INCIDENTS IN THE LIFE OF EVELINE DUNN HUNSAKER

By Aleen H. Hansen

Eveline Dunn Hunsaker, daughter of Simeon Adams Dunn and Harriet Atwood Silver Dunn was born in Brigham City, Box Elder County, Utah, September 12, 1853.   Her parents were Latter-day Saints at her birth, and had come to Utah in the year 1848.   Grandmother had two pair of twins, my mother Eveline being one of the first pair.  The other was a girl, also, and named Emeline.  They were very different in appearance.  My mother was very short and inclined to plumpness while Aunt Emeline was tall and slender.  It was said that their dispositions were as different as was their build.

When Mother was just four years of age, her mother gave birth to another pair of twins, for whom she gave her life.  Grandfather was left with seven little motherless children, the eldest being nine, the youngest just a few days old.  

Grandfather had married children from a former marriage, and with some help from them, he cared for his little ones himself for two years when he married an old southern lady who cared for the family until 1863.  Mother always had great love for her father, and he must have been a wonderful man, for he was both father and mother to his children and he surely implanted noble principles into their lives.   

Mother had a fair education for those days, as good as there was at that time.  At an early day, she learned the art of braiding straw and making straw hats.  She taught this to a class of girls.  I cannot imagine a childhood with no mother.  Our mother meant everything to us.  It was not home when she was not there, and yet she never knew a mother's tender care.

On October 5, 1868, at the age of fifteen, she married my father, Allen Collins Hunsaker, in the Endowment House at Salt Lake City, Utah.  They made their home at Honeyville, Box Elder County, Utah until 1879 when they moved to what is now called Elwood, but was then only a sagebrush flat on the banks of the Malad River.  They were the only settlers on the flats that lived there the year around.  There were a few shacks scattered around and people lived there in the summer months, moving away in the winter.  Surely she knew what the hardships of pioneer life were.   Father was in the sheep business at this time and often Mother would take her babies with her and stay at the sheep camp with him.  A life of this kind would not look very pleasant to us now, and I do not think it would have been very pleasant for her.  

She was a mother at the age of 16 years, and truly a mother all of her life.  She had a family of 17 children, four dying in their infancy.  At one time she laid away two little ones within three weeks of each other.   The one was two years old, Nephi.  The other was only a few weeks old.  Poor Mother, I can see her now as she lay in her bed when they carried away her little two-year-old boy.  She was in bed with the other baby, Oscar, at the time and could not go.  What she must have suffered.

Though I was one of the younger children, I remember mother at the spinning wheel.  Truly she labored with heart and hands for her family.   Never was there born a more unselfish woman, always thinking of others, going without herself that her husband and children might have the best.  Always she taught her chil-dren that their father came first.  I can remember when I was small, we did not have a very expensive bill of fare.  But if there was anything that was extra special and not much of it, she always gave it to Father.  I think it 

taught us a lesson in unselfishness. 

When I was fourteen years old in the year 1901, we moved to Clarkston just for the summer months.  Father had about a hundred head of sheep that he kept when he sold the big herd.  He also had about twenty head of milk cows.  He took them to the ranch in Clarkston for the summer feeding.  Oh, how we children hated to go up there every year.  We would go in June and stay until November.  But, our dear mother never uttered a word of complaint, but was always sweet, cheerful and content wherever her lot was cast.

Her family was now pretty well grown; the youngest was about eight years of age.  Her two eldest sons, Simeon and Lewis, had filled missions, one to Germany, the other to England.  On the 13th of October 1902, in the middle of the night, Lewis came up to Clarkston and brought the sad news that Simeon, her oldest son, was dead.  He had been living in Mexico for some time and had passed away on the 12th of October.  He had left two families, one wife with four children were entirely dependent on the world.  I shall never forget what a blow it was to mother.  It seemed like she could not get over it.  It was a long time before mother could be her old cheerful self again.  But she had little time to mourn.  We moved back to Elwood on the 17th of November, and on the 20th the folks came up from Mexico.  Lewis had gone down after them.   It surely wasn't like home anymore for a while.  We were not used to so many little tots around.  But Mother was grand enough for the occasion.  She kept the four little children while their mother worked out to earn a living.  The oldest child was about five and the youngest only a few weeks old.  Two years later, their mother died also.  My sister Ethel took the baby and cared for him, but Mother kept the three other children and cared for them as she would her own. 

When these children were getting large enough so she was a little freer, my husband died leaving me with two small children.  I had no means of support.  Mother again came to the rescue.  Words cannot express what home and mother meant to me at this time.  I had to leave my little ones in her care during the day while I worked away from home for our support.  It must have grown burden- some to her at times after having had so large a family of her own, then having so many others to care for when she should have been free to enjoy her declining years.  But never a word of complaint ever crossed her lips.

