years older than I. He

attended public school, but I only knew him from a distance.

His wealthy father was a mill owner; my father, a humble
gardner.
'""Did you enjoy yourself?" my father asked.
"I did," I returned. '"May I come with you again?"
"Yes, I'1l take you with me whenever I'm positive

Mr. Wainwright is out of town, such as he is today. I'm
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not sure why he forbids children on the estate, but it's
such a shame. Cynthia is so lonely. I believe she's
happier away at school than at home."

Following supper that evening, I walked out into
the bright moonlight. The yellow disc seemed to hang in
the sky as though especially for me. I wondered if Cynthia
was looking at it, too. I glanced toward the estate. The
huge rock wall shone in the 1light, and suddenly a strange
power AIew me toward the hilltop. I was being drawn
hastily up the road toward the iron gates as though I had
no control over my feet. Breathlessly, I arrived and
peered through the iron bars. The landscape lay calm and
quiet, bathed in the moonlight. A light burned from
Cynthia's room on the second floor of the house, and I
could see her moving about. Merely seeing her from so
great a distance made me feel as though my jaunt up the
hill had been worthwhile.

As I drew my eyes away, my attention was diverted to
the vine-covered room wherein a heavy vault 1id hung

suspended above an open casket. I shivered and turned,
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frantically running down the hill to my home.

I spent other days at the Wainwright estate, and
they were as pleasant as the first. However, they were
limited, as my father took no chance on Mr. Wainwright
seeing me there. Cynthia and Ellen were always happy to
have me visit, and before summer was over, I regarded
the hilltop house as my second home.

With fall came school and Cynthia's absence from
home. My occasional trips to the estate were not as
fascinating as when Cynthia was there to enjoy the day
with me.

Swiftly the years passed, and I grew more fond of
the brown-haired girl. In August, 1914, I was a senior
in high school. A long, hot summer of hard work was ending,
and another season of school was ready to commence. I had
been elected class president in the spring, and I looked
forward to my new responsibilities.

I arrived early to my Literature class and chose
a seat midway to the rear. As I was settling in, someone

sat in the double seat beside me. I thought it was my
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best friend, Jim McGuire, but suddenly a soft voice said:
'"Hello, Johnny."

I spun around as though I had been pushed and
faced Cynthia. Everyone and everything ceased to exist
as we looked at each other.

"Daddy has given his permission for me to attend
public school for my senior year,'" she whispered.

"That's great!" I exclaimed, unaware that the
teacher was looking sternly at me. "Our get acquainted
dance is Friday. Would you go with me?"

"1 was hoping you'd ask me,'" she returned, smiling.
'""Daddy will be out of town for a few days, so you may
call for me at home."

I was unaware of what took place during Literature
that day. Cynthia's nearness was all that mattered to me.

The next few days passed rapidly. The bright spot
of each day was Miss Eggertson's Literature class; not that
Miss Eggertson made anything special out of literature,
but because of Cynthia's presence beside me. The bleak

classroom seemed brighter, and even the works of Shakespeare
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took on more meaning.

On Friday, Jim managed to borrow’his father's
automobile, one of the few automobiles in town at that
time. It wheezed and groaned as it traveled up the hill
to Cynthia's home. Ellen answered the door and invited
me in, seating me in the parlor.

"Johnny," she said, sitting down next to me, "I
like you very much, and I'm sure you will be a great man
somedday, but I must tell you something. Mr. Wainwright
is determined that Cynthia will marry Ronald Carter. In
that way, the ownership of the Carter-Wainwright Mill
will be kept in the families."

I was stunned for a moment. "Isn't there such a
thing as love in his plans?" I finally asked. "Doesn't
Cynthia have a say in the matter?"

"Mr. Wainwright 1is very peculiar in some ways,"
Ellen said. "I sincerely hope that you win Cynthia. You

are worth a dozen Ronald Carters."

I held Cynthia's hand as we sat nestled together

in
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the rear seat of the car. I wanted so much to make her
a part of my future, but I realized the odds were great.
I was not even sure that Willard Wainwright knew of my
existence, and I worried that if he found out about my
feelings for his daughter, my father's position would be
in jeopardy.

To most of the students at Holley Dale High, the
first dance of the year was not the greatest thing in
the world, but I wouldn't have traded places with anyone
that night. It was over too soon, and Jim grumbled
occasionally as his car groaned up the hill for the second
time that night. I walked Cynthia to her door and kissed
her tenderly.

"Will I see you again before school on Monday?" she
asked quietly.

"I don't know,'" I replied. "I just don't know."

As I entered my house, I discovered my father seated
in his reading chair in the darkness. "Up a bit iate, aren't
you, Dad?"

"I couldn't sleep, Johnny. I want to talk to you."



—

Tomb / 20

"What's the matter?" I inquired seriously,

"Johnny, you 1like Cynthia, don't you?"

"Yes."

"I don't want to see you get hurt, son. She likes
you, too, but please realize how impossible it is,' he
said pleadingly.

"It's not entirely impossible, Dad," I answered
confidently. "I plan on being a doctor, and I'11 make
myself worthy of her. She'll wait for me."

He drew silently on his pipe for a moment, then
he slowly tapped the ashes from his pipe and carefully
laid it on the table beside him. "Son, I'm going to tell
you something about the Wainwright family, but you must
promise never to tell another living soul."

"I promise, Dad, but what's the big, dark secret?"
I asked curiously. "It couldn't be all that bad."

"Johnny, there is a malady inherent in Willard
Wainwright's family," he began. "It may be called a sleeping
sickness. There have been members of his family who have

slept so soundly and quietly, with the heart beating so

Kl
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slowly that it has been impossible to determine whether
they were alive or dead. Rumor has it that some have
been buried, only to awaken later in the confines of a
grave.

"Mr. Wainwright lives in mortal fear of such a
thing happening to him. He has confided in me, and I
alone know his secret. He had me wire the casket you
saw in the tomb with a small button which is connected
to several bells located in various places about the
estate. If he awakens, following his burial, he needs
but push the button and help will come. He plans to
reveal this secret to one other person besides me, and
he will be the man who marries Cynthia. Mr. Wainwright
is determined that Ronald Carter will be that man."

