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    "But the land, whither ye go to possess it, is a land of hills and valleys, and drinketh water of the rain of heaven:,,,"

Deuteronomy 11:11

      

    


When I was seventeen, my brother Reuben threw my father across the kitchen table.  I don’t remember the reason, nothing was said.  My dad did not cuss. My dad did not talk much, except when he was carrying a Book of Mormon and a belt.  Somehow, the table incident ended years of fear for me.  My teenage years were marked by a dread, a lump in my stomach, whenever I'd come home and see my dad‘s pickup in the driveway.  It meant two things: one, my dad wasn’t working or looking for work, and two, I might get beat that day.

When my dad died, my brother Henry, preparing his eulogy, sent out a plea for stories of dad, stories from dad. Eight children with over 300 years of combined childhood, and no stories of dad, not ones to tell at a funeral.  These are stories that I have collected over fifty years, coming from a poor, dysfunctional, decidedly Mormon family.  This is a look into a Mormon life. 
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Chapter 1 
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Genesis: Blood and Feathers

I was born the third child to George and Marilyn in Flemington, New Jersey. I was born the night of the heavyweight boxing rematch between Muhammad Ali and Sonny Liston. We were almost late to the hospital because my father George was glued to the radio.  Fortunately, the fight was over after 1 minute 34 seconds and a phantom punch.  “He just laid down,” a frustrated Ali told his corner.

The year was 1965. RCA introduced the first color TV at the New York World Fair, and we had a color TV. I can still picture Speed Racer.  My first words as a child were “Hurry, hurry.”  Apparently, my mother would repeat, “Hurry Reuben, hurry Ruth, hurry, hurry,” as she dressed us for church.

[image: image]

MY DAD GRADUATED WITH a PhD from Cornell and had a good research job with Squibb Pharmaceutical. We had two Siamese cats named Supercalifragilistic and Expialidocious. We had rabbits and chickens, and a small turtle who had a talent for escaping, but was always found halfway down the stairs. We had a German Shepherd named Tasha. My dad would sometimes bring the research sheep home from work and keep them in the basement. 

We had fireflies and gypsy moths. It was rural New Jersey, and we had no fences and no boundaries. We wandered the neighborhood and explored empty lots. We practically lived in a treehouse, a long walk from home.  

[image: image]

ONE AFTERNOON, I WAS running home when I tripped and landed on a broken bottle. I had a two-inch cut between my left thumb and pointer finger, and it was gushing blood.  I stumbled through a backyard, and a teenager put pressure on the wound, raised it over my head and walked me home. I got stitches and, even now, I only know my left from my right by the scar on my left hand.

In the next three years, Mom had two more kids, Henry and Lizzie. We had two young aunts, visiting us from Arizona, to help mom.  They said we were the most spoiled kids they’d ever seen.  I remember eating a bag of marshmallows as I hid under the china cabinet. We often had the missionaries over for dinner and laid out matching china and goblets. We thought we were rich.

[image: image]

WHILE MY DAD WAS STUDYING at Cornell, he had two roommates, brothers Bill and Bob. Dad saw a photo of their sister Marilyn and started to write her, without telling them.  My mother was finishing up a teaching degree at Arizona State. Marilyn’s parents had sold their Idaho ranch and moved to Arizona, because the Idaho winters were too hard on my mother’s joints.  She had contracted juvenile rheumatoid arthritis when she was fourteen and had missed a lot of high school, because of the crippling pain. Marilyn did not date much, and there was talk that she might never marry.  

So George started writing Marilyn, and he was a Mormon and her brothers’ roommate and a returned missionary and getting a PhD. They sent letters back and forth for six months and agreed to get married. Marilyn flew to New York, and George was too shy and awkward to pick her up at the airport alone.  He wanted Bill and Ann to go with him, and they laughing, would not.  George and Marilyn spent three days together, before Marilyn flew back to Arizona. George drove to Arizona and they were married in the Mesa Temple. Bill and Ann later said they would never have introduced the two.

One Sunday, we came home to find blood and feathers everywhere.  My dad had put Tasha in the chicken coop, while we were at church. 

Apparently, Squibb had to make some cuts, and my dad had been telling his coworkers to stop drinking coffee and smoking or they were going to hell, and he was the odd man out.

[image: image]

GEORGE AND MARILYN packed up the seven of us in a Volkswagen bus and moved to the Myers family ranch in frigid Alamosa, southern Colorado.

