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The first I can remember of my Dad was when I was about three years old. He would hitch his team to the wagon in the evening after dinner and drive down to Grandma Fox' s home. Mother would hold the youngest one and the other children would ride in the back of the wagon. We always had quilts to sit on and to cover us up with. On the way home, I can remember the ruts and ditches we crossed on the way. We could tell how close we were to home by the bumps and ditches we went through. I can remember him going for wood in the wintertime and how my Mother would go to the door and listen for the wagon. The winters were cold and a lot of snow, and when night would come you could hear the wheels creak and squeel as they ground through the frost and snow. You could hear my Dad comming for more than a mile on a cold night and how glad we were to hear Him comming. This is what I remember about Him while we were living in the New Servey, one mile or more north west of Lehi.

When I was eight years old he bought a home in the east side of Lehi, where the new High School building stands now. After he moved to this new place we had a neighbor build a home on the land next to us. Dad and our neighbor worked together a great deal, helping each other do the thrashing and digging beets. Our neighbor didn't have any boys large enough to work at this time and when we went to help him Dad would take two or three boys to help, He wanted to be sure that he did more than His share. Our neighbor always wanted to argue but Dad wouldn't, He just said what He thought was right and there He stood, He wouldn't say any more and if our neighbor wanted to argue he had to talk to himself, but if Dad found that he was wrong, he would apologise, but he wouldn't quarrel. Maybe this was the reason they were friends all their lives. They would go to Pelican Point for rock for the Sugar Factory together. They would work, eat and sleep together. I remember going with dad on these trips a lot of times and was always glad to go with him and ride the horses out in the lake to water them. The lake was so clean we could see the fish swimming around the horses feet. In those days all kind of work was done with the horses and a good horse was the pride of most men. My Dad had one he named Spruce. He was just a medium size horse in those days but he was Dad's favorite. I remember when we were thrashing, the engine that pulled the thrashing machine mired down in our pasture and the had to use horses to pull it out. Our neighbor had a large horse he thot could pull more than any horse in Lehi at that time, he said I'll go and get my horse and you get your's and we will pull it out. He wanted to show how good his horse was. My Dad's horse was smaller but when they started to pull Dad's horse was in the lead and our neighbor's horse couldn't pull him back. Our neighbor used the whip, but he couldn't pull Dad's horse back. Dad didn't brag about his horse, he just stroked the horses neck with his hand and led him back in his stall, but I could see a smile on. Dad's face and a twinkle in his eye. Dad loved horses and he was never cruel to them.

In a few short years Dad's boys grew up and we didn't work with our neighbor as often. Dad taught his boys how to work, he took to the mountains for wood and we learned how to handle horses. He always done a good days work; it was just principle he believed in and if he worked for someone for hire he would do a little extra and this is what He told his boys to do, and I have always admired him for that.

My Dad was always healthy until one day he was loading a box car with clay for the Utah Fire Clay Co. out at Fairfield when he received word that one of his boys (Isaac ) that was on a Mission for our Church was sick with Typhoid Fever and was not expected to live, and the work and worry was too much for his heart. He lived to the age of seventy three, but was only able to work part of the time. I always loved and respected my Dad and I would be proud to hear some one say "Your a lot like your Dad".
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