My father was silent. We both sat and gazed into
the dying embers on the grate. No sound disturbed our
thoughts except the ticking of the ancient clock on the
wall. I could think of no questions. Finally, I rose and
placed a hand on his shoulder. Then I turned and retired

to my small, comfortable bedroom.
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The year progressed, and between my schoolwork
ana my parttime job at the village grocery store, I kept
my mind busy. I lived for my Literature class and the
few stolen moments with Cynthia,

Spring came again to the valley and with it came
graduation. Commencement ceremonies were scheduled to
be held in the ancient high school auditorium, That
evening the room was filled to capacity. The boys in
their new suits and the girls in their frilly dresses
marched slowly from the rear of the hall to the stage.
Following the march, it was my responsibility as class
president to deliver the Address of Welcome and announce
the program to follow.

I stood and surveyed the sea of faces before me.
Willard Wainwright was sitting stiffly among the
townspeople. This was the only civic function I had ever
seen him attend. Ellen was sitting beside him, smiling
and radiant, with her eyes always on Cynthia. My father
and mother smiled up at me. My mother seemed younger, and

her large brown eyes seemed to radiate the power I needed.
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Dad, in his Sunday clothes, was a bit uncomfortable, yet
pride shown from his face.

Following the exercises, the strains of the dance
orchestra filled the old gymnasium, and I ventured out
onto the dance floor to find Cynthia. Without my asking
her, she came:into my arms, and silently we danced. Her
soft cheek resting against mine, I guided her from the
throng into the shadows of a corridor. Her 1ip§ were
too inviting to resist, and I tenderly kissed her. She
snuggled close to me, and we danced in the shadows.

"I'm going to miss you, Johnny,' she whispered.
"Daddy is taking me to Europe for the summer."

I stopped and looked down at her. "I love you,"

I said.

"I love you, too," she answered, the tears welling
up in her eyes,

We clung to each other for a moment, and when we
returned to feality, Ellen was standing near us. '"Come,
Cynthia," she gently commanded. “Your.father is looking

for you."
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Cynthia looked at me for a moment, fighting to
hold back the tears. "I'll write to you,'" she said.

Soon she was gone, and I was alone in the dark
schoolhouse corridor. As she walked into the light of
the gymnasium, she stopped momentarily and looked back.
The memory of her standing there looking back into the
blackness was a picture I carried in my mind for many

years.

The giant city éf New York seemed cold and
unfriendly, but with my medical studies at Columbia
University consuming nearly all my time, the years passed
quickly. My correspondence with Cynthia continued, yet
she never mentioned our future together, and neither did
I.

Then on June 10, 1917, I returned to my quarters,
lonely and tired. A letter awaited me. I recognized
Cynthia's handwriting, and I made myself comfortable in
the confines of my large reading chair to spend a few

moments with her.
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contemplated the futility of the situation. My dream world
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"Dear Johnny:

I have enjoyed writing to you for four
long vears, and I have looked forward to
receiving your letters, but now I'm writing
my last letter to you. I regret to tell you,
Johnny, I became the wife of Ronald Carter
last week. Daddy has been set on my marriage
to Ronald for many years. I fought off the
idea for so long, but lately he has become
very insistent. I respect Ronald very much.
He is an intelligent man, and I'm sure he'll
be able to manage the business now that his
father is gone, and Daddy plans to retire soon.
I'm satisfied he will be a good husband.

I shall always remember you, Johnny.

Good-bye,
Cynthia."”

The letter blurred before my eyes, and I sat and

was crumbling around me, and there was nothing to do but
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look out into the night from my desclate room.

America had been at war with Germany for several
months, and I knew that my services would soon be needed.
Before the end of the week, I volunteered and was in
uniform as a member of Uncle Sam's Medical Corps.

After months of amputating, stitching and hoping,
the bloody war was over, and I returned to the states,
endeavoring to gather up the ragged ends of my life.
While I was in France, my father died, and on my return
I found my mother much older and grayer.

"Come with me, Mom," I pleaded. "I need you."

The same brown eyes that had comforted me since
childhood, comforted me again. "I'll go with you, Johnny.
You are all I have left in the world."

We rented out the house and were soon on our way
to New York. I purchased a copy of the morning paper when
I left the Holley Dale railroad station, and as I settled
down on the train for the long ride, the newspaper's
headline glared up at me: "Willard Wainwright Found Dead."

The details told of him being found slumped over his desk
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at the mill. There was a bullet hole in his temple,
and the murder weapon had not been found but foul play
was suspected. Wainwright's death meant very little to
me. My only thought was that it had happened about two
years too late.

I served my internship at the New York General
Hospital, and with my experience in the overseas war
hospitals, I progressed very well. Upon receiving my
medical degree, I was retained as a member of the
hospital's staff.

For two years I was able to provide my mother with
the luxuries she'd existed without for so many years, and
then as gently as she had lived, she died. I buried her
beside my father in Holley Dale cemetery, and I was left
with more loneliness than I had ever known.

Business reasons kept me in Holley Dale for a few
days. The old home had been vacated, and it waited neat
and clean for my occupancy. The long day finally ended,

I turned my footsteps homeward. Suddenly, while listening

to the strange and eerie creaking of the old house, my
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mind turned to Cynthia Wainwright Carter. I had not seen
her at the funeral, and I was disappointed.

Within minutes after the thought of her raced
through my mind, there was a timid knock at my door. When
I opened it, Cynthia stood before me.

"Hello, Johnny," she whispered.

"Cynthia, please come in," I answered, noticing
the same happy deepness in her eyes that had always
paralyzed my thinking was still there. "I was thinking of
you,'" I added. "I wanted to see you. I was sure you'd be
at the funeral."

"I wanted to come so much, Johnny, but I dreaded
the idea of seeing you again with all those people around.
It's been so long, and I've missed you so much.'" She
hesitated and blushed slightly before continuing: "I don't
usually make a habit of calling on bachelors in their

apartments, but it's nice being near you again."

I was slowly brought back to the present by the

ringing of the telephone. As I reached for the receiver,
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I glanced at my watch and noticed it was 3:00 a.m.

"Hello," I said groggily.