George Scott Myers, Jr was born the oldest son of six children in 1935 on a ranch in Monte Vista, a small town of 900. Monte Vista, located in the San Luis Valley, 7000 feet up, between two mountain ranges, was and is made of mostly farms and ranches.  The valley is most famous for the Great Sand Dunes, the cold, and Jack Dempsey, the Manassa Mauler. 

Dempsey was the heavyweight champion for seven years, between 1919 and 1926, although he was shorter than most of his opponents. More popular than Babe Ruth, Jack Dempsey was known for breaking jaws, ear drums, and ribs, and for apologizing after the match.  “Sorry, Willard.” Dempsey was Mormon, prayed before meals, fasted once a month, and honored his mother, who never left the faith.

[image: image]

YOUNG GEORGE HAD A rifle and was particularly good at shooting jackrabbits from a bluff overlooking the ranch. Because rabbits were such a problem with crops, Colorado paid a nickel for each cottontail. George shot 1,500 rabbits one year. He also had a pet skunk.

George and his brother, Jerry, earned two cents for magpie heads. The brothers used a nest of magpie chicks as bait, and as the adult magpies would repeatedly sweep down to rescue their young, one brother would knock them out of the air with a baseball bat. 

––––––––
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MAGPIE TREE

My Aunt Mary Lee remembers...

“There have always been magpies in that tree. Years ago, George and Jerry built a magpie trap and captured many. There was some sort of bounty on them. I know the boys took the heads somewhere for some sort of reward. The cage was so large, they could stand in it. It had a gate entrance, a 2 x 4 frame covered with chicken wire, with cone-shaped entrances in the top corners for the birds to get in. They could not get out. The bait used were dead animal carcasses. When the cage was not in use, it was brought up to the yard and we played in it. I remember when they would trap us in and laugh about what they could get for us." 

Aunt Marylee Myers, January 2021

Magpies were thought to be a problem because they robbed songbird eggs and picked at livestock wounds.  Decades later, it was discovered they favor the ecosystem.  They are among the smartest birds, love their young, and run with the crow family.

My friend Noah was sitting on the couch when he heard his dog barking in the side yard.  He went out to find his dog had cornered a wounded crow, while other crows cawed and circled overhead.  Noah took his dog inside and returned with food and water.  The next morning, the injured crow was gone.  Months later, Noah's cat did not come home, and he called for her day after day. One day, Noah was sitting on his couch when he heard metal rolling off his roof to the concrete below. He went out to see crows dropping empty cat food tins on the roof, and collecting them to drop again.  Puzzled, Noah looked around to see a fence board marked with crow dung. Behind it, he found his dead cat.

My doctor friend Darlena grew up in rural Colorado, where prairie dogs are very dangerous for cattle and horses, as any misstep in their many holes generally resulted in a broken leg and a lost animal. Darlena‘s mother was the sheriff, and Darlena remembers riding in the back of the squad car in the fields.  She and her brother each had a pistol and a rear window, as they shot the heads off curious prairie dogs.  My father never took us shooting.

While living in Monte Vista, my grandparents’ oldest daughter, Dorothy, suffered a serious brain injury, when she was tossed from a wagon rolling wildly downhill. Dorothy, unfortunately, never recovered, had a learning disability and seizures.  In the 1940’s, my grandparents moved their family to a ranch near Alamosa, on Harmony Lane.  George played football at Alamosa.  I’ve seen a picture.  My dad also set up pins in a bowling alley, and bowled a 300, but he never took us bowling.

George worked his way through college, graduating from Colorado State, University of Connecticut, and Cornell with a PhD. His siblings resented him because their mother told them they were poor because she was sending all the money to support George. My dad did not discover the reason for their resentment until forty years later.  He insisted he never received a dime, but his siblings believe otherwise.

My grandparent's family joined the Mormon church when my dad was seventeen. They were converted by a friendly Raleigh salesman, Ralph Mortenson, who frequented outlying farms, in a shiny truck, from which he would sell things like soaps, brooms, brushes, vitamins, spices and vanilla.  Later, my father took over the Raleigh truck and route. When he went to college, my grandmother took over.  She, unfortunately, was involved in a terrible accident with high school girls, that broke both her legs, totaled the truck, and destroyed all its contents. 

My dad served a two-year mission to the central states, centered in Billings, Montana, but he never talked about it.