In the same year, 1914, my father lost his sight.  His eyes had been bad for a long time, but now he was entirely blind.  Mother was surely a ministering angel to him, caring for him as if he were a little child; and in time, he was as helpless as a child.  For two years he continued to get more helpless until October 1917 he passed away.  How lost Mother was for a time without him.  

In the early spring of 1917, the oldest of the grandchildren whom she had raised had joined the navy, Simeon.  In the early part of April, was was declared between the United States and Germany.  Mother had one son at home, Lorenzo.  He was about twenty-five years of age at this time, and in the spring of 1918, he joined the army.  And about two months later, Basal, the youngest of the grandchildren that Mother had, also joined the Army.  Poor dear Mother.  All the boys she had at home were gone.  Now only herself, granddaughter Elsa, myself, and my two children were left at home on the farm.  It was very hard on Mother.  She worried a great deal.  

Her health had been failing for some time, and she did not seem to regain her health.  She underwent an operation in the hopes of overcoming her trouble, but she did not seem to get strong.  We could do nothing on the farm, so she decided to rent it and get her a home in Logan where she could be near the temple and spend her time working in the temple.  

We moved to Logan in September 1918.  We had not been in Logan long until her old trouble returned.  Then, late in the fall, Basil, the youngest of the boys in the war, paid the supreme sacrifice.  He died of the flu in New York just as they were prepared to cross the water.  His body was shipped home and he was laid to rest under the Stars and Stripes.  Poor Mother, she mourned so much it seemed she could not get over it.   Her health continued to fail.  She worried so much about the other boys that were away to the war.  Her own boy was then in France and the other one in the Philippines.  

She started to work in the temple.  Then the flu epidemic was so bad that the Temple was closed for the winter.  She was very poorly herself, but despite this fact, she was ready and anxious to do all she could for others in need.  One day I came home from work to find mother gone.  She had left me word that the Relief Committee had called and asked her to go to a home where the mother was dead with the flu and the father, together with one or two of the children were very bad with the dread disease.  We had tried so hard to keep Mother from getting exposed to this disease.  We were so afraid that she could not live if she should get it, her health was so poor.  I was worried almost sick about it.  She stayed with them one day and one night, and then I called the committee and told them mother's condition and how worried I was, and they relieved her.  She was very tired and worn out but did not get the flu.

If any of her children needed her, she was ready at once to go even when she could hardly drag herself around.

In January, her son Lorenzo was back with her again.  Oh, how glad she was to have him.  Her health continued to fail, and it seemed there was nothing we could do that did any good.

She made a trip to Newdale, Idaho in February, where her daughters Letitia and Amy were living. Amy was sick at the time.  She stayed there for a while.  She had not been home long when she was called to go to Elwood to her son Lewis.  They laid away a little baby.  She went to Elwood on Decoration Day, also to Brigham City, where her husband and children were buried.  She stayed down and visited a while with her children who were living in Elwood and Brigham.  She returned to Logan in June, and on the 21st of July 1919, we laid her to rest.

She truly knew what it was to force herself to her task when she was sick and worn and tired to the last point of exhaustion.  She knew what it was to toil not only all day, but to be up half the night covering restless sleepers, giving water to thirsty little lips, listening for croupy coughs.  She knew what it was to rally the last ounce of her strength to answer the never failing call of "Mother."  She knew what it was to wear shabby clothes that her children might have shoes, clothes, etc.  She knew what it was to eat the backbone of the chicken and feed the children the white meat.  Truly, her life was one of sacrifice and devotion.  

She set a worthy example to her numerous posterity.  If we but follow her example, her labors surely will not have been in vain.  Never in all my life did I ever hear my mother tell an impure story, and I never heard one told in her presence.  

She was a faithful Latter-day Saint all the days of her life, and although she did not do much public work except as a Relief Society worker for a short time, it was because her life was so filled up with her children.  She was doing the work that God called her to do.  She now has twelve living children, seventy grandchildren, and forty great grandchildren.  All of her children were married in the Temple.

          The sweetest face in all my memory

          Set in a frame of shining silver hair,

          With eyes whose language is melody.

          This is my mother, is she not most fair.

          Many little heads have found                    

          Their sweetest rest

          Upon the pillow                                               

          Of her loving breast.  

          The world is wide but nowhere does it keep

          So safe a haven, so secure a rest.

          "Tis counted great to be a queen

          And bend a kingdom to a woman's will.

          To be a mother such as mine, I wean,

          Is something better and more noble still.

          I feel that in the heavens above

          The angels who sing to one another,

          Can find among their burning words of love

          None so devotional as that of mother.