"Johnny, come quickly!'" Cynthia cried. '"Bells
are ringing all over the place! Ronald rushed from the
house when they started. He seemed to go completely
insane, and I haven't seen him since. Please come!"

Ice seemed to rush into my blood stream. All I
had learned of Willard Wainwright's peculiar disease
crowded into my mind.

"Listen, Cynthia, listen carefully. I'1l1l be there
as fast as I can. Meet me at the gate and have the key
to the crypt with you."

"The crypt?" she quavered.

"Yes, please don't worry. I know what to do."

I drove up the steep hill faster than ever before
and screeched to a stop just inside the gate. Cynthia was
standing a short distance ahead of me, her face a chalk
white. She handed me the huge brass key.

"What's caused it, Johnny?"

"Wait in the car, Cynthia," I told her. "Please,
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don't come with me."

The key slipped into the rusty lock, and the
heavy door swung noisily open, then I was standing in
the musty dampness of four generations of the Wainwright
dead. My feeble flashlight poked small holes of 1light
into the blaEkness, but I immediately recognized Willard
Wainwright's vault. The block and tackle still hung on
its track near the vault, so hurriedly I attached the
chain to the ring on the heavy concrete 1id and began
pulling. Gradually, the 1id swung free, and I pushed it
to one side. Down inside, my light revealed the sturdy
mahogany coffin. I closed my eyes and pulled the lid open.

The odor that arose took my breath away. I opened
my eyes, and the shrunken remains of Willard Wainwright
lay before me. I took no time for examination, for I was
only interested in a small button by his left hand. I
located it, and to my surprise the handle of a small
revolver was resting against it. As soon as I removed it,
the ringing stopped.

The sudden stillness seemed to hang heavily over
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the entire area. In that stillness, the mystery of
Willard Wainwright's death unfolded itself in my mind.
Ronald Carter could profit more from his father-in-law's
death than anyone, and his actions since the tragedy were

those of a haunted man. Where would be a better hiding

place for the murder weapon than in the coffin of the

victim, yet how could the murderer know that in the

decomposition of the body the revolver would find its

way to scream the crime to the world?

I ran the light over the corpse of Willard
Wainwright, and I could still recognize the aloof man. 1
felt sick and weak as I closed the 1id that hid him from
my view, leaving the vault 1id to be replaced in the
brightness of day.

When I emerged from the crypt, a gray, withered
man confronted me. It took a moment for me to recognize
Ronald Carter. His eyes were large and haunted, and they
seemed a lighter blue than I remembered them.

"Is the old man alive?" he mumbled.

I shook my head and showed him the revolver. His
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watery blue eyes riveted on it for a moment, then as
though all his muscles had given way, Ronald Carter
slumped at my feet.

Cynthia stood at my side, and together we looked
down on the once handsome man lying before us on the
ground. I knelt at his side and took his pulse; it
fluttered and died under my touch. I attempted to revive
him, but Ronald Carter was dead. I carried his remains
into the house and lay him among the luxury to which he
had become so accustomed.

"May I drive you somewhere?" I asked Cynthia after
phoning the mortician.

"Anywhere, please, anywhere," she answered
pleadingly.

Obediently, I led her to the car. She sat beside
me, and I felt her tremble as she looked down over the
sleeping village. Slowly we descended, and I placed my
arm about her shoulders and drew her near to me as a new

day dawned.
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liother was dead, and all eight of her children -ere
zathered around her bed, performing a ceremony that she had
requested be performed at her death, iy oldest sister, meg, sat
on a bedside chair, and one after the other, she pushed a
needle deep into the quiclk of each of mother's fingers, AS
far back as I could remember, Hom had been afraid that she
might be buried alive, If any life remained in her bodr, she
felt that a nsedle pressed into those tender areas might cause
her to flinch, and we would kmow that life was still there,

After the horrible ritual had been performed on the tenth
Tinsery mother was pronounced dead, and 2 group of ladies, who
had waited in the adjoining room, came in to prepare nother for
her burial,

T strolled from the darkened room into the brilliant sunlighu.
The world seemed empty. It was hard to imszine living on day after
dar wwithout my mother o advise and guide me , I was 21, wvet I
felt like a child in the face of the tragedy, I did feel a sense
of relief, Ibther was at last free from remembering a horTidble
experience . The memorv of which had stalked her living for eight
lonz vears, S ftly my mind raced back to that fateful day when
we discovered that my sister, Molly, had been buried alive, I

vas only 13 then, - world was young, beautiful and alive, and
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I felt as though it would remain that way for a hundred years.

Mfr sister, Molly, had returned home that fall after a
marriage failure., She became ill, but the doctors of that day
could find nothing organically wrong, vet she grew weaker day
after dar, and one night afier being home only three months,
she died quietly in her sleep.

Ilelly had been born a2 twin, She had married about the same
time as HMadge, her twin, lMadge'!s marriage had been successiul,
The wirl of her engineer husband had taken them deep into
Centrel America, so when we notified family members about Iblly's
death; we were unable to locate Madge., The only address we had
was nearly a year old, and she was never too interested in
writing letters, She had 2lways been unthoughtful, selfish and
vain, She was as different from Mplly as frost was from fire,

It had seemed to me that we were all afraid of Madge, and she
got her wsy dn all things to prevent her outbursits of temper,

ffter three days of preparing and waiting, we buried lolly,

It wras my first experience of seeing someone I loved placed in -
the cold carh, After the task had been completed ag2inst a
searful, sobbing baclzground, e rebtuwrned to our home that seemsd
forboding and erpty, MNever again would i# »ing with the pleasant
laughber or be enhanced by the beauty of the dead :blly,

Unable to sleep that night, I walked from my bed and looked
from 1y upstairs bedroom window, The yard spread out below re
quiet and serene in the light of a winter moon, ifr thoughtis
returned to the cemetery, and T pictured Inlly lying quietly

in the confines of her satin surroundings, From out of the night,
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T imazined I heard her voice, She serearned in fright, I bleood

rroze in my veins, and I rushed to the protection of my bed where
T spent a sleepless night.