––––––––
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WE MOVED TO ALAMOSA when I was five, and lived in a single wide trailer, next to my grandparents’ adobe house, which they had built.  Uncle Jerry and Aunt Pat lived across the gravel driveway.  They had a double wide trailer and two younger sons, Todd and Cory.  The Harmony ranch had some cows, which we tried to ride, and Columbia sheep in the corral, which we rode sideways at a gallop, and a mean little Shetland pony, named Zaza, and two donkeys Jack and Jill, who walked very close to the fence, trying to scrape us off.  One afternoon, Zaza and the two donkeys bucked all of us brothers off at the same time, and stepped on Lizzie, almost as if it was planned.  

We also had pigs and chickens and rabbits, and we named each pig and, shortly after, they were slaughtered in the barnyard. It was not unusual to see a chicken running around with his head chopped off.  We sometimes ate rabbit stew. Grandpa would bash their heads with a club. I remember eating hearts, gizzards, and fried liver. And fried pork rinds.

I once found a pile of magazines in the Adobe garage. I devoured them in the filtered light. They were comic books, featuring Donald Duck, Archie and Jughead.  I remember grandpa being very nice, had a slow gait and a quick smile.  He once entered a corral and took a shovel to the head of Tommy the bull, just as my brother Henry climbed in to retrieve a toy hammer.  

My Aunt Mary Lee, who is my dad’s youngest sister, shared these memories of her father, my grandfather.

“Our father was a very quiet man, few spoken words. If you got crossways with him you probably deserved the punishment. I do not remember ever being struck by him. Yes, I got chewed out a few times. I do know it took a very serious wrong to anger him. He never said I love you or gave a hug, but thru his blue eyes, a smile on his face, or a quiet laughter I knew he did love me.” 

“He was a great teacher for me, teaching me to be a helper with animals, the farm machinery, planting alfalfa, grain or a garden. Then the harvesting, cutting hay, bailing, bucking bales, stacking it, sheering sheep, so much about farm life. Yes, I was a tom boy, Daddy’s girl.”

“My kids favorite story about him— they were staying all night. At dinner, he couldn’t get any mustard out of the bottle, so squeezing the bottle while hitting it on the table, you guessed it, mustard shot up to the ceiling and all around him. Oh, the laughter, even mom was laughing, but angry about the mustard on the ceiling. That’s the one time my kids remember grandpa laughing out loud.”

Aunt Marylee Myers, January 2021

We kids made forts out of haystacks and a clubhouse out of an abandoned chicken coop. We studied fire ants, molasses, and salt licks. We knew every canal and where to collect cattails, frogs and polliwogs. Every night, we listened for the howls of coyotes and gunshots.  Reuben caused quite a ruckus when he put garter snakes in Grandma’s wash basin.

We sometimes swept the front yard, moving the dirt from one corner to the other, hoping to get a gallon of A&W root beer. I remember the ride home, watching the droplets roll down the amber jug.

My friend Luisa said her mother always kept cartons of Pepsi stacked in one corner of her house.  Luisa would ask why she couldn’t have one, and her mother told the story of growing up very poor in a small town in Mexico. The Pepsi truck came once a month. Her parents could only afford two glass bottles of Pepsi. One bottle her father and mother shared, and the second bottle was passed down, each of the ten children taking a swig, and Luisa’s mother was the youngest.

It was common for the other kids to walk around recess with flavored Jell-O packets, orange lemon, strawberry. These other kids also had Denver Bronco jackets and Bronco lunch boxes. I had a lard bucket painted red. In rural Colorado, we school kids loved cowboy hats and cowboy boots. Before school, everyone stomped along the aluminum bleachers, singing Nancy Sinatra's These Boots are Made for Walking... Once while riding the school bus, a kid threw Henry's cowboy hat out an open window. Reuben took the kid’s straw cowboy hat and stomped his boot right through it, right in the bus aisle. 

Another day, while climbing a slide, I looked out to see what appeared to be the whole school running towards me and my brothers.  It turned out to be an all out schoolground fight, and I was sitting on a third grader’s chest, punching him in the face, while Reuben threw a girl off Henry and she got stitches.  The next morning, we had a whole school special assembly, and the principal lectured us, as he walked back-and-forth with a paddle.

One night, my mother put mushrooms in the spaghetti sauce. I was so angry, I lowered my head and charged. Like a bullfighter, she stepped aside and I slammed my head into a cupboard handle.  I went to the hospital for stitches, and when I came home, my mother had removed the mushrooms.