Tvo days after 1blly's burial, Iadge arrived home, and yegardless
of the sacdness that filled our hore,she flew into a rage because
e hed buried her twin sister without waiting for her to be there.
Lother rebtired to her room vordless.s but Dad, who had alirays
heen . moel: , humble man, stood up to lMadge,

i have given in to you around this house since you
epe able bto say your {irst word, Everyone has been afraid to
croZs you in any way. I'm stending up to you now, You haventt
written us for one whole year, You left no forwarding address, a
and we were unable to contact you by any means., We tried them
all, Plezse don't Upset us now, We are upset enough,"

As uzusl, Medge heard nothing he said, If she did, it
meant nothing to her, &he tosced her head like an angry stallion,
and her blaclk hair glistensd in the ~ 1light. e .

"Fzther,t she said, "I want to see Illy, and I am going
4o have her exhumed even if I have te get a court order., I'11

wosr Tor the exinmpping ryself. T mean what I say.®

e

™ -

Tather realized the fubtility of further argument, sc
crronzements Tere mede te hove Holly exbumed the following,@ay. iy
2l-year-old brother, liike, Volunteered to do the digging. He had
the tusk completed by sundowm.

The cemetery was an eiching in white and gray with the

muerous Lorbstones protruding at various heights ouil of the snow,
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&ominating the scene, was a high pile of brown earth,earth from
ipllyts grave, The mound stood out in the whiteness like a lonely
ship on a vast, white ocean, One couldn’t tell where the snow
ended and the sky began,

Slowly, lother, Dad, Midge and I walked through the deep Snow
to the edge of Molly's grave, Mike was dowvm in the grave brooming
of f dirt from the top of Molly'!'s vault so that none would get
onto her caske! when the wooden vault lid was removed, The overcast
day an the open grave promoted z forehoding in me, and 1 wanted
whe orderal done with,

Heving completed his dusting, IHile raised the lid and Molly's
casket came into view, Dad, standing at the foot of the grave,
directed the rays of his flashlight into the dimmess of the excavation,
Iike fastened the end of a rope onto the casket 1id. He then climbed
ot of the grave and stood on top of the pile of earth, Ho one spoke,
Ded .femained at the foot of the grave, Mother Madge and I lined up
along the grave's edge like statues in bronze, All eyes were fixed
on the lid of the pink casket,

Mike pulled slowly on the rope, and the 1lid opened, The feeble
ray of the light fell upon the most horrible sight I'd ever seen,
¥0lly's eyes were wide open. Her beautiful black hair had turned
white, Both her cl@ched fists contained black hair that had been
pulled from her head prior to her real death, The satin lining
of the coffin lid wag in shreds, revealing that Mlly had tried

to claw herself out of her grave
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Dzd stood a5 though he'd suddenly been turned to stone,

Mother roamed off throuzh the deep snow. loans coming from the

" depth of her soul, disturbed the silence, Hadge had sunit to her

imees, and her face was buried in her gloved hands, iile moved

vort the mound of earth and stood at my side,

—

"It God! I God!: he rmurrmred over and over,

Finally he lowered himself into the grave and tried pull
pllr'c eyelids over her her glassy eyes, but they were set, never
to be moved. He tried to unclinch her fists, but they too were
imovable, He sbood up and looked at the horrible sight for a long
roment, then he closed the casket, hiding iblly from our view,

DaAd had followed Mother through the place of headstones and
snow, belen her in his arms, anrd she buried hér face in the rough
fabric of his macinaw, Her body as wracked with prief,

ke and T helped ladge to her feet.

"I never should have insisted on seeing her, ife hever would
how dnomm! Ue never would have lmown! How ¥e shall never forget
this horrible experience," she walled,

"Go home with them,Joe," lMile whispered %o me,

The day was dying fast, and the momentary rays of the setting
sun broke through an opening in the overcast long enough to cast
the long shadows of the evergrees, like gilant's arms, across the
froser; world,

Dad and I held onto Mother!s arms as we made our ray out
of the desolate cemetery. Madge wallied somberly behind, It was
nearly dark when we reached vhe cemetery gate, and as T looked

hack, I could barely see the outline of my brother, shilouetted



page &
against the angrr slvy, Tis movements were slow and Jerly as
though he were a mechanical man &5 he proceeded with the task
of raplacing the earth in Molly's grave,

*other never fullv recovered from the shock of the experience;
night srier night, I heard her.sobbing in hew bed,amd time after

vimz she chilled the nights with her screaming as she awakened
from horrible nightmares.

After elizht wears, she quit this life, Her final request was
the needle ireatment: she died fearing she may awalken in the confines
of the grave as Hell» had, e laid her to rest in her grave, locited
between the graves of Molly and father; father had died only
cne year before. It was spring, and the world was in a state of
awalkening from-a winter sleep into 2 new life, yet as each of us

leaked at Iolls's grave, we could still remember her wide-eyed,

gram, horrorw-stricien girl, lying under the green, newv.grass,

The end,
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THE UNDERTAIER OF RIM ROCE
by B, Davis Evans

The 'ain Street of Rim Rock, New Mexico wes deserted, A d_rw,r
hot wrind beat at the unpainted boards of the the few buildings of
the business section, A lone, lean dog trotted along the vacant
street, hesitating now and then to examine anything that may
resenble food, A Newspaper was picked up by the wind and flattened
against a wire fense,

2im Rocl was sleeping, A1l the residents of the desert
Lowm were resting in preparation for another suliry day
vhen they had to venture out into the blazing sun to eek out an
existence from the rocly soil,

Amang the half hundred houses that made up the towm, only ons
light burned. Tt was in the back room of a smzll, unpretentious
darrelling that stood at the edge of toim. Thi= was the home of Sam
Coniz, the onlr underdaler in lardin County, Sam gabl with his
cheir Lippsl azoinst the well, Be bit crusly into che stenm ef his
pipe and puifed clounds of cheap tobacco smole into the air, The
srell of the smoke,intermingled with the odor of embalming fluid,
gave & sweeth, siclening smell to the atmosphere, 4 tall, gount,

naled,mnzle corps lay” on apsrcelain slab, Dmbalming fluid vas
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iglht shoulder area of the bedy,

cnd blood ecozed from the same area, ran dovn the

ctab and dripred off the end into a

ﬂlﬁ."ouf'}h - half Cloaed eye

large buclket,

£, Sam watched the body

pint, “hen the blood became an enemic red, Sam rose from his

chair, strezched, yawned and ©
the pump. Ze removed the hoses
pushed the enbalming equipment

grucoome vasls of washing the corps,

Lable and cloaning up the slab.