I remember crying under a drinking fountain by the principal's office.  I had chased girls with a bat on the baseball diamond.  They wanted to play hopscotch, I just wanted to play baseball.

I didn’t know why we three boys had to go to the college on Saturdays to learn how to wrestle.

One day, we awoke to see a "Do not disturb" sign on our parents' door. My brother, Timothy, had been born during the night.
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Chapter 2

[image: ]


Exodus: Pioneers and Bears

I was six years old, in first grade, when I started to throw a paper route.  At 5 am, my father would wake me up, along with Reuben and Ruth, and drive us into Alamosa, as we folded newspapers in the back of our unheated Volkswagen bus.  He would drop us off at our routes, and we drudged around in the snow, throwing papers, so cold, often below zero. Sometimes, Ruth would curl up next to a radiator furnace in an apartment stairwell, crying, trying to get warm.  A kind lady would then invite her in for warm milk and cookies.  After throwing our papers, the three of us met at the post office, dropped a nickel in the payphone, and let it ring once, to let our parents know that we were ready to be picked up, then hang up and get the nickel back.

I remember those early freezing mornings walking by Adams State College and seeing A Charlie Brown Christmas, posted on the theater marquee, and I knew I would never get to see it.

We kids were very excited one Wednesday because our parents were taking us to a movie, Disney’s Million Dollar Duck. However, a blizzard hit that evening, so we could not go to town.  We did not go to the movies the next day or that weekend, even though the sun came out. 

One night, I woke up, oh so tired and disoriented, I turned right instead of left and peed on my ancestors, a box of genealogy files, charts, and folders.

Two brothers, Alexander and Archibald, 

married two sisters, Agnes and Isabella,

and they joined the church in 1840's, 

and moved from Canada to Nauvoo,

They shared cold shanties, 

and traveled far for work, often to return disheartened, 

Archie, with other saints, found work two days, harvesting wheat, 

then all were beaten by 50 mobbers, 

dressed as women, 

twenty whacks to their bare backs, 

with thick hickory sticks.

Later they saw their Prophet Joseph martyred, 

and with the saints crossed the frozen Mississippi, leaving blood in their snowy footsteps.

One Thousand saints died that harsh winter, including Isabella, leaving three small children.

My grandparents, Alexander and Agnes,

took their 7 year old niece, motherless Hannah, 

shoeless and bonnetless across the plains.

"We overtook a Mormon emigrant train of 33 wagons; and tramping wearily along and driving their herd of loose cows, were dozens of coarse-clad and sad-looking men, women, and children, who had walked as they were walking now, day after day for eight lingering weeks, ... 780 miles!  They were dusty and uncombed, hatless, bonnetless, and ragged, and they looked so tired."

Mark Twain, Roughing It, page 97

In the 1840’s, James Laird was an Irish man mining coal in Scotland. Returning from the mines, he would be so tired that he would fall asleep at the inn table. The serving maid, Mary Ann Rennie, would then pour salt into his gaping mouth. Mary was a Mormon and married James, after he had converted and was baptized by her brother, Michael.

In 1856, James and Mary sailed to America, with their three small children. They joined a handcart company, and headed West.

The Willie Handcart Company got off to a late start, and their handcarts were made of green wood, and soon started to fall apart. The pioneers left many heavy items along the way, including blankets. Fierce winter snows came early, and men, women and children started to die, from starvation and exposure. One freezing morning, Captain Willie asked James to get a shovel and bury the dead. “I can’t. I haven’t the strength. If I do, I’ll die.”  Captain Willie reached into his pocket, pulled out some dried corn, handed it to James, and said, “Eat this and bury the dead.” James looked at the corn and his poor Mary, who said, “Eat it, James. The wee babe is only drawing blood from my breast.” James placed the corn in Mary’s lap and buried the dead.

One evening, James looked about for a Scottish friend, Brother Booth, who had been struggling during the day. There was no sign of him. James tracked back a mile, to find Booth and five others, collapsed in the snow. He could hear the wolves howling, and now desperate, James prayed for help.  He felt impressed to give the fallen saints a Scottish blessing, that is whippings and curses.  And James carried Brother Booth, as he drove the others back to camp.

Warm in his cabin near Provo, Ephraim Hanks was visited by an angel, who told him to go and rescue the pioneers. “I’ll leave now,” responded Ephraim, and he outfitted two horses.  In deep snow, high in the Rocky Mountains, Ephraim prayed for a buffalo, and one appeared, and he shot it, and it rolled down into his camp. The next night, he again prayed for and killed a second buffalo. 

Looking across the winter scape below, Ephraim saw a thin, black, staggered line, and galloped into the starving saints with the fresh buffalo meat, enough to preserve them, until other rescue wagons arrived.

“Let it be remembered that for forty years these creatures have been driven, driven, driven relentlessly! and mobbed, beaten and shot down; cursed, despised and expatriated; banished to a remote desert, whither they  journeyed, gaunt with famine and disease, disturbing the ancient solitudes with their lamentations and marking the long way with the graves of their dead -—and all because they were simply trying to live and worship God in the way which they believed with all their hearts and souls to be the true one.”

Mark Twain, Roughing It, page 574

James and Mary settled in Salt Lake, and the Booth grandchildren often reminded their children how James had saved their grandfather.  Every 24th of July, the church has parades and picnics, celebrating the day Brigham Young made it into the Salt Lake Valley.  As primary children, we dressed up as pioneers and Indians and walked in small, spirited parades.  It’s like another 4th of July.

[image: image]

“FATHER AND TWO OF MY older brothers went to a little town called Cooledge in New Mexico, and they got a job cutting timber for the Southern Pacific Railroad.  He left Mother and the rest of us at home.  We didn’t have food then, and often we children went to bed crying from hunger.

One night an Indian came and knocked at our door.  He was carrying with him half a mutton. Mother was frightened at first, and then she broke down and cried and asked the Indian why he brought this to us and the Indian said, “Papoose, heap hungry.” 

Roy George, Growing Up in Zion, by Susan Arrington Madsen, page 39

“I owe my life to an Indian named To Weep. I was out in Hurricane Valley and my horse gave out. I was almost choked to death, and I hadn't any idea where to look for water. This Indian rode up and took me to a place where by digging down in the gravel we found a little spring and drank and watered our horses and camped.  We slept that night side by side and came home the next day. To Weep Valley is named for him.”

John T. Beatty, Growing Up in Zion, by Susan Arrington Madsen, page 50

“I remember when I was quite small, we children would get sagebrush and fill the corner and in the evening would put a little on the fire at a time to make light enough so Father could read the Book of Mormon to us.  We liked so well to hear him read.  Mother would be sewing or knitting. I have seen my father get up with the Book of Mormon in his hand and say, “How I wish I could make my voice sound to the ends of the earth and teach them the glad tidings of the gospel!”  He read the Book of Mormon through seven times and was reading it again when he died.”

Sabra Jane Beckstead (Hatch), Growing Up in Zion, by Susan Arrington Madsen, page 15

Moses 7:62  “And righteousness will I send down out of heaven; and truth will I send forth out of the earth, to bear testimony of mine Only Begotten; his resurrection from the dead; yea, and also the resurrection of all men; and righteousness and truth will I cause to sweep the earth as with a flood, to gather out mine elect from the four quarters of the earth.”

Pearl of Great Price

“Joe Owens and I, both of us boys about fifteen years old, were hunting cattle near the Strawberry River and were coming back towards camp. ... We saw a lot of Indians coming, and they saw us about the same time.  Here they came as fast as their horses could run, keeping in the edge of the cedars on the side.  When they got even with us, they surrounded us and said, “Are you white men or Mormons?”  We were mighty glad to tell them we were Mormons, so they didn’t molest us further, and we got off with a good scare.

“Back at our winter camp, in February, the ground was dry and dusty.  We made a race track and the Indians came to run races with us.  Billy Preece had two or three race horses that we thought were very fast.  The Indian horses had also wintered out and their hair was long and looked shaggy, the men thought that they had a cinch.  The Indians were eager to bet on their horses, and the white men covered everything they would bet, but when the races were over, the Indians walked away with all the spoils, and there were some sad looking cowboys, as they went back to their camps that night.

“The snow was six or seven feet deep... We made it home to Wellsburg the next day all O.K. We hadn’t heard one word from home all winter, and when I got within one mile from home, I met an old neighbor by the name of John Purcell.   He began telling me of the children that had died in that little burg during the winter from diphtheria. I thought every second he would tell me about some of my brothers or sisters dying, but thank the Lord, there were none of them seriously sick with that dreaded disease.  When I got to the front gate, Mother met me and said, “Martin you mustn’t come in, as some of the children are in the worst stage of the disease.”