o

Yiz vrork corpleted, Sam wn

Zem oturned ows the Light an

clamped the padiock on the lonel; leboratory, and whith the wind

vhippiang at his begsy overalls,

Jh’- o On W C.‘.Ooi ']

Loy walied over to turn off

from the shoulder artery and
to one side, then begen the

placing 1t on o dregsing

ed to the door, glanced back at
gtuff vz inte your gladsrags

vou ain't to easily handled,

nd wallked out inve the night, he

' ]

he made his way aromd bthe house

“hen Sem had built his embalming room onto hiz home only

B

ong Feay eprlier, he had wanted bto include an entrance from the

bedreoon direculy te hiz shop, but Ellie had proftested.

I not be caught sleeping

H

izht next to the dead, I vou

st build suveh o borrible plzce, you!ll have to have yrur private

o — -~ - N ,
cnbronce ouh there somewhers,l

Sem movad seross the ancie

no ldtchen without turning on the
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1irnt. ne drepped hioc overalls near the bed, lceled of iz gaters
snd climbed into bed along side his enemic wifs, He placed his large
hand on har bare upper arm, She cringed under his touch and moved

zr side of the bed,

o the 7 j
‘ifter you've been cavorting around with a dead body, Sam Conl,

don'w expect to pubt your handg on me," Ellie had told him on many

-—

dem understood. e sireched out,

4]

fending his bonew feet over
ths bowium end of the bed, He gazed into the darkmess, distrubsd
ol b the ticlkinr of-cheap alarm clock and a derert wind whistlin
crouwad the corners of hiz home, The room was soon filled with the
sownd of the snorés of the Undertaler of Rim Rock. .

“hen mm avakened, the room was illed with da-light, e lawr
and Yictened for the usual kitchen sounds of Ellie preparing breakfact,
sat 211 om quiet, The hands of the noisv clock told hinm that his
Lo gdusators eres on thoir tav dom the lane to the his WaL
to axbod Whe school bus. 3am arose, pulled on his overalls, slipped
into his house slinpers, filled hig pipe with tobacco, wus prepared
Tor another dar. As he walked into the Ititchen, he discovered
Illie zeated at the table, studying the patterns of the worn oilclot]
covered tie surface,

"Cood morning, woman,' he said,

Ellie didn't move, Sam wasn't sure she heard,

tid's gone?" he asked,

Ellie raised her eves and looked momentaril: through the screen
door toward the lane, She then reswumed the study of the oilchth,

Sarr nevred himself 2 cup of coffee from the battered pot on the stove,
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Tie walked to the door and caw that his tue teenage daughters were
waiting at the highway for the bus. The lane was ?Oo‘yards long
ind Sam  wondered zgmin, as he had dore many times, why Yhe original
mmer of the property had built the hcouse so far inlend,
"Don't vou feel well, El1lie?" said Sam, twning into the room
to place his empty cup on the table,

Tllie said nothing, 3am looked at his frail wife and made an

cffort to recall how vivacious and lovely she had been when he'd

brought her, as a bride, to the rocky farm éighteen years earlier,

zl

e, less than forty years old, reminded him of a little old lady,
"iioman, I've got a delivery to malke, Should be back !'fore noon,™
Sam stepped onlo the porch, The sun was already high in the

2k, preparing another scarching, blistering day for the residents

of Zim Rock., The old family cat rubbed ivs body against Sam's legs,

weaving in and out, making & purring noise, but Sam took no notice,

de waz leoldng across his barren acreage that simmered in the September

neat, The land'and the highway were still. The ;choo} bus had come

znd gone carrying his daughters to the Mardin County High SChool

twenty miles away.

"Ifve done this to Ellie," Sam said to himself, "She wes
never e type.to live on a farm,"

The undertaker had farmed during the first few years of their
marriage, but crop failures and debt had driven him to take a
rortician correspondent course, because he felt there wasa need for
onzin a county that didn't have one, Follvwing the course plus a few

weeks worldng as an apprentice in Los Angcles, Sam Conk became



page >
toriden Counbyls only underitnker,

Sam's worrled glance into the house found Ellie still sitting,
o311 svering, He had tcoken her to Albuguerque = lew months
cerlier, X-rays had shown that a stomach tumor was causing Zllie'ls
niseries, The doctors had informed Sem that an irmediate operaticn
was necessary. 51000 was the cost, He hadn't told Ellie that 2
vuror was eating 2t her vitals. He made her believe that an acute
case of indigestion was her problem, and a few weeks of prescribed
medicine would take care of it, Secretly he was hoping for his
buginess to improve; 2 couple of first class burials would put him

n o firancial pozition to get Ellie's operation. People of the

county, who could afford expensive funerals, were shipping their
dead out of the county for mortician services,

Sam pushed open the door of his laboratory, The smell of
emdalming flwid, the corps and stale tobacco smoke greeted him,

He opened 2 window, left the door adjar and began the grim labor
of dregsing the dead mon, He rolled an economy casket along side
the table and wrestled the corps into it, and soon had it secured
in his ancient hearse, ready for delivery,

As Sam made a finol inspection of his shop, he imagined he saw
Fllic's haggard eyes looking at him from the white depths of the
poelain slab, He dropped to his lmees, clutching the cool platform
ith his large hands and prayed:

"ear God, I don't bother you often, but I need help now, You
imow ag I do, my wife, Ellie, needs an bperation. Please have
gomeone, tho ean 2Iford an expensive burial, die, I need money, God

Amen,
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Sam felt relief come into his goul; God was the only
percon who could help him, and he felt that help was on the way,
The delivery was made: Sam's latest customer was lying sSecurely
in the confines of his home, awaiting his viewing and funeral.
hen Sam returned home; he parked his conveyance, and as he
wvalied toward the lditchen door, he wondered if Ellie was still
gltving where he'd left her, He opened the screen, the was still
there, but her face lay on her left arm that sireached out over the
tanle, The hand clutched an official-looldng document. Sar ITeared

the worst: he pulled his Llimp wife to a gitting position and found

4]
—
]

ve s herrer that Ellie's other hand was clutching the handle of =a
butcher’s Imife, that she'd driven into the gnawing pain inside

her, .