“Then mother told me there had been 32 children die there, during the winter, as many as five in one family.  I was only 15 years old, hadn’t seen Mother all winter long and was so homesick to see the rest of the family.  I wanted so much to take her in my arms and hug and kiss her, but she wouldn’t even shake hands with me for fear of leaving a germ and I might be exposed... So I had to leave home again for another two to three months.”

James Martin Allred Sr., Growing Up in Zion, by Susan Arrington Madsen, pages 80-83

2nd Chronicles 34: 1 “Josiah was eight years old when he began to reign, and he reigned in Jerusalem one and thirty years.

2 And he did that which was right in the sight of the Lord, and walked in the ways of David his father, and declined neither to the right hand, nor to the left.

3 For in the eighth year of his reign, while he was yet young, he began to seek after the God of David his father:”

2nd Chronicles 34: 1-3, Old Testament, The Bible

I was baptized when I was eight at the La Jara church house. Afterwards, we walked to Uncle Don’s and Aunt Sarah Mae’s house for a great picnic.

“Rulon Thompson was baptized north of {Richmond}. {The area} was covered with hawthorn bushes and known as Muddy River... Several boys were baptized that day.  Rulon remembered how cold the water was.   It took your breath away as you waded out into the river to where we were to be immersed.  The water came almost up to our shoulders.  When one of the boys, Lafayette Tibbets, came up out of the water he said, “Hell, that’s cold!”  He was immediately immersed in the water again.  When he came up the second time, he kept his mouth shut.”

Rulon Francis Thompson, Growing Up in Zion, by Susan Arrington Madsen, page 51

One day, we moved out of the single wide trailer.  Apparently, Mom had discovered a half-typed letter in Grandma‘s typewriter, telling a friend of how much she hated George’s children. Reuben thinks it might’ve been something to do with the garter snakes.

We moved across town to a big two-story, old vacant house. The ‘Ed Wiseman House’ was set on a large, abandoned chicken farm, with rows and rows of empty cages. We kids would search and search for long overlooked eggs, and then smash them and dance around the exhumed fumes.

The biggest surprise of the house came years later, when I was reading the Boy’s Life magazine, while folding newspapers. An illustrated story jumped out at me. It was about the same Ed Wiseman, who had survived a grizzly bear attack, by stabbing the grizzly in the neck with a broken arrow.  Ed was racked up pretty bad, barely survived, and might have killed Colorado’s last grizzly, 1979.

My friend, Dr.Libby Woodard, was a Yosemite forest ranger who patrolled the remote areas of the park. On one excursion, Libby took the park superintendent’s teenage daughter down the Tuolumne River Canyon, known to be a bear highway.  “And we came across a death camp, where before us was a ripped tent, shredded sleeping bags, loose cookware, and scattered clothing, all under a season of fallen leaves.  The most alarming thing was that there were a pair of child shoes.”  

The two warily made their way back up the canyon when it started to rain, and they had to pitch a tent above the rising river. The radio batteries were dead, and Libby was unable to let her young ward’s father know of their situation.  That night, Libby constructed a bear alarm, hanging food and metal utensils from a tree limb. Libby was startled awake by a clutter of pans, and sticking her flashlight and head through the opening, she saw the biggest bear she’d ever seen, and it turned to face her, grunted and charged. Within inches of her face, it stopped and let out a huge roar, spraying warm saliva all over Libby’s face, and then the bear turned and lumbered away. 

During the discovery of Canada, many ships were lost in the ice and cold, and any crew that made it back alive, never signed up for a second voyage.  One company, bound to settle Quebec, loaded a ship with provisions and a first, women passengers.  The captain brought along his own niece, Countess Marguerite, her maid, and, alas, her beau.  The amorous carrying ons between the two became too much for the prudish ship and Captain, so much so that he cast Marguerite on a frozen island, with only her nanny and a small bag of provisions.  

There stood the two women looking oh so forlorn when, to their amazement, they saw a man jump from the ship and swim towards them with a sack and a rifle. It was Marguerite’s dear lover.  The three of them did well enough to build a cabin and start a garden, but tragedy hit in the first hard winter, with the deaths of her man, her nanny, and an infant child.

Two years later a French ship was passing, when it spotted smoke and sent a boat ashore to find the most thin and pitiful, haggard Marguerite, who had survived and killed two polar bears in the surviving.  Marguerite sailed home to France to teach school, and her uncle, the ship captain, was killed in a religious riot in Paris.

My sister-in-law Susan remembers her aunt and cousins staying at their house when tempers got too hot in Houston. Her angry uncle would call her mom, demanding to speak with his wife, but Susan’s mom would say, “No.” “Then tell her I’m taking a chainsaw to everything in the house, until she comes home.”  And Susan remembers going to her aunt's house and sitting on chairs held together with duct tape, at a table held together with duct tape, and sitting on a hot Houston couch, held together with hot sticky duct tape.

2nd Chronicles 34: 30 “And (Josiah) the king went up into the house of the Lord, and all the men of Judah, and the inhabitants of Jerusalem, and the priests, and the Levites, and all the people, great and small: and he read in their ears all the words of the book of the covenant that was found in the house of the Lord.

31 And the king stood in his place, and made a covenant before the Lord, to walk after the Lord, and to keep his commandments, and his testimonies, and his statutes, with all his heart, and with all his soul...

32 And he caused all that were present in Jerusalem and Benjamin to stand to it. And the inhabitants of Jerusalem did according to the covenant of God, the God of their fathers.

2nd Chronicles 34:30-32, Old Testament, The Bible

Sunday evenings we attended Sacrament Meetings in Alamosa.  We sat on the front right, and during the meeting, I tried to get the keys out of my dad‘s suit pocket, without him noticing. I’d then fall asleep, to be awakened by the soft lulling of hymns and the beautiful Alamosa sunsets, reds, oranges, and yellows. 

Abide with me; 'tis eventide.

The day is past and gone;

The shadows of the evening fall;

The night is coming on.

Within my heart a welcome guest,

Within my home abide.

O Savior, stay this night with me;

Behold, 'tis eventide.

––––––––
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ONE SUNDAY WE CAME home from church to find Tasha dead under the weight of plywood, that the wind had knocked down, while Tasha was tied to the porch.

One winter night, while driving a feed and grain truck, my father spun out on black ice, and the truck landed on its side. My dad was transported by ambulance to the hospital, and when he was released and returned to the truck, all the bags of grain and feed were gone.  The locals follow the police radio, and at the first siren, rush to plunder the wrecks in the dark.

2nd Kings 17:  9 “And the children of Israel did secretly those things that were not right against the Lord their God...  

13 Yet the Lord testified against Israel, and against Judah, by all the prophets....

14 Notwithstanding they would not hear, but hardened their necks and did not believe in the Lord their God.

15 ... and they followed vanity, and became vain... 

16 And they left all the commandments of the Lord their God...”

2nd Kings 17:  9, 13-16, Old Testament, The Bible

We moved to California when I was eight.  Dad had found work in Clovis, near Fresno.
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2 KINGS 24:14 “AND he carried away all Jerusalem, and all the princes, and all the mighty men of valour, even ten thousand captives, and all the craftsmen and smiths: none remained, save the poorest sort of the people of the land.”

Old Testament, The Bible
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Chapter 3
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Deuteronomy: Paper Routes and The Word

––––––––
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WE MOVED TO CLOVIS, California near Fresno when I was eight.  We passed through Yosemite on the way.  We didn’t think to look for our kitten at a rest stop in Yosemite, until we had already left. We returned to find we had ran over the kitten as it had settled in the shade of a tire. We stayed at a small motel that had a pool.  Reuben saved me from drowning because I could not swim the two feet to the edge.  

My dad worked for a food research scientist, Doctor Ensinger, who had a small research ranch. Shortly after starting the job, my dad was fired because he wouldn’t put stamps on envelopes on Sunday.

It was back to the paper routes at 6 AM, three or four of us would cover the neighborhoods on foot, collecting 70 cents once a month. Come back, really? You can’t find that in your couch?

We rented a house near Tarpey Elementary. We slept on the worn-thin rental carpet, no beds, no pillows.

Genesis 28:11 “And he lighted upon a certain place, and tarried there all night, because the sun was set; and he took of the stones of that place, and put them for his pillows, and lay down in that place to sleep.

12 And he dreamed, and behold a ladder set up on the earth, and the top of it reached to heaven...

13 And, behold, the Lord stood above it, and said, I
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