Iim Hoclr slepte The only bufning light in the town was in 3am
Conizts laboratory., The lonely undertaker sat on his tipped-back
chair, chewed on the. stem of his pipe, and through half-closed
ey2g, be watched the naked body of Zllie grow pink as embalming
{luid coursed through her veins, Nothing disturbed the silence accept
a dry, hot wind that whistled around the cormers of his shop, the
dripping of blood in the bucket 2% the end of the slab and the vhimpsring
of Jamfs daughters heyond the partition where they lay in their beds,
San wafolded the docuwment,baken from Ellie's hand, Tears bdlinded
hiz vigion as he sxamined 1¢, I% was an insurance policy on Ellie

oated alh 81000, Sam €onk was listed as the
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THE IRCN ROD

Carol walked slowly down the isle of The Orem, an electrically
driven commuter car that traveled the steel rails.connecting hen
country village, Spanish Fork, to -Utah's largest metropolis, Salt
Lake City. When she realized she was the only passenger aboard, she
was a bit disappointed; no one was there to admire her in her new
surmer dress and her very first pair of high heels., She felt beautiful
but alone as she seated herself in the plush urholstered seat. She
adjustec her sun glasses and began reading from a movie magazine
she'd purchased at the station, Tt was diffieult to read well throusgh
the smoke=coleored lenses, hut Carol had seen Barbara Stanwick in a
recent movie, reading through: sunslasSes as she traveled. Why not do
likewise; Carol felt like a womsn of mystery, 3he knew that her trip
into the big eity would be a memorable one; She'd never forget The

Summer of 1938, .

Someone was placing luggage in the rack above her. She naid no
attention. She pretended to be consumed in the magzzine from which .
she descerned pietures only, Suddenly the ear lunged forward,as
Was its eccentrie habit, prior to its getting underway. It hesitated
then lunged again, The second linge was accompanied by the sound of

a dinging bell plus a groan from lonely horn, Carol didn't remove
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her eyes from the magazins but the second :bizarre, unconvéntionat,
convulsive motion of the wvehiecle cought the standing baggage adjuster
off balance, and in his effort to seat himself in the chair facing
Carol, he missed, fell in the area between them, knocking the magazine
from the hands of the astonished.girl.

Carol immediately lost her role as a woman of mystery; she removed
her glasses and looked down into the surprised brown eyes of a
handsome lad, who was about her own.age, lying on the floor,

The youth immediately seated himself., "I 'm sorry, T don't do that
very often," he apologired.

uTt's quite all right. Apparently you're not too well acguainted
with this line," Carol answered laughingly, retrieving her magazine
from the floor.

"No, I'm not; this is my first venture on this stage coach, I'11
not be caught standing again when she takes off,”

carol realized that the encounter might he an answer to her
prayers; this handsome youth could be her Dream Prince; after zll,
he did resemble Tyron Power, and that little lock of unruiy: hair
that hung over his right eye gave him a mischievous lock,

"Im Rex Ivins," said the boy. "I live in Salt Lake City. I've
been visiting a Spanish Fork cousin. I'm a junior come fall at South
High School. What's your name?"

Carol immediately liked the friendly, straight forwardness of her
new friend.

"My name is Carol Peterson, I live in Spanish Fork. I'm on my way
to visit & married sister who lives in Salt Lake City. I too will

be a junior this falleI11l attend The Spanish Fork.iligh School.
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As their swaying conveyance lumbered along the rails, Rex and

Carol found themselves conversing about the eccentriecities of the

car and the men who operated. it, They read and laughed at the -
advertisements posted on the walls; éhey learned that Bull Durham was
in the bag, Prince Albert in the can and Lydia E, Pinkham in the
bottle, They discussed schocl experiences, summer fun and hobbies,
and Carol was glad she'd taken the early car a2s Rex Ivins was making
her ride into the big city a pleasant one. She wondered if she

looked as pretty to him as she had to herself as she'd made her way
from home to the station earlier, watching her reflection in the
sh,ded windows along her tree-lined street, She.had seemed more
mature suddenly and she loved it., She was taking her annual

vacation to visit her sister Elaine, Mrs. Karl Marrott III in

Salt Lake City.Carol's parents never took vacations so &n annual
summer excursion to Elaire's was a harpy occasion for Carol Peterson,
country girl., She loved the big, noisy, harnlike monster on which she
rode; it was her deliverer, a means of escape from the dullness of

country living.

Prier jouruiyw:, a distance of gixty miles, had heen long
ang tmdious to Carocl, but on this early August day, the swinging,
swaying vehicle was making its way through the héavy traffiec of
the big town before Carol realized the miles had been eaten up
so soon, She never ceased to marvel at the sight of tﬁe tall buildings
radient in the morning suk and theé fascinating people who todk --

no notice of the noisy electrie ecar, elanging, hissing and +tooting
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a horn as it passed them by,

ity people don't take much notice of these Orem cars,” said Carol."
Rack home, it's quite an occasion when they come down Main Street,
making 21] this noise,”

"Salt Lakers are accustomed to noise, and this rig we're riding

is just bringing some strangers to town. These people can care less,”

responded Rex,

On arriving at the station, located in the heart of down town Salt
Lake, Carol immediately recognized Elain?'Sold gray Plymouth,
waiting at the curb, She became so excited, she was finding it hard
to breathe--She, Carol Peterson, 16, was about to venture onto
the streets of Utah's largest city with only God knowing for sure
what experiences awaited her,

In the excitment of her arrival she had practiecallr forgotten -
about Rex, and as she obtained her luggage from the rack above, she
realized he was speaking to her,

"Carol, will you go to a show with me Saturday night?"

"How could things happen so quickly?"” thought Cafol. "A1l
this and now this handsome Trron Power-type boy is asking for a
aate."

"Yes, I'1ll go w-th you. Here, T have Elain£§ address on this
envelope.™

"Thank you," said ReX. " I'll be there at seven o'clock,”

They exchanged smiles and Carol rushed down the isle, bumping
every other seat with her lugsage as she went, Elaine, tall
and beautifu%}was waifing on the station vlatform, holding the
tiny hand of her three-year-old-son, Karl Peterson Armstrong Marrott

IIT.



vage 5

"What a huge name for such a small boy," thought Carol as she
ran into Elaineé's waiting arms,

The bustle and confusion of the terminal permitted limited
conversation, and Carol marveled at Elainés calmness as she man-
euvered the car into the stream of traffic, She glanced back, hoping
Rex might be in sight., Yes, there he was at the curb, watching them.

Carol thought," He's not‘as tall as my Dream Prince, but a

girl can't expect everything this early in her vacation.”

Elain®s home was located in a subdivision well out of the
city, and Carol, watching the pcise apd assurance of her sister,
secretly hoped that one day she too could live in Salt Lake City
with a loving husband and c¢“-ildren, and who knows, the Orem
accidental meeting of her and Rex might be the beginning of the
rest of her life,

Onee +4, smooth=running Plymouth was away from the confusion of
the eity, the question routine began: "How's Mom and Dad? Is it
hot back home? Will you be glad when school starts? How was the
trip?”

Elaine had finally asked the important question.” I thought
you'd never ask," responded Carol, "The trip was super; I met a
boy. His name is Rex Ivins, and I have a date for the theatre next
Satufday night."”

"My goodness, you do work fast, My little sister with a date, Is
he a nice boy?"

"Oh, yes, you will let me go wont you?"

"Yesa, you mav go, I'm sure you're old enourh to choose wisely,"
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What could be the turning point in Carol's life tock place
on Thursday, and now Saturday had arrived, Hours before seven
o'clock, Carol was ready for her big city date, Elaine had given
her the privacy of the house by taking Karl Jr., to the park, and
Karl Sr, hadn't returned from golfing,

As the hands of the elock ¢rept toward seven, Carol moved from
room to room, catching glimpses of herself in mirrors, locate?d
sporadically about the sm21l, nexzt house, For three d:rys she'd
mentalized the arrival of Rex Ivirng in a white convertible. He+d
whisk her away into the nightlife of the big ecity. This picture
was a hangover from a movie, featuring Clark Gable and Claudette
Colbert, zooming along a Califernia highway in such a car,
Claudette's acarf flowed back in the breeze ﬁs they traveled,

Carol had donned just such a scarf, and she was ready for adventure.

Suddenly the stillness of the house was shattered by the elang-
ing of the docr chimes. Carol made a2 final inspection of her
cciffeur and opened the door, Clad in doeskin slacks, white shirt
open at the neck, Rex stood beaming on the porch.

"Come in Rex. You surely are prompt," she said as the coo coo
bird jumred out of the clock and coo cooed seven times.

As Carol eclosed the door, she rezlived her hand was shaking. It
was probably because this Ivins boy was actually more handsome than
she'd remembered him., As Rex walked to the nearest chair, Carol
realized she'd seen no dream carriage parked in front of the house.
She again opened the doormgstcanned the area. There was no convert-
ible. The only thing she saw that hadn't been there earlier was

a dilapidated bieyele, leaning against the white picket fence, Carcl's
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romantiec dream world came Tumbling down; that bike may have been
there all the time; she just hadn;t noticed it, "Please God," she
silently prayed. "Let that horrible thing belong to somecne besides
Rex," She turned, knowing that an Ivins' automobile was parked down
the street and out of sight,

"That's odd; someone has parked a bicycle by our gate,"

"TPhat's my bike," responded the handsome boy.

"Are we going to ride a bicyele all the way up town?"

"Oh, it isn't so far, and that's a dern good bike,"

" Yes, it probably is a good bike, but wont it be quite difficult
to rumn us both all that way?"

"No, I'm in good condition.”

Carol excused herself and hurried to the bgthroom. Tears glistened
in her eyes. She wanted Elaine to be home: Elaine could easily
handle such problems as Rex Ivins and his bicycle, but Elaine’
wasn't near by. Carol dobbed her eyes with a tissue, put on the
bravest of her smiles and walked szlowly into the living room,, She
realized how Mary of Scotland must have felt just prior to the
falling of the ax.

"411 ready, Mr., Ivins," she said as cheerily as possible,

Rex pushed his bieyele through the fine gravel onto the solid
road, Carol seated herself gently on the metazl bar, Rex pushed her
and their mount up the road for a few ruming step@,then he flung
his body into position on the leather seat. Carol was underway on
her first big e¢ity date, She couldn't remember having seen a movie
involving a bike on 2 date, unless it might have been an indy
Hardy flick, featuring Micky Rooney, but €arol soon realized

she could waste no energy rebuilding her shattered dream; she was
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too concerned about the uncomfortable iron rod on which she sat and
the awkward position of lesning forward in order that her human engine
could reach the handle bars, The boy breathed in little short grunts;
‘his mouth was too near Carol's right ear,

"Why," she thought, "didn't I take a later car last Thursday, or
why coulrn't this lunk-head have seated himself at the other end of
the car?"

Carol was thankful that the traffic was light, and she marveled
that those lucky pesople in the automobiles didn't laugh at the
sight of her all dressed up as though goinB to church, riding double
on a bieycle, manipulated by a lad in white, But no one seemed to
even notice them. Carol contented herzelf by thinking that dating
on a bike was a big city custom,

The iron bar eut aruely into Carol's body, and she was afraid
to change positions too often for fear of upsetting the two-wheeled-
rig.

"You sure do look nice," panted the boy.

“Thank you; so do you," answered Carol, vishing that a broken
bottle or a stray puncture weed might disable the torture machine
and they could walk the remainder of the way,

"Comfortable?" asked Rex,.

"This bar is awfully hard; your bike must be made of a special
kind of iron."

"Oh, its » gcod bike all right, but I don't think a person ean
tell good iron from bad iron by sitting on it.,”

"I suppose you're right," answered the girl, wishing ginecerely
that he'd brought a tandum job so she'd have something to do other

than sit there humped forward with a cruel iron rod torturing
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her body, She was worried that she'd never be normal again,

They finally arrived at Main Street, the halfwzy point to the
Utah Theatre, Rex brought their mount to a stop for what he called
a breather, Passenger busses rolled merrily up the street toward
the heart of the eity.

Carol said,"Why don't we hide your bicycle somewhere and take
& bus into town?"

"T wouldn't do that; I saved all I made from my paper route for
a year to buy this bike. I wouldn't want to run the chance of having
it stoien."

The thought came to the girl that even though they may arrive
safely at the theatre, the horrible experience would only be half
over; the long ride home would be the worse half, She began laying
escape plansa,

"Mount up,"” Rex called out as he wiped perspiration from his brow
then made an effort to put his unruly- hair in place.

Carcl moved into position to seat herselflon the too familiar iron
rod. She made a desperate effort to hold back the tears that might
distrub the mascare that she'd applied to her eyes so carefully. But
seated she was, and again the trek toward the Utah Theatre was
resumed., She tried to content herself with the truism she'd heard
her mother repeat so often: "This too shall pass away."

As "arol waited for Rex to pa;k his trusty steed in the
" bike stand and apply a mammoth lock to the gprocket wheel, sﬁe
realized her right leg hurt in excess of other aches throughout
her body, and she wondered if the arthritig that Grandma Peterson

complained about so often hurt as badly, but suddenly she was
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brought back ito her present dilemma by the voice of her big city
date.

"Hey,/barol, can you loan me fifty cents? I must have lost szome
money on the way here,”

"Is there no end to my embarrassment on this date," thought
Carcl as she rummaged-in her purse, locating her total‘assets, sixty
cents.

"He'll never learn of this dime, It may be the means of freeing
myself,”" she thought as she handed him the fift{y cent piece..

They walked down the long theatre hallway toward the auditorium,
The walls on either side were alive with pictures of movie stars,
Gary Cooper, Maureen O'Hara, James Cagney, Jimmy Stewart, Henry Fonda,
Myrna Loy, Joan Bennett, William Powell, John Wayne and others, Carol
almost forgot her recent experience when she wazs eonfronted by a

life-sizge figure of The King, Clark Gable,

A 8illy symphony cartoon was well under way as Rex and Carol
grooped in the darkness for seats, As she settled herself gently
in the plush chair, she felt reliaved that the sillyness was over
as she was in no mood for such trite activities while she writhed in
migsery. |

The main feature, "The Girl Next Door," with Robert Taylor and

Janet Gaynor soon ecarried Carol away from her problems, but sooner
than she realized the flick was drawing to a conelusion, and she
knew she had to play her trump card, the lone dime in her purse,

"Rex," she whispered. "The show is about over. I'm going to the
ladies room. I'll meet you in the lobby,”

Carol was up the isle before the astonished boy could protest
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She located =z pay telephohe, hurriedly lifted the receiver, dropped
her dime in the slot and ratiled off Elaine's number to the number
please girl, Elaine's cheery hello had never scunded so good,

"please Elnine, come and get me! I'll be on the sidewalk in front
of the Utah. Hurry! Just happen to be driving past here.”

"What's wrong dear?"

"I'11 tell you the whole miserable story when you get here. Please
Hurry!"

As Carocl hung up the receiver, she saw Rex looking for her in the
crowded lob:by. She backed up against the wall and tried to be as
invisikble t$ possible; stalling Tor time was important to.the harrassed
girl. She looked around for a ladies' only door, but none was in
3ight., Eventually Rex spied her, and the beaming boy was soon at her
side,

"Gee whiz, I thought you had gone."

"No, I wouldn't do that. I've been looking for you," larol lied.

They moved out into the long beautiful corridor. Carol pretended
to examine pieture after picture, but her mind lingered on the gray
Flymouth: Is it at the half-way peint? Is ﬁlaine erowding it to -
arrive on time to rescue her? How can she delay the ordeal of starting
home,riding that hideous iron rod?

"Well, we'd betier get started; it's a long ride home," said
Rex as he applied a metal pant guard to his cil spotted slacks,

Carol's hips received a new shock of pain at the suggestion,
Sooner than she wanted it to happen, they were on the strect that was
coming alive with people , Carol stopped at the bike stand.

"Rex, let's just stand here for a minute. I just love to

watch people.”



page 12

"jont your sister be worried? It's nearly 9:30."

"No, she wont mind. I'm 16, you know,"

Carcl studied the stream of traffic, hoping beyond hope
to spy Elaine's ugly gray Flymouth, She'd always disliked that
gray, gloomy, bob-tailed car, and often wondered why Elaine and
Karl seemed to enjoy it so much, but now =s she searched for it
in the slow-moving tr:ffic, she decided it was the most beautiful
car in the world,

"Dlease come, gray Plymouth," she whispered, "I'll never
think your're ugly again.”

"Hey, you're wgtching automobiles, I thought you were interested
in people,' said Rex.

"Oh, it's the people in the automobiles I enjoy watching, I'11
tell you waht--I'd like to do some window shopring."

"It's awfully late for that and I told my mother I'd be home
by eleven o'clock. I'll just make it if we start now."

Panic seized Carol as she tried feebly to think of another
excuse to remain status quo, a ténm she'd learned in history a
hundred years ago,or was it just last year? Rex had already unlocked
the chain and was lifting his trusty iron horse from the bicycle
stand, Suddenly it happened; the gray Plymouth was drawing up to the
passenger loading zone, The car had never looked s0 beautiful and
Carol vowed again to keep her promise.

"Oh, look! there's my sister. I wonder what she's doing here.
I'1]1 ride home with her Rex, and you can easily be home by eleven.,
Good-bye, I had a wonderful time, and I thank you," said Carcl

as she rushed toward her Cinderella chariot.
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The change of events had caught Rex so off guard that he was
unable to speak. Like one cast in bronze, he watched the girl
elimb inte the waiting ecar.

"Thank you. I love you," whispered Carol as she placed her bruised
body on the seat beside her sister, “"Tlease get me away from here, T
never want to see the Utah Theatre again,”

As the lovely gray Plymouth became part of the Main Street
parade of curs, Carol looked back at her big eity date, still
clinging tenaciously to his friend,'The Bike? and she decided as he
dizappeared fromview: "He doesn't resemble Tyron Fower as much as he
does FPeter Lorry,

the end
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